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Tricked into Slavery:  Introduction

- The White Slave Act of 2000 Universe -

This story series has much of its action centered in and around the historic Magnus Hotel in Eastlake, Oklahoma where Darlene Pritchard has recently inherited a failing hotel from her grandfather.  The business fails until a sorority sister, Victoria Gibson, appears from nowhere with a scheme for saving the fine, old hotel.  The basis of her business plan is to set up a special Lodging Incentive Bonus Program to lure travelers away from the established hotel chains to instead stay at the Magnus Hotel.  An illusion of safety in a luxurious safe haven is created to draw women travelers who are in actuality the unwitting prey of the mostly male clientele that join the Lodging Incentive Bonus Program.

In “Tricked into Slavery” a radical element spins off from the wholly ineffective New Underground Railroad Movement.  Sheila Mull sneaks into a supposedly secret meeting of New Underground Railroad Cell Number 21 at Saint Julia College where she is aghast to discover how naive and sophomoric the college members are in their anti-slavery meetings.  Determined to strike directly against slavers, Sheila creates a much more clandestine anti-slavery group - FREEDOM Cell and plans attacks against a notorious Eastlake slaver and the National Media Group Headquarters.  Then, the story departs from the Eastlake, Oklahoma locale and follows characters implicated in Sheila’s heinous act against society.

This story exists because of Bondage Lord’s generous offer for authors to write stories that fit within the rich ‘White Slave Act of 2000’ story universe that he created.  The rules he set forth allow for amazing flexibility in creating diverse story scenarios around the intriguing prospect of a society where women are vulnerable to enslavement due to popularly enacted laws with drastic consequences for many.  Yet, it is possible for a woman in such circumstances to remain empowered; but, the path they tread is a dangerous one fraught with extreme penalties.  Bondage Lord was brilliant in following through with the fates of his captured and enslaved women.  Thus, the act of conversion is only the first step.  The end state of free women converted to slaves ranges from almost agreeable fates as ‘Slaves in Name Only’ or as ‘Corporate Assets’ to much more disagreeable futures.  They face uncertainty as sexual slaves, servants, cheap forced labor, entertainment for the masses, and of course as livestock.

Other books in the White Slave act of 2000 series:

Vol 1 - Slaves of Magnus Hotel

Vol 2 - Slaves of Magnus Hotel - II

Vol 3 - Tricked into Slavery

Vol 4 - Slave Girls at PGHR

I hope my story does justice to the possibilities that Bondage Lord made available to writers with the ‘White Slave Act of 2000’ universe.

Chapter 1 - College Scene at Saint Julia College

Aaron Flemings stepped his way through the boisterous crowd.  Even as early as six in the evening, the little pub was packed full of college kids from nearby Saint Julia College.  In fact, the reason Aaron picked the bar originally was that virtually thousands of young women lived within easy walking distance of the place.  He spied one of his friends and drifted toward her table.

“Hey, Margaux, how were classes today?”

Margaux Blondet looked up at Aaron Flemings and grinned wanly.  “My day was long enough that I’m ready for a very cold draft and some crispy potato skins.  You buying again?  After all, I’m still a poor college student and you’re the rich retired dude.”

She stared a little too pointedly at his lanky frame as he slipped his six-foot-three-inch frame smoothly onto the bench seat opposite Margaux.

At her goofy look, he asked, “What’s that all about?  Oh, and I’ve already ordered two of the schooner-sized draft beers.  We can add appetizers in a few minutes when Carmella, our waitress brings the beers.”

Margaux turned her head away in embarrassment at his initial question and softly shook her head.

“Be that way,” Aaron teased, “and I might decide to keep the beers for myself.  Guess I’ll have to look for some other nubile chick to entertain me tonight.”

“You rat!” the lovely black-haired graduate student moaned.  “Oh, all right,” she said with embarrassment, “It’s just that I’m always amazed at how easy you move for such a big man.”  She giggled and added, “And, I’m sure that you were never a dancer.”

Aaron held back any response to her question until their waitress Carmella finished setting down their drinks and taking the appetizer order.  As she departed, he raised his glass to Margaux’s and whispered, “Cheers.”

Margaux took a long draw on the crisp ale and moaned softly in happiness.  “Thanks, Aaron, … this must be like the hundredth beer you’ve bought me in the last few months.”

Aaron made no reply; he just took another long pull of the beer.

After a few moments of companionable silence, Margaux pouted her pretty face and softly demanded almost confrontationally, “Well, … mystery man, … you were never a dancer, … right?”

Aaron sighed, locked eyes with the student, and replied wearily, “Look, Margaux, … we’ve been over this before.  I told you that I left the military just a few months ago.  After retiring, I came here because it was supposedly a nice, quiet town.  I’m not a cop and I’ve never been in law enforcement.  I was in the military and mostly had Airborne and Ranger assignments.  Pretty intense stuff, but nothing to do with police work.  We met here almost two months ago and I’ve just been a casual friend.  Yes, I buy a lot of beers, … but, I can afford it given I’m drawing a retirement check, … and you know I’m not here just to chase pussy because your girlfriends would have certainly clued you in on that angle.”

Margaux warily eyed the man she’d met socially at least every other day for two months; sometimes alone, and often with some of her friends.  “You’re right about the partaking of pussy part.  All my girlfriends are intrigued with a man that’s got a very light course load, is generous, has a studly bod and looks much younger than his supposed age of thirty-eight, hangs with a lot of college chicks, but hasn’t tried to nail one yet despite some interest from the more daring, and slutty, ones.  So, … you’re right, … we don’t think you’ve scored once in the last two months, maybe not even the entire semester.  Admit it, … it is kinda suspicious.”

“Don’t take this the wrong way.  I do appreciate the beers,” Margaux continued.  “But, … I still think you look and act like a cop!” she observed flatly.  “I like you and I like your generosity, … but, I’m suspicious enough that I’m not getting involved with a man that reminds me of a narc.”

The ex-military man took another welcoming gulp of the beer.  “When have I ever tried to get into your panties or quizzed you on something personal about your life?”  His light teasing tone was intended to quell her fears.  “Why can’t you just let me be your friend?  Or, … are you pissed because I haven’t tried to fuck you?” he added bluntly.

Margaux grimaced.  “Truce!” she suggested.  “This has been a hard week and I’m more than just a little on edge.  Plus, on top of classes and all that, there’s the news about the attacks on Eastlake last night.”

Aaron’s grin became a little lopsided at Margaux’s comments.  He slipped one hand across the table to cover one of hers.  “Hey, … you can always talk with me about anything bothering you.  Remember, I’m unbiased about anything and I’m not emotionally entangled with any campus social crap.”

“Besides,” he continued while still holding her hand down, “you should ignore the news, stuff like that could never happen here in small town Hutchinson, Kansas.  This is the end of the earth when it comes to crap like that!”

Margaux made no reply and Aaron dropped the conversation.  During the lull, he wondered if the bloody fiasco in Eastlake was part of her moodiness tonight.  Scenes of bloody carnage were being displayed on a couple of the bar's television screens and it looked like all the talking dogs were out in force on the networks voicing their useless opinions about the anti-slavery movement.  He ignored the news and he told himself, “Maybe tonight I can finally get her to open up.”

After each had taken more sips from their glasses, Margaux stiffened and muttered a very angry, “Oh, crap!”

Aaron followed the woman’s glare to her target.  A tall blonde man with very muscular shoulders and upper arms had just entered the pub and he was leading a striking blonde behind him by a metal chain leash.  She was obviously reluctant to enter, but apparently, from her body language, her hands were bound behind her back and she had no choice but to follow.  The naked slave girl tottered in on heels far higher than she was used to wearing.

Their waitress rushed over and confronted the man.  “Tony!  What the hell are you doing here with Jennifer?  This is a slave-girl-free establishment!”

The man sneered at the waitress.  “Get outta my way, cunt!  I know the laws in Kansas.  Just because your boss is too stupid to own slaves himself doesn’t mean customers can’t bring theirs in!”  He turned back to the embarrassed blonde he controlled by leash and snarled, “Come on, whore!  Heel!  Let’s get a table!”  The girl, wearing nothing but the heels, collar, and a bright red ballgag whimpered audibly and heeled as commanded.

“You know them?” Aaron whispered.  “Your friend Carmella Henriksen sure does.”

Margaux followed the controversial couple to where the man claimed a chair at a table.  The slave knelt beside him, tears flowing from her eyes.  “He’s Tony Francera, captain of the swim team and a first class prick,” she whispered angrily.  “The blonde with him is, … well, was Jennifer Stanistow.  She was my roommate until he PPC’d her three months ago.  His favorite thing is to drag her to places where her old friends can see her.”

Her head sagged down and she whispered, “I tried to warn her but she wouldn’t listen.  She’s from a small rural town and wasn't prepared for the type attention he gave her.”  Margaux’s voice turned bitter and she added, “Of course, all that fake romantic attention ended immediately after he had enough evidence to PPC her.”  

Aaron had turned sideways in the booth to watch Tony’s interaction with Jennifer.  “So, he enacted a Boyfriend Enslavement Clause?”

“You prick!  God knows I hate that weeny phrase.” Margaux spit back angrily.  “You know full well that PPC stands for Person of Personal Contact and it is nothing but a means for cocksuckers like Tony to trick a girl into slavery.”

“Yes, Margaux, I know,” Aaron answered back softly.  “The law reads that 'A parent, husband, or “person of personal contact” can sell any woman to a registered and federally authorized representative for enslavement if sufficient proof is provided that they have had consensual vaginal sex with the subject at least three times in the last thirty days.'  I also know that the courts have really tightened up on the proof part of the vaginal sex aspect and requires date-stamped video and audio proof of at least three consensual consummations within the thirty day period.”

“I hate that you know that!” Margaux responded with heat.  “That basis for the White Slave Act of 2000 might be to restore the drastic disparity in the female to male ratio of the population, … but it still sucks!”  

Carmella interrupted the heated discussion when she slammed a glass and a bowl down on Tony’s table and then set a pitcher of beer down with such violence that the top inch of beer splashed down on the table.

Aaron whispered back to Margaux, “I’m sure it’s not worth much consolation, … but he must not get too much pussy now that word is out about him being a predator.”  

Margaux glared at Aaron, “Why are you men such pricks!” she demanded.  “Jennifer was a nice girl and doesn’t deserve to spend the remainder of her life as a sex slave to useless trust fund kids like Tony!”

“She was in your sorority, … Phi Beta Phi, … right?”

Miserable, Margaux silently nodded her head.

“Jennifer was a senior?”

Margaux kept her head down, Aaron suspected that she was crying.  Inwardly, he tried to remember from the tidbits of conversation he’d overheard just exactly how many members were in Phi Beta Phi and how many girls lived in the house.  “Well, Margaux, I agree with you, … he’s a prick and he doesn’t deserve a girl like Jennifer.”

The subject of their conversation had just poured a bowl half full of beer and was making Jennifer drink it down.  Reluctant or not, she obediently guzzled three bowls of the beer.  He tilted the bowl and her lips sucked down the cold foamy brew.  She didn’t spill a drop except for the bottom of each bowl which Tony poured over her lush tits.  He accompanied his taunting with gleeful laughter.

The mood of Aaron’s quasi-date had gone from being simply moody to barely restraining a temper that appeared to be explosive.  Aaron eyed her cautiously, afraid of setting off a powder keg of pissed off womanhood.  He held his silence into their next round of beers until he saw Tony get up and drag Jennifer with him, leaving their pitcher of beer and glasses on the table.  “He takes her into the men’s room?” Aaron observed. 

“Yes, … and I’ve heard that sometimes she has to perform sex with his friends there.  Tony is a disgusting pervert!  I hope his friends on the swim team don’t come in tonight because then it will be way worse for Jennifer.”

Aaron drew a fifty-dollar-bill from his wallet.  “Margaux, I’m going to pay the bill.  Then, if you’re interested in some excitement, follow me outside when I signal.”

Mystified, Margaux shook her head in confusion.  She watched Aaron glide through the crowd in the pub and once again marveled at how gracefully he moved.  “No,” she thought, “not a dancer, … he moves like a panther, powerful but poised for action; like a predator.” 

At the register, Aaron threw the money down on the bar.  Their friend Carmella rang up the tab and gave Aaron change.  He let the tip with a quirky grin and winked across the room to Margaux as he disappeared into the crowds on the other side of the bar.

Aaron was gone about three or four minutes.  When he returned, he went straight to the main entry and signaled her to follow.  Intrigued, Margaux gathered up her purse and quickly hurried after Aaron.  He was waiting outside the pub leaning against his car.

“What was that about?” Margaux demanded.

Aaron just grinned and handed her a wallet.  

“So, … it’s your wallet,” she pouted.  “Can’t you answer a simply question?”

“No, … look inside at the ID and credit cards.”

Margaux was initially slow to look at the ID, and then she quickly began to pull out card after card from the wallet.  She looked up inquisitively at Aaron.

“It’s Tony’s wallet, Margaux.  Go ahead and keep the cash.  He must have five or six hundred dollars there.  As you said, he’s a prick who doesn’t deserve a slave like Jennifer.”

“Aaron,” Margaux whispered in fear, “what have you done?”

“Doing, … you mean what am I doing?” Aaron rebutted.  “Get in the backseat, we have one more thing to do and we gotta hurry.”

Normally, Margaux wouldn’t have gotten in a car with a man, even someone she’d known for a couple of months.  But, mystified by what was going on, she scampered to the car and got into the bench seat behind Aaron.

He threw a small zip-lock bag over his shoulder and commanded, “Take the cash like I said and put the cards and the wallet in the bag!”

The car lurched forward and turned into the narrow alley beside the bar.  By the time he stopped as abruptly as he started, Margaux had a fat wad of bills in her front jeans pocket and the wallet was stowed away as directed.

“Holy feminine deities of mercy,” Margaux breathed as Aaron leapt out of the car to retrieve a blonde slave girl whose neck was trapped against the chain link fence by her leash.  Squealing with happiness, Margaux grabbed the naked slave girl as he stuffed her into the car beside her.  “Jennifer,” she cried, “let’s get that gag out.”

Aaron locked the car doors.  Neither girl saw his grin of genuine happiness in the dark alleyway.  Margaux certainly never noticed that when he handed her the wallet, he had on a pair of black leather gloves with traces of Tony Francera’s hair, scalp, and blood on the right glove’s knuckles.  “Her fingerprints are all over the wallet contents,” he observed to himself.  Opening the zip-lock bag, he rubbed Tony’s traces over the outside of the wallet, added an equally bloody roll of quarters, and then stowed the zip-lock bag in the glove compartment.  

“Where is Tony,” Margaux demanded from the back seat.

Aaron glanced in the rear view mirror and saw a sobbing Jennifer fiercely hugging Margaux.  “He’s lying unconscious on the floor in front of the urinals with a huge lump on the back of his head,” Aaron responded with a grin.  “My guess is that he’s gonna have a serious concussion.  Other than thinking he was run over by a truck, … he certainly won't remember anything that just happened.”

“Oh, … oh,”  Margaux gasped.  “You attacked him and stole Jennifer?”

Aaron laughed.  “No, Margaux.  I beat the shit out of the bastard with a fist reinforced with a roll of quarters and then I liberated his slave.”  Inwardly he added, “Then I kicked him twice in the balls hard enough to rupture something.  He won’t be sexually abusing slaves for quite some time.”

Both girls moaned in fear behind him.

“Aaron,” Margaux cried out, “No matter how bad Jennifer’s life was before, now she’s an escaped slave and you helped her.  You know that could be her death sentence!”

“Margaux, shut up and take care of Jennifer!” Aaron commanded in a no-nonsense tone.  “We’re going to my place, … it’s just outside town.  Once we get there, I’ll tell you how we’re going to get Jennifer to safety.”

Chapter 2 - Anti-Slavery Movement in Kansas

The Phi Beta Phi Women’s Sorority of Saint Julia College, Hutchinson, Kansas was the clandestine sponsor of Cell Number 21 of the slowly growing, US-based, New Underground Railroad Movement.  In covert opposition to the White Slave Act of 2000, Cell Number 21 met to support the fledgling underground anti-slavery movement.  In sympathy to the enslaved women, Sheila Mull began to sneak into several of Cell Number 21's meetings.  She was dismayed that she was never asked to reveal her identity to anyone and that the group naively allowed anyone to attend that simply registered with a fake identity.  No vetting, or background checks were conducted.

Sheila Mull was astounded that the group had such sloppy operational security in their meetings that were so open as to almost invite the authorities to infiltrate their ranks.  Secondly, it seemed impossible that a resistance group giving lip-service to actions that could result in the enslavement and painful death of its members could actually accomplish nothing over a period of months in their supposed fight against White Slave Act of 2000 laws beyond simple college pranks.  Lastly, she was furious about the fact that even if the group somehow managed to actually do something meaningful, the authorities would certainly swoop down and convert every last one of them into the very thing they fought to prevent, … more hopelessly enslaved women doomed to torture and death.

At the last meeting Sheila attended, there were 34 young women present, all students of the college, but not all were members of the Phi Beta Phi Sorority that provided the leadership core of Cell Number 21.  After that night, Sheila fervently promised to never set foot anywhere near the Phi Beta Phi House, to avoid any Phi Beta Phi member, and to ensure she was never again associated with any member of Cell Number 21 of the New Underground Railroad Movement.

A perpetual student at Saint Julia College in Hutchinson, Kansas, Sheila had already earned a B.A. and an M.B.A. in Business Administration and a B.S. in Computer Science.  Brilliant and driven, Sheila expected to breeze through her doctoral program in Management Information Systems.

Sheila was also arrogant; at least in terms of her general superiority.  As a result, the pretty graduate student was ruthless in the way of all self-focused sociopaths.  She even acknowledged to a few close confidants that the general public was nothing but chattel, destined to be used and set callously aside if it best suited her, and society’s,  needs.

That last meeting triggered a fervent commitment on Sheila’s part to branch off on her own.  A clandestine and wholly unauthorized spin-off of the more conservative New Underground Railroad Movement was born.  Sheila became the founding member of a radical ‘Cell’ codenamed ‘FREEDOM.’

Sheila's anti-slavery cell was dedicated to violent resistance to White Slave Act of 2000 laws, policies, supporters, and especially the slavers.  Steeped in secrecy, she carefully created two direct-action teams, ANVIL and BEACON, under a small leadership group.  Members were recruited, trained, equipped, and prepared for violent, murderous attacks with each team absolutely unaware of each other’s existence.  That is, … until this very morning when their team chiefs were informed of the larger scope of the day’s operations that were already swell underway.

Sheila Mull’s existence and role in the movement had been minimized such that only one other person knew of her true role.  Her one-time lover, Gabrielle Crooks, pretended to be the Commander of Freedom Cell and the head of its Executive Committee.  Gabrielle’s duties included personally maintaining contact with the overarching New National Underground Railroad Movement, meeting with the President of the Phi Beta Phi Sorority and Cell Number 21, and controlling the operations of Freedom’s two direct action teams ANVIL and BEACON through their liaison officers.

Freedom Cell’s Executive Committee consisted of Gabrielle Crooks as the pretend head of the organization, Shelly Richmond, Liaison to ANVIL Team, and Mary Hess, Liaison to BEACON Team.  Cell meetings followed a strict protocol.  Gabrielle (and of course the hidden leader Sheila) were privy to all information on ANVIL and BEACON.  Melissa Schlucke and Candace Walters, the ANVIL and BEACON Team Leaders had been unaware of each other’s existence.  The team liaison’s conducted their own membership recruiting and training while pretending to be overall commander to their subordinates.  Only Sheila Mull knew all the details of Freedom Cell, even the identity of well-hidden organization supporters.

Thus ANVIL Team and their leader, Melissa Schlucke, were only exposed to one person outside their cell.  Shelly Richmond pretended to be their Cell Chief and Leader of the Freedom Resistance Cell.  In actuality, Shelly was only the liaison between ANVIL and the pretend leader, Gabrielle Crooks.

BEACON Team and their leader, Candace Walter, were similarly exposed to only a single person outside their cell.  In their case, Mary Hess pretended to be their Cell Chief and the Leader of the Freedom Resistance Cell.  Like Shelly, Mary was only a simple liaison who also thought that Gabrielle Crooks was the real Leader of the Freedom Resistance Cell.

Sheila Mull also had secrets from Gabrielle Crooks that she was sworn to protect.  Not only had she found a mole in the Eastlake slavery business that she intended to leverage for even more violent future acts, she also had a very important dignitary that supported her Freedom Cell with money, logistics support, and weapons.  She also fully intended to protect her two operational teams from law enforcement infiltration and exploitation.  Thus, she had extensive personnel files on each member of ANVIL and BEACON.  What none of her subordinates knew was that Sheila and her carefully hidden supporter considered everyone expendable except for Sheila herself.  Although absolutely dedicated to overturning the White Slave Act of 2000 laws and to humiliate and defeat supporters, slavers, and slavery advocates, the constant pressure was wearing the pretty woman down.

Chapter 3 - FREEDOM Cell Goes Operational

Sheila Mull had been driving all morning; at least since she’d taken over from her younger traveling companion, Shelly Richmond, while they fueled up at a gas station on Highway 35 near Wichita, Kansas.  Her eyes were scratchy from days of long planning sessions, budget and equipment issues, and training drills.  

“Hey sleepyhead!” she muttered to Shelly who was seated beside her in the passenger seat.

The fully alert girl turned her attention immediately to Sheila.  “Yes, Ma’am,” she responded crisply.  Shelly worshiped the older woman even though they’d only recently met.  Shelly Richmond mistakenly thought that Sheila was a national-level operative from the Underground Railroad Movement who was operating in an advisory role for the mission.  Instead, Sheila was a rabid, out of control, anti-slavery zealot.

“We’re about ten miles from our departure point to Highway 412 at exit 194.  What’s your team status?” Sheila asked.

Shelly glanced once at her clipboard and then picked up a microphone with a bold ‘A’ hand-painted on it.  “ANVIL, this is FREEDOM at TWO-ZERO-FOUR, SITREP, over.”

Sheila Mull heard the replies just as clearly as Shelly through the three radio speakers on improvised mounts behind them in the SUV.

“ANVIL OPS GREEN at TWO-ZERO-NINER!”

“ANVIL ECHO-ECHO GREEN at TWO-ONE-THREE!”

“Ma’am, ANVIL Leader and her team are on track five miles behind us.  The EVAC & EVASION Team is on schedule four miles behind them.  We’ve been doing basic commo checks every fifteen minutes since we crossed the state line into Oklahoma and everything is a GO!”

“As if anyone could tell where we were,” Sheila grumbled.  “Until just a few minutes ago, I’d have thought we were still in freaking Kansas!”

After driving for a few minutes in silence, the now much more alert terrorist leader turned once again to her assistant and ordered, “Alright, Shelly!  We’re approaching Highway 412.  It’s time to break comm. silence with BEACON Team.  Use the command net and check in with your Cell Leader Gabrielle Crooks.”

This time, Sheila tried to ignore her assistant while she made the requisite terse radio checks.  Sheila had the last minute jitters and wanted to clarify a few mission details in her mind.

Barely heard in the background, Shelly was speaking, “OPS C&C, this is CONTROL, SITREP, over.”

“It’s finally happening,” Sheila told herself with elation.  “After all my planning, we finally are going to virtually destroy slaving operations in Eastlake, Oklahoma.  A blow like this will galvanize violent underground movements across the nation.  Wow!”

“Ma’am,” Shelly Richmond said, interrupting Sheila’s unfinished thoughts.  “Miss Crooks informed me that as your Ops Officer, she's already led her element off Interstate 35 to the turn-off just north of Tonkawa onto State Route 60 as planned.  They will go east, transition to country roads and then eventually will approach Eastlake from the northerly approach on State Route 75.  Oh, … and yes, they are right on schedule, Ma’am.  She is preceding BEACON Team on their approach into Eastlake.  As planned, we should all simultaneously enter the high-speed loop around the inner city area.”

“So their Escape and Evasion Teams are fully synchronized with ours?”


“Yes, Ma’am,” Shelly replied a little hesitantly.  Then she continued with an inquisitive expression on her face, “You do know, Ma’am, … that the two E&E Teams will each spin off to their pre-planned truck stop areas before we reach Interstate 244?”

Sheila sighed and nodded.  “Yes, Shelly, I know the plan.  First, the two Escape and Evasion Teams pull off to their recovery sites, next the ALPHA Kidnap Team and the BEACON Assault Team will peel off to their mission sites, and lastly, our two supervisory elements will move into command and control positions.  By my count, all that will occur by 1830 hours and the direct-actions teams will be on station by 1845 hours.”

Shelly beamed in agreement.  “Yes, Ma’am!  That’s it exactly!” 

Sheila Mull groaned inwardly.  “It’s a pain in the ass trying to keep this young girl thinking I’m some national representative come in to help execute this mission.  I made the plan and have to act like it’s not ingrained into my very being.”  Sheila sighed again, this time outwardly.

“Ma’am, don’t worry about anything.  Miss Cross is absolutely first-rate!  Why I didn’t even know until today that she had another team inside FREEDOM.  Her OPSEC is perfect!”

Long, tense minutes of driving followed for both Sheila and Shelly.  Having broken communications silence between ANVIL and BEACON, no further radio checks between the two convoys were allowed until the next checkpoints were reached inside Interstate 244.  

Finally, after fidgeting for far too long, Shelly Richmond broke out excitedly.  Ma’am, I can see the western portion of Eastlake and the river to our south.  In just a few minutes you’ll see a refinery off to your right.  At that point, we’re just minutes from the interstate interchanges.  We’re almost there!”

Chapter 4 - Raid on Eastlake, Oklahoma

“We’re set boss,” Shelly Richmond whispered as their vehicle rolled to a stop.  “All teams have good comms.  We are at Charlie 1, our command and control observation site, and the other control element is Charlie 2, at their command and control observation site.  The recovery teams should check in at any minute.”

Sheila Mull sighed deeply and relaxed back in her driver’s seat; the pressure had been immense the last few days.

A short burst of static startled both women in the dark calmness of the SUV.

“Beacon at Beacon One,” a hushed female voice reported.

“Roger,” another voice acknowledged.

“Anvil is Anvil One,” a more excited voice spoke.

“Roger,” Shelly answered crisply to the ANVIL report.  “Ma’am, both teams have their recovery elements in place at two different truck stops,” Shelly reported succinctly and completely unnecessarily given that Sheila Mull had not only created the underground resistance cells, but she’d been the architect of every step of the current plans under execution at the moment.

“Mary Hess has command and control of BEACON and they remain on track for a go command!”

Sheila sighed inwardly this time.  Still sitting with her eyes closed, she asked herself, “Are these kids even half as militarily professional as they sound?  Heaven knows that this has been rehearsed enough times.”  She opened her eyes and looked at the simplified time-line for the night’s mission.  “What do you think, Shelly?  You know ANVIL Team the best.”

“My team has the Snatch and Grab Mission and the most vulnerable targets.  After tonight, I personally guarantee that Spellbook Slaves and Games will be out of business.”  She smiled smugly and added, “Personally, I give Mike West a 50-50 chance of surviving the next hour.  If he does, then he’ll regret it to the last shrieking breath that the lowly scumbag draws on this earth.  Either way, the video will be an awesome Information Operations tool.”

“And his chief bitches Ingrid or Lilly?”

“Not much chance of getting Lilly tonight, Ma’am,” Shelly responded sadly.  “But, your source confirmed that Ingrid is working at the new satellite office where Mike West is now working?  Correct?”

Sheila Mull smiled and thought about her source.  “Oh, yes,” she said with clear satisfaction, “my source has done her job well.”  Silently she added, “The blackmailed cunt better, or she’ll be dancing on the sharpest impaling stake I can find.  It was a lucky day for me that I saw her that day when we scouted the National Media Group Headquarters in Eastlake.”

“Ma’am, I understand compartmentalization and I respect that you’re from the New National Underground Railroad Movement,” Shelly peevishly replied.  “But, you let slip that your source is linked to slavery and our own Executive Committee agreed that she is a legitimate primary target for tonight’s mission to prosecute.”

Sheila couldn’t hold back her next sigh of exacerbation.  The Executive Committee had been her own idea and it had turned into a royal pain in her ass.   “Trying to maintain anonymity and keeping this from becoming a democratic process sucked,” she told herself.  “Next time, I won’t allow any checks and balances to interfere with more important mission planning.”

The resistance leader ignored her ANVIL Team Liaison’s attempt to open what she considered a closed discussion on her source’s future and forced her attention back to the night’s mission time-line.  She forced herself to ignore Shelly’s question.  “So, … no last minute jitters from your team on their first real mission?”

Shelly giggled, revealing her young age, and replied, “No, Ma’am.  We’re all tired of the training missions and sophomoric pranks we’ve had to do up till now.  I mean no disrespect, but this is why we joined.  Death to slavers!”

Sheila Mull was still antsy.  The fifteen minute wait between when the recovery teams settled into place and the arrival of the mission teams at their target sites was a period of fearful uncertainly.

“ANVIL is Alpha.”

“Roger, ANVIL is go, … ANVIL is go, … Godspeed,” Shelly Richmond replied into the radio with a measured tone despite her appearance of barely controlled elation.

Within seconds, the other assault team reported in to their Cell contact, Mary Hess, who was in the other control van with her boss, Gabrielle Crooks.  “BEACON is Bravo,” Sheila and Shelly heard over their third radio net that was monitoring BEACON’s broadcasts.  “Roger,” Mary Hess answered in a muted, but excited voice, “BEACON is go, … BEACON is go, … fly like death with wings!”

“Ma’am,” Shelly breathlessly reported, “Both combat teams are in place.  Ten minutes to assault for my team and fifteen for BEACON.  We are now in comm silence.  In ten minutes, Spellbook Slaves and Games will be history and five minutes after that, the most evil corporation on earth will lose its Oklahoma headquarters along with any executives working tonight.”

Sheila nodded and closed her eyes to visualize the orchestrated moves she’d planned for the complex strikes that would begin in just minutes.  “Thanks, Number Two,” she softly told the excited college student.  

Chapter 5 - Destruction of Spellbook Slaves and Games

Sitting in the silence of the dark van, and given that she had designed the entire operation, Sheila easily visualized the drill for ANVIL Team at the first target site, Alpha.

Upon arriving, all seven members of the ANVIL assault team would quietly disembark from their rental van in controlled phases.  First was the ANVIL Recon/Command and Control Element composed of Crystal Sheppard (Intel) and Amy Chang (Comms and Deputy to the Team Chief, Melissa Schlucke).  Their role was to make the initial approach to Spellbook Slaves and Games (SBS&G) to confirm that it was open for business and then to establish a close-in observation point.  Dressed in their normal college clothing, Crystal and Amy had folding-stock weapons and fragmentation grenades in their backpacks.

As the ANVIL Team Number Two in command, Amy monitored the team radio network and forwarded pre-established situational reports (SITREPs) and any of Melissa’s commands to the Cell Leadership.  Melissa and Amy were the only ANVIL Team members that ‘knew’ Shelly Richmond was their leader and resistance contact.

Outside the new SBS&G satellite office, Melissa Schlucke carefully confirmed that Amy and Crystal were in position to not only provide command and control, but could rain in covering fire in the event things went to shit.  Three quick bursts of static on the team radio network confirmed to Melissa that her Recon Element was set.

Melissa took a deep calming breath and winched at the painful constriction of the M18A1 Claymore Mines tightly taped to her belly and spine just above her shapely ass.  “It’s odd,” she told herself, “this part about detonating landmines as a last ditch effort to kill Mike West is the scariest part of the mission, … but my team loves and respects me deeply for the commitment.”  

Unless ANVIL was successful in kidnapping or killing Mike West and Ingrid, Melissa would die in a spectacular explosion when the timer controlling her explosives reached 7:15 PM.  Upon mission success, Amy Chang (her Number Two and Comm Officer) would radio her a five digit disarming code.  Melissa also had a trigger switch in her pocket in case she had to manually detonate the charges early.

Grimly, Melissa looked at Liz Comeau’s bulging backpack filled with blocks of C-4, fragmentation grenades, and timers.  Liz and Melissa also had 9mm Berettas tucked into their waistbands at the small of their backs.

Faking confidence, Melissa looked her four confederates in the eye and forcefully announced, “ANVIL is a go!  Death to slavers!”

A hushed chorus of “Death to slavers!” answered and the five women stepped out of the van.  The group of co-eds approached the new SBS&G office as a group.

“Hey!  Is this where slave conversions take place?” Melissa asked brassily.

“Yes,” the woman behind the desk answered with a tired smile.  “How can Spellbook Slaves and Games help you this evening?

Melissa rejoiced inwardly at the sight of Ingrid’s nametag.  “Yes!” she shouted gleefully to herself.  “This slaver bitch is going down hard!”

Outwardly, Melissa volunteered, “Oh, … uh, good.”  She set three folders down on the desk in front of Ingrid and said, “My friends and I are here to finalize a bet from the beginning of last semester.”  She swept her hand toward the white faces of Diane Baum, Sonia Navarre, and June Pratt.  “These three are to be enslaved as a result of a lost bet about school grades and my other friend and I are here to become their owners.  Oh, … and their forms have already been notarized.”

“OK,” Ingrid said briskly, “this will be easy then.  Diane, Sonia, and June strip down naked while I scan the paperwork and then do some computer background checks.”  She looked pointedly at Melissa and added, “Can one of you help me review their notarized forms, IDs, and SSNs?”

Melissa motioned Amy to help Ingrid with the Slaver Database entries.  Hopping about on the cold floor as they stripped naked, Diane, Sonia, and June hoped their fake identities were enough to protect them from actual slave conversion.  They were uncomfortable with their minimal role in the raid and had argued for more direct-action positions.  Especially given their primary role as naked defenseless sheep compared to their weapons toting peers.

Melissa took the next few minutes of confusion to orient herself in the small office.  She also took a small, palm-sized scanner from her purse.  A blinking icon on the screen confirmed that Mike West’s jacket and its hidden electronic RFID tag were just a few feet away.  She nodded, thanking the unanimous spy that helped them in placing Mike West at his office tonight and for the radio-frequency identification microchip (RFID) that the spy had slipped into his jacket lining.  “Nobody actually told me that our spy was a woman,” she thought for at least the tenth time, “but surely only a woman would be willing risk her freedom and life to take down these evil slavers.”  Melissa put the scanner back into her purse and palmed the taser hidden in her jeans pocket.  She thought wistfully of the more effective weapon in her back waistband, but hardened herself to fulfill her role in the mission.

“So, … Ingrid, … your boss is working here this evening?” Melissa asked to confirm her scanner’s findings.

Ingrid looked up from the computer and cheerfully replied, “Oh, yes.  He’s in the office next door.”

Ingrid, the slaver’s evil proxy, had a momentary look of surprise on her face that ended when the twin darts of the taser punched deep into her tits.  She let out a series of soft grunts as her body spasmed from the high voltage shocks coursing through her body.  The three naked freedom fighters completed putting Ingrid out of action with kicks and curses.  Their relief at escaping enslavement was reflected in the venomous way they retaliated against the slaver bitch.  

Liz, finished packing the girls’ discarded clothing and purses in her backpack, smiled at their enthusiasm and quickly double-checked each of the explosives as she set them in place.  “Go!” she hissed to Diane. 

Tightly gagged and hogtied, Ingrid was quickly hustled toward the exit by the same women whom she had been in the act of enslaving.  “You cunt!” Diane hissed to the almost unconscious Ingrid.  “Wait till you and Mike ride our Jessica 3000!”

Liz set her final charge, a pliable block of C-4 surrounding an F-1 fragmentation grenade, beside Ingrid’s computer and signaled Melissa forward.

Across town in their control van, the radio clicked with ANVIL’s latest SITREP.  “ANVIL Secondary in hand, going for Primary.  Repeat, Secondary in hand, going for Primary.”  A few squeals of excitement from the excited voices of the naked freedom fighters got through the SITREP as they passed close by Amy’s observation and reporting position on the way back to the van.

Moments later, the excited almost slave girls, Diane, Sonia, and June, were high-fiving each other in the van.

“Ma’am,” Shelly whispered, “BEACON Command and Control and Heavy Weapons are in place.  Their raid should commence any second.

Wholly focused on the ongoing ANVIL operation, Sheila had to struggle to stay on top of events as BEACON also began to move on their objective.  She was suddenly happy to have multiple command and control contacts for the well-scripted, but nonetheless complex mission.  Silently, she nodded acknowledgment to Shelly.

Inside SBS&G, Melissa had already exchanged her taser for the much more effective 9mm handgun.  Mike West was the next target and their Executive Committee’s risk assessment indicated he was too great of a potential threat to use a mere taser in his kidnapping.  The heavy steel door leading to Mike’s office was secured with the expected electronic keypad.  Melissa quickly punched in the passcode provided by their mole.  The keypad squealed softly in protest and the latchbolt remained securely in place.

The second try failed as well.  Melissa looked back with wild eyes at her demolition expert; her eyes were pleading.  To her growing horror, Liz’s own 9mm was rock steady in her right hand as she clicked her microphone with the left.

“Primary is Elusive, … Primary is Elusive!” Liz stopped her report to silently mouth, “I’m sorry,” before finishing the damning update.  “ANVIL Chief is Fireball, … ANVIL Chief is Fireball!”      

With that death pronouncement, Liz shifted to a two-handed stance with her weapon and whispered, “Amy heard the announcement over the network and is changing all the demolitions controllers to your initiator.  You know not to follow me.  Death to slavers!”

Melissa Schlucke felt a wave of heat flow down her legs and she realized that she’d just pissed herself.  Silently she stepped sideways and fiercely hugged the cinderblock wall adjacent to Mike West’s desk.  She counted silently to ten to give her comrades a chance to put some distance between them.  Her shrill scream of defiance was overwhelmed by the simultaneous detonation of the two Claymore Mines on her body, and the ten one-and-one-quarter pound blocks of C-4 plastic explosives and ten fragmentation mines scattered about the small office.

Across town, the orange fireball that blossomed up into the sky heralded the absolute destruction of Spellbook Slaves and Games.  “Rot in hell, Mike West!” Shelly Richmond cried defiantly.  She was already mourning her brave friend and comrade, Melissa.

“Melissa Schlucke will be celebrated worldwide as a martyr,” Sheila vowed aloud in a defiant prayer.  She hugged Shelly and added fiercely, “Just remember, in about thirty minutes, Ingrid will be at our escape team’s tractor trailer and they’ll quickly have her dancing in agony on our Jessica 3000.  The cameras will record her debasement and the world will be able to watch a Slaver’s Bitch beg for mercy before she dies!”

Chapter 6 - Attack at National Media Group Headquarters

Candace Walters immediately knew the significance of the burgeoning fireball that lit up the sky and the deep ‘carump’ of the explosion that followed.  She smiled wolfishly.  To her, the fireball meant dead slavers and a successful mission.  She quickly returned her focus to her own team’s positions.  

Unlike the relatively ‘soft’ approach taken by ANVIL against SBS&G, Candace was leading a heavily-armed assault team whose intent was the utter destruction of the evil National Media Group’s corporate office in Eastlake.  The only aspect of the mission that was disconcerting to Candace was that there was no plan to rescue any of the possibly hundreds of slaves imprisoned within the mammoth structure.

The first team to leave the van was the solo Command and Control Element, Marcelle Fair.  Dressed in dull black combat gear, with helmet and NVG, full body armor, and a sniper rifle, she’d rolled out the side door of the slowing vehicle a full half-block from the target parking lot.  Marcelle had skillfully low-crawled to her position on schedule as the van continued on.  Her internal team radio net terse signal of, “C&C set, Objective is clear,” was followed by a report to her resistance contact on the higher headquarters radio network.  “BEACON is Bravo, … Comms are set!”

Mary Hess’ whispered, “Roger,” cleared the way for the next step.

Inside the slowing BEACON van, Candace Walters commanded, “Clear for support team, … Go Heavy Weapons!”

Everyone inside the van knew the drill.  Her two-woman heavy weapons team, Holly Brown and Cheryl Foust, had five minutes to set up their firing positions.  They were to initially target the rear entry to NMG with their M203 Grenade Launchers.  Then, they would shift fire with the 40mm grenades to systematically destroy the building along with any improvised resistance.  As backup, each had ten, thirty-round magazines for the M16 which comprised the upper assembly of the M203 weapon system.  

Candace and her three freedom fighters, Amy Moore, Janet Tyler, and Erika Carlson waited tensely in the van while the Weapons Element moved into position.  Their camouflage-covered faces were sweaty from the tight covering of black combat clothing, body armor, helmet, and the heavy load of ammunition each carried.  Their basic load was ten easily accessible 30-round magazines for each M16 and a small shoulder satchel with more loaded magazines, grenades, and explosive packages.

BEACON was a straight-forward Assault-to-Destroy team.  The only deviation they were authorized from killing every human being they encountered was if one of two targets of opportunity popped up.  Each member of the Assault Team had two laminated target cards hanging from their necks; one held Lilly’s photo and description, and the other was adorned with Wendy Morris’ image.  If either was encountered, they were to be extracted from the headquarters at all costs.

Marcelle and Holly fired their first rounds with hollow thumps.  At that signal, Candace led her black-clad team toward the NMG front entrance, weapons at the ready.  

“BEACON is in the fight, … BEACON is in the fight,” Marcelle Fair reported from her remote concealed position.  The end of her pronouncement was punctuated by the crescendo of concentrated M16 fire as Candace’s Assault Team shot through the glass of the NMG lobby.  

Gabrielle Crook grinned gleefully at her Number Two.  “NMG’s staff will be history within a few minutes.  Mary, … we’ve kicked ass.  They high-fived each other and turned to the radio for updates.

“Ma’am,” Mary Hess whispered, “I hope they get those hell-hound cunts, Lilly and Wendy so that we can send them to hell for good.”

“Amen!  Death to slavers!” was Gabrielle’s cheerful reply.

Chapter 7 - Escape From Eastlake

“Ma’am,” Shelly whispered worriedly, “no news from BEACON for the last ten minutes.  Also, … both ANVIL and BEACON are scheduled to be at their pickup sites in twenty minutes.  Should I ask for a SITREP?”

Sheila whipped her head around at Shelly’s last question.  “I know exactly when they are supposed to join the E & E Elements at ANVIL 1 and BEACON 1.   Do not break radio silence outside of our scheduled comms!  Ever!  Do you understand!”

Meekly, Shelly answered, “Yes, Ma’am.  Got it.”

However, after twenty more tense minutes of continued radio silence on both the ANVIL and BEACON networks, Sheila cursed and started the van.  “Make the announcement on ANVIL.  In five minutes, … do the same for BEACON.”

Shelly Richmond moaned in distress, but complied.  “ANVIL is Buster, … ANVIL is Buster!” she droned into her radio set lifelessly.

Sheila Mull put the van into gear and moved out.  “We’ll head east for five minutes.  If you have to declare BEACON Buster, then afterward we’ll turn back west and go into hiding at Magnus Hotel.  Gabrielle Crooks and Mary Hess will meet us there.”

Across town five minutes later, Gabrielle and Mary tearfully received the news that BEACON was Buster.  The thirty long minutes of silence on BEACON’s network had eaten away at their nerves.

“I don’t understand,” Mary stuttered while softly weeping.  

Less compassionate, but nonetheless deeply shaken, Gabrielle started up her van.  “I don’t understand either,” she whispered.  “But, I do know that on pronouncement of ‘Buster’, it’s time for us to go into hiding.  In just a little bit, you and I will be sharing a nice suite at Magnus Hotel.  We’ll toast our fallen comrades appropriately there.”

According to the carefully orchestrated plan, upon pronouncement of ‘Buster,’ ANVIL and BEACON Recovery Teams were to stay in place for another hour in the event that any survivors from their teams were able to make it to the recovery sites.  BEACON Recovery Team was a commercial tractor trailer parked at a nearby truck stop.  The trailer held extra weapons, media equipment, a gleaming Jessica 3000, and a bag of clothing and personal gear for each team member.

With a whispered, “Fuck this!” BEACON’s Wendy Atlee opened the door of her truck and threw down two small backpacks.  She and her partner, Anne Kinison, had prepared their own emergency plan and had their ID’s, credit cards, and a few essentials already packed and ready to go in their college backpacks.  They’d already wiped down any surfaces they might have touched in the tractor-trailer.  

Standing in the parking lot, Wendy reached into her pocket and keyed her small walkie-talkie radio, … twice.  Then, she casually dropped the radio into a garbage can outside the truck stop’s diner.

Inside, Anne was picking at her food while two truck drivers in the same booth wolfed down their meals.  The speaker bud in her ear had crackled twice, alerting her of Wendy’s approach.  They all smiled as Wendy came up to the table.

“You feeling better?” Anne asked with theatrical concern.

Wendy went along with their pre-arranged scam.  They’d been at the truck stop for three hours; each taking a one-hour shift inside the diner to act as observers for police and to spot potential driving teams heading northeast in case they had to go for the emergency escape route to St. Louis, Missouri.   Each girl was young and beautiful; they had no problem finding men to sit with and string along with their story of looking for a ride home.  At each one-hour shift-change, the girl outside would come in and complain that due to her pregnancy, her intense stomach cramps would not let her continue home at the moment.  The disappointed men would go on their way and the now ‘non-pregnant’ girl would sit and look for another pair of drivers to set up for a potential ride her and her ‘pregnant’ friend.

“My tummy feels great now!” Wendy gushed.  “I’d like to go as soon as we find a ride!”

“Wonderful news, honey,” Anne giggled.  “These two, Fred and Tom, … they’re going our way.  They’ll be taking 44 through Springfield and then straight to St. Louis.  Plus, … they have a big sleeper unit.” 

Tom leaned over to Wendy and shook her hand.  “Glad to hear your baby’s not giving you too much trouble.  Maybe you’ll let me feel it when it starts kicking.”

Eager to get on their way before the police started shutting down highways with roadblocks, Wendy sped things up by squeezing Tom’s cock.  “Baby,” she said licking her lips in clear slut-mode, “any man that helps a damsel in distress deserves a reward.”  Wendy pointedly looked toward Anne and added, “If you play it right, you might get more than one reward, … maybe even two, at the same time.”

Moments later, Fred roared out of the truck stop in his eighteen-wheeler.  Anne’s lips were tightly wrapped around his cock and moans and grunts from the sleeper behind them indicated Tom was already doing his usual jackhammering “fuck like a beast” routine.  He wasn’t subtle about fucking; his idea of foreplay was dipping his wick twice in a slut’s baby hole before jamming it all the way in and then going full speed.  Despite his ungentlemanly approach to screwing, his stamina was legendary among his friends; he could fuck like a demon for hours.

“We’ll switch places in forty-five minutes,” Fred yelled back to his friend.  His eager cock pulsed and Anne slurped up his cum.  “Damn girl!  You suck deep like a pro!”

Anne’s face was hidden as she cleaned the softening dick with loud slurping noises.  She rolled her eyes and muttered to herself, “This redneck is so eager to get off that he never noticed I jacked him off into my mouth with slobbery hands.  No way I’m gonna deep throat him unless I have to.  Yeach!”

Fred and Tom were both thinking of the wild stories they could tell after this run.  Both were ecstatic that St. Louis was such a long drive from Eastlake; they’d slow down their run to enjoy each second of the two sluts that had hitched a ride with them.    

“No way they’ll believe me,” Tom thought as his prick pounded into the ‘pregnant’ chick’s dripping snatch.  He couldn’t tell if the rippling in her belly was from an orgasm or from a cramp caused by his near-rape entry into her unlubricated cunt.  “Not that I care,” he told himself happily as the pulsing muscles massaged him on both the in and out strokes.  “Ahhhhh, … Fred this is heaven!  You gotta taste this sweet piece!  Her snatch feels like its got its own built in vibrator!”

Chapter 8 - Aftermath - Part I

Across town in Eastlake, Liz Comeau and Amy Chang were in dire straights.  Each hung naked by their wrists from a meathook dangling down from the ceiling of a truck’s refrigerated unit.  Their sweat, snot, and blood streaked forms swayed; the meat truck they were trapped in was moving.

Diane, Sonia, and June were still naked from their short stint as pretend slave volunteers.  Crystal still had her black combat uniform on, but her breasts hung enticingly through the gaping opening of her top.  Her white panties were visible past the unzipped crotch of her pants.  All four were brutally gagged, hooded, and hung by their bound wrists from the central meat trolley in the icy refrigerated van.

Mike, Ingrid, and the small Spellbook Slaves and Games team assembled nearby their fake office had not been gentle when they entered the ANVIL Team’s escape van.  When the fake SBS&G office exploded, Mike West was ready.  He triggered the remote detonator inside the slave collar worn by the fake Ingrid just as Amy Chang started the van’s engine to escape.  The explosion of the collar in the close confines of the van completely disoriented the celebrating team and ended their brief moment of triumph with a spray of gore from the dead ‘Ingrid’ and the detonation shock wave that blew out every window in the van.

Mike quickly sorted Amy and Liz from the others because of their communications equipment.  It took less than five minutes to get the blood-spattered ex-resistance fighters secured in the back of the borrowed Hill’s Fine Meats truck.  The driver was instructed to get away from the scene as quickly as possible; he wasted no time in getting away from the burning remnants of the building.

Ingrid worked brutishly on Liz and Mike took on Amy at the other end of the truck.  The gently swaying forms of the other four team members were between them.  Ingrid used a heavy cat on Liz’s perfect body and Mike used his fists and a chattering electric cattle probe.  The two shell-shocked women shrieked mindlessly for long minutes as they were tortured.  They were each eager to talk in order to stop the brutal and unexpected beatings.  After Mike consulted with Ingrid about what they’d learned, he picked up his cell phone and called the truck’s driver.

“Go north onto the expressway,” he told the driver tersely.  “They’re at the truck stop in an off-white tractor trailer.  It’s got ‘FREEDOM’ written on it”

Mike smiled in satisfaction.  Ingrid dutifully re-gagged Liz and Amy.  “College kids with guns and explosives, … what’s the world coming to?” he wondered aloud.

Ingrid frowned and asked, “Why didn’t you let the police or the NMG SWAT Teams handle this?”

“What?” Mike asked.  “Do you think I’d pass up the chance on free product AND end up with National Media Group owing me a huge favor?  Hell no!  That’s not how I operate.  Plus, … there’s nothing more poetic than having these nuts self-enslave themselves to my profit.”

“Besides,” he added after a moment of silence, “these idiots just blew up an abandoned office and my least valuable slave.  The bimbo at the desk was so stupid she never wondered why I renamed her Ingrid and gave her your nametag.”

The take-down at the truck stop went smoothly.  Ingrid took Judy out while pretending to be just another hooker looking for sex with a trucker.  Amber was walking outside the truck stop building watching out for police and didn’t realize that the two leather-clad young men approaching the restaurant weren’t truckers.

“Ingrid,” Mike shouted over the din of the clattering stainless steel hooks, “Get us to the nearest Public Notary that’s open this time of night.  Tell the driver where to go.  These girls have a quick decision to make before the local police figure out what just happened and get judicial enslavement orders approved.  Tell the girls that either they volunteer and take their chance as slaves with us, or National Media Group will do a special trial / torture / execution show on these doomed bitches.”

He pulled out his cellphone and added, “Did you bring your laptop and wireless port?”

At her answering grin, Mike smiled wolfishly and speed-dialed a number.

“Wendy,” it’s Mike.  “Do you owe me huge or what?”


Wendy winched at Mike’s brash tone.  “There’s gonna be no living with him now,” she told herself.  She looked out at the sea of flashing red, orange, blue, and yellow lights gathered around the National Media Group headquarters.

“Things here went pretty smoothly,” she said, trying to somewhat downplay Mike West’s critical role in saving NMG millions in potential property damage costs and, even worse, publicity that could have implied their weakness in the face of an emerging radical anti-slavery group.

“Your source was one hundred percent accurate, if a bit sparse on details,” she added.  “We had heavily armored rapid response teams in three prepared positions and twenty snipers scattered about.  They visually identified two Tangos with heavy weapons and four Shooters on the assault team.  We had clearance to fire as soon as any one of them did.”

Wendy took a look at the six gruesome bodies lined up on the grass in front of the entry landscaping.  “They fired off two grenades and a few clips of M16 rounds and then our snipers took them out with Teflon-coated slugs.  The poor deluded sluts never had a chance.  It was over in less than five seconds.  What stupid bitches!”

“Mike,” she added in a quiet voice, “they all had two target identification cards.  They were planning on snatching Lilly or me if they could.  I hate to admit it, but I guess I do owe you big time.”

The SBS&G owner had predicted the NMG heavy-handed response and the outcome even before he passed on the information to Wendy about the impending attack.  He looked over at his eight captives and was satisfied that he’d made the correct choice.

“Great, Wendy!” he said with a grin.  “The team that attacked me was pretty rigidly structured.  They had seven on the kidnap / snatch team and two for rescue / recovery.  My guess is that you missed one radical at NMG, probably the Number Two, and both rescue girls at a local truckstop.  Baby, … you’ve got three nutjobs still on the loose!”

Wendy cursed back through the cellphone and he followed with, “By the way, I’ve already called my legal shark and advised them of my intent to file a confiscation motion on the contents of this team’s rental escape tractor-trailer.  They had a brand new Jessica-3000, lots of professional video production equipment, and cash.  Plus, I’m going after my captured team’s personal assets for punitive damages.” 

Mike West grinned happily at Wendy’s exclamation of dismay.  Obviously, she’d failed to see how to squeeze a little extra profit from the resistance fiasco.

“Oh, Wendy,” Mike yelled into the phone.  “I forgot to tell you.  Warn your bosses that at least one bitch might be boobytrapped.  The leader of the attack on me blew herself up when she couldn’t get into my ‘office’.” 

In horror, Wendy glanced back up at the ten-man SWAT Team crowded around the bodies of the six terrorists and the other ten members of the SWAT Team securing the nearby building entry.  Before she could open her mouth to yell a word of warning from her parking spot, a white fireball erupted and a burst of heat and wind blew Wendy backward off her feet.  Her last prayer before she passed out was the fervent hope that her bosses remembered how she’d complained about being sidelined after warning them of the attack.  The NMG Executives had smugly reminded her of her place.  “Our Security Chief and his boys will take care of everything,” they’d told her before waving her out of the meeting planning the execution of the attacking team.

Mike heard the explosion through the cell phone and noted the lost contact with Wendy.  Seconds later, the booming shock wave from the Claymore Mines reached the van.  “Ouch,” Mike thought, “hope she survives and pays me back for helping NMG out.”  

After the call, Ingrid slipped to her knees between his legs and Mike completely forgot about Wendy’s plight at NMG.  Mike idly stroked Ingrid’s soft hair as he pondered if he should torture his new acquisitions to help the authorities track down the other team and any vulnerable higher-ups.  He pursed his lips and then sighed in pleasure.  He took a quick calming breath and added, “No!” he told himself as Ingrid slurped a stray strand of his cum back into her mouth.  “Fuck them!  I’ve no time to coddle such useless twits!”

Ingrid was pleased with his calmed manner and laid her head down on his lap.  She was exhausted from the stress of the last two days.

Mike took the moment of quiet to call another number.  He needed to talk with his source.  “The shit is going to hit the fan when the media find out that two attacks occurred and that SBS&G had no real losses.  Well, no losses beyond one piddling slave.”

“Shit!  Shit!   Shit!  The line is busy again!”

Chapter 9 - Aftermath - Part II

Marcelle Fair had just finished her radio SITREP at NMG when all hell broke loose around her.  The soft thump, thump of two grenades being launched and the crackle of M16 fire as Candace approached the entry of NMG were expected.  

It was the heavy booming gunfire that seemed to come from everywhere and the lifeless slumping to the ground of the entire assault team that shocked her to the core.  Then, it registered in her numbed brain that she’d actually seen Candace’s head explode like a melon in the initial volley.  Marcelle quickly determined that Holly and Cheryl were also dead.  A final volley of fire made each scattered corpse twitch as final skull shots tagged into each kill.

Belatedly, Marcelle grabbed her unused Night Vision Goggles and held them against her face.  There had been plenty of ambient light in the early evening gloom and she hadn’t felt it was necessary to use them.  She almost peed herself when she saw well over a dozen darting infrared laser beams as snipers all around swept the scene for additional targets.

Even worse, she saw three tight formations of black-clad SWAT Teams flowing toward her general area.  The ones from her left and right rear smoothly passed her and converged on the building entry in a well-practiced move.  One team secured the building and the other swept back a few meters to the downed girls of her team.

Marcelle held her breath in terror as ten silent warriors in the third team passed scant feet from the bush she had hidden under.  Unfortunately for Marcelle, she was dressed the same as her ill-fated comrades.  Thinking furiously, Marcelle made a quick decision.  Moving carefully, least she disturb the bush, Marcelle set her weapon and helmet aside and began to slip out of her clothing.  

Except for her pink panties, Marcelle was soon naked on the scratchy mulch under the bushes.  Then, she feverishly sawed off most of her black combat pants and bits of the black tee shirt with her serrated combat knife.  She eyed her discarded bra wistfully and slipped the skimpy tee shirt and her severely abbreviated pants back on.  All her remaining clothing and gear, even the heavy flak jacket, went into her pack.

A few moments later, Marcelle stuffed her socks and the ragged upper canvas sections of her now modified boots into the pack as well.  She now wore only her pink panties, black shorts cut to just above the almost invisible crease under her plump ass cheeks, the portions of her boots below her ankles, and a sleeveless tee shirt that barely covered her bobbling boobs.

She abandoned her weapon under the thickest portion of the bush and carefully crept backward.  Then, quickly snatching glimpses through the NVGs to confirm the snipers’ attention remained well forward of her position, she moved away from the NMG headquarters.  Her face puffy with tears shed of shock, grief, and fear, Marcelle left the scene of carnage.  Behind her, the timers in the explosive packages carried by Candace, Amy, Janet, and Erika continued to count down to final detonation.  The NMG SWAT Teams were making the upcoming detonation more effective by centralizing the bodies at the middle of the secured site held by the black-clad professionals.

Blocks away, she heaved her military gear and backpack into a dumpster.  She hopped inside to rummage around and hide the damning equipment deep under the garbage.

Marcelle Fair slipped quietly into a busy bar with an audible sigh of relief and pondered her fate.  “I have no future without a new identification and more money,” she thought angrily.  “This ‘plan’ had no good backup in the event of failure at the target site.”  The cool, crisp ale helped center her thoughts but she still railed against the group’s paranoia about operational security and their fear that someone would get scared and run; possibly compromising the identities of other members.  Except for three one hundred dollar bills in her pocket that were provided by the resistance, Marcelle and her comrades went to war without any identification.  All their post-mission gear was in the recovery trailer.

“My only chance is to get to the truck stop before Wendy and Anne leave.”  She chugged her beer and, feeling much better, swept up her change and walked out onto the street to hail a taxi.

“The truck stop by the interchange,” she said.

The cabbie turned and looked back at her.  “Honey,” he said while tapping the front passenger seat back, “If you’re going on duty, I can save you the fare if you make me happy while I drive you to work.”

Marcelle sighed and resigned herself to accepting the role of whore.  “Don’t want him to think anything is abnormal,” she thought forlornly as he pulled away from the curb.  Her lips quickly slurped his expanding staff fully into her mouth.  Marcelle was glad her taste buds still remembered the crisp ale.

The cabby was well-satisfied and didn’t mind paying the fourteen dollar fare out of his own pocket.

Marcelle slowly meandered through the busy truck stop.  She blended in well, if a little bland in costume, compared to the other prostitutes and sex slaves working the crowded lot.  Anne Kinneson’s pre-arranged observation post in the diner was empty and Marcelle reluctantly approached the parked truck.

“Stupid bitches are gone!” she muttered as she examined the empty cab.  “Given that the running lights are still on, Wendy probably left the cab under her own power.”  Marcelle decided it was worth the risk to recover her personal gear stashed in the nearly empty trailer.  Inside, she stood a long moment beside the evil form of a glistening Jessica 3000.  “We were so close,” she thought.  “Were we ratted out by a traitor amongst our group?  How did ANVIL Team do after they killed Mike and Ingrid?  Are they safe?  Will we attack these bastards again?”

Marcelle slipped into another taxi cab ten minutes later still wearing her ‘escape’ clothes (but now equipped with more proper black high heels).  A bulging airline travel bag on the seat beside her was stuffed with each team member’s identification, escape cash, and any pilfered clothing and specialty gear she thought would be helpful in her flight to safety.  Given that the cowardly Wendy and Anne had already fled, Marcelle Fair judged that none of her dead teammates would mind her taking their gear and money. 

“Hotel Magnus,” she told the driver.

“Kinda pricy for a girl like you,” he replied as they pulled away.  “Sorry,” he added quickly, “no disrespect intended, Miss.”  He groaned and added, “After all, … I’m a simple working stiff just like you.”

Realizing he’d naturally jumped to the conclusion she’d hoped for, a tired hooker just getting off work, Marcelle grinned and replied tiredly, “You’re right!  I’m meeting one last date on the corner.  He’s a regular and I can shower at his apartment and rest for a few hours after I get him off.”  She laughed and added, “Bet it takes less than ten minutes till he’s snoring like a baby!”

The cabby laughed back and then, every few moments, stole appreciative glances back at her in the mirror.  

Enroute, Marcelle quickly repaired her make-up and stripped down to her pink panties and black heels.  Grinning at the wide-eyed, clearly horny cabbie, she shrugged into a black cocktail dress and fixed her hair.  Then, settling back in her seat, Marcelle randomly slipped a teammate’s cell phone from her bag and sent a text message to her team’s resistance contact, Mary Hess.

Unbeknownst to Marcelle, Mary Hess’ cell phone was turned off with the SIM card and battery removed because Gabrielle Crooks and her lover, Mary Hess, had already gone into hiding.

Marcelle’s message told the entire story.  “Mom, party was a total bummer!  Everyone was dead drunk or wasted.  Am only one left standing and my ride left without me.  This completely sucks!  Love M.F.  :-(”

The most stricken and distraught members of the defunct resistance cell had been radical Sheila Mull and her dedicated, hard-working assistant Shelly Richmond.  Sheila turned off the ignition and turned tearfully to her helper.

“Give me a hug!”  Shelly cried.  The two embraced with desperation and Shelly whispered, “It’s OK, Ma’am.  It’ll be fine.  You’re untouchable ‘cause nobody even knows you exist.  We’ve done everything right on our end.  This was just bad luck.”

After the passionate embrace, Sheila and Shelly ignored each other for the next few minutes.  The shapely young coed began to strip out of her clothes while Sheila took the time to spray glass cleaner on the interior surfaces of the driver’s area and wipe everything down.  Then, the now naked resistance fighter and her boss bagged all their loose gear and Shelly’s discarded clothing.

Sheila stepped out into the dark.  They were parked on the public street alongside Magnus Hotel.  She straightened her skirt and business jacket, looking fully the part of a young female business professional.  At the back of the van, Shelly wordlessly passed down their single soft duffle bag and an expensive suitbag and then slid down a heavy, flat slave dolly.  Shelly hopped down and knelt on the cushioned top of the wheeled platform.  Sheila efficiently fed straps through ‘D’ rings and across the top of Shelly’s ankles and then her thighs, locking her legs on the platform.

Sheila snapped two ‘A’ frames into place; one to recesses outside Shelly’s ankles, and the other to similar recesses outside her knees.  The ‘A’ frames swiveled up and joined their tops together with a locking collar that clicked shut around Shelly’s neck.  Still working wordlessly, Sheila took her naked friend’s wrists and cuffed them behind her.  She smoothed her lover’s hair back and whispered, “See you in the room,” before slipping a black elastic blindfold over her eyes.

With her friend secured blind and helpless, Sheila smiled for the first time since the teams mysteriously fell out of communication.  Still gently, Sheila pushed a fat red ballgag into Shelly’s cooperative mouth.  Whistling in a sign of her renewed confidence, Sheila hung the duffle bag and suitbag on hooks projecting from the sides of the joined ‘A-frame’ top.

She reached down to grasp the leash already attached to the front of the slave dolly and yanked.  After the initial thump of getting fully up onto the sidewalk, the load followed her twitching ass smoothly as she headed toward the hotel entry.   Sheila’s heels clicked rhythmically as she came to the open doors of the hotel.  The big brunette was a vision of gently bobbling ass cheeks and big tits.

“Later, I’ll have to move the van and do a final cleaning,” she told herself.  “Thankfully, it’s rented in Shelly’s fake identity.”  She gripped the dolly leash more tightly and confidently passed through the open doors of Magnus Hotel.  Ignoring the Night Concierge deferentially holding the doors open, Sheila went straight to the reception desk.  While the night receptionist took care of signing her in, Sheila Mull glanced down and admired her ‘slave’s’ smooth curves.  Young and shapely, Shelly was a mouth-watering morsel.  A big henna faux tattoo was prominently placed on each otherwise flawless haunch as well as one between her shoulder blades.  The three tattoos were similar except the uppermost one was in a larger script.  All three were in the same elaborate font and declared that Shelly was ‘Pet’.

“Prior planning prevents piss poor performance.  ‘P’ to the sixth,” Sheila muttered smugly.  Having a false identity to check into the hotel and the tattoo on her ‘slave’ were just two of Sheila’s elaborate safety schemes.  Days earlier, she had reviewed the escape plan and placed the fake tattoos on her naked co-ed assistant.  As a result of the close contact and Shelly’s nakedness, they’d fallen into bed and ravished each other.  Then, they’d whispered for hours while snuggled up together in their mussed up bed.  After their exhilarating sex, it had been the perfect way to unwind.

About five minutes later, Gabrielle Crooks signed into Magnus Hotel as well.  Like Sheila, Gabrielle signed in using a carefully crafted fake identity and towing a baggage cart with her accomplice, Mary Hess, mounted upon it in a helpless, kneeling position.  The block letters ‘SLUT’ on her ass cheeks and back and the slave collar told her status.  Most seeing the slave would assume that the loose morals of a free woman had made her an easy conquest for enslavement.  Given that slaves had little say in their use, terms such as Slut, Whore, Bitch, Ice-Queen, Frigid, Sexually Restrained, etc had no meaning as labels for a slave.  Slaves acted as trained and commanded or they were reclassified for other less enjoyable uses.

In Sheila’s room, Gabrielle swept in with a laugh of giddy happiness.  She hauled her luggage in behind her.  She’d never intended to use her room; the real rendezvous was with Sheila.  The two true leaders of the defunct underground resistance cell had already written off their two deputies Shelly and Mary.  Sheila and Gabrielle kissed passionately.  They completely ignored the trapped women on the slave trolleys who had doomed themselves as soon as they agreed to shelter Sheila and Gabrielle’s existence from the ANVIL and BEACON Team members.

Sheila Mull and Gabrielle Crooks were already on her second celebratory glass of Chardonnay when Marcelle Fair inadvertently took refuge in the same hotel as her Team Chief and the mysterious Resistance Leader.  Marcelle wanted only a few simple things:  a tightly locked door, a hot soaking bath, and all the liquor in the mini bar.  Type and flavor of liquor mattered little, Marcelle desperately wanted to be drunk to the world.

While waiting for the elevator, Marcelle noticed a full-color advertisement for the next evening’s dinner special at the main dining room.  “Be the first to see our new all-glass rotisserie enclosure!  Dine on the best-cooked alternate meat – roasted and baked!”  Marcelle shuddered and thought, “The next targets we need to focus on are all the alternate meat vendors and the specialty chefs.  This hotel claims to have hired a famous chef from Germany where they are experts in all ways of preparing pig.”  She shuddered again and thought, “How inhumane, … cooking someone alive.  I thought that was a myth.”  The last line on the dinner special indicated that “One ‘long-pig’ would be ‘live roasted’ for a special ‘wild-game’ taste that only our German Chef can produce.”

Hours later, Gabrielle teased one of Sheila’s now soft nipples and asked, “Hmmm, lover, … is everything on track with your hotel contact?”

Sheila kissed her lover softly and replied, “Yes, … everything is perfect.  Now, … let’s get some sleep; we’ll need it for tomorrow.”

In the luxury suite’s Jacuzzi, Shelly and Mary whimpered in a chilling pool of their own urine.  There was no doubt in their terrified brains that they were in big trouble.

Chapter 10 - Old Ranch House

Margaux Blondet knelt on the carpet in front of the couch.  Beside her on the floor, a very confused Jennifer Stanistow was curled up crying.  Her heels and collar were gone, leaving her completely naked.

“I don’t understand, Aaron,” Margaux cried.  “You told her that she was going to be freed but she’s still acting weird.  She won’t talk and won’t even let me dress her!”

Aaron knelt down beside the pretty graduate student and wrapped a section of chain around Jennifer’s ankle.  A padlock snapped shut, locking the sobbing coed to a twenty-foot section of chain.  Aaron also slipped a set of heavy handcuffs around the girl’s slim wrists, locking her hands together in the front.  Lastly, he slipped a harness with a leather-covered ring gag over her head.  In just seconds he had the ring set behind her front teeth, the harness tightly adjusted, and a tiny padlock snicked into place to keep anyone from removing the bondage.

Finished, Aaron tugged Margaux to her feet and crushed her against his chest in a strong embrace.  Looking over her shoulder, he drank in the sight of the naked blonde slave cowering on the floor.  He kissed the top of Margaux’s head and whispered, “I tried to explain this to you in the car.  She’s confused and needs counseling and time and to get over this.  Remember, she’s been a mentally and physically abused slave for three months and Tony clearly made a lot of progress fucking with her body and her mind.  You have to be patient with her, she has post traumatic stress disorder for certain.”

“Bbbut, why do we have to keep treating her like a slave?  And, why a ring gag, … it’s so primitive and it just screams sexual exploitation.”

One of Aaron’s hand crept up her back to cradle the back of her head.  The other one wandered down to the small of her back.  Aaron had put up with a lot of flirting from dozens of girls over the last few months and he was horny enough to consider throwing the woman onto the floor and screwing her brains out.

He sighed loudly and answered, “Jennifer isn’t herself and we can’t trust her to make decisions in her best interest.  I want to keep her quiet and I’m worried that she might choke to death on a regular gag while we’re gone.  Besides, … she’s probably more comfortable in restraints right now given her confused state of mind and the way Tony abused her these past few months.  Give her the blanket and let’s go.”

Once in the car, Margaux turned to Aaron and asked, “I’ve never understood why you rented this place, … it’s rundown and deserted.  There’s nothing this far west on Fourth Avenue.  Aaron, we’re miles from town.”

Aaron cautiously drove around the huge potholes that pocked the gravel road leading from the small cluster of farm buildings back to the county road.  As he avoided a particularly large puddle, he answered, “Mostly because I grew up on a ranch and I like the quiet.  Yes, it is kinda rundown but it’s a cheap rental, the house has six bedrooms and I get to explore all six hundred and forty acres of the place along with some neat old barns, livestock pens and buildings, and some silos.  My plan was to take a few classes, unwind for a few months, and then join my brothers down on the family ranch.  You see, … my dad died just a few months before I retired, … I was overseas and I’m still trying to get over it.”

“Oh, … I’m sorry,” whispered a much more subdued Margaux.

“That’s the main reason I’ve been a little moody,” Aaron explained.  “And, … the reason I wanted to hang out with some younger people until I got my bearings back.”  Aaron pulled the car over next to the rows and rows of corn and stopped.  He took several long, deep breaths.

“What, Margaux asked?”

“Do you believe in your convictions, Margaux?”

“Wwwhat, I don’t understand.

“Do you know what this is?”

“Nno, … this is very confusing.”

Aaron moved quickly in the dark car.  One hand reached across Margaux’s waist and captured her far wrist, twisting her body as he brought it to his lap.  The other hand whipped the binding cord around the wrist in a blindingly fast move.  Before she could let loose the shriek of anger building up in her lungs, both wrists were together and the cord whipped around them.  Aaron finished the move by yanking her torso across his lap so the binding cord could capture the wrists against the padded door handle.

Margaux ended up on her back across his lap.  Aaron was distracted by the mounds of her breasts.

“Stop!  What are you doing?” Margaux whined up at his face.

The back of her head wriggling on his lap felt good and Aaron’s cock twitched in response.  Aaron took a handful of the student’s hair with his left hand and twisted her face toward his.

“Owwww!”

“That was binding cord, Margaux.  Remember, my family has worked ranches for generations.  Besides practicing on calves, I can get a juicy little heifer like you helpless in just seconds.  No need to struggle, you’ll only hurt yourself on the cord.”  Aaron’s right hand took possession of her heaving stomach and held her down.

“I’m going to ask you some questions and I expect clear and honest answers.”

Margaux was panting under his touch.  Her eyes were wild.

“You and your little girlfriends are linked to the attacks in Eastlake.  Aren’t you?”

“Nooooo!  Stop, you’re hurting me!”


Aaron pulled Margaux’s hair tighter, eliciting another shriek of pain.  His other hand also yanked her blouse free from her slacks, popping buttons in the move.  

“At the bar, you recognized one of the names on television.  Tell me who?”

“No, … never!”

Aaron wasn’t pleased with the resolve that had crept into her tone.  His hand snaked up under her torn blouse and he ripped her bra out off her body with all his wiry strength.

Margaux’s brief scream was of real pain.  It was immediately followed by one of pure agony infused with almost overriding terror; his fingers had unexpectedly claimed one of her tender nipples and nearly wrenched it off.

“Who!”  Aaron switched breasts along with his command.  The next round nubbin was easy to find atop the woman’s plump tit.

“Aaanne, … and Wwendy,”  Margaux jibbered.  “I recognized their names on television and in the paper.  They used to be in Phi Beta Phi but quit last year.  None of us have spoken with them; we thought they were angry about something that happened at the sorority.”

Aaron stroked the weeping woman’s cheek and whispered, “Good girl, … now tell me about your membership in the New Underground Railroad.”

Margaux stiffened and her eyes whipped toward his.  “There is no New Underground Railroad at St. Julia!”

His hand went back to her breasts, caressing the creamy flesh of one soft mound and then the other.

Margaux whimpered.  “No more.  Don’t hurt me, please.”  She struggled to yank her hands free.

“Margaux, I don’t want to do this, but you better pay attention.  With the Anne and Wendy connection, every state and federal law enforcement agency is going to descend on Hutchinson, Kansas by noon tomorrow and they will rip St. Julia College and your little sorority apart.  Every woman that can be linked in any way, past or present, with Phi Beta Phi will be arrested, interrogated, and enslaved if the sorority had anything at all to do with the raid and the deaths in Eastlake.  They will show no mercy.”

Margaux whimpered and shook as his hand dipped below her waistband.  His grip claimed her crinkly pubic hair.

“I’m not stupid, Margaux and despite what you think, I’m not a cop.  But, there is no doubt that unless you listen to me, you, Carmella Henriksen our sexy little waitress, Hillary Brunn the airhead that likes her horse riding lessons so well, Debbie Charnauf the English Lit major with the really big hooters, Janella Lucatero the one that offered me a blowjob last week, and Kathrine Parrino the gymnast are all gonna die in agony while the police publicly unravel any connections with an anti-slavery movement.”  Aaron yanked softly on the curls covering Margaux’s pubic mound.  “And, … it’ll all be your fault because you were too scared to do anything.”

“Wwhat, … that bitch tried to give you a blowjob?”

The rancher grinned, “Yeah, but I turned her down.  I was hoping that you’d come around and offer something at least as good.”  His grin faded.  “So, do you idiots have some sort of emergency recall signal or something?”

She pursed her lips stubbornly.

“Margaux, I can get your friends out of here but you have to help.  I’m sorry for hurting you, … but we don’t have a minute to spare.  Will you trust me or do you want your friends to die?”

“We are organized in different cells that are supposed to be secret from each other.”

“Yes.”

“Our cell is ATHENA and it has ten girls, you know most of them from the pub.  Jennifer Stanistow was one of my team.”

“Do you meet at the pub in an emergency?”

Margaux hesitated.  “Promise you’ll get them safely away from Hutchinson?” she asked in a timid voice.

“Yes, you have my word.”

Aaron sat in the car admiring Margaux’s wobbling breasts under her top as she picked up her cell for the first call.  “Just wish there was more light,” he whispered.

She glared at him before abruptly starting to speak, “Carmella, it’s Margaux, everything has gone tits up and we have to close up shop.  We’re dead meat if you don’t get everyone to the pub in one hour.  Nobody can take more than one bag.  Call your half of the roster and let them know we have to leave town, now, right away!”

“That was your secret code for an emergency situation?”


“No!” Margaux giggled as she brought the ruined bottoms of her blouse together.  “We decided it was too complicated to have lots of code words and stuff like that.  Now, let me get going with the other calls.” 

Then, she glared at Aaron again and hissed, "I'm still totally pissed at you.  My poor titties are throbbing like crazy.  Don't you dare think I've forgiven you just because you're helping us out of a jam!"

Chapter 11 - Rescue

Aaron glanced across the car to his companion in crime, Margaux Blondet.  “You of French descent?” he asked calmly as the car made a left turn onto Fourth Avenue and headed back toward town. 

“Yes, my grandfather came here after World War II. Why?”

“Well,” Aaron laughed ruefully, “since our courtship has been cut short by your idiot New Underground Railroad friends, and since I’ve committed enough crimes to earn a long prison term, … how about showing me how a French chick gives a blowjob?”

“Are you freaking serious?  We could get arrested and enslaved at any moment, … and besides, you just jumped me and nearly tore my titties off.  Why should I suck you off?”

Aaron grinned devilishly.  “Well, the way I see it, I’m your knight in shinning armor.”

“Bullshit!  Forget about your cock and concentrate on driving.  I need to think through everything you told me on the way back to the house for Jennifer.  I can’t believe you think our old lives are ruined and gone.  What a monumental screw-up!  Those idiots in the Eastlake raid have ruined my life.”

Behind them in the trunk, metal clunked as they hit a bump in the road.

“Shit!  I can’t believe we’re going to do this!”

The scene in the side parking lot of the pub was confusion at its worst.  Nine coeds stood in a cluster arguing and gesturing while Aaron stood off to the side shaking his head in disgust at their disorganization.  Deciding he’d had enough, he opened his trunk.  Ignoring the well-bound Jennifer hogtied on a blanket and moaning in discomfort, he grasped two large canvas aviator kit bags by their handles and heaved them out.  He simply walked into the middle of the arguing girls and dropped the bags.  The sound of ten twelve-gauge pump-action shotguns clattering onto the pavement brought instant silence.

“You girls gotta decide; are you going to get rounded up and then butchered like sheep or are you gonna rescue your friends at Phi Beta Phi despite themselves?”

Carmella Henriksen was the first to respond.  “I’m sick and tired of Annabelle, Dollie, and Penelope making all the decisions in that house.  If those cunts don’t want to come, let them face the police alone!”

Aaron winched at hearing their names.  “Annabelle Palazzo the Phi Beta Phi President is indeed a frigid ice queen,” he muttered under his breath.  “Her Vice President and Treasurer, Dollie Winders and Penelope Straw, are cut from the same mold.”

“Listen, everybody!” Margaux interjected, “Carmella might be right about those three but the question is should they doom everyone else in the sorority?  If we take advantage of the mandatory meeting going on tonight, we stand a good chance of getting almost everyone to safety.”

Kathrine Parrino, the gymnast, broke in to give her opinion, “Annabelle is the one that refused to alert any of the other cells.  I vote we follow Margaux’s plan and start by silencing that control freak, Annabelle, and getting everyone else out of town.”

Slim Sofia Wickline interjected, “But what about Aaron, do we trust him?”

“I’ll do whatever he wants,” Janella Lucatero whispered huskily.

Margaux twirled about to glare at Janella.  “Hands off slut!  No making moony eyes at Aaron until this is over.  Keep your panties on and follow orders!  That goes for everyone!”

When silence finally set in, Aaron calmly interjected, “Everyone grab a shotgun and a handful of extra rounds.  Then, empty your purses, pockets, and cell phones into the first bag.  Make sure the batteries are out of the phones.  I can’t stress enough how important it is to get those cell phones taken apart before we get going.”

As the girls started to comply, Aaron added, “The gags and nylon ties go into your empty purses.  Since Margaux thinks there are about thirty girls in the house tonight, then the nine of you will only need to control four or so captives each at most.  Stay organized and think calmly.”

“One other thing to keep very clear in your minds,” Margaux inserted with confidence, “Those girls aren’t in on the plan and can’t be trusted yet.  Everyone gets zip ties and gags, … no exceptions.  We can sort out the girls' loyalties later, … got it!”

At the bobbing of head nods, Margaux continued.  “OK, then.  It’s time to break into groups of three now.  Each group will take a single car along with your bags and weapons.  Let’s go!” Margaux commanded.

Margaux Blondet, Carmella Henriksen, and Hillary Brunn made up the first group.

Debbie Charnauf, Janella Lucatero, and Kathrine Parrino were in the second group.

The third group, Sofia Wickline, Tania Zalenski, and Melisa Robeson, weren’t in Margaux’s inner circle of friends like the first two groups and Aaron wasn’t sure of their capability.  He made contact with Margaux’s eyes and mouthed, “Be careful.”

Leaving the girls to fend for themselves for the moment, Aaron left to run a couple of fast errands on the way to the Sorority House.  He took the bag containing the contents of their purses and their cell phones with him.

Chapter 12 - Sorority House

The Phi Beta Phi Sorority House fronted on the main access street leading to St. Julia College.  The road was a divided one with old trees along the center median strip as well as in the front yards of the adjacent beautiful old homes that comprised the district.  Like many of the oldest downtown neighborhoods in America, old narrow carriage ways ran along behind the stately mansions.  In fact, many of the homes still had their original carriage houses, although most had long ago been modernized and converted into automobile garages.

Aaron carefully eased the rented bus down the narrow track that led behind the sorority house.  It had been a risk getting the bus, but he was fairly certain that his fake identification and credit cards provided by his family would work to keep the police off his trail.  Despite the fake name on the card, it was a very real one with a current paid up balance of zero.   That his family had access or need for such identification was one reason that Aaron was at St. Julia College; he had been trying to delay making some life altering decisions about his future career plans.

At the back of the bus, Jennifer Stanistow was still bound, still naked, and likely getting tired of being moved about like a sack of potatoes.  She was a very confused young woman.  In just the space of a few hours she’d gone from being an abused sex slave owned by her ex-boyfriend Tony Francera, to being released by a stranger to her ex-roommate Margaux, to chained in an old farm house, to tied-up in a car trunk, to stuck in the back of a bus.  At the moment, life sucked for Jennifer.

The group of women that met him in the dark backyard of the sorority house was much more subdued than they’d been just thirty minutes prior.  Aaron threw two more aviator kit bags down on the lawn with a clatter.  “There are dozens of twenty-foot lengths of chain, choke chains, and padlocks in these bags.  Once everything is under control inside, your groups will individually bring your captives to the kitchen where I will put them on a coffle.  Anyone have any last minute questions?”

“Coffle, … as in slave coffle?” someone asked timidly from the crowd of women.

“Remember,” Aaron sighed, “Margaux already told you that we can’t trust a single one of these women, … yet.  Once each group is controlled, you can explain that to them.  Patience will have to be their watchword.  A little bondage over the next day or so won’t hurt any of them.”


“The next day or so!” a different girl protested.

“Look!” Aaron groaned in an annoyed tone, “I’m trying to get you all to safety, let me worry about the details.  Do you think I can just drive you into the next county and this mess you’ve created will all be over?”

“Girls!” Margaux hissed, “Girls!  Pay attention!  Group Two, … that’s Debbie, Janella, and Kathrine, … your group will guard the front door.  Take anyone that tries to enter or leave prisoner.  Don’t forget, zip-ties and ballgags for everyone!  No exceptions!”

“Group three, … that’s Sofia, Tania, and Melisa, … your group will clear the second and third floors first and then wait on our signal to jointly take on the basement where the meeting should be taking place.”

“Group one, … that’s me,  Carmella, and Hillary, … we’ll start on the ground floor.  Again, on signal, our group and group three will head to the basement for the finale.”

“I’ll guard the rear entry and kitchen until you give me the word,” Aaron said.  “I don’t think they’d take kindly to seeing a man crash their all-girl secret sorority meeting.”

Margaux nodded in agreement.  “Alright, girls, … lets go!”

Debbie, Janella, and Kathrine headed around the house to cover the front entry.  They were to stop anyone from leaving and capture any late arrivals to the emergency Phi Beta Phi meeting called by Annabelle Palazzolo, their statuesque Sorority President.

Janella and Kathrine sauntered up the broad steps to the wide veranda and affecting nonchalant poses began their vigil.  Debbie stayed in the front yard as an advance lookout; she was the only one in her group without a shotgun given her position so close to the main street.  Everything on the street-side of the house was quiet and their team didn’t expect much activity.

Margaux, Carmella, and Hillary swept into the rear door.  After a small mud room entry area and than a storage area, the kitchen was just beyond.  Immediately behind them were Sofia, Tania, and Melisa.  Aaron took up the rear lugging the two heavy bags of chains and padlocks.  

Elise Cloquet, Loraine Gander, and Saundra Rowlands were in the kitchen preparing refreshments for the meeting downstairs.  As Pledges, they were used to doing the dirty work in the sorority house and the more senior Sisters rode them hard.  They were totally shocked when the six girls and a man slipped quietly into the room.  Rather than scream, they stood paralyzed while each was accosted by one of Margaux’s group and by then, they were held in iron grips.  

Seeing that the kitchen was under control, Sofia, Tania, and Melisa hurried through the kitchen and ascended the rear staircase.  Like many old late nineteenth century homes, the Phi Beta Phi house had a set of narrow stairs leading from the kitchen up to the second and third floors for the servants to use rather than the grand stairway.

Aaron helped in the kitchen by holding his shotgun loosely aimed at the three pledges while Margaux, Carmella, and Hillary fumbled about with the zip-ties and ballgags to secure the first of the women they were rescuing.  Quickly, two pretty blondes and a brunette were hogtied and gagged on the kitchen floor.  Aaron had already locked the backdoor to preclude any surprise visitors.

Margaux, Carmella, and Hillary proceeded to the dining room.  Buoyed by the ease of rescuing their first batch of friends, the three young women focused on the job ahead without sparing a sympathetic glance behind at their Sisters.

Sofia, Tania Zalenski, and Melisa had just reached the second floor.

Debbie, Janella, and Kathrine were waiting at the front of the house.

Aaron pulled out his first glistening twenty-foot length of chain and laid it on the floor with a quiet clatter.  He quickly measured out about six feet for a lead and then knelt down beside Elise, the black-haired pledge.  “Shhhh,” he whispered reassuringly, “this is Margaux’s plan to rescue your sorority from enslavement.  Trust me!”

Fumbling a bit, Aaron slipped a special ‘dog type’ choke chain around Elise’s head to her neck and drew the slack out through the choke loop.  Then, he clipped the shackle of the padlock through the first available loop after the choke loop and before he clicked it shut also slipped the shackle through the coffle chain.  He left six foot of coffle chain free in front of his first bound slave girl.

Despite Aaron’s reassurances, Elise wriggled about and made muffled protests about being manhandled.  With the click of the padlock onto her choke collar, she abruptly ceased moving.  Her eyes remained wide with fright and disbelief.

Next on the coffle, thirty inches behind Elise, was Loraine Gander, unarguably an absolute blonde goddess and a perfect pledge candidate for the sorority.  She only protested verbally; her complaints well muted by the oversize ball jammed in her mouth.  Saundra Rowlands, the last pledge to join the coffle was also blonde but slim, with an almost boyish figure.  She was the pixie in counterpart to the buxom blonde Loraine.  Docile, she made no physical or verbal protest to her capture.

“Girls,” Aaron whispered looking at the three hogtied captives on his first coffle chain, “I’ll repeat, there will be a police raid on this sorority in just a few hours.  Your Sisters and friends, led by Margaux Blondet are risking their lives to save you.  Your idiot leadership, especially Annabelle Palazzolo, refused to order an emergency evacuation.  The police will be arresting anyone associated with this sorority or the New Underground Railroad Movement.  So, … please cooperate fully until we get you to safety.”

Aaron’s speech did little to quell the fear that gripped the three pledges.  But, … they each weakly nodded their heads in agreement.  If nothing else, they clearly understood the key word, ‘safety’.

Chapter 13 - Interruption of the Sacred Ritual

Upstairs in Annabelle’s suite, the three sorority officers, Annabelle, Dollie, and Penelope, were performing a variation on their standard pre-meeting secret ritual.  Normally, Annabelle would preside over the two junior officers in a rite which included their ritual submission to her as Phi Beta Phi Queen.  However, given the importance of the evening’s agenda, Chapter Advisors, Sandy Clarke and Margeret Grant, along with the Chapter Legal Advisor, Lacey Reed, had arrived earlier to develop a public relations statement for release in the morning.  Phi Beta Phi intended to publically state it’s non-association with the New Underground Railroad Movement and affirm their support to WSA-2000 laws.

After hearing the first national news reports of the failed Eastlake anti-slavery attacks, Annabelle Palazzolo had quickly logged onto the internet and opened up a news service.  She knew full well that last year some of the Phi Beta Phi members had left after a disagreement about how to best resist WSA2000 laws.  Frantically, she typed in the first and last names of those ex-Phi Beta Phi members and set up the service to e-mail her of any news mentioning any of the first or last names.

Within a few hours, Annabelle got her first message with both Anne and Wendy’s names.  She immediately contacted her sorority advisors who recommended an emergency meeting of the entire sorority less the ATHENA Cell.  All six women (officers and advisors) were fully aware of the presence of a fledgling New Underground Railroad Movement cell centered on their sorority.  The reason their cell had never accomplished anything beyond surreptitiously distributing propaganda leaflets around Hutchinson, Kansas and the immediate area was that tacitly supporting the movement was simply a ploy by sorority leadership to increase membership in a chapter that was otherwise steadily losing members.  None of the women in Annabelle’s suite that night were the slightest bit interested in the problems faced by slaves.  Staunchly elitists, they knew with absolute certainty that slaves were necessary for modern society and thought the idea of violent protest to WSA-2000 laws was stupidity incarnate. 

To prepare for the pre-meeting ritual and the subsequent meeting, Annabelle, Dollie, and Penelope spent precious hours bathing, shaving, and primping their hair and makeup to look their very best.  By longstanding tradition, each donned dark, textured, thigh-high hose, black high heels, and pearl necklaces.  Their elegant black evening gowns were hung on hooks ready to slip on before heading downstairs.  Each gown had a discrete silver pin attached to it at a point just above the left breast; a dangling gavel for President, a flaming torch for Vice-President, and a key for Treasurer.   Three other larger symbols of their office were beside the door; Annabelle’s Phi Beta Phi Queen Scepter, Dollie’s Phi Beta Phi Ceremonial Plank of Punishment, and Penelope’s Golden Treasury Chest.

Also in the room were the three advisors, garbed identically to the officers with expensive black gowns, patterned hose, pearls, and their own gold jewelry pinned above their left breasts.  Each proudly wore twin entwined golden hearts representing their role as Chapter Advisors.  Rich and powerful, Phi Beta Phi had a team of advisors that ensured nobody ran roughshod over their sorority.  The sorority had a history extending all the way back to secret student groups that first met in the 1850s.  As Lacey Reed, the strong-willed thirty-six-year-old Legal Advisor, had hissed into the phone just an hour earlier, “Nobody fucks with Phi Beta Phi!”

Sofia, Tania, and Melisa had already searched the third and then the second floor.  As expected, all the rooms were vacant except for Annabelle’s locked suite.  While Melisa was certainly a big blonde with massive boobs, the task of breaking into the locked room fell to the chubby brunette, Tania.  Worried that the doors in the old house might be stronger than expected, Tania was directed to hurl herself at full speed against the door.  As planned, Tania raced down the short hall, spun in the air, and let the rear of her right shoulder impact against the solid wood door.  The jamb shattered and Tania fell forward into the suite.

The tableau that Tania interrupted revealed instantly that none of the six women in the room wore panties.  Sofia was the first to notice the jumbled pile of six matching pairs of bright red lacy underwear, each with either a silver or gold bit of jewelry centered on the pubic mound area of silk that precisely matched the dangle on the breast of the gowns each of the six women normally wore to formal sorority meetings.  

The three elitist Sorority Officers had yet to don their gowns as they were still demonstrating their subservience to the Sorority Advisors.  As such, all three had their heads buried under the rumpled up gowns of an advisor.  It was lucky for Tania, Sofia, and Melisa that Annabelle, Dollie, and Penelope were each already handcuffed in their kneeling positions of bare rumps toward the door as six better prepared women could have easily overcome them in their stupefaction.

As the three members of ATHENA stormed into the room, Sandy Clarke, the thirty-year-old trophy wife of a prominent real estate broker was on the left end of the large couch facing the door with Dollie between her widespread legs munching on her very aroused and slippery pussy.  Margeret, the chubby wife to a local banker sat in the middle with her mouth wide in ecstasy because Annabelle was in the midst of sucking hard on her throbbing clit.  Domineering Lacey Reed sat on the right side of the couch with Penelope vigorously tonguing deep inside her drooling twat.  All three women had been on the absolute verge of orgasm when the door burst open.  Given that each had a nearly naked sorority officer’s face buried in their crotch and that their own torsos were thrown backward in the beginnings of orgasm, none of the advisors were in a position to resist being taken.

Under normal circumstances, the three officers by themselves would have been formidable targets, even at gunpoint.  However, in these circumstances, surprised in action, handcuffed, and faces slimy with juices from the advisors, Sofia was able to make quick work by herself of adding zip-ties to their ankles.  Tania recovered quickly enough to provide cover with a shotgun while Melisa forced each of the three older women to their stomachs on the carpeted floor.  

Lacey was the first to be cuffed with zip-ties and the first to verbally respond with measured threats.  “You three stop right now or I’ll have you flayed alive on the courthouse steps,” she snarled.  

By the time she finished that first threat, Melisa had zip-ties on all three advisor’s wrists and she was already working on securing Sandy Clarke’s ankles.  Given that the situation appeared under control, Tania set her shotgun aside and took on the task of gagging the three advisors.

Lacey’s second threat was interrupted by the rough insertion of a ballgag into her mouth.

The reaction of the sorority officers was puzzling.  Annabelle just whimpered softly and opened wide when Sofia set a red ballgag against her lips.  Dollie and Penelope, the girls in the house with the largest tits were just as compliant.  Later, Sofia, the slimmest member of ATHENA, would remark that somehow their domineering officers had mysteriously been rendered into compliant big-uddered dairy cows by the power of a little pussy juice.  

Sandy and Margeret each silently refused their ballgags.  Melisa sat on Margeret’s back, uncertain what to do.  Sofia, finished with her three officers crawled over Sandy’s back, snaked a hand down under her torso, and captured a stiff brown nipple.  She grinned over at Melisa and mouthed, “Watch this,” just as she twisted the little nubbin as hard as she could.  The real estate agent’s howl of anguish was quickly muffled by the ballgag.  Melisa nodded knowingly and reached down to seize one of chubby Margeret’s nipples.  Like Sandy, the ex-bank teller predictably opened her mouth to shriek her protest, enabling Melisa to easily get most of the gag inserted on the first try.  Stuffing the rest into her stretched maw was a simple matter.  Melisa tightened the gag straps punishingly tight.  She was pissed off that the sorority leadership and their advisors had almost doomed so many of her friends.

Annabelle Palazzolo, Dollie Winders, and Penelope Straw had now been rescued along with the three advisors; Sandy Clarke, Margeret Grant, and Lacey Reed.  Counting the three in the kitchen, Aaron and Margaux’s plan had quickly neutralized nine women.

Sofia, Tania, and Melisa had successfully cleared the third and second floors.  It was time for them to return to the ground floor and prepare for the basement assault.

Brunette Tania held back.  “I’ll throw some of their clothes and junk into bags,” she told her companions.  The task of gathering clothes and papers from the three officers took only a few minutes.  Chubby Tania was in a hurry to accomplish this little task because of a very personal grudge she held against the officers.  As a Pledge, they had ridiculed her mercilessly about her weight and less than perfect appearance.

After tossing sufficient clothes and personal affects into the bags, she turned to three gorgeous gowns hanging inside Annabelle’s suite.  Just before she rolled up each of the three gowns to stuff into a travel bag, Tania retrieved the silver dangles representing the office of President, Vice-President, and Treasurer.  Finished with her easy task, Tania rolled each protesting officer onto their sides and without hesitation preceded to jamb the pin of each dangle through the corresponding left nipple of the officer that normally wore the pin with such pride.

Finished with her first bit of revenge, Tania couldn’t help but eye the twin protruding mounds under each of the red-faced advisors’ expensive gowns.  All three “Mmmph’ed!” in verbal protest and began to wriggle about like worms caught on fishing hooks.  It took just a few moments longer for Tania to kneel over Sandy, Margeret, and Lacey and pull a strap down off their left shoulder to expose a milky white braless breast.  Each of the women’s nostrils expanded as they drew deep breaths of fear to prepare for the pain to come.  Wide-eyed and teary or not at their upcoming treatment, Tania felt no remorse about jamming the pin of the gold symbols of office through each of her former advisors’ left nipples.  Tania did settle their gowns back over the stinging teats before walking out to join her friends.  Disdainfully, she refused to look back or spare any thoughts of remorse for her vengeful acts.

None of the three women sweeping the upstairs clear of sorority members realized that they’d failed to give a few comforting words to the six bound and gagged women in Annabelle’s suite.  Therefore, none of the six knew they were in the process of being rescued.  Instead, they were terrified and completely uncertain of their future.

Chapter 14 - Late Arrival

Just about the time that Tania was breaking down the door to the Sorority President’s upstairs suite, a car pulled up in front of the sorority house.  Debbie immediately recognized both the car and its occupant.  “Janella, Kathrine, look out, it’s Summer!”

“That prune-faced bitch,” Janella whispered back.

“I won’t mind taking that snotty cunt down a few notches,” Kathrine added with venom.  “For the first time tonight, I think this might be fun.”

Slim, blonde, and thirty-three, Summer Fox was still a student but it had been fourteen years since she accepted her bid to join the sorority and became what she now considered a lowly Sister.  Summer was an Alumnus in good standing with the graduate chapter of Phi Beta Phi.  Additionally, she was the stern-faced House Mother to the undergraduate members of the St. Julia Chapter of Phi Beta Phi.  She lived in the chapter house and set a high standard for both behavior and appearance.  She was either beloved or loathed by the Sisters; there was no in between with the likes of Summer Fox.

Debbie remained seated on an ornamented cast-iron bench, swinging her legs in a carefree manner as the House Mother approached.

“What are you doing here, Debbie?” Summer practically snarled as she stopped on the walkway.  Her hands were locked on her waist and she had assumed an aggressive stance in front of the younger woman.

“Pardon,” Debbie responded sweetly.

Summer frowned at the smiling woman.  “You better stay outside.  Sister Palazzolo has called an emergency meeting and you ATHENA girls are especially excluded.  Being a brainless twit of an English Lit major with heifer-sized udders, I suspect you’ve gotten in trouble by whoring around as usual.”  She sniffed and added, “Yes, … you’re probably the reason the members are showing up here at the house with their war bags packed.”

Despite being eager for a confrontation, Debbie was taken aback by the spinster’s sharp tone and demeaning description of her character.

Unnoticed to either, Janella and Kathrine had crept down the front steps as they spoke and stood behind Summer in a pool of darkness.  In a move that should have been choreographed for a no-rules-fight-sequence, Janella, the self-avowed blowjob queen of Phi Beta Phi, yanked brutally backward on the slim blonde’s ponytail.  Kathrine, the agile gymnast, swept aside Summer as she made her unplanned backward lunge to the concrete sidewalk.  She managed to grab one of woman’s flailing wrists and then spun her body briskly around and to the side such that her side landed on the grass with a sickening thump.  Janella and Kathrine swarmed over the helpless House Mother, getting her hogtied and gagged in record time. 

Still stinging from Summer’s verbal attack, Debbie rolled the woman onto her back and then sat on her belly.  Summer whimpered in pain as her arms and legs were folded unnaturally against her back.  Debbie was stone-faced as she slipped her fingers into the front of Summer’s blouse.  Still quiet, she yanked the blouse open, breaking every button free with quite little tearing sounds.  “Why are you even wearing a bra you dried up stick of spinsterhood?”  Debbie raised the woman’s bra above her A-cup breast mounds and laughed.  Holding her own prodigious breasts upward with her cupped hands, Debbie added tauntingly, “You’re just jealous that you’re less of a woman.  Don’t worry; I’ll fix it so that everyone is completely aware of your inadequacy.”

“Hoooo!” Summer cried into her gag as she saw Debbie gleefully dangle two zip-ties in front of her face.  “Ummmph, … hop, … hop!” she screeched to no avail as Debbie grasped a sparse handful of breast meat and gathered the first zip-tie around it.  True to its name, the tie made a long ‘zipping’ sound as Debbie tightened it until the band sunk deep into the abused flesh.  The second tie quickly was set into position and another long hissing zip announced its closure.

“Let’s go girls,” Debbie announced cheerfully to her ashen-faced friends.  They had watched in amazement and horror as Debbie attacked the disliked woman’s breasts.  Finished, Debbie ripped Summer’s dress down to her waist and broke the white bra free of her body.

Gulping, they each grabbed an arm and leg and heaved the topless Summer up into the air.  The moaning House Mother was carried up the steps to the wide porch with her nose and aching boobs just inches from the painted steps.  During the move, Debbie returned to her bench and resumed calmly swinging her legs as if the incident had never occurred.

Shrugging, Janella and Kathrine set their bare-breasted House Mother face down on the rough porch surface.  Ignoring the quietly moaning woman, they returned to their watchful position.  Neither was going to let anyone escape from the besieged sorority house.

The score was now ten for Margaux’s girls and zero for the sorority.  Things were going smoothly and according to Aaron's hastily contrived plan.

Chapter 15 - Reception Committee

When Janella and Kathrine first surreptitiously took their positions on the porch, they’d carefully peeked through a glass pane in the front door to see into the front vestibule.  As expected, there was a welcoming committee to greet each arrival to the emergency meeting.  

Two more officers of Phi Beta Phi sat on folding chairs behind a five-foot table with a white tablecloth facing the front entry door.  Fawn Baker, the studious Chapter Historian was quiet and well-liked.  Her role at formal ceremonies was to record the presence of members and guests as well as drafting descriptions of the meeting’s business.  Beside her sat Coralee Scott, the Chapter Public Relations Officer.  Less well-liked, the Pre-law student was known for her prickly character and was often described behind her back as being a junior version of Summer Fox.

Each of the two officers had a custom carved name plate prominently placed in front of them on the table.  Fawn’s name placard had a fancy representation of a parchment scroll and quill carved into the wood beside her name.  For Coralee, the carving was a larger representation of just a parchment scroll. 

The bad news was the woman standing behind the table.  A bundle of nervous energy, Randi Handyside kept shifting restlessly from side to side behind the two seated girls.  Wearing a sterling silver mace dangle, Randi was the House Sergeant-at-Arms.  Nominated for the position because of her meaty shoulders and nearly breast-less chest, Randi was without doubt the strongest woman in the house.  She was not only a senior; she was also a four-year member of the varsity swim team and a truly formidable physical adversary.  Her lack of breasts was due to having a body fat ratio well below that of her male counterparts on the swim team.

Janella and Kathrine had gulped and moved quickly out of sight to the side of the door.  “Man, I’m glad we’re not taking Randi down,” had been Kathrine’s fervored whisper.

At the other end of the house, Margaux, Carmella, and Hillary swept confidently out of the kitchen.  They were eager to get things wrapped up and the easy conquests in the kitchen had buoyed their spirits.  As expected, there were no sorority sisters in the dining room, the large banquet room for entertaining guests, or the quiet ground floor game room.  The library and entry vestibule were all that were left.

Seated studiously in the library was the House Scholarship Chairperson, Jamie Roland.  Probably the most popular, and genuinely nice, member of the sorority, Jamie was predictably stealing the last few moments of study time before she made her presence known downstairs.  Hanging behind her was her flawlessly white floor-length gown mandated for tonight’s meeting for all attendees except the three ranking officers and the house advisors who instead wore black gowns.

Jamie was so absorbed in her work, that she never saw the three women enter behind her.  All three exchanged nervous glances.  Taking Jamie captive was not the same as handling some nervous Pledges that they hardly knew.  Gulping, Carmella handed her shotgun to Margaux and crept behind the scholarly girl.    

One reason everybody liked Jamie Roland was that despite her brilliance and quiet beauty, the girl had no pretensions or airs about her.  She was also the only woman in the sorority that still wore glasses; all the others with eye deficiencies had paid for one of the various corrective surgery techniques.  Thus, none of the three wished to alarm her. 

Hillary also hastily gave up her shotgun to Margaux, rendering their group leader useless to help either woman in case things with Jamie went badly.

Hillary and Carmella knelt silently on opposite sides of Jamie’s seat.  Each put a reassuring, and controlling, arm across her back.

“Oh, hi, girls,” you startled me, Jamie whispered softly.  She considered the house library as sacrosanct as a college or public library and wouldn’t consider raising her voice in that setting.  “Hey, … aren’t you two in trouble?.  Annabelle is certainly on the rampage about something and I heard her specifically cursing you ATHENA girls.”

Hillary and Carmella tightened their grip on her shoulders as Margaux came up behind with a ballgag.  The girl hadn’t practiced the move, but Jamie was lovingly constrained as she was silenced.  Without struggling, Jamie looked at her friends with a look of betrayal.  

“Hush,” Carmella whispered as she stroked Jamie’s hair.  “Annabelle has decided to ignore our danger from the fallout in Eastlake.  We have to take matters into our own hands.”

Jamie’s mind quickly figured out what they were doing and she tried to speak. “HoHay,” she mumbled softly.  “HoHay.  Hit’s Hine!””

Relieved, Hillary eased Jamie down to a kneeling position and zip-tied her wrists.  Working together, Carmella and Hillary set her gently on the floor and added the two additional ties to complete the hogtie.

With a final, “Everything will be fine, I promise,” Hillary left the room.  

All three were ashamed, but resolute in their mission to save their Sisters.  Each one once again held their shotguns in a firm grip.

Like Janella and Kathrine before them, they were taken aback by the sight of Randi Handyside pacing like a leopard behind Fawn and Coralee.  Even expecting her presence, the quick sight of Randi was enough to make the three scurry back toward the library.  

“Holy feminine deities of mercy,” Margaux whispered.  “How do we take on Randi?  Can just three of us take on the three of them with her in the mix?”

“I don’t think so,” Hillary replied with more than a little fear in her voice.  “One on one with Randi is a losing proposition.”

“We have to come up with a plan,” Carmella whispered in desperation.  “We can’t just shoot her, … it’s not her fault that Annabelle and her crowd have doomed them.”

“I, … I have an idea,” Margaux whispered.  “I’ll take a shot at Randi and, … well, you two hold back just a second so, if it works, … well, you two charge the table.  Maybe the noise will draw in the group out front in to help.”

“That’s not a plan,” Hillary whimpered.  “That could be suicide.”

“Tough,” Margaux responded, “once I’m set, … I’m going ahead.  You two with me?”

Silence and two reluctantly nodding heads were the only responses to her question.

Margaux had to leave her shotgun behind for the move she planned.  Hillary and Carmella were on her rear flanks with shotguns at the ready.

Margaux held her breath and slipped up behind the fidgeting Randi.  Silently praying that this would work, she slipped a nearly fully extended zip-tie over the Sergeant-at-Arm’s head and yanked back with desperate strength.  With the snake-like hissing of the closing tie, Randi Handyside lost access to life-giving air.  

As Hillary slipped past Randi, she used her wiry body hardened from endless hours of horseback riding to soundly thump into the startled girl, throwing Randi against the vestibule wall.  As Randi crumpled to the floor, her hands began clawing desperately to rip the nylon tie from her neck.

Coralee Scott and Fawn Baker turned in their seats to find a pair of shotguns unwaveringly held in their faces.  Randi’s convulsions on the floor horrified them into inactivity. 

Get down on the floor, … on your bellies,” Carmella commanded as she locked eyes with Fawn.  The studious Historian gulped audibly and slid to the floor.

“You too,” Hillary snarled less pleasantly to Coralee.

Unlike Fawn who instantly complied, Coralee hesitated half out of her chair.  Margaux momentarily ignored the flailing arms and legs of the Sergeant-at-Arms where she writhed on the floor and grabbed the Pre-law student’s gown by the shoulder and physically threw her to the floor.

Very much subdued, Coralee failed to muster her normal tone of voice and stupidly croaked, “Wwhat’s going on?”

Hillary and Carmella ignored Coralee’s question and zip-tied hers and Fawn’s wrists behind their backs.  Getting better at handling the tools of submission, they were even faster in binding Coralee and Fawn’s ankles.  Holding off on the final hogtie for now, each sat triumphantly on the backs of their victims and high-fived each other.

By this time, a very horrified Margaux realized that she had nothing to cut the heavy tie free from Randi’s neck.  She had been able to grab the swimmer’s hands and get them secured behind her back.  However, by now, Randi’s face was turning a horrible shade of blue.  

Aaron was sitting comfortably at the small table in the kitchen when Margaux came scampering desperately around the corner.  The shotgun resting in the crook of his left arm swept up and covered the area behind his friend.  When nobody followed the red-faced girl, he frowned in confusion.

“Scissors, … gotta get her breathing,” Margaux gasped as she turned to flee from the kitchen, a pair of scissors in hand.

Leaving his three Pledges behind on the cold kitchen floor, Aaron gathered up a handful of ballgags and zip-ties and followed the clearly upset Margaux.  On the way, he paused to look approvingly at the taut backside of Jamie Roland where she rested on her side, hogtied as expected.  Her glasses elicited a frown of disapproval.  “Wonder why she hasn’t gotten rid of those,” he asked himself absently.

By the time he reached the front entry, Randi Handyside was taking deep heaving breaths.  Aaron arched his eyebrows at the sight of the young woman’s muscular shoulders.  The raw circle around her neck explained what had happened.  His eyes flickered approvingly at Coralee and Fawn’s bound forms.

“You the one who took down Hercules, Margaux?” he asked in a respectful tone.

Gasping for breath herself, Margaux could only nod.

“You shoulda seen it, Aaron,” Carmella said excitedly.  “Margaux nearly garotted the Amazon and then Hillary gave her a flying block that took her out of the fight.  It was amazing!”

Impressed, Aaron threw a ring gag to Margaux.  “Put this on her until she gets her breath back.  Later, we can gag her properly.”

Janella knocked softly at the outter door.  “Hey, can we come in.  We’ve got the House Mother, Summer Fox.”

Janella and Kathrine entered hauling a very topless Summer.  At everyone’s raised eyebrows upon seeing the House Mother’s bound and punished breasts, Kathrine shrugged and said nonchalantly, “She was unnecessarily nasty to Debbie and then she resisted.  We decided that it was alright for Debbie address her issues with Summer.”

“So, what’s the situation so far?” Janella asked to divert attention from the woman whose breasts were turning a distinct blue hue.

Margaux thought a second and said, “Well, … from our groups we have three in the kitchen, one in the library, three here in reception, and of course our very angry House Mother.”

As expected, Summer Fox was giving them a cross-eyed glare that came across as more bovine-like than human given the ball-gag straps tightly squeezing her cheeks.

“Debbie can remain on watch outside by herself,” Kathrine added.  “We’re ready to move on to the main event?”  

Chapter 16 - Unexpected Development

Aaron softly directed that the girls take time to centralize the stray girls from the ground floor into the kitchen before everyone linked up for the main soirée downstairs.  The five college girls and Aaron made quick work of adding Jamie from the library, the three-girl reception committee, and the bare-breasted House Mother with the bulging little titties to the three girls already in the kitchen.

Sofia, Tania, and Melisa met them in the kitchen.

“How many upstairs?” Margaux softly demanded.

Tania held up five fingers on one hand and one finger on the other.

“Six, … oh, Holy Athena, we’re doing the Goddess’ work tonight.”  Carmella answered happily.

Aaron did some quick math in his head.  “That’s fourteen so far.  With you nine girls, and Jennifer out in the bus, that makes twenty-four of the sorority accounted for.  We must be over well the halfway point.  Good job girls.”

The sorority house doorbell rang, wiping off the grins of happiness from Margaux, Carmella, Hillary, Janella, Kathrine, Sofia, Tania, and Melisa.

“What the fuck could that be?”  Aaron hissed.

“Nothing good, … that’s for sure,” Tania added.

Aaron held back as Margaux, Carmella, and Hillary led the way into the entry hall.  They’d quietly set their unused shotguns on the kitchen table.  Aaron, Janella, Kathrine, Sofia, Tania, and Melisa followed with their weapons at the ready.

“Better not be the police,” a worried Aaron whispered.  “I didn’t think they could make the connection so quickly from Eastlake, Oklahoma to Hutchinson, Kansas and get Search or Arrest Warrants this fast.  We do not want to get into a shootout with law enforcement!”

Beside him, Aaron heard a few whimpers of fear.

“This could be dicey,” he thought.  “Thankfully, I already mailed off that little Express Mail package to the local police so that tomorrow morning the police will have enough of Margaux's DNA to charge her for hospitalizing that boy and stealing his slave Jennifer.   OK, Aaron, … remember, the only thing I’m supposedly guilty of is helping to round up these girls for the police.  Yeah, … that’s my story.  Fuck, … that’s a weak attempt at an excuse!  And, it doesn’t explain why I just rented a bus.  I plan on driving them to the nearest police station, … ohhh crap that sounds far too stupid to be true!”

The doorbell rang again.  Margaux, Carmella, and Hillary were now nervously seating themselves at the greeting table and Aaron was just out of sight behind them.  Janella, Kathrine, Sofia, Tania, and Melisa clustered around Aaron, obviously relying upon him for guidance and strength.

Looking around the corner, Aaron spied the front door open.  He tightened his grip on the shotgun and cursed under his breath.  “Is this where the plan unravels?” he wondered.  

Unexpectedly, Debbie Charnauf, the English Lit major with impressive boobs opened the door and gaily announced, “Hello, everyone, … we have guests.”  Addressing the three jumpy women seated behind the table, Debbie continued in a rush, “Ladies, may I present Mrs. Bryant and Mrs. Hatherly.  Both are out of town alumnae and they’ve brought their daughters Arlene and Codi to see Phi Beta Phi this weekend.  Isn’t this just wonderful!”

“Two legacy prospects, … yes, that is wonderful news indeed,” Hillary managed to reply with a look of confusion.  She looked at the other table members with a begging look for advice.  When none was forthcoming, she managed to spit out, “Oh, … come in, … come in.”

The four out of town guests crowded up to the table and behind them, Debbie pushed against the door once it was shut and carefully locked it.  She also picked up a sign adjacent to the door and hung it over the glass panes in the top panels.  The sign read, “Closed – House Meeting - Return in One Hour.”  She grinned wanly at the table and mouthed, “What else could I do?”

Carmella, seated at the middle position at the table was getting a mouthful.

“Yes, dear, it is so wonderful to get back to Hutchinson, why we had the most fun while we were here,” Mrs. Buffy Bryant was saying.  “Didn’t we Flora?”

The woman she addressed beside her was Mrs. Flora Hatherly.  In many respects the two women were cut from identical molds.  Each was blonde and from the shade of their eyebrows, it wasn’t the color they were born with.  Further, each had big, upward-thrusting breasts that could not possibly have been natural for thirty-nine-year-old Buffy or forty-year-old Flora.  However, the rest of their package was trim, well-exercised, and alluring.  Their wedding rings and tailored clothing screamed MONEY.

Behind the main table and still out of sight, Aaron was spellbound by the older women’s big tits and slim bodies, “MILFs, … there is no doubt in my mind they are the epitome of a MILF.”  His lust was especially fired up because he had recent personal experience in seducing married women in his rough age group; he had a decent batting average when it came to the percentage of times he scored against married women versus the number of times he was shot down in flames.  “Probably already fucking around on hubby,” was his prediction.

Buffy Bryant continued, “Why, … did you know that in addition to their wonderful grades, both our little girls are absolute dynamos on the tennis court.  They play for their high school and they are on the travel team for our country club.  They are just smashing kids!”

Their children, Arlene and Codi weren’t a bit embarrassed by the words of praise.  They were clearly used to being at the center of attention in a gathering.  The two eighteen-year-olds were gorgeous.  Their only flaw was that, like their mothers, each was a bottle blonde.  Otherwise, their bodies were taut perfection due to their athletic pursuits.

Aaron gestured the gaggle of girls around him, Janella, Kathrine, Sofia, Tania, and Melisa, to step forward.  The entry of six shotguns made even the obviously talkative Buffy Bryant shut up in mid word.  

Flora was the first to recover.  “Ahh, … ahh, is this some sort of , … ahh, fund raiser?”

The daughters were too confused to respond in any way and Debbie quickly stepped forward and zip-tied Arlene’s wrists behind her back before she could figure out what was happening.  Margaux, flew around the table on her side and likewise got Codi’s wrists under control.  Equally as fast, Hillary swept around the opposite side of the table.  She grabbed one of chatty Buffy’s wrists and yanked it behind her back.

“Hold on!” Buffy screeched in anger.  Her larger frame swung compact Hillary back around and the horse riding student ended up bouncing of a nearby wall.  Arlene then came to her mother’s rescue by shrugging herself free of Debbie and then doing her best to flop herself down on top of Hillary’s supine form.

Flora had finally realized that Margaux was a threat to her daughter.  Just as Margaux zipped the tie trapping Codi’s wrists, Flora’s purse caught her in a perfect uppercut.  The blow almost lifted Margaux off her feet as she too few backward to hit an entry room wall.

Aaron waded forward into the mass of confusion.  Two of his girls were down, two young prospects were only partially controlled with their wrists tied behind them, and both mothers were on the rampage.  The biggest threat was Flora with her deadly use of the heavy purse.  Aaron launched himself around the table where Flora was now momentarily distracted by checking her daughter’s wrists.  The wooden stock of his shotgun thumped against Flora’s lower back, dropping her instantly to her knees, bringing her own daughter with her.  Foregoing the zip-ties, Aaron whipped out the same binding cord that so easily captured Margaux earlier.  In less than six seconds, Flora was hogtied belly-down on the wooden entry floor.  He snaked out another hand and grabbed Codi’s ankle.  Her reflexive kick was powerful enough to throw Aaron to the side; his grip remained tightly on Codi’s ankle.

Carmella, seated in the middle of the table, was the last to enter the fight.  Her tactic was a simple kamakazi charge that set her shoulder in Buffy’s stomach.  Buffy flew back at the blow to her stomach, collapsed, and promptly threw up all over Carmella.

With the two main combatants down, Arlene was easily controlled and Aaron already had a headstart in getting Codi fully constrained.  With both MILFs and their daughters secured, Aaron and his four helpers stood around gasping for breath; the four out of town guests wriggled weakly about on the floor.  

Ungagged because of her recent spew of vomit, Buffy sputtered, I’ll have you up on charges before the IFC.  This is far beyond acceptable hazing.  And, … our girls haven’t even accepted a membership offer.”

“Ma’am,” Carmella interjected, “this has nothing to do with the Interfraternity Council.  You walked in on a, … well, a situation, … one that might take some time to sort out.  Until then, pretend you’ve been kidnapped.”  With a sigh, she collapsed next to the bound MILFs.  

Aaron had also recovered his wits.  “No police!” he told himself with relief.  “We might still get away with this cluster fuck.”

“Girls,” he said, “why don’t you take our four unexpected guests into the library.  Make sure you gag the mouthy one first.  We’ll handle them separately from the rest of your sorority.  Let’s go!”

Aaron was lucky that looks couldn’t kill because at that moment, Mrs. Buffy Bryant and her daughter Arlene along with Mrs. Flora Hatherly and her daughter Codi were staring high-caliber bullets worth of glaring anger at him.  Aaron and the girls had just totally screwed up their little mother-daughter vacations to Hutchinson, Kansas.

The target of their anger was just now beginning to inwardly groan about the difficulties he envisioned with this latest complication.  “First, it was a soon-to-be ex-slave to worry about, then a local hotshot real estate agent, a powerful banker’s wife, and a freaking lawyer of all things to manage, when these four innocent bystanders who might now be ‘associated’ with the sorority in the eyes of the law drop into my lap as well.  What’s a Good Samaritan to do?”

As he headed back to the kitchen, Aaron couldn’t help but notice that one side of Margaux’s face was already swelling from Flora’s initially effective counterattack.  “Ouch,” he whispered as he paused to talk with the young woman he liked so much.  “Are you alright?”

Margaux nodded weakly.  “Yes, … you certainly took long enough to help out.”

“Me!  What did you expect me to do?  Shoot them?”

The black-haired graduate student swept past Aaron leaving him to try and understand her muttered comments.  “Something about blowjob and fat chance,” Aaron griped to himself.  “The more I help, … the less chance I have of getting laid.  How unfair is that?” 

Chapter 17 - Emergency Sorority Meeting

“Debbie,” Aaron said, “since you locked the front door, I want you to continue to monitor things up here while we go downstairs.  Roam between the entry area and the kitchen.  Keep a shotgun handy at each end of the house but don’t have one in your hand.  That way, if somebody looks in through a window, it won’t appear out of normal.”

Debbie nodded her head vigorously.  Her bouncing boobs reminded Aaron that he really, really wanted to get laid soon.  Manhandling breasty Flora and her very-ready-to-fuck daughter Codi had gotten his libido fired up.  Unfortunately, the two very pissed off faces of the two out of state mothers were the first images that came to mind.  “Big-boobed MILFs or not, they won’t be playing fun games with me anytime soon,” he complained.  “Not that I’m making progress with Margaux either.”

At the top of the stairs to the basement, Aaron once again let his advance team go first.  Margaux had flat out told Aaron that it was stupid for all of them to waste time carrying weapons; it simply slowed them down too much.  As a result, Margaux, Carmella, Hillary, and Kathrine were the first to head down the steep staircase to the basement rooms; they were unarmed except for their bondage paraphernalia.  Aaron followed with his own shotgun slung across his back.  Janella, Sofia, Tania, and Melisa clustered around Aaron as back up; their shotguns were at the ready.

The bottom landing was literally three-feet deep in suitcases, bags, and large purses.  Aaron shook his head and muttered, “What is all this?”

Kathrine turned back and whispered, “These are the war bags.  When Annabelle announced this meeting to the rest of the sorority, she sounded the alarm for a potential siege.  When that happens, each girl brings a bag of essentials, valuable documents, and of course their emergency money.”

“Money,” Aaron mumbled.

Janella leaned forward and clarified the issue to Aaron, “We all have to keep at least one thousand dollars cash ready for emergency use.  Plus, most of us rehearsed going to our ATM machines and getting maximum cash withdrawals as well when we have a ‘bag drag’ meeting invoked.

Aaron got a little glassy-eyed trying to visualize at least thirty thousand dollars in cash sitting in sorority girls’ purses when he got a sick feeling in the pit of his stomach.  He spun back to Janella and hissed, “You mean these stupid twats all just raided their bank accounts for extra cash?”

“Yeah, … why.”

“Oh, crap,” was Aaron’s only outward response.  “Forget it, let’s get this going!”  Inwardly, his threat radar was shrieking, “Fucked, … ohhh, … we are so fucked!  If law enforcement is watching, … and if these idiots are already on some kind of a watch list, … then, large sudden cash withdrawals will signify that these cunts want to run; that could trigger an instant raid.  They’ll never realize the stupid bitches simply want to build an instant war chest to resist arrest or harassment.  Fuck!  They’ll expect these cows to run for it.”

The suitcases and bags overflowed from the hallway into a cloakroom where at least ten long white gowns still hung on hangers.  At least twenty sweaters, sweatshirts, or light jackets were hung next to them.

Still playing the tour guide, Janella placed her hand on his shoulder and throatily whispered over his shoulder, “We have to wear white floor-length gowns for the official ceremonies.  When it’s hot, we take off our tops under the gowns so we won’t get so sweaty.”

Somehow, Janella made the key words and phrases – hot – take off – sweaty – sound like preludes to sex.  Aaron couldn’t help but remember her offer of a blowjob.  From conversation with other of Margaux’s friends, Aaron knew that Janella was renowned for her quality oral sex.  He gave an unconscious moan.

Somehow, Janella managed to quickly snake her tongue up behind Aaron’s ear before she slipped back to her place.

Aaron shivered.  “I gotta get laid tonight,” he vowed to himself; Margaux, watch out!”

The woman he was thinking about sexing had frozen in place in front of the meeting room doors while Aaron got his whispered questions answered.  Her glare of disapproval was disconcerting to Aaron.  “Is she mad because I stopped and spoke, or, … is she mad because of Janella tonguing my ear?   Crap!  I’m simply dealing with too many women to come out ahead.”

With everyone looking at him, Aaron whispered, “Be sure everybody keeps their hands up, we don’t want any cell phones being used.”

Still frowning, Margaux pointed imperially to a basket beside the door.  “Cell phones,” she whispered cryptically, “you know, … secret rites and all that.”

Aaron obediently looked at the basket, it was almost overflowing with cell phones, PDAs, and pagers.  Feeling a little foolish about not addressing ahead of time the very real chance that someone in a room full of women could have phoned 911, Aaron blushed and nodded.  “OK,” he mouthed.

Margaux turned and swung the twin doors to the lower meeting hall open.  She swept in regally followed by Carmella, Hillary, and Kathrine; almost like a conqueror and her staff making a triumphant entry.  Before Aaron could get through the wide opening, he already heard a swelling hubbub of complaint.

The first person Aaron spied through the door was a short brunette, dressed in a long, classic black evening dress.  She had some sort of gold pin on her left breast.  Still distracted by the diminishing hope of sex later on that night, her loud words were slow to sink in.

“Stop right there!” the woman commanded in a surprisingly loud voice for such a small woman.  “This meeting is closed to ATHENA Sisters.  Your association with the New Underground Railroad Movement has put all our members and supporters at risk.”

“Bullshit!” Tania and Melisa muttered from behind Aaron.  

Sofia added her piece from behind him as well, “Crap, Annabelle and Cyndi must be plotting to blame us for the linkage to the New Underground Railroad!”

“Cyndi, as Phi Beta Phi Executive Board President, you know full well that is simply not true.  The alumnae and senior officers of this sorority came up with the idea of supporting the New Underground Railroad.”

Aaron could tell that the woman was nearly hysterical with fear and that the sorority leaders had already decided that Margaux and her little ATHENA Cell were going to be scapegoats.

Angry at the duplicity of the act, Aaron strode angrily past Margaux and announced loudly, “Any attempt to frame ATHENA will backfire as the police don’t care about nuances; they consider that every one of you idiots are guilty.  Only Margaux has a plan to get you to safety!”

Aaron’s ringing words brought instant silence and a room full of open-mouthed women.  The quiet lasted only seconds, followed by sheer bedlam as everyone started yelling at once.  Instead of the expected ten or fifteen women, Aaron was almost overwhelmed by the sight of at least forty women in white dresses competing to be heard.

Margaux looked flat-eyed at Aaron and mouthed, “Thanks for the help.”

Aaron was pretty sure that she didn’t mean it.  

It looked like Cyndi was going to take charge once again.  As she opened her mouth to speak, Aaron grabbed her dress collar and physically hauled her out of the room.  

Janella, Sofia, Tania, and Melisa swept past him and the doors swung shut between him and the meeting room.

Pissed off at not being fully appreciated for everything he was doing for the girls, Aaron responded with a heavy hand with Cyndi.  He took out most of his frustration by quickly punching her once in the stomach and then softly guiding her down to her belly.  When he heaved the hogtied woman up by her bound wrists and ankles to move her upstairs, her gown became entangled in one of his cowboy boots.  Angrily, he set her atop the stack of suitcases and bags, grabbed the hem of her gown, and yanked as hard as he could.

The jerking move that Aaron accomplished was as good as any magic act where the magician pulls a tablecloth out from under a table full of plates, silverware, and glasses.  As if enchanted, the virtually intact black evening gown seemed to jump into Aaron’s grip.  The essentially naked body that had been hidden under the expensive clothing took him aback.  Since Aaron hadn’t seen the outfits worn by the leadership bound and gagged upstairs, he wasn’t expecting the male fantasy vision of heels, beautiful patterned hose, a smoothly shaved crotch barely covered by sheer red lacy underwear all the more exposed by the open-legged hogtied position of the Phi Beta Phi Executive Board President.  A simple and tasteful string of pearls hung around her slim neck were the perfect ornament to offset her near nakedness.  That she had very naked perky breasts hidden atop her torso was now a certainty.

The beautiful woman’s almost completely visibly sex lips were not only clean shaven, they were glistening with obvious arousal.  If Aaron had known about the perks of sorority leadership, he would have begun trying to visualize which girl had recently been paying homage between her legs.  Instead, he was completely mistaken into thinking that Cyndi enjoyed being topped by an assertive man.  Aaron’s cock once again began to swell at the possibilities for fucking this woman.

Two back-to-back explosions drew Aaron’s attention back to the task at hand.  He spun around and jumped through the doors back into the meeting room.  This time, Margaux gave Aaron a wide smile and she whispered, “We’ve got this under control, big boy.   Why don’t you start getting things ready upstairs?”

Taken aback, Aaron saw a row of white gowns circling the outer perimeter of the room.  Each of the sorority girls now stood meekly facing the wall with their hands in the air.  Not one of them protested their treatment.  

“Why don’t you bring down those two heavy bags from the kitchen, we can dispense with the ties and go straight to the coffle chain.”

A quiet wave of murmuring swept through the room at the words ‘coffle chain’.

“Need I remind you to keep quiet, ladies?” One of the ATHENA girls commanded crossly.

Amazingly, the room became instantly quiet.  The remaining Phi Beta Phi members had been totally cowed by the eardrum bursting blasts of two shotgun rounds let off in the confined space of the meeting room.

Aaron was wise enough to assume that Margaux was still not very happy with him and was doing a little grandstanding to show him up.  Muttering, Aaron returned to Cyndi.  He grabbed her torn gown, a bag at random from the stack, and the loop between Cyndi’s wrists and ankles.  Swaying under the heavy burden, Aaron lurched upstairs.

Within moments, he was back with the two aviator kit bags full of chains and choke collars.  Frowning at the pleased looks on Margaux, Carmella, Hillary, Kathrine, Janella, Sofia, Tania, and Melisa’s faces, Aaron knew it was better to leave than hang around for more criticism.

A joyful, “Thanks, we’ve got this well under control!” followed him out of the room.  It appeared that the eight girls did indeed have things well in hand in the meeting room.

Chapter 18 - Pleasant Interlude

On the ground floor, Debbie Charnauf passed him while he was carrying Cyndi to the kitchen.  She grinned and whispered, “I understand there’s six more exactly like that upstairs.”  She continued toward the front door.  “It’s like a bondage and fetish convention up there,” she threw over her shoulder, “pure hotness.”

“Six more, … like this, … ohhh, my God!”

Aaron grabbed a twenty-foot coffle chain, eight choke collars, and eight padlocks.  “Glad I had the foresight to buy the master key,” Aaron thought.  Then he laughed softly.  “All the individual keys are packed away out of sight leaving me the only one who can release any of these locks.  No need to worry about accidental, or intentional, releases.”

Six feet back from one end of the coffle chain, Aaron locked the chain to a choke collar, holding it taut around Cyndi’s slim throat.  Since the thirty-three-year-old Executive Board President seemed to be zoning out, Aaron gave her a couple of soft slaps across her cheeks.  “Pay attention and follow obediently,” he commanded harshly.  He pulled his pocket knife out with one hand and flicked it open in a move practiced thousands of times.  He laid the razor sharp edge across Cyndi’s cheek and reminded her, “You are the lead girl on a slave coffle chain.  You will follow all commands; obedience means you live; disobey at your extreme peril.  When we leave the house, you will get leg hobbles.”

Aaron felt a little better after bullying the woman that planned to throw his friends to the wolves.

The razor-sharp blade of his pocket knife sliced easily through the tough nylon tie that completed the hogtie and then the one that secured her ankles together.  He checked the zip-tie over her wrists and made sure that it was still secure.  Then, he flicked the blade closed.  With a resounding slap on her shapely ass, Aaron told himself that she was ready.  Cyndi was now bound by her wrists and held to the coffle chain by a tight choke collar around her neck.

He yanked the chain cruelly toward Summer Fox, the House Mother.  She went into the number two position on the coffle chain.  Summer’s torn gown threatened to slip down around her ankles, so Aaron simply removed it along with her panties.  Then, wasting no time, he hurried upstairs dragging the short coffle behind him.  He’d decided that the three top-ranking sorority officers and their adult advisors would be on one long coffle chain.

Even with the warning from big-boobed Debbie Charnauf, Aaron was simply unprepared for the sight he found in the Sorority House President’s suite.  Six women were arrayed in parallel were on the floor with their backs arched in uncomfortably contortions from being hogtied.  The fact that three of the women were virtually naked while the other three had on long black dresses provided a visual contrast that got him fully aroused.  “All for me,” was his silent, and gleeful, comment.  The pile of discarded red panties was yet another major distraction.  

Aaron knew frigid and aloof Annabelle, the short and busty Dollie, and cow-titted Penelope from his friendship with Margaux and her closest friends in what he now knew was their ATHENA Cell of the New Underground Railroad Network.  He couldn’t help but lean down to caress Penelope’s amazing breasts.  “I always thought these were perfection, … now I know it.”  Her groan of protest heightened his desire.  “I just wish you were lactating,” he added in a bit of mean teasing.

Gulping, Aaron resolved to focus on the tasks at hand and to get his satisfaction later.  He tied off the end of the coffle to the room’s doorknob and gestured for Cyndi and Summer to kneel.  Their instant compliance brought a smile to the rancher’s face.  “Maybe this will work,” he thought.

The first choke collar went around Annabelle’s slim neck.  She wriggled in anger when he pulled her hair aside to set the cold chain against her neck.  Aaron calmly reached down and pinched her right nipple to teach her to obey.  Her pretty body arched in response to the pain and Aaron got a chance to appreciate the flexing of her taut muscles.  Dollie, Penelope, and the three adults that Aaron was not familiar with all were subsequently locked to the coffle.  On by one, he cut them free of their hogtie and their bound ankles to set them kneeling in a row beside Cyndi and Summer.  A few harsh words and some shockingly loud sounding slaps were all it took to get the six new women added to the coffle.

Aaron had immediately noticed Annabelle, Dollie, and Penelope’s newly attached ornamentation on their left teats.  He also noticed the lump under the dresses of the three older women in an identical spot.  Grinning at his find, he once again flicked out his pocket knife and cut through three sets of shoulder straps.  One by one, he slowly rolled the formerly elegant black gowns down around the waists of Sandy, Margeret, and Lacey, all the way to their knees.  The three older women’s nostrils flared as they hyperventilated in angry response to being forcibly stripped; Aaron couldn’t care less what they felt about being made almost fully naked.  Finished, he played with each of the adult’s heavy breasts and then reluctantly removed the silver and gold jewelry from each of the six nipples.  The jewelry went into a front pocket along with the six sexy sets of red lacy underwear.

Tania had left a bag with the girls’ personal effects as well as several other bags that contained ‘escape’ clothes and personal gear.  Aaron pawed through them to see if the requirement for bringing cash applied to the leaders and adult advisors.  Even a relative newcomer to Hutchinson, Aaron instantly recognized that Sandy Clarke was not only a realtor in her own right, but she was married to a rich and influential real estate broker.  Her purse held a fat wad of bills held together by a rubber band.  “Ten thousand dollars!  Wow, Sandy, … you are a generous advisor, aren’t you?  Thanks for the donation to your ‘rescue’.”

Aaron lounged on the room’s couch and one by one, he went through the other purses and crammed the cash from his first eight victims into a pocket for later counting.  He didn’t recognize the significance of Margeret Grant’s last name, but Lacy Reed earned a flat stare of anger when he saw her miniature set of law credentials in her wallet.  “You deserve special consideration,” Aaron observed coldly.  “Female lawyers are a particular pox upon the earth.”  

Lacey moaned piteously at his comment.

Finished, he stared appreciatively at eight nakedly exposed snatches topped by a tiny swatch of hair, sixteen teary eyes that did well to convey their horror and terror, and eight ball-gagged mouths with uncontrollable streams of drool already dripping down from eight beautiful faces with mussed hair. 

Resolved to reward himself now, Aaron commanded his first full set of eight slave girls to knee-walk to the couch.  “Side-by-side,” he commanded, “quickly, … as tightly together as you can.  Now, get your noses buried in the back seam of the couch cushions and those titties burrowing into the cushion.  Keep those asses up, thighs tightly against the couch.  End girls, get up on the arms of the couch.  Let’s go!  Hurry!”

Aaron started at black-haired Lacey’s perfectly rounded ass cheeks and appreciatively ran his fingertips around and then inside of her twat.  Her twitches of protest were weakened by her vulnerable position.  “A condom is mandatory with disease-ridden lawyer whores,” he told the softly sobbing Lacey.  No foreplay was necessary with the tiny bit of lubrication already on the tip of the condom that he slid one-handedly over his throbbing cock.  He simply set the knob of his cock against her spayed open sex hole, … and pushed, … hard, … burying himself in one very satisfying push.  


“Unghhh!” was the full-partner to a local law firm’s only vocal comment.  Her pelvic muscles locked up hard in a vain attempt to try and deny him access.  “Hoooooo,” was her long wail of distress.

The near-dry entry felt good.  Lacey’s sobs as he took her were the perfect touch.  After a dozen or so strokes into her loosening cunt, Aaron knee-walked to the next woman.  Margeret had the largest butt with well sculpted thighs and a surprisingly tiny waist.  Given that his rubber-covered dick was now dripping with forced lubrication from Lacey’s twat, he easily buried himself balls-deep in Margeret’s hot hole.  “Nice tight pussy,” he complimented the brunette.  Her ass and fleshy thighs rippled as he pounded against her for ten or twelve stokes.  Then, it was on to the blonde real estate agent.  

“Ahhhh,” was his groan of appreciation.

“Unghhhh,” was her drawn-out complaint.

“Eiiiiii,” was Aaron’s whispered response to the velvety feel of her hole as it rippled about his thrusting cock.

The next three girls, Annabelle, Dollie, and Penelope, were especially satisfying to rape his way into.  “Treachorous cunt,” was his groaned complaint as he bottomed out in Penelope.  Like the other two Phi Beta Phi girls to follow, he cruelly twisted their sensitive nipples as he wriggled about in their vaginas.  Each rape renewed his confidence.

Blonde Summer was the least satisfying.  Her hole was noticeable loose compared to the other six women that he’d just dicked.  Slim Cyndi, the brunette high school teacher was undoubtedly the tightest.

“Ahhhh,” Aaron sighed in happiness as he pushed into her hot sexual core.  Pleased to have such a tight twat for the last, Aaron began to pump into her with much more energy than he’d shown to the others.  “Don’t, … have, … to, … worry, … about, … cumming, … with, … this, … last, … whore!” was his gasping commentary as he felt himself getting closer and closure to orgasm.

Finally, he collapsed forward against Cyndi Lynn’s body, his hips twitching involuntarily as he pumped his last few drops into the well-used condom.  He was breathing hard from the exertion and felt very pleased.  “Good job so far, bitches.  Keep it up and you might live.

Aaron shouldered two overstuffed bags of purses and clothing, untwisted the coffle lead from the doorknob, and harshly commanded, “Follow!” even as he was tugging Cyndi up onto her feet and away from the couch.  Tottering and swaying from stiff muscles, the girls had no choice but to follow as Aaron took them downstairs through the kitchen and outside to the rear yard.  As he looked back once up the stairway behind him, twin runnels of sex lubricant were dripping slowly from Cyndi’s puffy twat.  “Marked like the whore you are,” he observed as he stared pointedly up the stairs to where Cyndi was shuffling along behind him.

“Pay attention!” he snarled theatrically.  “You eight treacherous cunts belong to me now, body and soul!  The rest of your girls are being taken to safety.  Don’t even begin to hope that will be your fate!  You should know that I am still very angry with you and that if you give me the slightest excuse, … you will regret it.”

Already in the backyard, he finished padlocking the end of the coffle around a good-sized tree and added, “This is your last bathroom break for at least eight hours so you better use the grass here for your final bathroom break in Kansas.  Remember, … just imagine what happens if you fail to obey.”

The bags he’d carried down were thrown into the storage area under the rented bus.  Eight cell phones went into a plastic bag that he hung beside the bus door.  He made sure that each was turned on and working.

He took his own cellphone out of his pocket.  “Dad, it’s Aaron.  Yeah, … thanks for the greetings from mom.  Look, … I’m using a disposable phone that I just bought an hour ago, … yeah, it’s trouble all right, … but I think I can handle things as long as you let my brothers leave so they can help out.  No, … I don’t need Uncle Aaron to help with this, although it’s in his line of work.  It will mean an awful lot of houseguests at the ranch.  You’ll need to have the hands clean out some of the bunk houses and stock up on food; for at least forty to fifty guests for the next few weeks.  They’ll be paying their own way, in cash.  Oh, … Hank and Jonathon need to fly to Albuquerque as soon as possible.  Have them text the number I’ll send in a minute.  Oh, and I’ll tell them what I need them each to do.  Yeah, … thanks, … love you guys too.” 

“Hi ho, hi ho, it’s back to work I go,” he thought with a grin, renewed from his quick round of sex and then getting things rolling with his family.  Coming from a long line of ranchers, he knew his family could be counted on to drop everything and they had considerable resources with which to help him out.  His grin froze on his face as it occurred to him as he crossed the dark backyard back to the sorority house that he’d still not gotten Margaux Blondet, his twenty-seven-year-old graduate student friend to show him any increased affection.  “Everything in its own time,” he thought philosophically.

Chapter 19 - Second Coffle

Outside, Aaron reviewed what his next chore would be.  “I can handle the three hogtied pledges in the kitchen without Margaux’s help.   But, … hmmm, … the greeting committee was a tough nut for them to crack, … better get a little help to make the task easier.” 

The help Aaron was talking about was something he’d purchased along with the shotguns.  Aaron had purchased a single taser rated at 1.76 joule.  Unlike the distance models that fired two needle-tipped darts that could penetrate two inches of clothing at twenty-one feet, this was the relatively simple contact-type taser with two buzzing electrodes that could easily incapacitate even the strongest man.

In the kitchen, black-haired Elise Cloquet, blonde Loraine Gander, and the slim blonde Saundra Rowlands were quickly arranged parallel on the floor.  The young pledges didn’t struggle believing that they were being rescued.  It was a matter of only moments of work to get the three on the second coffle chain with Elise in the lead.  Manhandling the blonde goddess, Loraine, made Aaron glad that he’d just taken his relief with the eight bitches upstairs.

“Although,” he thought merrily, “if this next coffle makes me too horny, I can revisit those same eight, … maybe this time I’ll try out their mouths.”  With that happy thought for a mental picture, he was able to slice off Elise, Loraine, and Saundra’s clothing without too much distraction.  Saundra was almost without curves, possessing an almost boyish figure.  She blushed furiously when her tiny, bee-sting tits were exposed.

“They’re actually quite nice,” Aaron whispered in her ear while his fingers danced softly over her nipples and the puffy bit of flesh around them.  He leaned down and flicked his tongue across her nipples.  Saundra’s moan of appreciation and the way her chest thrust up toward his mouth confirmed that her tits were as sensitive as they were tiny.  

He quickly sorted the girl’s things; their ruined clothing went into a kitchen garbage bag, their cell phones into a grocery store plastic bag, their cash into his pocket to join the growing pile of bills wadded up there, and their purses were set atop their suitcases.

“Naked!” exclaimed Debbie Charnauf as she stuck her head in the kitchen on one of her security rounds.  “Aaron, why are they naked?”

Frustrated at the interruption, Aaron tried to stay pleasant with Debbie.  “Especially since she has such huge hooters,” Aaron’s libido broke in with a mental observation.  He shook his head to focus and replied, “Several things, … but first and foremost, we’ll be driving a long way tonight and if they have accidents, we want them pissing on old towels and bedspreads.”  He grinned at Debbie as he thought of a task for her.  “That reminds me, as you wander around, gather up all the towels, bedspreads, and comforters you can find.  If I’m here on the ground floor, you can begin ferrying that stuff out to put on each seat in the bus.”

That task delegated, he helped the pledges rise on onto their feet.  Once again, Aaron was able to drink in each one’s different kind of beauty as he briefly touched them.  Saundra leaned hard against him and blatantly rubbed her slim form against him.  Aaron couldn’t help but wrap one of his big hands around her slim butt cheek.  “Hmmmm,” he groaned into her ear, “You have a nice ass too.”

“Each of you will remain kneeling.  There are four more girls for your chain.  Let’s see, … that’s Coralee, Fawn, Randi, and Jamie.”

As Aaron said, the next girl added to the coffle was to be the pre-law student with such a prickly manner.  “Coralee Scott,” he whispered, “this is one time when I will not tolerate argument.  You will obey!”  With that short pronouncement, he triggered the taser he’d hidden in one hand.  Her jerking, quivering frame told him that the short burst he’d fired had its effect.  Working quickly, Aaron attached a choke collar, padlocked her to the coffle chain, and added a hobble chain as well just to be on the safe side with this unpredictable woman.  She was starting to recover as he cut the hogtie and her ankle tie.  Now naked, she glared angrily over her gag but there was nothing she could do.

Fawn, the well-liked Historian, made no fuss at all.  “Hank, hew!” was her comment as Aaron helped her to a kneeling position on the coffle next to the still disoriented Coralee.  The studious Historian was also a mouth-watering sight in her naked glory.  Aaron was already deciding that he much appreciated a woman that had to remain quiet.  “Gags are kinda nice,” was his thought.

He frowned at the next girl.  She was the reason for bringing in the tasers.  The muscular Randi Handiside glared at him with a fury that he knew she wanted to translate into painful violence.  “Randi,” he said flatly, “like Coralee, you better get with the program.  Annabelle Palazzolo’s plan is out the window.  We are making a run for it before you’re each enslaved.”  Without further ado, he jammed the taser straight into her torso.  Randi’s eyes widened in terror as her brain tracked the taser’s path toward her chest.  Her eyes fluttered in agony when Aaron triggered the taser.

Totally subdued, Randi was added to the coffle.  She had also earned the added precaution of a hobble chain.  The last to join the coffle chain was the popular brunette and Scholarship Chairperson, Jamie Roland.  Like Fawn, Jamie did not resist and did her best to thank Aaron as she was added kneeling to the end of the slave chain.  Aaron paused for long seconds to drink in the sight of the naked brunette wearing glasses.  Jamie blushed at the attention but did not divert her eyes.  “Hank, hew!” she mumbled boldly through her gag.

“She’s almost daring me to touch her,” was Aaron’s amazed thought.  “I’ll never figure out women.  Here she’s naked, bound and gagged, and still thinking of getting my attention.  Wow!  If Margaux keeps giving me the cold shoulder, I’ve got several willing partners to take her place.  Hmmm, … the possibilities.”

The girls and women for the third chain were still in the Library.  “I already told you that you’ve stumbled into something that will take some time to sort out,” Aaron told them conversationally as he laid out a length of chain on the wood floor.  “It’s necessary to keep you under control until you can be released, … hence the chain, your bondage, and the gags.”

All four blondes stared at him with a wide-eyed horror that would normally have influenced Aaron to let them loose.  He steeled himself for the task ahead and just gruffly said, “Really, … it’s necessary.”

The four females on the third coffle chain were left fully clothed and laid out on their bellies; hands tied behind their backs and ankles tied until they were ready to be loaded onto the bus.  Nonetheless, they each were attached to the cold steel of the glistening slave chain by padlocks that held taut choke collars to their necks.  Aaron removed the two girl’s wallets and cell phones from their purses.  Everything else went into a separate bag.  “I’ll keep their stuff separate from the other girls,” he thought.

Chapter 20 - Chained Sorority and Ex-Resistance Girls

“Whew!” Aaron groaned as he sunk down into a hard-backed kitchen chair.  He was soaked with sweat and physically wrung out from carrying bag after bag of clothing and purses outside from the basement and then stuffing them into the luggage stowage area under the bus. 

“You have no freaking idea of how many bags were down there!” he complained to Debbie Charnauf.  He neglected to mention that each and every purse he’d found had been carefully searched for cash and cell phones.  The sheer number of bills had finally exceeded the limited space he had in his front pockets.  Ultimately, he’d dumped the contents of a small travel bag for the money and a much larger duffle bag for all the wallets he’d removed from the women’s purses.  

Aaron turned to Debbie, got distracted momentarily by her impressive cleavage and keenly observed, “You’re blonde.”

Uncertain where he was going with the conversation, Debbie just looked quizzically back at him.

“That’s funny because your friend Melisa Robeson is a blonde too.”

Debbie lost her look of friendliness and she frostily replied, “Are you trying to make some sort of statement about how all three of ATHENA Cell’s blondes have big tits?”

Aaron blinked in confusion.  “Uhhh, … no, … Debbie, I was trying to figure out which of you girls could temporarily impersonate the two blonde legacy kids that we swept up in this little fiasco.  You, Melisa, and Jennifer are the only three blondes in your group and Jennifer is in no shape to do much of anything.”

This time Debbie blinked.  “Ahhh, … Aaron,” she finally responded hesitantly, “if you haven’t noticed, not only are they only eighteen, but they are slim petite tennis players.”  She sighed and brought her hands up under her prodigious breasts.  “See!” she added somewhat petulantly.

Aaron threw two wallets down on the table along with two cell phones and a set of car keys.  “Debbie, all a cop will care about is the wiggle in your breasts once he does a cursory check to be sure the photo ID has a blonde-headed girl in it.  So, … you’re nominated for the job,” he declared.  “You pick one girl to impersonate, Arlene Bryant or Codi Hatherly.  Grab Melisa when she comes upstairs and give her the other wallet.  Strip all your identification out of your purses, … I’ll hold that stuff for you.”

“Nobody will be searching for the two girls, their mother, or their car until at least the end of the weekend,” he continued.  “You’ll be safe enough using their car and the girls’ identification.”

“What are we supposed to do?” she asked with more than a little trepidation.

Aaron grinned, “When the bus leaves, you two stay behind for about ten minutes.  Before I go, I’ll spread about twenty gallons of diesel fuel from my rental farm house throughout the house.  One of you will throw a lit newspaper torch through a basement window to start a roaring fire; it’ll burn down the sorority house and hide some of the evidence.  Then, you two carefully drive east and then northeast toward Topeka.  In the front seat of the car are bags of cell phones from all the girls not in ATHENA.  At Newton, Florence, Emporia, Harveyville, and Topeka throw out a bag of cell phones somewhere off the main road.  Given that the phones that you dump are still turned on, I hope that the authorities will have no choice but to follow your false trail to the north and east, drawing attention away from our bus’ route.   Plus, when they add up all the names of the cell phone owners, there won’t be a single ATHENA girl on the list.  That might help you girls.”

“Hhow, … how do we find you, Aaron?” Debbie asked worriedly.  “Where are you going?”

Aaron held up two other cell phones.  “No problem, I’ll just call from one of the MILF phones.  You’ll probably be at least four hours behind us.  I’ll give you the route later, … just in case.”

“MILF?  Just in case?”

Aaron flushed red with embarrassment.  “MILF, … it’s slang for Mothers I’d like to Fuck, … well, it’s a guy thing.  As to the just in case, … well, … you’ll only get caught if you panic and do something boneheaded.”

Debbie frowned.

“Hey!  You gotta admit that for a thirty-nine-year-old, Buffy is still a hot piece of ass and Flora is equally nice at forty.”   

“And, … they are all blondes with big tits,” Debbie observed dryly.  “Hey, I thought you were trying to work something with Margaux?”

Aaron sighed.  “Yes, of course I am.  But she’s been more than a little unpredictable and prickly about physical contact, … and today was kinda awkward.  Besides, you can’t blame me for looking at other girls, especially with a house full of naked ones.”

Margaux chose that particular uncomfortable moment to enter the kitchen.  “We’re ready to go!” She announced gaily.  “We’ve got forty-two more girls chained up in six coffles downstairs and they’re all ready to go.  About half are Phi Beta Phi and the other half came because of their connection to New Underground Railroad protest cells like ours.”

Aaron goggled at the number of girls.  “Forty-two, … ohhhh boy!  We’ve got a single executive coach outside.”  He sighed.  “It seats sixty, but we will stack them in close.”

Debbie interjected, “Margaux, you gotta strip them naked and let them do their toilet business in the back yard before we leave.  I’ve spread comforters and towels on every seat.”

Margaux grinned, “Well, … they’re already naked.  Some of them tried to fight back, … it was a little late after we got everyone sorted out on coffle chains.  I figured that was my own little revenge for them getting ready to sell us out.  As for the bathroom break, … I didn’t think of that.  We’ll start bringing them up in just a minute.”

Margaux left and Debbie winked at Aaron.  “My advice is to try and nail her tonight on the bus.  I bet she gives in and finally lets you sample her pussy.”


Aaron gawked at Debbie.  “What makes you think we haven’t fucked already?”

“Guys are so clueless,” Debbie responded with a laugh as she walked out carrying the cell phones, wallets, and keys.  “You gotta learn that we women talk about everything, … and I mean everything.  I’m going to check out the MILF’s car.”  Debbie was still laughing as the door closed behind her.

Aaron headed downstairs expecting to find chaos.  On the staircase, Aaron moved out of the way as brunette Carmella Henriksen, the student and waitress led a coffle chain of very depressed looking women.  Each followed obediently, eyes downcast and blushing furiously as they passed.  Aaron felt his libido kick in again as the seven pairs of various sized breasts twitched from shuffling up the steps.  “Life is good,” he told himself.

Hillary Brunn, the horse riding twenty-four-year-old that Aaron privately described as an airhead, held the rear of the coffle chain.  She looked focused and determined.  

By the time Aaron got to the area outside the meeting room, Janella Lucatero the self-avowed sorority house slut and blowjob queen was briskly leading the next coffle of seven young women out to the back yard.

Twenty-two-year-old gymnast Kathrine Parrino was widely grinning as she took up the slack at the rear of the coffle.

Inside the meeting room, shreds of clothing were scattered everywhere.  It looked as though cloth confetti had been blown about by a tornado.  The real surprise was the quiet and orderly manner in which the remaining twenty-eight women stood in the four remaining chain coffles.   

The chubby brunette, Tania Zalenski, held one coffle and her friend Melisa Robeson, the other big-breasted blonde that was to assist Debbie in disposing of the cell phones held the adjacent coffle.  Behind the two girls, a total of fourteen young girls stood obediently.  Aaron observed that at least three or four of the girls were softly sobbing.  Uniformly gagged, not a single captive in the room attempted to communicate.

Margaux Blondet, Aaron’s black-haired friend and leader of the now defunct ATHENA Cell, held a lead chain also.  She grinned happily as she passed Aaron and quickly kissed his cheek.  “Thanks, Aaron.  You’ve been a live saver.”

Aaron was still glowing at the first hint of praise from Margaux since the evenings disaster had started when slim Sofia Wickline sashayed by holding the end of the chain.  She winked and whispered something about, “I owe you, … whatever you want, … whenever you want, … thanks.”  Her quiet husky voice made Aaron hesitant about believing that the black-haired wench had just offered him her services.

“Women,” he whispered.  Then, he stared at the final coffle.  All seven fully naked women knelt with their faces directly focused on their knees.  “Nobody is even holding their chain,” Aaron wondered.  “What on earth did Margaux do to cow these women so thoroughly?”

Shaking his head in wonder, Aaron grabbed his almost empty bags of chains, choke collars, gags, and locks.  Leaving the clearly capable ATHENA girls to handle moving the captives upstairs, Aaron left hurriedly on Sofia’s trail.  He stared at her twitching ass while she undulated her way up the stairs, trying to build a mental image of the slim woman on her knees with her black hair in his hand while she bobbled her skull onto his cock.  “Hmmmm,” he moaned.

Sofia turned at his quiet comment and took it for one of appreciation.  “Anytime,” she mouthed back at him. 

Debbie met him at the back door.  “The car has a full tank of gas and the wallets have almost two hundred dollars in cash.  Thanks for making sure there was cash for gas and food, … I’d hate to use their credit or debit cards.”

Aaron nodded and Debbie continued, “I’ve got a quick count on the girls going on the bus.  Let’s see, …”

“First, there are the ten girls from ATHENA, … Jennifer is of course chained up in the first seat of the bus.”

“Next is the First Coffle Chain with eight girls; Cyndi Lynn (Executive Board President), Summer Fox (House Mother), Annabelle Palazzolo (Sorority President), Dollie Winders (Sorority Vice President), Penelope Straw (Sorority Treasureer), Sandy Clarke (Sorority Advisor), Margeret Grant (Sorority Advisor), and Lacey Reed (Chapter Legal Advisor).”

“The Second Coffle Chain has seven girls: Elise Cloquet (pledge), Loraine Gander (pledge), Saundra Rowlands (pledge), Coralee Scott (Sorority PR Officer), Fawn Baker (Historian), Randi Handyside (Sergeant-at-Arms), Jamie Roland (Scholarship Chairperson).”

“Ok, the next coffle is the Third Coffle Chain with only four girls; Arlene Bryant (legacy daughter), Buffy Bryant (MILF mother), Codi Hatherly (legacy daughter), Flora Hatherly (MILF mother).”

“Then, there are the six coffles from downstairs with a total of forty-two girls.  I don’t have their names or status with the sorority yet; the girls will work on that while the bus is getting them out of here.”

“If we remove Melisa and myself from the list since we’re driving, … well, … that means there are, … sixty-nine girls, … whoa, sixty-nine, … whatta number!”  Debbie looked Aaron directly in the eye and whispered forcefully, “If you can’t score tonight, then you better go join a monastery!”

The seven free ATHENA girls going on the bus gathered around for final instructions.  “Girls,” Aaron said after making sure that Debbie and Melisa weren’t within earshot, “we’re heading due west out of town on Fourth Avenue.  Beyond my place, we head south to Highway Fifty where we begin moving southwest.  We eventually get onto Highway Fifty-four which crosses Kansas, Oklahoma, Texas, and ends up on Interstate Forty in New Mexico.  That’s all you need to know for now.”

The girls nodded.  Margaux spoke up, “I’m going to take the first shift driving.”

Dumbfounded, Aaron simply nodded.  “I’m not even going to ask if she can drive a big freaking bus,” he complained to himself.  

Just then, a cell phone started ringing.  Six of the girls and Aaron cast about trying to discover who had broken the rules and kept one of their personal phones.  

Janella Lucatero weakly held up a ringing phone.  “I was waiting for mom to call and wish me a happy birthday.  If I didn’t answer, she’d have been frantic, … maybe calling someone here in town for help finding me.”

“Janella, talk to your mom!  Girls,” Aaron ordered in a quiet but very frosty tone, “get on the bus and get it ready to go … Janella and I will meet you there in about three minutes.”

Chapter 21 - Janella’s Penalty & Finally on the Road

“Bye, Mom, … love you,” Janella whispered before snapping her cell phone shut.  She turned back to face Aaron and froze at his expression.  “Look, Aaron, … I, … .”

“Shut up!”

Janella watched in horror as her friend undid his belt and yanked it free of his jeans with a long upward movement of his arm.  To her mind, the move was reminiscent of an executioner drawing the sword he would use to behead her, the doomed victim.  “Nnno, … I’m sorry, … sorry I didn’t get rid of my phone.  Look!  Here it is, … you can have it!”

Aaron ignored the offered cell phone.  “Strip!” was his simple command.

“Huh?  Eiiii!”  Janella shrieked as his long, heavy western-style belt snapped forward and connected behind her butt with a sharp swat.

“Strip!  Or I’ll just keep hitting you.”

Janella shivered, not in fear of showing her body but because of the fierce look on Aaron Fleming’s face.  A self-avowed slut, she was no stranger to baring her body to men.  But, under threat of punishment, her fingers began fumbling their way down the front of her blouse, having a difficult time clearing the buttons.  The belt lashed forward again, landing squarely on the back of her left shoulder.  The pain drew her down to her knees.  She fought back screams of pain and yanked her blouse open, exposing her lacy white bra.

“Ppplease,” she whispered beseechingly, “I can give you the world’s greatest blowjob, … let that be my punishment.”  The belt flickered forward again and the tip swung across her left bra cup at such speed that it snapped loudly.  The impact against her fleshy orb dumped her backward where she landed badly on her ass but at least she succeeded in simultaneously popping her bra open, breaking the center-front latch.  Scared and in pain, she immediately unzipped her jeans and began to wriggle them down her hips.  The move took her black panties along with the coarse jeans material, exposing her shapely hips and her groomed pubic hair above her sex.

Aaron watched the young woman writhing on the lawn, sweating from the exertion of trying to strip as quickly as possible.  She’d forgotten her shoes and was now curled up trying to get them off while her jeans were already scrunched down around her lower calves.  At just the moment her contortions spun her ass crevice toward him, Aaron snapped his arm forward with all the wiry strength in his six-foot-three-inch frame.  The heavy leather strap struck home, dead center on the plump sex lips between her legs.

“Eiiiiiii!” Janella shrieked and exploded in a series of wild contortions in a vain attempt to escape the pain burning out of control between her legs.  When she recovered her senses from the cruel blow, cold steel encircled her neck and a glittering length of chain connected her to a nearby tree trunk.  She gasped and lurched to her hands and knees.  “Aaron,” she croaked through her strained vocal cords, “what are you doing.”

Aaron paused in his movement away from a freshly broken basement window.  “I just used your clothes to help break a basement window.  Your clothes will burn with the house.”  He briefly studied her crouching form and added in an even tone, “Better hide on the other side of the tree, … use it to shield you from the hot flames.  I’m sure you’ll be a delightful find when the firemen, rescue workers, and police arrive.”  He started walking again passing her on the way to the bus.

Janella lunged toward him only to be brought to an abrupt halt when the choke collar slithered tight around her throat when yanked by the other end of the coffle chain anchored securely around the tree trunk.  She sank to the ground and gasped, “Nnno, … ppplease, … you can’t leave me.”

“Want to bet,” Aaron answered coldly.  “Your disregard for my order to give up cell phones could have given the police a way to track us as we left in the bus.  No, … you stay.”

“Tthey, … they will torture me!  Kill me!”

“Yep!”

“Aaron!” she screamed, “Mercy!  They’ll learn your plans from me!”

“First time you’ve thought of others tonight,” Aaron sneered.  He swung an arm in a circular motion and added, “All I have to do is change the direction we travel.  I can easily adjust our plans.  Goodbye!”  Aaron left Janella and strode the twenty or so feet to the bus luggage compartment.  He flung his almost empty bags of slave gear inside and slammed the compartment downward with a bang.

“Wait!” Janella howled.  “I’ll do anything for you!  You can have me however you want!  I’ll be your slut, … your whore.”

Interested, Aaron turned toward the woman.  Despite her disheveled condition, the twenty-two-year-old was still beautiful.  Even with her slim form covered in grass stains and muddy filth, her hair in tatters, and her face puffy with tears and wild with fear, … Janella Lucatero was a beautiful catch.  “I could use a maid,” Aaron answered coldly.

“Yyes, … I could be your maid,” Janella blubbered.

“A, … personal, … French, … Maid,” Aaron added in a measured tone.

Janella nodded and responded eagerly, “Ohhh, yesss!   Please, I’ll be your French Maid if you want!”

Aaron’s voice hardened, “Yes, … but, will you commit yourself to do whatever I command, ... be my personal maid, … my sexy doll to clothe as I wish, … my sex toy to use as I wish, … my, … my slave?”

Janella finally realized what Aaron was asking of her.  It took only a brief moment of anguish to decide she had no alternative.  She swallowed and then spoke in a clear voice, “Get me out of here, Mmaster, … I’ll be yours to command, … forever.”

“I live on a ranch,” Aaron added flatly.  “I’ll collar you, … mark you, … brand you as my property.  Your girlfriends will know you’re my slave and personal slut.”

Janella knelt down and whispered back, “Anything, … just get me out of here.”

When Aaron boarded the bus, Margaux gave him another of her displeased looks.  “What’s with the naked skanky whore?”

Aaron didn’t know what to say.  “I thought she was your friend.  You don’t mind that she’s naked or that I whipped her?” he asked in wonderment.

“No!” Margaux answered coldly.  “I mind that you brought her on the bus.  This is an emergency and you wasted valuable minutes deciding to bring her with us.  You’re too soft, Aaron, … she made her choice, … you were right the first time, … you should have left her behind.”

Mystified once again at how difficult it was to predict how a woman might react in a given situation, Aaron yanked on the leash chain, drawing Janelle onto the bus.  Margaux continued to give Aaron and Janella frosty glares as they passed.  Carmella and Hillary were already seated comfortably in the first set of bucket seats behind Margaux, the driver.  Kathrine and Tania were in the opposite set of seats.  All four of these girls also gave Aaron frosty stares and positively glared at Janella.

Behind them, on one side of the second row of seats were Sofia and Jennifer.  Jennifer was still naked, gagged, and bound, in the outside seat and Sofia was on the inner, aisle seat.  The two seats across the central isle from them were left vacant for Aaron and Janella.  Aaron paused in the aisle and ran his gaze across row after row of nakedly cowering sorority girls and their foolish comrades that had joined in the doomed effort to end slavery.  Naked girls were even arrayed tightly in the aisle.

Closest to their row, ex-sorority girls Mrs. Buffy Bryant and Mrs. Flora Hatherly glared angrily at him.  The look was somewhat muted by the bovine-like look of their faces from the big ballgags and the retaining straps around their heads.  Across the aisle, their daughters Arlene Bryant and Codi Hatherly wore more resigned looks on their faces.  Their hands were bound on their front sides and they’d covered themselves with a comforter.

Aaron pushed Janella down to the floor onto her knees in front of the window seat.  Wearily, he lowered himself into the aisle seat.  He leaned down to Janella and whispered, “Don’t say a fucking word this entire trip unless I tell you to.  By the way, … your friends sure have given you the cold shoulder.”

Margaux smoothly started the bus.  Her friends gave quiet cheers.  Margaux pulled out of the alleyway and made a perfect turn onto the street.  “I can’t believe that she can drive a bus,” Aaron thought with wonder.

The interior of the bus quickly became very dark as they left town and began to drive through the darkened rural fields.  The overcast sky added to the darkness by hiding the stars and the cheerful light they would have provided.  

“I can see the glow behind us from Phi Beta Phi burning,” Margaux observed quietly.

Aaron twisted in his seat, but couldn’t see out the darkly tinted back window.  “Well, at least that will deflect attention from our departure,” he called forward to Margaux.  “Melisa and Debbie should have no trouble leaving the county.”

The bus grew quiet as everyone, ATHENA and the other girls, began to contemplate the drastic change that just occurred in their lives.  More than one girl behind Aaron began to sob through her gag.  

“Hey,” Camella yelled back, “no more student loans hanging over our heads!  Now we don’t have to worry about missing any payments after graduation.”

That thought cued Aaron into thinking about the lending policies of banks and other lending institutions with respect to loans to adult females.  “They often enslave the defaulting female,” he thought.  “Given their short-term greed, they often end up losing on the deal; the loan often exceeded the simple value of a slave girl.”  

As the bus swayed gently going down the rural road, Aaron continued to follow that train of thought.  “Camella, how many of the Phi Beta Phi girls have student loans?”

“Almost all of us,” she answered.  “About half our parents pay for everything like tuition, room, board, and all our fees and dues.  Even so, we are so much at risk of enslavement that we use the loans to squirrel away a little cash for emergencies.”

Hillary chimed in, “Yeah, … it’s kind of a waste though, … I bet almost none of us dipped into those hidden savings before we got away tonight.”

“Do you girls borrow money from lots of different lenders?”

“No!” Tania responded immediately.  “Our sorority gets a great deal from Kansas Cattlemen’s Trust.  The loans are interest free until six months after we graduate or leave school.”

“We get such a good deal because Margeret sweet-talked her husband into creating the loans especially for our sorority,” Kathrine added.  “He not only runs the bank, he is like some kind of big shot on the board of directors or something.” 

Inwardly, Aaron groaned.  “Mrs. Grant’s husband holds their loan notes.”  He cringed at the implications.  “He’s not only going to be mad as hell that his wife is missing, … but with about forty default loans, an organization like Kansas Cattlemen’s Trust will not only get judicial warrants of enslavement for everyone, that’s a given, but they’ll inform bounty hunters about a reward for finding the girls?”   Aaron thought long and hard about the complication that added to the equation.  “It was bad enough that these idiots will be marked as terrorists.  Sure, … now the bank will ensure that there’s a big reward as well.  Holy naked cretins!”

For the very first time, Aaron thought long and hard about the wisdom of simply capitalizing on having ‘captured the terrorists’.  “I’d be rich and famous,” he thought.  “Plus, if we keep going, Mr. Grant might even hire his own contract killers to hunt us down.”

They were all the way to Highway Fifty-four before he made up his mind.  “I promised,” he told himself.  “I assumed certain risks when I vowed to get them to safety.  Besides, we’re almost out of Kansas.  Who knows, … there’s a chance that this might even work.”

Chapter 22 - Aaron is Rebuffed & Sofia Shows Her Appreciation

Aaron and the bus load of women were now well outside Hutchinson, Kansas.  Except for Margaux, most of the girls were sleeping.  The stress of the evening’s frantic departure from their comfortable college living and privileged, sheltered sorority life had caught up with them.  The gentle swaying of the bus and the quiet rumble of the big diesel engine helped lull them to sleep.

It had been just about two hours and Aaron was finally starting to relax.  His neck ached from constantly stretching upward to peer over the high-backed seats to catch glimpses of the road ahead.  “I keep expecting to see a roadblock at any minute,” he told himself.  “Worse, by the time we saw flashing lights, it’d be too late for escape.  My hope was that the route I selected would be secluded enough that we’d be among the last roads from Hutchinson that they’d try to close.  This old road goes all the way to Interstate Forty at Tucumcari, New Mexico.”  

“Melisa and Debbie made it to Topeka with no problems,” he also reminded himself.  “They dumped that trail of cell phones establishing a false track to the northeast.  Hopefully, the authorities will think we are running for Canada.  Melisa and Debbie are now motoring west on Interstate Seventy going all the way to Colorado Springs.  Their northern route will add a lot of travel time and keep them from knowing our final destination until they need to know more.”

Sofia leaned across the aisle and whispered slyly, “Margaux’s kinda busy up there, … why don’t you lose the slut.”

The promise of sexual bliss given in her throaty whisper completely distracted Aaron from his convoluted thinking about upcoming events.  “She did promise to ‘satisfy’ me anytime,” he told himself happily.  “At least this girl is appreciative of being rescued.” 

“Janella,” he hissed as he shook the napping girl’s head at his knees.  

His new French Maid looked up fuzzily at her Master.

“You have a certain fame for your blowjobs,” he whispered.

Janella smiled and reached eagerly toward his zipper.  “This won’t be so bad,” she thought.

“No!” Aaron rebuked her in a sharp tone.  “I want you to crawl through the bus beginning with two rows behind us, sucking off each and every girl that is naked.  If they resist, just spread their legs and dig right in.  No matter how long it takes, you better force each girl to at least one orgasm.”  His voice hardened, “Fail and I’ll pin a confession to your nipples and leave you chained naked to a highway sign for the police to find.”

Janella stared upward in shock.  “I’m no lesbian,” she wailed inwardly.  

When his new French Maid cum slave didn’t immediately begin moving, Aaron grabbed a handful of her hair and yanked her out into the aisle.  “Get going,” he hissed.

Shamefaced, Janella glanced up at Sofia’s triumphant face.  Cowed, but not yet trained enough to be an eager little slut, Janella crept reluctantly past Mrs. Bryant and Mrs. Hatherly.  “They know,” she groaned, “they must have heard Aaron’s command, he wasn’t exactly quiet about it.”  A tear of self pity flowed out of the corner of one eye.  “He was right, … everyone will know that I’m his slut and slave.”  

Janella almost balked when she realized that the first person she would service meant she had to bury her face between the legs of Lacey Reed, the Phi Beta Phi Legal Advisor.  The thirty-six-year-old woman was undeniably beautiful, but Janella despised her.  Reluctantly, she crawled to the woman’s legs and set her hands on Lacey’s knees.  

“Hesss, hew hihile hitch!” was Lacey Reed’s welcoming comment as she enthusiastically thrust her knees apart.

Face burning in humiliation at the pleasure in Lacey’s gag-muffled, “Yes, you little bitch,” she set her face between Lacey’s knees and slipped her hands far back to grasp the woman’s ass.  Her tongue moved forward as her hands brought Lacey’s hips forward.

“Hesssss,” came from above Janella in a clear sign of appreciation.  Then, Lacey’s legs raised up over Janella’s shoulders, crossed behind her head, and tightened. Lacey let her torso sink down further into the seat, trapping Janella against her burning crotch.

“Mmmfff,” was Janella’s own muffled comment as Lacey caught her head tightly between her crotch.  Horrified, Janella could only moan in discomfort as Lacey’s hips began to wriggle up and down, drawing her wet gash from Janella’s chin all the way to her forehead.

“Hick he, hew hitch!” was Lacey’s command.

Janella complied by extending her tongue and drilling her way around the woman’s plump sex lips and then plunging inward.  “Gotta get this over with,” Janella thought stoically.  “I will not be left behind for torture and death,” she vowed.

Satisfied that his new sex toy was gainfully employed, Aaron extended his legs into the aisle and rose upward.  “Get ready, Sofia.  I’ll be back in a few minutes,” he whispered.

Aaron knelt down beside Margaux.  “How’s it going,” he asked softly.

Margaux spared him a quick glance and a slight smile.  “Better than we could have expected.  We were pretty stupid, huh?”

“Your sorority might have been fine for a few more months if that raid in Eastlake hadn’t occurred.  But,” he added sadly, “you’ve all been living on borrowed time for weeks.  After all, even I figured out that you girls were plotting terrorist acts.”

Margaux stiffened at his words.  “It was a noble endeavor,” she replied.  “I thought it worth the risk.”

“Bullshit!” Aaron responded.  “Yeah, the WSA-2000 laws are brutal, and in many ways unfair, but can you imagine what life would be if the female to male ratio remained so skewed.”

“That’s such unimaginative crap!” Margaux argued.

“No, it’s true!” Aaron insisted.  “The economics of the situation simply don’t lie.  With so many fewer males, production is decreased with resulting increased costs.  We simply have to reduce our population while we adjust the female to male ratio.  How can you argue against that?”

Margaux sniffed.  “All we really need to do is have more children and the population will self-adjust to a more natural state, … and, if there aren’t enough men for the women, … well, then we should pass laws to force male prisoners to donate sperm.”

Aaron was so offended by her arguments that he couldn’t form a response.

“Besides,” she added, “the laws are simply barbaric.”

“Her logic sucks,” Aaron told himself.  To distract them both, he slipped behind her captain’s chair and placed his hands on her shoulders.  “You’re stiff,” he observed.

“Hard to relax knowing what’s hanging over our heads.  How is everything back there?” 

“Fine.   They’re mostly sleeping.  I think everyone’s drained from the stress.”

“It doesn’t help that most of them are naked and chained,” Margaux responded tightly.

“Are you mad about that?”

Margaux shrugged.  “No, … not really.  You were right, … there is no way we could trust everyone in such a large group.  After all, look what Janella did.”  Margaux turned under his lightly massaging hands and locked eyes with him for just a second.  “Did you nail that slut yet?”

“What!” Aaron answered shocked.

“Admit it,” Margaux replied, “you’re horny from being around all these young, naked women.  Why you practically told me to expect to be raped tonight.”

“No, I haven’t touched her that way!  And, … yes, I’m so horny I almost can’t stand it!  Margaux, I was just trying to move our relationship a little further onward.  Given this crisis, … well, I thought we should comfort each other.”

“So you haven’t used her?”

Aaron felt Margaux’s muscles tighten even further at the question.  “No, I swear!  In fact, since she’d actually enjoy giving me a blowjob, I’ve given her a real punishment, … she’s back there having to suck off every naked girl on the bus.”

“Really?” Margaux asked in a much happier tone.

Her muscles began to loosen under his fingertips.  Aaron grinned behind her.  “Yeah, you shoulda seen that lawyer bitch Lacey wrap her legs around Janella’s head.  I’m not sure how she escaped to get onto the next girl’s pussy.”

“Well, … good,” Margaux purred under his touch, now much more relaxed.  She continued driving silently for a while before asking, “So, … we all assume now that her price for not being left behind was to be your slave girl?”

“Margaux, it was her idea.  I swear; I fully intended to leave her behind, she certainly deserved it.”

“You know,” Margaux said carefully, “if the stupid cunt is your slave, … well, it’d be alright with me if you used her now and then as long as there was no emotional attachment.”

By this time, Aaron’s gently rubbing fingers had loosened Margaux’s top couple of buttons and slipped inside to caress her smooth creamy shoulders and the space just above the lacy half-cups that scooped her breasts gently upward.   At her comment about her former friend, Aaron froze, scandalized once again at his hopefully-girlfriend-to-be’s thinking processes.  Aaron sputtered, “Bbbut you’re an ATHENA member, … you protest against slavery and you conspired to free women.” 

Margaux nodded her head.  “Yeah, that’s all true.  But my own personal philosophy is to use my limited resources to keep more women from being enslaved rather than focusing on the nearly impossible task of freeing ones that have either volunteered or been duped into slavery.”

Distracted by her inane commentary, Aaron had let his blindly questing fingers slip down onto the soft milky flesh of her breasts themselves.  Just as he realized his danger, Aaron’s befuddled senses detected two very stiff nipples just at his fingertips.  Before he could retreat back to safer terrain, Margaux stiffened once again and angrily shrugged her shoulders.

“Stop!” she insisted.  “This is not the time for you to be taking advantage of me!”

Chastised at her rebuke, Aaron stayed chatting with the pretty graduate student only long enough to try and restore some of his shattered self-confidence before he moved back toward his seat.  Thankfully, Carmella, Hillary, Kathrine, and Tania were napping in their front row seats.  “Hope they didn’t see that,” Aaron told himself.  “When we stop in New Mexico and get these girls taken care of for the night, I intend to have a long chat with her.  I am determined to take this relationship to the next level.  Virgin or not, she is going to have to loosen up.”

Aaron paused at his row of seats.  He could barely see twenty-two-year-old Sofia in the dark interior of the bus.  When she drew her unbuttoned blouse wide open, her naked breasts and legs gleamed enticingly in the gloom.  She smiled and whispered, “Sit back down with your pants down around your ankles.  I’ll slip over to your seat.”

Not having the slightest twinge of guilt at cheating on Margaux with one of her appreciative friends, Aaron eagerly complied.  The slim black-haired woman seemed to flow across the aisle and her naked legs spread wide to slip on either side of his.  Aaron simply stopped thinking as her hot, wet mouth covered his and he became the recipient of a very thorough kissing.  Even without looking, once Sofia unbuttoned his shirt, he knew when her spiky nipples made contact with his chest.  She ground herself against him and Aaron couldn’t help but moan.

Sharp teeth nipped at his earlobe.  “Hush,” she demanded.  “I’ve been wanting to do this for months and I won’t have you ruin it by waking up Margaux’s friends.”

Aaron leaned back and gasped silently when one of Sofia’s hands grabbed his stiff cock and aimed it between her slick labia.  She set her hands on his shoulder, raised her legs, and used her own body weight to impale herself on his dry prick, forcing him slowly and inexorably into her sex.

“Ahhh,” he breathed inwardly at the pleasure / pain of their first coupling.

Sofia grunted weakly and ground her hips in a slow, lazy circle.

Aaron felt a feather light touch as her pubic hair made contact with his.  Then, the contact became a solid one as her weight settled firmly on his pubic bone.  Sofia continued to lazily rotate her hips, stirring his dick around and around the increasingly slick walls of her cunt.

Undecided at their best final goal, Aaron’s hands were kept in motion as they first claimed trim, jiggly butt cheeks, then a long, smooth expanse of curved naked back under the unbuttoned blouse, and then a perky set of firm tits embellished with hard little nubbins of nipples.  Aaron tried to buck upward in order to begin a thrusting motion.  He was becoming needful of a more vigorous screwing.  Sofia’s weight and the bucket seat conspired to leave her in control of their coupling.

“Faster,” he begged softly.

“Shhh,” she whispered, “this is just right, … for me.  I want this to last and last.  Ohhhhh, yeahhhh.”

Her chin dug into his neck and her hot breath blew raggedly against his ear.  Aaron felt his cock stiffen even more at the sexy stimulation and a spreading feeling of cool dampness between his legs told of her arousal.  But, he was becoming increasingly frustrated by his inability to fuck back energetically into this alluring woman.  “I want to cum,” he growled into her ear.”

“No!” Sofia answered.  “I told you.  This might be our only chance and I want it to last.  Behave, or I’ll get up and go back to my seat.”

Aaron groaned.  “Pushed around by another conniving wench,” he thought with despair.  Resigned to enjoy a long slow coupling instead of the wham-bam fuck he really craved at the moment, Aaron began to move in counterpoint to Sofia’s slow twirling.  “Hmmm,” he groaned, “not bad.”

Sofia’s inner muscles spasmed tightly around him and her breathing increased.  “One,” she moaned.  “I’m going for a personal best.  Five more to go.”

“Ohhhh,” Aaron moaned.  “I can’t possibly last that long.”

Her hands were clenching his muscular chest just forward of his armpits.  Her sharp fingernails dug deeply into his pectoral muscles and she hissed, “Oh, yes you will.”

Aaron tried to distract himself by wondering where his two stepbrothers were at the moment.   “Hank and Jonathon must be flying to Albuquerque by now.  It’s important for them to scout out a safe, remote resting area just off Interstate Forty.”  Sofia grunted and froze momentarily in place.  

“Two?” whispered Aaron hopefully.  

“Hesss,” was her garbled reply.  “Four more.  Ohhhh, Holy Athena this is so fine!”

Aaron had let his hands slip down over her hips and he once again bucked upward.  The move jarred the base of his cock against her cunt hole and she quivered above him.

“Yessss, cowboy, … fuck your little filly.”

Sweat was pouring off Aaron from the exertion of trying to fuck upward as Sofia lost more and more control of her rigid fucking motion.  “Filly?” he thought.  “What kind of dreams does Sofia have?”

Contractions rippled through Sofia’s abdomen and she gasped, “Three, … please hold on Aaron, … just a few more to go.”


Chapter 23 - Aaron’s Stepbrothers

Once Sofia established her new personal best score in maximum orgasms during one single fuck, she began bouncing energetically up and down on Aaron’s lap.  “At last!” he thought as he pounded up into her bouncing frame.  Just seconds later, stimulated by the pounding action, his balls, already itching for the long-delay relief he craved, released his cum in a bubbling torrent that was immediately pumped through his cock in long, almost painful bursts.   He splattered round after round of white cum into Sofia’s spongy twat.  Fully, satisfied, Aaron slumped back lifeless with a long moan of release.

“Oh, baby,” Sofia whispered in his ear, “that made seven big cums for me.  Anytime in the future you want to do round two, … or three for that matter, just let me know and I’ll be ready.”  She eased up with a groan, slipped a hand down to her slippery lower lips to lock his cum inside her stretched hole, and staggered awkwardly to the middle of the aisle.  “Where is your little whore, Aaron?” she asked rhetorically before she moved unsteadily toward the back of the bus.  

Aaron envisioned Janella’s horror at having to clean his spend from this latest conquest.  He smiled at the fitting punishment and then realized he was sitting in a huge pool of Sofia’s pussy juice.  Grimacing, he pulled up his pants and shifted across the aisle to take Sofia’s seat.

Jennifer looked up blankly as Aaron sat beside her.  Gently, he took the girl in his arms, rotated her to the aisle side of the seats, placed a pillow against the side of the bus, leaned gratefully back against it, and drew her naked form on top of his, her back to his chest.  Finally, he slipped a comforter up over the two of them and relaxed back, idly rubbing the side of Jennifer’s face.

After a few minutes, Jennifer relaxed and twisted sideways to better cuddle against his frame and the seat back.  The new position allowed Aaron to gently rub across her back and down a smooth flank.  He was surprised that Jennifer’s hair could still smell like strawberries after her rough day.  She must have sensed his interest in her smell because she wriggled closer against him and moaned softly at his appreciation.

Comfortable, each dozed, eventually falling deeply asleep.

“Hey, sleepyhead,” Margaux whispered while shaking his shoulder.

Aaron looked up, seeing his hopefully-to-be-girlfriend and startled as he remembered the very naked girl he held in his arms.  “My hand is on her tit!” he thought.  “Oh, crap!”

“Thanks for making Jennifer comfortable,” she continued, totally unconcerned with having a naked friend lying against her boyfriend.  “She’s been a mess since you got her away from that bastard, Tony Francera.  Just safely sleeping in a man’s arms is probably the best thing that could happen at this point.”

Stiff, from too long in the slightly awkward position, Aaron barely managed to sit up and rotate the still sleeping Jennifer back down to the seat.  He yawned and stretched.  “Why have we stopped?” he said with a yawn.”

“We finally got to Interstate Forty and I took the first exit I could find westbound.”

Now fully alert and a bit alarmed, Aaron quickly glanced out the bus windows and then scanned the interior. 

“No,” Margaux reassured him, “everything is fine.  This is a huge truckstop and we’re parked well away from the diner and shops.  I sent two of the girls in to check the news and pick up some food and drinks for us and then you can tell us about the next step in this journey.”

Aaron nodded at Margaux, picked up his new cell phone, turned it on, and dialed.  His brother Hank picked up the phone.  “Hank, where are you guys?  Just leaving Albuquerque, … great.  Everything going as planned?”  Aaron spoke cryptically during the conversation so that anyone eavesdropping would not be able to figure out their plans.

During the short conversation, he also made no mention of his father in front of Margaux given that she had been told that his recent death was one reason for Aaron’s journey of self-discovery at St. Julia’s College.  The rest of his story was true.  Aaron really had just retired from the military and he was a bit reluctant to immediately join his family in their remote ranching operation.  He knew that once he returned to ranching, he’d have few opportunities to relax and enjoy himself.

“Alright,” Aaron told Margaux briskly, “here’s the deal.  We ditch this bus quickly because by now even the Hutchinson police will have discovered that a bus was parked in the alleyway behind your sorority house shortly before the fire.  They will connect that fact with a last minute no reservation bus rental.  So, we have to change our mode of transportation.  My two stepbrothers, Hank and Jonathon have already flown into Albuquerque.   Hank arrived a bit later because he made a short stop in Phoenix to pick up the documentation we’ll need to continue moving you girls around.  Jonathon used the time to rent a large specialty tractor trailer and stock up on some basic necessities, mostly camping gear and food.”

“Documentation?”

Aaron grinned.  “Wait until you see.  It’s absolutely brilliant.”

Aaron took a couple of deep calming breaths before he continued.  “For years our ranch purchased truck loads of hay from a New Mexico broker and one of his hay storage lots is just west of here on the edge of a secluded ranch just north of the interstate.  Hank and Jonathon are notorious party boys and they’ve used the broker’s facilities before for weeklong drinking and carousing parties.  He knows they’ve taken their girlfriends up there to enjoy the remoteness of the wilderness.  So, this will appear to be just another chance for the twins to blow off some steam.”

He grinned at Margaux, “Hank gave me the mile marker of the exit so we can leave as soon as the girls get back.  They should have beer on ice and the grills all fired up for burgers and chicken.  Then we can get everyone bedded down and rest for a day or so before we continue south.”

“South?”

“Yeah.  My family has ranched in Arizona for just over a hundred years.  We’ve run horses and cattle for generations.  They’ve recently expanded their holdings but I haven’t visited the new ranch yet.”

“I thought Arizona was all desert.”

“No, Arizona has forests, mountains, lakes, rivers, and of course the Sonoran Desert.  Back in the eighteen hundreds, there were a lot more rivers and streams that ran most of the year in southern Arizona.  Our Arizona ranch has some of everything; beautiful red rock canyons, riparian wetlands with lush grass, pine forests, and of course, lots and lots of cactus.”

“Then let’s get out of here.”

Aaron drove the final leg of the bus journey, exited the interstate, and found the gravel road leading to the hay broker’s storage area.  Eventually, he pulled off the rough gravel road and turned toward a huge open air shed with a tractor trailer parked beside it.  The shed was a roofed structure with pole supports and no outer walls.  He heard an audible sigh of relief from the girls in the two rows behind him as the rumble of the engine abruptly ceased.  When he opened the door, two tall, lanky men rushed inside.  

“Yo!  Bro!” the first yelled as he bashed himself against Aaron.

The other brother gave him a hearty back slap and roared, “Welcome back, hero!  The family has been wondering where the hell you’ve been hiding since the military let you loose.”

The nearly identical whirlwinds of manic activity, Hank and Jonathon were quickly introduced to the six dressed members of ATHENA.  Easily the same six-foot-three of their stepbrother, the two lanky young men were all muscle and sinew.  All seven young women gave the boys big hugs and kisses, laughing happily at reaching yet another milestone in their escape.  The two twenty-two-year-old males were especially impressed with naked Jennifer and Janella.  Kathrine Parrino held their individual leashes easily in her hand. 

“Let’s go!” Hank commanded Cyndi Lynn from her lead position on the coffle.

“Get your skanky asses moving,” Carmella Henriksen added with laughter in her voice.  “These bitches tried to set up us up for torture and death.”

Hank yanked hard on the coffle at Carmella’s words.  Cyndi fell going down the steps out of the bus, dragging Summer Fox and Annabelle Palazzolo down on top of her.  Carmella grabbed a handful of brown hair from the Executive Board President and a handful of the blonde tresses from the Chapter House Mother.  She yanked them up to their feet.  Between them, they dragged the bruised and disheveled first coffle to the hay shed.

“Come on!  Get under the shelter!” Hank added.  “Carmella, they go in the middle of this big ‘U’ shaped clearing in the stack of hay bales,” Hank explained pointing at the bales surrounding three sides of the shed.  “We cleaned out the bales in the middle and drove a bunch of long anchor stakes for the coffle chains.”

“Yeah, your girls will be comfy and safe under the shelter,” Jonathon interjected as he and Hillary led in the second coffle.   “The hay piles and the truck parked in front of the open part of the ‘U’ will keep any unexpected guests from seeing them.”

“Hey guys,” Margaux shouted over from the bus, “don’t lock anyone in place till they’ve all peed and taken care of any other bathroom business.”

Hank and Carmella exchanged conspiratorial looks of glee.  “Oops.”  They moved away from the shed across some very rough ground, dragging their coffle with them.

“Squat!” Carmella commanded.

“Be careful how you do your business,” Hank added, “because I’m not wiping your asses.”

The ex-leadership of the sorority, both students and adult advisors, gave them murderous glares.  Carmella and Hank both laughed.  None of the women on the coffle were the least bit dangerous looking.  The women proceeded to pee right in the middle of the road.

Jonathon and Hillary came up with the second coffle.  Miserably, the next coffle squatted as a group and tried to pee.

Sofia and Tania walked up leading the MILFs and their legacy daughters.

“Hey, Sofia,” Aaron spoke up.  “Take them over to the fire pit that’s roaring away over by that rock pile.  Take off their gags and undo their wrists.  Let them take care of business in relative privacy; but, one of you has to keep control of the end of the coffle chain until it’s anchored.”

“Yeah,” Hank added, while indicating the nearby arc of gigantic boulders with a cheerful fire in the middle, “girls, that’s your camp.  We’ve already set up coolers with water, beer, and all the fixings for burgers and then breakfast in the morning.”

“We’ll get a few extra anchor spikes set in a few minutes,” Aaron said.  “Till then, get all the other ones set up under the shelter.”

“This is a perfect setup,” Aaron told his brothers with a grin.  “Guys you’ve done a fantastic job.  OK, Margaux, here’s the primary tasks for your ATHENA girls.  First, we’ll need some ‘nests’ built on the ground with the comforters and towels.  Make sure that absolutely everything is out of the main part of the bus.  Then, warn them of the consequences of misbehaving.  Lastly, take off their gags and give them each a bottle of water.”

“Hank, how long till you can start serving chow?” Aaron asked turning to his brother.

“Give me fifteen minutes till the first round of burgers are done.  It’s all paper plates and plastic ware.  The girls can ferry food to the coffles as it cooks.”


Thirty minutes later, all the naked women save for Jennifer and Janella were chained under the shed and wolfing down burgers and potato salad.  Surprisingly, there were few complaints once Margaux loudly announced that anyone that began complaining once their gags were off would get no food or water.  “Plus,” she added with conviction, “unruly girls can also spend the night hogtied!”  Predictably, there were a number of hostile glares from the ex-leadership of the sorority and from the adult advisors.  Even so, things proceeded very smoothly and quietly.

Hank and Jonathon showed off the much more comfortable campsite they’d arranged for the ATHENA girls and Aaron.  “We brought a huge pile of sleeping bags from the ranch,” Jonathon bragged.  “It was most of our checked baggage.  The rest we got at one of those big outdoor stores here in New Mexico.”

“Who are those four?” Hank asked, referring to the four clothed mothers and daughters.

Carmella Henriksen answered, “These are some unexpected guests.  Boys, meet Mrs. Bryant and Mrs. Hatherly along with their daughters Arlene and Codi.  They stay clothed but chained up till they are released.”

Under Aaron’s direction, Arlene and Codi, the eighteen-year-olds, were unchained from their parent’s coffle.  Arlene and Codi each received individual ankle chains that were attached to a steel anchor spike that Hank and Jonathon drove in with a sixteen-pound sledge hammer.   Naked Jennifer and Janella were similarly given ankle chains that were also anchored to the same spike.  The four of them were to sleep at the campsite of the clothed ATHENA girls.

Arlene and Codi became so busy eating their burgers that they never noticed Aaron, Hank, and Jonathon draw their mothers away to the other side of the rocks.  The young girls and half the ATHENA Team lounged comfortably on hay bales covered with comforters.  Two others of the ATHENA Team walked casually about the site, on the alert with shotguns for potential rustlers.  Aaron had scared them with his warning that bounty hunters and other unscrupulous characters would see the huge group of naked women as a tempting opportunity.  A third girl languidly walked through the herd of women chained under the shed.  The chained women averted their eyes as she walked amongst them, unarmed save for a stiff riding crop that cracked or popped against her thigh. 

“Buffy and Flora, it’s time for you two to make some decisions,” Aaron explained once he had the older women at the smaller, most secluded campsite.

Still gagged, the two MILFs could do little except stare back waiting for clarification.

“Hank, Jonathon, who won the coin toss?”

Hank scowled and pointed to his grinning brother.

“In the morning, Jonathon will take you on a long circuitous trip north in your own car.”  He held up a warning hand as both Buffy and Flora grunted their disapproval.  “If you behave, then they’ll let you go in two days.  Your daughters will then be released.  This I promise.”

At Aaron’s nod, Jonathon unbuckled their gags and then cut off the wrist ties.

“Hou, homise?” Buffy asked with tongue and jaws still stiff and unresponsive from the gag.

Aaron nodded.  “As I said, … do as you’re told and you and your daughters will be released.”

“Hare hower har?” Flora asked.

“If all goes according to plan,” Aaron answered softly, “your car should be here in a few hours.”

“Hut he honna who?” Buffy asked.

“Jonathon is going to drive you two northward, stopping randomly at ATM machines.  You two will take turns getting out of the car and getting maximum cash withdrawals from the college girls’ debit or credit cards.”

“Hats healing,” Flora interjected.

“This escape plan is going to start getting very expensive,” Aaron told her.  “Besides,” he added, “you’d be better off focusing on impressing my brothers.”  At that, he turned to the two young ranchers.  “You wanta eat now or afterwards?”

Hank didn’t bother to answer; he locked eyes with Buffy and slowly started unbuttoning his shirt.  Jonathon simply reached out and grabbed Flora’s belt in a calloused grip.  He pulled her strongly toward him and enveloped her in his arms.

“Like I said, ladies,” Aaron whispered as he backed away, “now is the time to make good first impressions with the two men who hold you and your daughters’ futures in your hands.”

Chapter 24 - Gigi is Collared

Aaron set a heavy chest down on a hay bale; it was made of expensive hardwood, richly stained, and heavily lacquered.   “Come over here, Janella.”

Janella’s ankle chain clattered lightly as she crept over to Aaron.

“Kneel with your head down.  Pull your hair up off your neck.”

Aaron snapped up three brass latches that held the lid shut and opened it.  The cover opened silently on its long, continuous brass piano hinge reflecting the workmanship invested in the container.  The box was eighteen inches wide, eighteen inches deep, and six inches high.  Under the cover were three identical trays covered in green felt stacked one atop the other.  Nested inside recesses, each tray held five glistening black electronic slave collars, two identically finished wrist bracelets for controlling the collars, and a remote programming unit.

He picked up a collar, it was unexpectedly heavy.  The slick black slave collars were a full inch high and three-quarters of an inch thick containing densely packed electronics, rechargeable batteries, a transceiver, an induction coil, and twenty-four grams of Composition B explosive arrayed in three tiny eight-gram linear cutting charges.  The programmer was easy to use as the LCD screen displayed all settings simultaneously.

Aaron used a forefinger to tap a heat sensor inside one wrist unit and did the same with a similar sensor inside one collar.  He turned on the programmer and watched as the units synched up.  The collar gently beeped and a solid green LED began to glow on the bottom edge of the collar indicating that it was in communication with the remote programmer.  The wrist controller also beeped and its own green LED began to glow.  Seeing that the units were ready, he set his right fingertip on each unit at the small scanner window.  A beep accepted his 'ownership' of the controllers and a programming screen lit up on the Programmer.  He quickly made a few changes in the default settings.  “Collar and Wrist Unit GPS Sensors activated, ten-meter setting on Separation Sensor, Self-Destruct Mode enabled, Tingle Mode Alert setting on Wrist Unit, Progressive Separation Shock setting on Collar Unit, fifty-meter setting for Self-Destruct.  Hmmm, what else?”   

Janella whimpered when the unheated steel of the collar encircled her neck.

“Aaron!  You’re really going through with it?” Kathrine demanded in shock.

“Raise your hands up onto the collar, Janella and squeeze it shut around your neck.  I want you to latch it closed yourself.”

“Oh, merciful Athena,” Hillary whispered.

“Of course!” Sofia interjected.  “After she nearly screwed us all, she bought her way out of torture and death by giving up her body.  She offered, … he agreed.”

Another whimper came from the naked slave getting her first collar.   A loud metallic click announced to the witnesses that Janella had willingly collared herself.

“I promised, … she promised, … what’s to question?” he answered flatly, confirming Sofia’s interpretation of Janella’s enslavement.

“Janella, … no, … from now on, your name is ‘Gigi the French Maid’.  Gigi, I’d recommend you not use your voice, Silent Mode is engaged and the Shock Setting is at Level Four, … that will hurt.  Plus, you better start shadowing my every move as the explosives in your collar will detonate at something just beyond one hundred and fifty feet separation from my wrist unit.”

Aaron’s slave curled up into a tighter ball at the news. 

His voice slipped into command mode, “Gigi, go find your bag!  Pick out the shortest skirt you’ve packed, a sheer blouse, and sandals; nothing else.  Get dressed and meet me at my brothers’ camp.  The rest of you girls, go get all the bags out of the bus storage bins.  Now, … lets go!”

“Margaux,” Aaron said drawing the young woman away from the boulder pile to a quieter spot as the other girls rushed to follow his command.  “I’ll need you to gather the info we need from each and every girl here in the camp.  To be blunt, the most critical piece of information is the PIN for each of their banks accounts.  My plan simply won’t work without a lot of cash.  Further, you’ll be in charge while I’m gone.  Soon it’ll be dawn and I want everyone nice and quiet, … and I mean everybody completely behaving themselves, … preferably sleeping.”

“Can you help me get started?  Where are you going?  And, why is the slut going with you?”

“You don’t need my help.  Just start off by telling them that anyone that doesn’t give up the correct information will be left chained under the hay shed for the police to find when the rest of us leave.  As to where I’m going, … I need to get to a truckstop so I can meet up with Debbie and Melisa at a safe stopping point.  We can’t afford to have them drive directly here and possibly compromise everyone.  Gigi is going because she needs to learn that her place as my slave is working and not lolling about lazily at this camp.”

Margaux looked worried.  “What about security?  What do we do if something happens and you don’t get back?”

Aaron drew the woman close against him and kissed the top of her head.  “You worry too much.  This area is so remote, nobody will just wander by.  You have shotguns and helpers in case of trouble.  Hmmm, … you smell good.”

Margaux hit his back softly and peevishly whispered, “I told you before, this is no time to be doing this.”

He ignored the slim college student’s weak protest and drew her chin up to match their lips against one another.  He gave her a thorough kissing.  Her response was muted, but she was obviously enjoying the intimate moment.

“No,” she said weakly after a few minutes, “I can’t do this.  I haven’t told you before, but I act a bit standoffish because I’m saving myself for my wedding night.”


Aaron groaned, “What!  You’re twenty-seven!  Besides, I thought all you Phi Beta Phi girls were renowned for your blowjobs.”

“They are, but I don’t because I’m afraid that will lead to further advances.”

“You mean like giving up your ass?”


“See!” Margaux hissed back with feeling.  “That’s exactly what I was talking about.”

“But you have such a nice ass,” Aaron replied while his hands gripped her taut ass cheeks under the stiff denim.  “Plus, it’s perfectly acceptable nowadays.”

“You make me feel so wicked,” Margaux gasped as a big lump in his pants thumped across her crotch.  She pushed him back.  “Please, … stop.  I’m worried I can’t control myself.”

“But, I’ll promise to leave your three virginities intact.  There are other ways to love each other.”

“Hmmm,” she whimpered as he repeated the kiss in a more forceful manner.

Sensing that she was going to shy away from his advances once again, Aaron surreptitiously snuck his binding cord out of his rear pocket.  Before Margaux knew what he was up to, she had her wrists tied off behind her back.

“You bastard!” she whimpered.  “Stop!  This isn’t fair!”

Behind her, Aaron spied his personal slut watching the scene.  She’d set speed records for a young woman getting dressed and presenting herself; it hadn’t been four minutes and she was ready.  She grinned at Margaux’s backside and teasingly waved a scrap of cloth.  Belatedly, Aaron realized that Janella was signaling him to blindfold Margaux.  Deciding to go for it, Aaron held the squirming woman with one hand while he awkwardly fed the blindfold around her head; Janella helped by completing the tie.

“Ughhh,” Margaux moaned helplessly.  “You sure you promise to not take advantage?”

Aaron stiffened at the umbrage he felt from Margaux’s emotion-ridden question.  He managed to relax and held back the harsh answer demanded by his pride.  However, he wasn’t going to let the question go completely unpunished.  Within seconds, Margaux was gasping in indignation when his hands yanked her blouse free from where it was tucked into her waistband.  Aaron also opened her center-clip bra for the second time in twenty-four hours.

Both his hands took possession of her lush breasts and his teeth nipped gently at her neck.   Moving behind Margaux’s back, he turned so that she was now facing full on to the French Maid in training, Gigi.   Margaux’s friend was given a personal and up close view of her charms.  

At Aaron’s silent nod, Gigi snuck forward and used her forefingers to scratch lightly at Margaux’s hard little nipples that were protruding between fingers tightly gripping her breasts.  Both grinned conspiratorially at Margaux’s groan of appreciation.

After manipulating the stiff nubbins, Aaron shifted both hands down to her firm stomach.  He unbuckled her belt and undid the snap of her jeans.

“Ohhhh, nooooo!” Margaux moaned piteously.  This close, the scent of her arousal was obvious to both Aaron and Gigi.

Aaron slipped her panties and jeans down below her thighs.  Signaling with his hand again, Gigi responded by slipping her right hand down between Margaux’s thighs where her fingers began to tease the slick labia covering her cunt.  “Wet,” Gigi mouthed silently up to Aaron.

“Eiiii!” Margaux gasped when Gigi’s thumb nail scraped across her clit.  Fully three of her slim fingers had already slowly wormed they way inside Margaux’s juicy twat by that time.

Aaron held tightly to Margaux’s chest with one hand while she wildly humped herself against Gigi’s fingers.

“Nooo, … don’t stop!” Margaux whimpered as Gigi reluctantly withdrew her hand from her friends twat.

“Soooo big,” she grunted when Aaron freed his throbbing cock and guided it to her hands bound behind her back.  Aaron hunched forward, moving his prick through her grip.  She grunted in need when Gigi obeyed her new master by jamming her hand back in place.  Four fingers were now tightly mashed into the slick cunt.  

Her plunging hips on the raping hand thrust her bound hands back and forth along Aaron’s hard cock.  He groaned into Margaux’s neck as her fingers massaged his dick.  Gigi looked up knowingly, she pinched Margaux’s clit once again.  Margaux grunted and then wailed out a quiet little orgasm.  After a momentary pause, she continued moving her hips even faster, eliciting wet sloppy noises as she desperately tried to force more of Gigi’s hand inside her loosening hole.

Gigi’s other hand crept up and her fingernails and began to tease Margaux’s nipples.

Sensing that she was going to do something wicked; Aaron shook his head to the negative.

His slut just grinned and seized on one nipple and then drew it strongly toward its twin, stretching that entire teat in the process.  Unknown to Aaron, she then squeezed both nipples together in one talented grip while the other hand’s fingers curled up inside the clasping twat raping over her fingers.  Then, her thumb pinched hard on the erect clit.

The sensations of pain added atop the electric feelings of pleasure from the fingers rubbing across her ‘G’ spot were too much for Margaux.  She threw her head back and began grunting and whimpering in a failed attempt to contain yet another, more earth shattering orgasm.  Margaux had no way of knowing that her sole audience was Aaron and her friend Janella, now Gigi, soon to be a domestic French Maid.  

Aaron spurted into Margaux’s cupped hands just as she slumped downward in her own post-orgasmic bliss.

Gigi gently tugged Margaux’s bra strap forward from her shoulder.  She mimed a cutting action with two fingers across the bra.  Aaron understood her plan and grinned.  Just two simple snips were all that were required for Margaux’s lacy bra to flutter down to the ground.

Then, easing Aaron’s knife from his fingers, Gigi quickly pruned off all the buttons on Margaux’s blouse.  Before the satiated woman fully recovered, Gigi gathered up the bottoms of the blouse and tied it off under her breasts.  The wardrobe adjustment left plenty of creamy breast flesh exposed with virtually no support to keep her from bobbling enticingly as she moved.

Aaron pulled up her jeans and gently guided the blindfolded Margaux back to the same hay bale where he’d set down the box of collars.  Gigi primly sat down on an adjacent bale and Aaron removed the blindfold.

“Cut me loose you bastard!” Margaux whispered while glancing enquiringly at Gigi.

“Your hands and the binding cord are kinda gross,” he answered with a grin.  “I think you got me a bit too excited.”

Margaux wriggled angrily.  She didn’t notice that her perky breasts bobbled about nicely.

“Maybe your friends will be willing to get their hands slimy to let you loose.”

“Janella, come get me loose!”

Gigi ignored Margaux’s command and lowered her gaze to her sandals.

“I’m going to talk to the MILFs and then we’re leaving, you know what to do,” Aaron explained as he picked up the heavy wooden box.

“I hate that word,” Margaux snapped back.

Aaron leaned down to give her a kiss.  “This was fun, … lets do it again soon.”

“Bastard,” Margaux answered.

Aaron smiled.  Instead of anger, her voice held more than just a promise of affection.  “I think she even smiled,” Aaron told himself.  “Nice.”

“Come on slut!  Heel!”

Gigi bounced upward eagerly and followed her Master.

“At least he could have given me his knife,” Margaux whispered.  “I’m going to catch serious grief before I can convince my Sisters to untie this sticky mess.”

Chapter 25 - Revelations of the New Slave

Aaron sat in the almost empty bus considering his options.  “This actually might work,” he thought wearily for at least the thousandth time.  “But, I have to anticipate the unexpected.”  Then, stuck in an endless cycle of worry, he added, “Of course, … something has to go wrong in such a hastily conceived plan.”

Beside him, Gigi tapped his leg.

“Not now,” he whispered distractedly.

Ahead of them, Hank was driving the bus down the bumpy gravel road.  His surly bout of silence since starting up the bus fifteen minutes ago indicated that he was not happy about missing his brother’s opportunity to enjoy two more days with the eagerest pussy that either brother could have imagined.

“Buffy and Flora were the hottest women I’ve ever seen,” he thought enviously.

Used to working in tandem, the young ranchers often anticipated the other’s needs while out repairing miles of fencing, or bucking an oversized water-filled tire off a tractor, or any of the dozens of ranch tasks virtually impossible to perform alone.  Hank and Jonathon had been astounded at the two wives’ enthusiasm at being vigorously double-teamed by the two horny young men.  It was an eye-opening experience for the naïve twenty-two-year-olds.  Hank wanted more of the prime pussy he’d so briefly enjoyed.

He groaned.  “We should be ashamed at getting so worked up with two women our mother’s age.”  He failed in trying to dissuade himself of any further interest in the MILFs.  “Crap, … they’re forty, almost twice our age!  And, … we’re only four years older than their daughters.”

Gigi touched Aaron’s leg again.

He glared down at being interrupted.  Softening his intended rebuke, he quietly told her, “It better be important.”

Seated beside him, Gigi nodded her head.

Aaron adjusted the setting on her collar from his wrist unit.  “Go ahead, … but be quick about it.”

Nervously, Gigi whispered, “I, … I’m not sure yet how this works.  Do I call you Master or Sir?”

“How the hell do I know,” Aaron answered back stiffly.  He sighed.  “For now, … all I demand is respect.  We’ll work out all that Sir and Master stuff later.”

Gigi, his soon to be ‘French Maid’ smiled wanly.  “Well, what I wanted to say is that I’m sure your brothers were very satisfied with the Phi Beta Phi moms.”

“If your sole reason for getting me to let you speak is to pass on gossip, then you’ll get your first two punishments tonight,” Aaron said crossly.  “That will be ten swats for taking advantage of my good nature and ten more swats for wasting my time on drivel.”

“No,” Gigi said quickly, “I meant that since everyone knows I’m your property, … well, I’m able to hear a lot of things that maybe I wouldn’t normally hear.  Earlier, when I was still chained beside the two legacy girls, we couldn’t help but listen to your brothers having sex with Buffy and Flora on the other side of the rocks.  They were kinda noisy and it was obvious that everyone was thoroughly enjoying the sex.  The daughters, Arlene and Codi, were rolling their eyes and smirking at the sounds.  Aaron, … er Sir, … the daughters weren’t embarrassed at their moms, … they expected really slutty behavior and whispered about their mothers being whores.”

Gigi took a couple of deep breaths and continued, “It seems that they have a regular two-on-one thing going with the golf and tennis pros at their country club.  Buffy takes on both pros on Tuesday mornings and Flora gets the same two studs every Thursday morning.  Sunday mornings when the husbands are off playing golf together, the two moms share the two pros in one of the private rooms at the club.  Arlene and Codi swear they have seen the receipts each mom keeps hidden away.”

“Receipts?”

“To keep from getting PPC’d.  You see, before each round of sex, the moms make the pros give them a five dollar bill and a dated and signed statement confirming the sex was in exchange for money.  Evidently, they each have a huge stack of receipts with five dollar bills stapled to them.”

Aaron mulled over this information.  “So the MILFs are horny sluts.  How is that important to me?”

Gigi smiled knowingly.  “Being teenagers, Arlene and Codi network with all their friends.  It seems that occasionally, a wife of a club member and any teenage daughters are enslaved.”

“Again, how is that pertinent?” Aaron asked with a sigh.

“Unlike most slave conversions where everyone knows what happens, … well, these women and girls just disappear without explanation and they’re never mentioned again.   And, … the key is that the teens seem to think that it’s somehow orchestrated by the club’s controlling members.”

“So what happens to the slaves?”

“That’s what’s weird, … the only thing anyone knows for certain is that soon afterwards there’s a closed all-day meeting of the Board of Directors.  The meeting is catered so it could be an alternate meat thing or it could be something else.  In any event, both girls think their mom’s and themselves are prime candidates for the next round of disappearances.”

“Now I see the connection.”  Aaron held up a hand for Gigi to hold on while he thought through the implications of what she’d said.  “So the girls thought they would be safer if they went away to college before their moms disappear?”

“They aren’t sure, … but, yes it’s the main reason they pushed their moms to do this ‘girls only’ trip to St. Julia College before the summer break.  The girls want out of their homes as soon as possible.  Now though, they’re worried that this New Underground Railroad thing at the sorority might have doomed them because they’ll be stuck at home.”

The bus lurched as Hank pulled onto the paved road leading back to the interstate.

“That’s not all,” Gigi continued.  “This next part is even more important.”

“You are full of surprises,” Aaron grinned over at his new slave.  “I think I’ve been remiss in letting only the other girls enjoy your services.”

“Maybe you should try out your new slave as soon as you can,” Gigi whispered with a noticeable blush.    

“That’s for later,” Aaron said reluctantly.  “Now, tell me what else you learned.”

“After you unchained me, I ran over to find my suitcase.  The Phi Beta Phi Chapter Advisors were whispering together.  Since it looked suspicious, I set my suitcase down and rummaged through it while eavesdropping.”

“What could you have possibly learned in the few minutes you were gone,” Aaron wondered aloud.

“Ha, … you don’t know women very well, … Mmmaster.  Cyndi and Margeret were begging Sandy and Lacey to include them in their plans.  Sandy and Lacey were being real snooty to them, ... and Cyndi, … well, you know she’s the Executive Board President.  She tried to pull rank and the others just laughed at her.  Then they called Margeret a cow and said she’d already stopped being useful to their plans.  She started crying.”

“Gigi, we all know that Sandy and Lacey are first class cunts.  As a matter of fact, you girls have let me know more than once how snobby and elitist most of your officers and advisors in the sorority were.  What’s important about this conversation?”

“Money,” Gigi breathed eagerly, “it’s all about money they’ve diverted.  Margeret got the sorority a bunch of loans by sweet talking her banker husband into approving the risky loans, Sandy controls the escrow funds for her husband’s real estate firm, and Lacey is the law firm comptroller with her hands on all their finances; accounts receivable, payables, salary, retirement, and escrow.  It’s a lot of money!”

“Holy cow, … the bitches were milking funds for something.  What was their plan?”

“I don’t know,” Gigi admitted.  “But, Cyndi was angry because it was evidently her idea to begin with and now she has no control over the offshore accounts they’ve been using.  Margeret, Sandy, and Lacey have all contributed money to the secret accounts.”

“Any other amazing revelations?”

“No, … that’s it.”

“Wow!”  Aaron sat in silence for long minutes, happy to be distracted from over worrying about the current situation.  Trusting Gigi to remain silent, he did not reinstate the Silent Mode for her collar.

The next hour or so was uneventful for Aaron and Gigi.  After a few final instructions, Hank dropped them off at an exit with a motel.

“Remember, stop outside Denver and get the bus fully detailed,” Aaron reminded Hank.  “Then, take your time wandering back toward Hutchinson, Kansas.  Just drop off the bus at my place, pack up as much of my junk as you can find, and head back toward Tucson in my car.  Later, I’ll tell the bus company where we left their bus.  They think we're using it to shuttle kids to a huge frat party.”

“No problem, bro.  I just wish we had more time with those moms.”

Aaron looked at Gigi before answering.  “Given what my little slut just told me, your wish just might come true.”

Less than fifteen minutes later, Gigi was ripping Aaron’s clothes off in the privacy of room 126.  The budget motel didn’t have fancy furnishings, but the eager young woman ecstatically bounced around the lumpy bed as she showed Aaron her favorite positions.  The final round of their mid-morning sex ended with her legs lewdly spread, heels touching her ears, as the thirty-eight-year-old Aaron gasped in exhaustion after thumping two-hundred-twenty-five pounds of muscle into her steamy crotch.

Worn out, they fell asleep with arms and legs still intertwined.

Chapter 26 - Escape From Eastlake

Through the long evening, Wendy and Anne rotated back and forth from the cab to the sleeper.  They were as enthusiastic and sexually proficient as they could be given their incentive for keeping their ‘saviors’ happy.  Both men had each woman individually and together in as many ways as they could imagine.  Whenever their attention flagged, one of the girls was there to ‘enthusiastically’ ‘pump’ up their man for another round of sex.

The news reports on the two failed raids were disheartening.  Police officers detailed the almost instant eradication of a crazed team of female terrorists at NMG.  One news clip denounced the group as cowards and highlighted “the cowardly detonation of explosives rigged to four bodies that killed eleven and wounded fifteen members of an elite protection team working under contract for NMG.”  Later, executives at NMG pledged to work tirelessly with regional law enforcement officials to eradicate the anti-slavery radicals in the New Underground Railroad.   On-the-street interview clips provided by the media giant were overwhelmingly in favor of capturing and publicly punishing the crazed women.  Especially chilling to Wendy and Anne was the statement that three members of the female radical group remained at large despite one of the largest manhunts in state history.  The only hope for their survival was that no names or descriptions were given in the news reports.

As they heard the latest update, Wendy and Anne had tightly clasped each other’s quivering hands as they pretended to enjoy double-teaming Tom.

An undated news bulletin blared over the tractor-trailer’s powerful speaker systems with details of what local officials described as ‘the heroic efforts’ of a local slaver credited with almost single-handedly derailing the plans of the lunatic terrorists.  The report told how Mike West, owner of Eastlake-based Spellbook Slaves and Games, captured an entire radical anti-slavery kidnap team at the cost of what Mike West characterized as, “only one slave and the cowardly death/suicide of the leader of the team.”  The broadcaster concluded the story with, “Many state and regional officials have already issued statements praising Mike West’s handling of the situation and have already begun to question why a similar attack at NMG ended up ‘such a fiasco’ with so many wounded and dead.  The State Prosecutor isn’t so happy with Eastlake’s valiant slaver.  She is trying to get a judge to void the enslavement papers Mike West filed that made him the owner of one entire team of foiled terrorists.  The Prosecutor will likely vigorously pursue her case against Mr. West given that there are no other survivors to publicly prosecute. ”

At this news, Wendy and Anne wept silent tears of horror and fear.  While crying, they were putting on a girl-girl show for the two truck drivers during a fuel stop.  “We should get out of here,” Wendy mumbled into Anne’s drenched sex.  “I think we should forget about getting back to Saint Julia College and lay low here.”

Anne had resisted.  “No,” she hissed back into Wendy’s equally soggy twat.  “We’re already in Missouri and we’re long past any Oklahoma roadblocks.  I want to keep going.”

So, the escaping pair returned to munching on each other’s pussies and moaning as if it was the best sex of their lives.  They never got a chance to wash their faces until long after the truck returned to the highway.  Both girls were blessedly happy that Fred and Tom turned off the radio.

Wendy was dozing atop Fred when Tom yelled back and called her new-found lover forward.  Worn out from sexing the young girls, Fred grumbled something about, “leaving the best tits and ass I’ve seen in years.”  Before he crawled out of the sleeper unit, he paused long enough to rub his hand appreciatively across Anne’s cum-streaked lower belly.  

A few minutes later, Tom yelled back, “Hey lazy girls!  Fred needs a blowjob!  Anne you go first and let Wendy sleep in a bit more!”

Anne nodded wearily and started to crawl forward.  A gun appeared magically in Fred’s hand and Anne belatedly realized that they’d introduced themselves to the men only by their middle names.

“Busted!  You dumb bitch!” Wendy complained wordlessly as Fred gagged her and secured her wrists and ankles with heavy-duty nylon wire ties.  She grunted in pain as Fred wedged her hog-tied form under his feet on the filthy floorboards.  

Wendy was startled from her rest by Fred’s reappearance in the sleeper.  “I thought you were getting a blowjob upfront,” she whispered petulantly.  She gasped when she saw the gun in his hand.

“You stupid cunts thought you could fool us!” he hissed as he secured her wrists behind her back with another nylon tie.  “What kind of morons attack one of the most powerful corporations in this country?”  

“Wait!” Wendy pleaded, “We submit as your slaves.  Please, … please, stop at the nearest Missouri slaver and we’re yours.  If you thought we were good before, … we promise, … you haven’t seen anything yet.”  She sniffled through her snotty nose and whispered, “Just don’t turn us in.  We’ll get a public execution for sure.”

Fred rolled her roughly face down, reached under her belly with both hands, and heaved her ass up into the air.  He nestled his thumb against the tight ass the drivers hadn’t yet used and gave her an answer.  “We’d love to honey.  Problem is, … someone positively identified you two by name and there’s already a judicial enslavement order signed by a federal judge that takes absolute priority over any other subsequent enslavement.”

Wendy cried out in fear but tried another tack.  “Mexico!  Oh, please, … take us to Mexico and enslave us there!  Down there they don’t care what an American federal judge mandates!”

This time, Tom chimed in from the front of the cab.  “Bullshit!  Each of you cunts are worth $25,000 in reward for a live capture and $15,000 dead.  Plus, … we’ll be certain to get a ringside seat at your execution.  Myself, … I’m hoping to be cumming in Wendy’s tight little ass as they snuff her.”  He laughed as each girl moaned loudly in fear.

“The worst part,” Tom added, thoroughly enjoying the situation, “is that your terrorist strike on the NMB accomplished nothing except killing a few contract cops.  Your team fired only two grenades that fell short of the building and then snipers killed the six bimbos on your team with Teflon-coated rounds.  Those guys cheated the public out of some high-profile torture-executions.”  

Tom gave Wendy a painful swat on the ass and began to unzip his pants.  “Don’t worry, you two cunts will get an NMG extravaganza personally hosted by Lilly herself.  It might be weeks before you finish shrieking in agony and finally die.”  Finished taunting the helpless bitch, he set his cockhead against Wendy’s dry rosebud and heaved himself in with a long grunt of pain as his dry dick fought its way into her rectum.  Wendy’s shriek of agony was echoed by Anne’s muffled cries.  The cries of anguish fueled Tom’s ass rape of Wendy.  

Wendy had already decided that whatever horrible pain Tom was inflicting on her poor butthole was practically nothing compared to what that demented bitch Lilly would put her through.

Thirty minutes later, the truck began to slow and pull toward the right side of the interstate.   “Tom, you get to drive the rest of the way back to Eastlake.  I want a chance at Anne’s ass.  If she cries half as much as Wendy did, … it’ll be the best ass fuck I’ve ever had.”

Tom rolled off the sweaty back of Wendy where he’d sagged down in exhaustion after pumping her rectum full of cum.  The two men high-fived as they passed each other.  “Hey Fred,” Tom yelled back as he shifted into first, “these bimbos are so clueless they never even noticed that after fueling up at that truck stop back in Missouri, we turned right around and headed back toward Eastlake.”

Anne groaned in realization that Wendy had been right.  “We should have gotten off in Missouri and found another ride.  Stupid bitch!”  She stopped thinking as she felt Fred fumbling at her backside.  “Hmmmff!” she protested wildly.  “Hop!”  The man ignored her and then her ass burned like a molten bar of steel was being shoved in.  “Hiiiii!”

Fred set all his considerable weight and strength into ripping deep into the tight ass.  “Heiiii!” he muttered as his dick scrapped deep inside the shrieking girl’s bowels.

Tom kept the tractor trailer rig running smoothly down the road while Fred grunted happily behind him in time to Anne’s muffled shrieks of agony.  He was already visualizing the team of hot slave sluts that he and Fred could buy with part of the reward money to keep them occupied during the lonely stretches of road they traveled.  “Yep,” he told himself, “picking up these two college bitches was the best thing that ever happened to us grizzled truckers.”

Chapter 27 - Aftermath - Part III

By about two in the morning, Sheila and Gabrielle had completed their joyful romp in bed and were playfully squirting each other with the spray hose in the suite's large Jacuzzi.  Under their laughing forms, Mary and Shelly were miserably sputtering and sobbing as soap and water sluiced onto them from their betrayers’ bodies.  The two resistance leaders meant to clean up much more than just the urine on their fallen comrades and the sex musk on themselves.  

Gabrielle finished up rinsing shampoo off Mary’s red, tear-streaked face while Sheila stood by the bathroom mirror, quickly patting her body down with an oversize, fluffy towel.  The spray hose off, Gabrielle grinned up at her co-conspirator.  Then, her smile froze and her eyes widened in terror in the final micro-seconds before the twin darts of Sheila’s taser jammed into her upper torso.  Sheila cruelly fired high voltage down the coils of wire again and again until she was sure that Gabrielle was completely subdued.

“Sorry, honey,” Sheila whispered to her former best friend in the world.  “It’s only business, you know.  The revolution must live on and you are the only remaining link that could bring me down.”  She lovingly rubbed the quivering face of her lover.  “You understand, … don’t you?”

Gabrielle Crooks was far too disoriented from the multiple 450,000 volt shocks that had just coursed through her wet and defenseless body.  Her overloaded muscles had become jelly-like as the lactic acid from the bone-jarring electric-fueled spasms, reducing her to a quivering, defenseless mass.  Sheila had intentionally purchased the most powerful taser on the market; one banned by most law enforcement agencies as too risky for use.

Sheila picked up her discarded towel, wrapped it around her lush form, and picked up the phone.  “Holly, honey,” she purred.  “It’s that time.  I want you to have my slave girls picked up right now.  Yes, … I know your concerns, … but we already covered this in great detail.  Oh, … by the way, send a cart large enough for three.  And, … I want them gutted and spitted within the hour, … after all, you know the consequences if you don’t get them roasting.  You will follow my directions exactly if you don’t want to be linked to tonight’s events.”

While she waited for the kitchen staff to arrive, Sheila straightened up the room, adding Gabrielle’s things to the pile destined for the hotel incinerator.  The easy tasks freed her mind for remembering the last time she’d seen Holly in person when she’d walked outside the glass lobby entry of the National Media Headquarters reserved for the exclusive use of the downtown office of Spellbook Slaves and Games.  

“Holly had just walked outside with a woman who looked like she was some kind of Norse queen come to life.  I was close enough in my recon to hear the poor idiot bemoan the way she’d been bullied by Darlene, the ex-owner she admired so much, to take her for some wild sex with that jackal Mike West,” Sheila remembered.  The blonde Mistress became disgusted with Holly and left her there looking like she was going to vomit.

“I was wearing a blonde wig, that tight grey business skirt and jacket, decorative-top hose, and no panties, bra, or shirt.”  She smiled at the memory of how easy it had been to get the attention of the huge-titted Mistress as she left Holly by the slaver’s building.  “It was a target of opportunity.  All I really hoped to accomplish that day was a preliminary survey of some target sites.  Then, I saw those ‘double-Ds’ and the Mistress outfit and it was too good a chance to pass up.  All it took was a hand signal bring the van forward to the curb, warn Gabrielle what we were doing, get to the sidewalk before the Mistress, drop my briefcase, and point my ass toward her.  The poor thing was putty in my hands; she had drool running down the front of her Mistress outfit before I even tasered her.”

“Holly doomed herself when she didn’t call for help after recognizing me.  Plus, the camera that Gabrielle Crooks was running of the NMG headquarters clearly caught Holly’s look of recognition in the background behind where the tasered Mistress twitched on the sidewalk.  Priceless!” Sheila muttered with real satisfaction.  “We had to quickly get a program together to handle that huge Mistress, but it was well worth it.  I hope to start releasing video clips of her humiliation soon.”

Sheila remembered that after lewdly exposing her crotch, she casually walked to the driver's door as if nothing happened.  “That’s when I saw Holly staring at me.  I winked at her and left.  Whatta hoot!”

“Since then,” Sheila continued to herself, “I’ve been periodically contacting the girl about once every five or six months using a special phone.  She had no choice but to give us cash, Mike West’s habits and his office locations, and the access code to his office.  Silly slut, … she’s mine forever now.”  

When the kitchen team timidly knocked on the door, Sheila was ready with a grin because her plan was going so flawlessly. 

A narrow spray of mace squirted between the opening door and the steel jamb, striking Sheila squarely in the eyes.  Aggressively pursuing the attack, Holly stepped forcefully into the room, crouched into a batter’s stance, and two-handedly swung a heavy police baton across Sheila’s belly with the weight and power of her torso behind the blow.  In rapid succession, thumping blows to legs, arms, and her back followed.  At least one sharp crackling pop told of broken bones.  Sheila ended up weakly writhing on the floor, unaware and unable to resist when Holly knelt down and used bright red nylon binding rope to secure ankles and wrists together.  When she was finished, Sheila was a mass of pain contorted in a painful hogtie.

With a clatter of wheels, Holly tugged a huge laundry cart into the suite.  She took care of the easy things first; bags, suitcases, and personal effects.  Two sets of van keys were tucked into Holly’s pocket for later use.

The hotel kitchen was dark, cold, and completely deserted at two thirty in the morning.  The early shift would arrive in less than an hour and a half.  Gabrielle whimpered in horror when Holly whisked a beige plastic cover aside to reveal a Jessica 3000.  Because she was working alone with dangerous slaves, and because she had a little compassion for two of the women she was murdering, Holly gave Shelly and Mary a strong dose of quickly metabolized tranquilizer suitable for livestock.  Then, she slipped Gabrielle’s weakly resisting form into the Jessica 3000 cradle system while the drugs went to work on the two duped assistants.

“Normally,” Holly lectured to Sheila and Gabrielle as the Jessica 3000 sprang to life, beginning a merciless fucking motion into Gabrielle’s softly bucking form, “it’s recommended to let the machine fuck and shock the meat into prime tenderness for several cycles before triggering the pneumatic gutting and spitting process.  Unfortunately, we’re in a hurry, so you and Gabrielle won’t get the full benefit of the torture you bitches so richly deserve.   Instead, I’ll let Gabrielle feel the pain of an accelerated program where the cock expands bigger and harder and the shocks are much more intense.  Plus, the nipple heaters and clit burner hurt like hell.”

After a few long moments of silence, she pulled down a Lexan shield.  Then, with a thundering hiss, Gabrielle was gutted, sluiced clean with high pressure jets, and spitted, all in a matter of seconds.  A splatter of blood, body parts, and water explained the shield.  A moment later, Gabrielle was draped beautifully on a special cart, held up only by the long spit that entered her torso through her cunt and exited her mouth.  Holly wrapped heavy cotton roasting twine in key spots to secure the head, elbows, wrists, knees, and ankles to the skewer.  “The cooking staff and I prefer cotton twine to the traditional steel skewers or baling wire which I think ruin the look of the golden skin once cooking is finished, Holly told Sheila authoritatively.”

At ten minute intervals, Mary Hess, and then Shelly Richmond joined Gabrielle on the cart.  A grunting, whimpering Sheila Mull witnessed the amazingly fast process from the swivel chair Holly had bound her to.  Finished with the first three carcasses, Holly rolled Sheila’s chair toward a section of wall.  “Sheila, on the other side of this rollup wall is the back of our new glass-fronted rotisserie.”  The wall clattered up noisily and revealed the backside of a faux firepit with a heavy steel rotisserie carousel above it.  Holly slipped the cart full of the three lifeless carcasses forward and slid Shelly’s skewer onto the receiving clips of one arm of the rotisserie carousel.  Holly slightly rotated the spit by pushing on Shelly’s soft ass until it clicked into position and then she closed the locking latches on the skewer mounts.  With a whir, the rack rotated up and the next empty set of rotisserie arms were aligned with the cart.  Mary and Gabrielle were quickly mounted to the carousel as well.

Holly turned to Sheila, “Once I open the opposite shutters, anyone at this end of the lobby will see today’s dinner entrees cooking.”  She smirked at her blackmailer and added dryly, “I hope you noticed that our dinner special is half off on a Chef’s Special.”  She gestured toward the three bodies already on the roaster and continued, “We all know that alternate meat like this isn’t really live roasted despite the label of ‘live roaster’.  However, if you carefully examined our Dinner Special advertisement, you’d have seen that today we prepare a real delicacy, although I don’t especially enjoy the pungent wild-meat taste.”  Holly took Sheila’s chin in a tight squeeze and added, “It’s one hundred percent, live roasted, unprocessed girl, … Sheila-meat.”

Sheila peed; the spattering of the smelly piss on the tile floor was loud in the quiet kitchen.

Holly picked up a heavy meat mallet and after an experimental swing or two said, “There’s more than one way to tenderize tough meat.  Behave or I’ll make this especially painful.”

Holly stuck a needle in Sheila’s jugular and eased a tiny bit of calming sedative into her bloodstream in order to ease the mounting process for the traitorous bitch.  Holly had no intention of mitigating the painful process of being roasted alive.  She laid a special roasting rod on a stainless steel food preparation table and rolled Sheila atop it.  She carefully aligned a one-inch diameter rectal shaft with Sheila’s tiny puckered rear opening.  Holly sprayed vegetable shortening on the unyielding steel and then jammed it six inches deep into Sheila’s ass before tightening the skewer mount onto the shaft.  With the lower torso rigidly attached to the shaft, she rolled Sheila onto her side.  Next, she gathered up a quarter-inch stainless steel cable fed through a slot on the heavy shaft which she tightly wrapped around Sheila’s thighs before ratcheting the cable tight.  A similar cable secured Sheila’s ankles to the shaft.  The last cable was secured under Sheila’s ample breasts and tightened to attach the upper torso to the shaft.

After studying her helpless prey, Holly rolled the long pig onto her belly and bound her wrists behind her back.  Then, Sheila’s wrists were ratcheted all the way up to just below her neck, dislocating her shoulders with discernable pops.  The pain penetrated into Sheila’s lightly drugged brain and she whimpered as each wrist was dragged into position up against the thick rotisserie shaft.  Lastly, Holly locked Sheila’s head tightly to the shaft.

Sheila came to full attention as something cold misted across her body.  “Hmmph!” she cried.  A little blood dribbled off her tongue where a skewer held it outside a ringgag locked behind her incisors.  Holly didn’t want Sheila swallowing her tongue and dying any earlier than possible.

“Hush, you little baby,” Holly whispered.  “You wanted your girls quickly prepared and I’ve done just that.  The stuff I just sprayed on you is the same as each of them got; a thick coat of olive oil; it’ll hold a thick coating of spices on your skin and will brown everything nicely in the roasting pit.”

The rotisserie carousel whirred and began to rotate up and over the faux bed of coals.  Each of the four pigs slowly rotated on their own skewers at the same time.  As each girl passed by, Holly rubbed salt and herbs onto the glistening bodies, including Sheila’s.  She made sure that each crevasse of their bodies was coated by the taste-enhancing additives.

“At this point,” Holly explained loudly over the softly whirring machinery, “the room is refrigerated.  At six this morning, the lobby shutters will rise, … of course that’s when the gas coals below will ignite and the rotisserie will begin to rotate.  This is a true slow cooking process so you’ll last at least three hours before rising temperatures in your inner core shut down your brain activity forever.  I just wish you’d be awake when the chef does your final gutting before letting you finish cooking.  Most of your blood will remain in your blood vessels, coagulated from the heat of roasting alive, and imparting a special ‘wild game’ taste.  Goodbye, you cowardly and blackmailing bitch!”

Holly slammed the rotisserie panel shut and left the kitchen.  Her next stop was at the hotel incinerator.  

Hours later, in her office, Holly contemplated the computer disks, notes, cash, and the laptop on her desk.  They were all that remained of the four women spitted and slow roasting over the now glowing coals of the glass-fronted rotisserie.  Frankly, Holly should not have been amazed at the extent of the cash Sheila and Gabrielle had with them.  It was clear from the cash bonanza that they placed a high value on their own safe escape.  Their clothing and flammable gear had already fed the hungry inferno of the hotel incinerator and Holly planned to scatter their weapons, ammo, and cell phones in small, disassembled bits from a boat on the nearby river.  She’d rented a small motorized skiff and would discretely drop everything at points between the two Eastlake oil refineries.

The most surprising discovery had been the unencrypted files on Sheila’s laptop computer.  In addition to every possible detail about the organization, its membership, and their plans, Holly had made the chilling discovery of the identity of the power broker behind the attacks in Eastlake – the mysterious ‘Benefactor’.  “No wonder Sheila decided to have Gabrielle act as the sole contact with him.  He’d mercilessly kill off any possible connection tying him to a conspiracy against slavery.  Holy merciful deities!  If this is tracked back to me, … I’m way worse off than Sheila.  I have to hope he never discovered that Sheila was the true leader of the cell with me as their blackmailed contact in Eastlake.” 

By then, Holly had already heard the news that two of the escaping terrorists had been turned in by alert truck drivers after a widespread BOLO (Be On the Look Out) broadcast had been sent through law enforcement channels.  The NMG had rebroadcast the information through their public radio and television outlets.  Further, the news was ridiculing the women as brainless twits for letting themselves to be led right back to the very truck stop where they initially fled from in Eastlake.  Their capture had resulted in a frenzy of speculation about the New Underground Railroad Movement.

A chill went down Holly’s spine at the news.  “Who else knew the identities of the escapees from BEACON Team?”  She sat sweating in fear.  “I have to be sure the last surviving member, Marcelle, is found and accounted for if I want to severe the line of evidence leading back to Sheila and then myself,” Holly told herself fiercely.  “The problem is, … why hasn’t her identity been released?  And, what about the other three pigs cooking downstairs?   Why aren’t the authorities looking for Gabrielle, Mary, and Shelly?  Marcelle couldn’t have exposed the two escapees on her team; there simply wasn’t enough time for that.  Or, …what if it was the Benefactor that set this whole thing up?”  

Chapter 28 - The MILFs Get an Unexpected Offer

The first to waken was Flora.  The forty-year-old groaned as she rolled away from her bedmate.  Her eyes were gritty and her mouth tasted stale from too much liquor, male cum, and pussy juice.  “Too much!” she grunted.  “Twenty-four hours with even one of those ranch boys is just too much even for me.”

Naked, she stumbled to the bathroom, slipped down gratefully onto the cool toilet seat, and moaned in relief as her bulging bladder let loose.  Her hot piss spurted out and splattered noisily into the bowl, masking her groan of relief.  Gingerly she patted herself dry and then peeked between her legs.  As expected, her lips were still swollen and hung slack from the near continuous night of sex.  

“If he wasn’t fucking me, then he was boning Buffy.  Those two boys are insatiable.  And then here in the motel, … the way Jonathon had Buffy and I eating each other as he was sexing us, … ohhh, … unbelievable.”  She carefully rubbed her sore sex lips and remembered how she’d eaten out her friend even as Jonathon’s fat cock knifed into the very pussy she was slurping upon.  “Bet Buffy is just as worn out,” she thought almost hopefully, not wanting to be the only one virtually fucked out by the young stud.

Even bearing in mind the terrifying kidnapping at the Phi Beta Phi Sorority House, followed by her temporary enslavement, her reminiscences of the events of the last twenty-four hours were mostly fond ones.  “The sex was amazing,” she thought once again.  Her sore twat twinged at the thought of going to bed again with Jonathon or Hank.”

At the vanity in the small bathroom, she found a note.  

Flora’s fingers flew to her neck.  “It’s true,” she whispered, “he’s taken off our collars.”

“How sweet.  That must be his ranch’s letterhead.  I wonder what PGHR means?”

Rancho Desierto de Sonora (PGHR)

Ladies,

I’ve taken the cash from last night to wire on to our family.  As you’ve no doubt noticed, I took off your collars given your fantastic performances last night, … both withdrawing cash from the banks and especially here at the motel.  Flora and Buffy you were simply amazing!  You’ve done your jobs well and your daughters will soon join you here in Tucson.

By the way, Hank called and told me how much he missed you two.

I left a call for room service to bring you girls’ breakfast.

Love, Jonathon

Dwelling on Jonathon’s words, she stepped into the cramped shower stall and proceeded to thoroughly wash herself.  She knew that she smelled of sour body sweat as well as musk from sex.  “They did promise to let us go after we drove all over the west last night withdrawing all that money from ATM machines,” she thought as she sluiced shampoo off her hair.  “That man, … Aaron Fleming promised to let the girls go within a day or so.”  She cringed as her soapy fingers burned the raw flesh between her legs.

“Hmmm,” she thought dreamily, “I wonder if Jonathon will let us use his cell phone?  Maybe Buffy and I can have a few more days with the boys before we head home.  We can call our husbands and tell them we need some more mother-daughter time at St. Julia’s College.”

After patting her hair mostly dry with a towel, Flora found her purse and grabbed a comb and brush.  Combing the tangles out of her hair, Flora walked back into the dimly lit motel room.  Ignoring her sleeping friend, she opened the blinds to let in some daylight.  That’s when she noticed that all her clothes were gone.  Panicking a bit, she picked up the discarded comforter and looked under it.  

“Buffy, where are my clothes?” she demanded shaking her friend.

“Who cares,” Buffy whispered hoarsely.  “He just gonna take ‘em off to fuck us again.  I can’t wait!”  She pulled the blanket and sheet over her head and rolled away.

“You don’t get it,” Flora reiterated, “all our clothes are gone.”

Buffy’s only response was to bury herself deeper in the bedding.  “Go away, … wake me when he’s ready to fuck again.”

Flora ran back into the bathroom and dumped out her purse.  She found little beyond the hairbrush, a few makeup items, and some breath mints.  Instead of her wallet, all she found was a single photo ID and a wad of cash in a rubber band.  “Twenty-five-hundred dollars,” she thought with relief.  “Surely he hasn’t abandoned us if he left each of us that much cash.”

To be certain, Flora tore into Buffy’s purse as well.  “Just about the same as mine,” she thought.  “Five thousand dollars between us is a good bit of cash.”  Then she thought of the note and smiled, “I wonder if he’s getting us some new clothes while he’s out.  After all, he’s getting us room service.”

Flora found the smallest bill, a ten dollar note, and set it aside as a tip for room service.  As if the kitchen were listening in on her thoughts, somebody knocked loudly on the door.

“Crap!” Flora shrieked as she realized she was still completely naked with wet, stringy hair.  She ran back to the bedroom and yanked the discarded comforter tightly around herself.  Peering through the security port, Flora saw a skinny teen waiting patiently with a tray piled with food containers.  

“Yes.”

“Ummm, Ma’am, … breakfast as ordered and a note from your gentleman friend.”

Flora thrust the ten dollar tip to the pimply faced kid and slammed the door shut.  Famished, she set the tray down on the tiny table that along with two chairs, a bed, a tiny couch, and a television mounted in a small hutch were the only furniture in the room.  A business card fluttered out of an unsealed envelope laid atop the tray.

“Huh?” Flora asked.  “What the hell is Ganado de … well whatever it says?”  She slipped the note itself out of the envelope and quickly scanned its contents.  Her heart seemed to seize in her chest and she was unable to think as the drastic implications of Jonathon’s note quickly sank in.

Rancho Desierto de Sonora (PGHR)

Ladies,

There’s been a rather drastic change of plans.  As you know, Aaron has your cell phones and he’s been checking your voice mails; remember; you gave him your access codes.  Well, … there’s no other way to say it, … your husbands have caught on to your whoring around with the pros at the country club and have secured photographic proof along with your numerous receipts for paid sex that you hid.  They are hopping mad and intend to enslave you and your daughters at their first opportunity.  Their messages do much more than hint at a painful and final retribution for your betrayals.  

Our Mom has already volunteered to adopt your daughters into our family but she refuses to harbor two cheating whores from their vengeful husbands.  As much as Hank and I want to continue our relationship, … well, there’s no way you can join our family as free women.

That said, … we really loved our short time together and Hank and I are willing to offer an alternative.  In case you accept, I’ve already pre-paid a long-time friend of ours (his name is Pedro Gonzalez and his card is attached for his transport company Ganado de Desierto de Sonora) who is willing to pick you up, handle all the requisite paperwork, and deliver you to our ranch.  His English is limited so all you need to do is say your first names along with “Si” for yes and then either “Uno, Dos, or Tres” to let him know how many hours delay you want in order to prepare yourselves for his arrival.  His assistant is an English speaker.

If you decide to try your own alternative plans to escape enslavement, then you are more than welcome to use the five thousand dollars in your purses.  Sorry about taking your clothes but I was hoping to return with something nice as a surprise.  However, you have enough cash and wits to figure out how to get clothing without drawing too much attention to yourselves.

Good luck and we hope to see you at our ranch,

Love, Jonathon

Flora gulped and after taking several deep breaths to calm herself, carefully reread the note from Jonathon.  “Well,” she sighed in resignation, “Buffy and I knew that we might get caught sooner or later and there was only one thing our husbands would do.”  She glanced over at her friend who was softly snoring in ignorant bliss.

Steeling herself for the decision she was making, she muttered, “Better the devil you know,” and then reached for the motel phone.

“Hola,” She barely got out as she heard a male rattle of some fast Spanish.  “¿Está Pedro allí?”  She waited patiently until he got on the line and then added in a rush, “Flora y Buffy, … Sí, … dos horas por favor.  Gracias, Pedro.”  Not wanting to exceed her limited Spanish or prolong a painful phone conversation, she simply hung up the phone after passing on the succinct message to Pedro.

“Rest comfortably while you can,” Flora muttered to the still blissfully sleeping Buffy.  She turned to the tray of food and began to ravage her way through her share of the eggs, sausage, English Muffins, orange juice, and coffee.





Chapter 29 - Learning About Humiliation

At just about the same time that the two big-titted blonde cheating housewives woke up together in their Tucson motel, Aaron woke in room 126 of an ancient one-story New Mexico motel located just north of Interstate Forty.  As Aaron began to stir, his bedmate remained soundly asleep.  Naked, their bodies were intertwined where they’d passed out from sheer exhaustion after their last furious, animalistic coupling.  The deeply slumbering woman next to him was the ex-college student previously known as Janella Lucatero.  The twenty-two-year-old former member of the ATHENA Cell of the New Underground Railroad was now simply Gigi, sex toy slave girl and soon-to-be upstairs personal maid to Aaron.

Aaron smiled in remembrance of their last bout of sex.  “There was no love in it,” he thought fondly, “it was pure and simple lustful sex.  Best of all, … it was guilt free for both of us because Margaux doesn’t mind my boffing her ex-friend as she’s only a lowly slave.  As a plus, it’s obvious that Janella is a slut and gets off on being dominated; not that it matters because after she fucked up so badly in Hutchinson, she had little choice but to volunteer to be my slave.  Her only option was to be publicly tortured to death as a captured terrorist.”

He drank in the sight of her pretty face and tousled hair.  “Wow!  This is a far cry from my last few sexless months at St. Julia’s College.”

Aaron eased his six-foot-three, two-hundred-twenty-five-pound frame out of the bed.  Gigi didn’t stir; the last twenty-four hours had been traumatic to the formerly naïve young woman and she was emotionally and physically drained.  Aaron stood and extended his hands over his head in a long, silent stretching movement but froze in place as he spied movement on the floor.  At the foot of the bed were two other ATHENA Cell members.  Equally as naked as Gigi, blonde Melisa Robeson and blonde Debbie Charnauf glared up at him from under their shared comforter.

“Girls, don’t be mad at me,” Aaron whispered with a guilt free grin.  “After all, how else was I to be sure that you hadn’t been caught and then betrayed us?”

The evening before, after Gigi had first feverishly sexually assaulted Aaron just seconds after arriving in room 126, Aaron had walked outside where he phoned Debbie directions to their motel.  “Park the MILFs car and then go to room 125,” he’d explained.  “The door to the room will be propped open and I’ll meet you there.”

Melisa Robeson and Debbie Charnauf had been chosen because they were blondes much like the MILF daughters Arlene and Codi.  However, neither Melisa or Debbie had the slim athletic frames of Arlene and Codi.  Instead, they had big soft breasts and flawless white skin loosely covering a pleasingly soft layer of baby fat underneath.  Arlene and Codi were trim and taut tennis stars; Debbie and Melisa were walking wet dreams built like the proverbial brick shithouses.

Immediately after slipping into their room they encountered a stern-faced Aaron.  Initially thrilled at completing the somewhat risky task of leaving a false northward trail of functioning cell phones from Hutchinson, Kansas and then driving long and hard to get to New Mexico via a roundabout route, they’d been shocked at Aaron’s untrusting attitude.  After they realized he was serious with his unyielding demand that they strip, they’d whimpered and softly complained, but complied.  Neither girl was excited about stripping before Aaron, especially with their ex-friend Janella (Gigi) grinning knowingly at them as they reluctantly took off their clothing.

Everything they carried save their identification, cash, and the car keys was left in room 125.  Aaron then forced them to climb out of the tiny bathroom window, ushered them naked through the trash littered lot behind the motel toward his adjacent room, and then heaved their naked frames through his own bathroom window.

Once in his room, Aaron briskly bound and gagged Melisa and then left her curled up miserably in the bottom of the cramped and mildew-stained shower stall.  Debbie was similarly bound but left ungagged.  She was then subjected to an intensive questioning that brought out every remembered detail of their journey.  Aaron then switched the women’s positions and quizzed Melisa.  Their stories matched perfectly.  The man responsible for the safety of so many women breathed a heavy sigh of relief that the women had not been compromised.

As it was very late by that time, Aaron had simply thrown a comforter onto the floor and commanded them to sleep.  Debbie and Melisa were forced voyeurs to the very obvious signs of heavy petting, deep breathing, and then the liquid sounds of sex from the bed above them.  Each secretly reached down to tease, rub, pinch, twist, and pull on their own feminine sex organs.  The hardest part of their surreptitious orgasms was not giving it away with whimpers, groans, moans, or deep ragged breathing.

“I need to pee,” Debbie whispered.  “Please let me loose so I can get to the bathroom.”

Aaron pulled the necklace he wore over his head and used the single key on it to undo the padlock that had held a shimmering length of chain around her waist.

Debbie blushed.  “Please look away, … I’m naked.”

Lying beside Debbie, Melisa pulled the comforter tighter around her frame on her side of their makeshift sleeping area.

Aaron ignored the question and pointedly stared at Debbie.

“Bastard,” she whispered and reluctantly slipped out from under the cover.

“Leave the door open,” Aaron commanded mildly.

Debbie paused in the act of closing the door and unwittingly gave Aaron a perfect, lingering, full frontal view of the blonde’s lush body.

“Holy shit!” Aaron breathed reverently.

Melisa giggled beside him.

Debbie spun in place to escape his view giving him a spectacular view of her pure white breasts flying about from the abrupt move.  Aaron also got a glimpse of fleshy pussy lips hanging between her legs framed by fat, jiggly ass cheeks.

“Holy shit!” Aaron repeated.

Debbie practically leapt the last feet to the toilet.  Under her red-faced, bowed head, she hid a secret smile that such a handsome man appreciated her body.  “I kinda wish that slut Janella and busybody Melisa weren’t here,” she thought wistfully.  “Yeah, Melisa is a good friend, but her titties are just too big and firm; they might tempt someone like Aaron to ignore me.” 

For lack of a restaurant at the dismal little roadside motel, Aaron simply gathered up the three naked women and drove away.  In the back seat, Melisa and Debbie had once again begun to glare at Aaron and Gigi.  Prior to leaving the hotel room, Aaron had pretended that their discarded clothing was a potential hiding place for GPS transmitters.  He simply threw simple stainless steel slave collars to the two blondes and off-handedly added, “This is plenty of clothing for you two.  Come on, let’s get back to your friends.”

“These are only pretend collars, … right Aaron,” Debbie asked hesitatingly.

“No,” he said easily, “they are real enough.  To me, if a woman willingly puts on a collar, it means I can treat her like a slave until she decides to take it off.  Given that those collars lock shut, that might be quite a while.  But, we’re in a hurry so I don’t have time to put them on for you and coddle you with statements like, ‘it doesn’t mean anything.’  I consider myself honor-bound to let a woman know if it means something more permanently.”

“So, putting these on mean nothing?” Melisa asked in confusion.

“Yeah, … sure, … that’s right!  Now get in the car!”

Before Aaron took the Interstate Forty entry ramp, he pulled into the drive-through for a fast-food restaurant.

“I’m so gonna get you for this,” Debbie muttered as her hands attempted to cover her breasts and her pubic region.

Foregoing the remote speaker at the colorful menu board, Aaron zipped straight through to the window.

The teenager at the window gawked at the two collared and naked women in the back seat.  “Wwwhat, cccan I gget you,” he stuttered.  His eyes were clearly drinking in the view of breasts and pussies that were exposed in the car. 

Aaron turned to the back seat.  “You two sex addicts want coffee with your breakfasts?”

Beet red, Melisa and Debbie just nodded. 

“Tell you what,” Aaron offered to the teen, “get us four coffees, four orange juices, and four of those breakfast sandwich things.  My sluts will be in to pay and to get just the right amount of cream and sugar in each coffee.”

The teen grinned happily.  “Yes, sir!  Coming right up!”

Aaron pulled up to the fast-food joint’s side door.  The door locks clicked open loudly.  “Here’s plenty of money,” Aaron said nonchalantly.  “I’d like one cream and two sugars in my coffee.  Oh, … and I forgot to order those fried breakfast potato things for each of us.  Have the nice young man add them to our order.”

When the two mortified ex-college girls in the back seat failed to immediately comply, Aaron added softly, “Do you think anyone will believe you are free women that are just wearing fully functional slave collars as a joke?  Here you are buck naked, … you’re easily the most gorgeous women for miles around, … and if I abandon you here as you are, … every horny bastard for a hundred miles will be fighting over who gets your lazy, disobedient carcasses.  Now unless you think you can convince these folks that this is all a college prank, get your asses in there to get our breakfast!”

Gigi kept her face frozen in a stoic look, rightfully afraid to be drawn into whatever it was that Aaron was doing.  “Thank Athena that I’m dressed,” she thought with relief.  “Even without underwear, this is fine.”

“Stop right there!” Aaron commanded as the mortified women got out of the car and prepared to walk inside.  “This is being done for a purpose.  I want you to walk in there and pretend it’s completely normal for you to be naked.  If you try and cover yourselves, or give away that you are unwillingly doing this, then when we get back to the others, I will command Gigi to give you each fifty slashes with a riding crop.”

Miles down the road, fast-food wrappers strewn about the crowded car, Melisa whispered loud enough for Aaron to hear, “That wasn’t very nice.  There were boys in there that looked ready to rape us.”

“Better get used to it,” Aaron replied, “you’re probably going to be naked the remainder of the trip to my family ranch.  Besides, … your other sorority sisters have been nude since we left Hutchinson.”

“Crap,” Debbie muttered.

Gigi couldn’t help herself, … she giggled softly at her sorority sisters’ predicament.



Chapter 30 - Surprise Development for the Sorority Advisors

The same morning that Flora and Buffy learned the false story that their forbidden affairs at the country club were no longer secret and the same morning that Debbie and Melisa woke up naked on the floor of Aaron’s motel room a very somber and businesslike meeting was getting underway in Hutchinson, Kansas at the Kansas Cattlemen’s Trust Bank.

Arnold Grant sat scowling, red-faced with anger at the head of the table.  Flanking him at the table were his two best friends, Thomas Clarke and Ralph Stubbins.  All three men wore expensive suits and were distinguished looking men in their late fifties or early sixties. 

The casual clothing and confident demeanor of the other three people scattered about the table were in stark contrast to the stiff and unyielding body language of the three well-dressed businessmen. 

“I’m not sure I understand exactly what we can do to help you, Mr. Grant,” Nick Bolter drawled easily.

While all three businessmen still had their hair, they also all had streaks of gray from years of hard office work and stress.  Unfortunately, their plump bodies showed signs of neglect from conducting those years of work while in luxurious offices, paneled boardrooms, and fancy restaurants.  In stark contrast, Nick Bolter’s face showed the long-term effects of too much exposure to the sun and his lanky frame looked comfortable in the expensive cowboy boots, blue jeans, and cowboy shirt that he wore.  He exuded powerful confidence.

“We want justice,” Thomas Clarke hissed.

“A little revenge would be nice,” Arnold Grant added with heat.  “Those bitches set us up.”

“We need our money back as well,” Ralph Stubbins added softly.

Nick leaned forward, set his elbows on the gleaming mesquite table top, and steepled his hands.  “Gentlemen, don’t get me wrong, we proudly provide a completely legal service to society that happens to be fairly lucrative.  However, it sounds like you gentlemen might be better served by the police.  What specifically do you want our firm to accomplish?”

Ralph Stubbins, the eldest man present at sixty-three took a deep breath.  “Alright, I’ll lay it out in simple form.  Mr. Bolter, we want to hire your firm, Texas Bail Trackers and Recovery Agents to find our missing wives, the runaway Phi Beta Phi Sorority members, and the man that might have made all this possible, Mr. Aaron Fleming.” 

“Explain again the basis you have for the various Applications for Writs of Enslavement?”

“First, most of the Phi Beta Phi Sorority members took advantage of our bank’s subsidized student loan program set up because my wife is an avid alumnus.  Then, the local chapter of the Phi Beta Phi Sorority recently took out a large note, just shy of three-hundred-seventy-five-thousand dollars to make improvements on their facilities.  The loan application was signed by all the Phi Beta Phi principal elected officers and by the Alumni Advisors Group.  The names are all listed in the paperwork there in front of you.  Now we’ve filed a protest, but the Fire Chief has already determined that the cause of fire was arson.  Essentially, we’ve lost double the loan amount since the insurance company refuses to pay for replacing the Sorority House unless the arson case is solved.  Also, … we got the city to subsidize the loan with a guarantee by my bank that the historic building would be preserved in perpetuity.  The city is already demanding to know our rebuilding schedule of an exact reproduction.  Between the student loans and the note on the chapter house, we’ve easily lost over a million and a half dollars because of this fiasco.”

Nick grimaced as the extent of their loss settled in.  Then he slowly shuffled through the thick stack of papers.  “I see that you’ve listed five adult women, Cyndi Lynn the Phi Beta Phi Executive Board President, Sandy Clarke and Margeret Grant Chapter Advisors, Lacey Reed the Legal Advisor, and Summer Fox the House Mother.”

“That’s right,” Ralph Stubbins confirmed.

“Three of them are your wives or business associates?”

“Margeret Grant is my wife,” Arnold Grant admitted.  “She orchestrated the loan package I set up from Kansas Cattlemen’s Trust Bank to Phi Beta Phi and got me to set up all the sorority girls with savings and checking accounts.”

“Sandy Clarke is my wife and one of my real estate agents at Salt City Realty,” Thomas Clarke said.  “She managed to squirrel away all our operating accounts in some obscure off-shore banks.  If we can’t track down all our missing escrow funds, … well, we’ll have some serious explaining to do.”

“Lacey Reed is a full partner in my law firm, Kansas Cattlemen’s Legal Services,” Ralph Stubbins continued.  “She also doubled as our Comptroller so she and Sandy Clarke obviously worked together to hide all our operating funds as well as our investment portfolios including our corporate pension and personal investments.”

“Alright,” Nick added nodding.  “I can see there is a huge psychological demand to get these women back to publicly account for your losses.”

“Well, I see an obvious problem with Summer Fox,” the sole woman in the room interjected.

“I agree, Nicole,” Nick answered.  “Gentlemen, I think we’d prefer to have nothing to do with her apprehension.  Nicole’s legal thinking on this is that as House Mother, Summer Fox was strictly a hired agent with no connection to your loans or any other business dealings.”

“Fine,” Arnold Grant snapped.  “Just find the other four adult bitches.”

“So boss,” Nick’s third team member asked, “what about this man, Aaron Fleming?”

“Almost the same as Summer Fox,” Nick answered, “we can find his trail, hound him through any personal or business contacts, roll up the bitches, and return to Hutchinson.  We’ll leave him naked and bound for the police to find.”

“That’s hardly satisfactory,” Thomas Clarke sputtered.  “He’s probably the reason this whole thing got going.”

“Look,” Nick interjected tiredly, “we won’t kill him and we won’t kidnap him.  Otherwise, … well, lets just say we make no other guarantees as to his future health.”

“Gentlemen,” Ralph Stubbins purred, “that’s completely satisfactory as long as you understand our position on that bastard.  We agree to your limitations.  However, if he accidentally fell and broke a few bones we might be inclined to pay a bonus of say ten thousand dollars for photographic proof of carelessness on his part.”

Nick nodded.

“I’m sure he’s a clumsy fool,” Fred grinned.

“Please, gentlemen,” Nicole said, “let’s get back on track.  Even though you refer to over sixty women in the court paperwork, you only specifically list forty women and their possessions on the Writs of Enslavement.  What’s going on with that discrepancy?”

Ralph Stubbins suddenly looked uncomfortable.  His banker and real estate friends looked at him expectantly.  “Well, … you see, the neighbors indicated that a large gathering occurred the night of the fire.  The city police are investigating to determine if any other young women are missing that might have joined in on these criminal acts.  We feel certain that the court will agree to a linkage and add them to the Writs of Enslavement.”

“And the item in the news about a ‘terrorist’ connection to the Eastlake, Oklahoma attacks?” Nicole prompted.

Ralph looked even more uncomfortable.  “Miss, our position is that the occurrences here in Hutchinson are criminal misdeeds perpetrated against the bank, the real estate firm, and the law firm that we represent.  There is no terrorist nexus in Hutchinson, Kansas and we don't want anyone to make that connection.”

“In other words, you’re getting the local police to stall so you can profit by enslaving the culprits before the prosecutors get involved,” Ralph said with a grin.

“Wait a minute!” Nicole interjected.  “There are serious problems with apprehending any of the college women that don't have a loan debt with your bank.  You simply can't hire us to nab every young woman we find with this Aaron character.”

“Oh, crap!”  the bank president grumbled.   “Alright!  We'll get all that clarified and get the Writs of Enslavement properly updated.” 

Nick held his hand up to forestall an argument.  “I’m sure that there is also a political expediency in not linking this city to the lunatic fringe dabbling in the New Underground Railroad Movement.  However, I have to agree with you gentlemen that the less police involvement in this case the greater chance we can satisfy your needs.”  He clapped his hands, “Now, let’s talk money.”

Done with the legal wrangling, Ralph Stubbins nodded to his banker friend.

“Gentlemen, we propose to retain Texas Bail Trackers and Recovery Agents for a minimum of one month at one thousand dollars a day plus expenses.  As you indicated earlier, the three of you backed by your office investigators would be dedicated to this effort.”

Nick nodded.  “Go on, Mr. Grant.”

“Additionally, you are free to retain twenty percent of any cash amounts recovered during the operation.  As we discussed, we expect that the sixty or so college women absconded with well over one-hundred-and-fifty-thousand dollars in cash.  Further, as a finder’s fee resulting from your work, we agree to pay you ten percent of all funds recovered from continental and off-shore bank accounts that might have been hidden by our wives and ex-business associates.  Further, you are allowed first choice of ownership for one of every five women you legally apprehend.  Is that agreeable?”

Nick Bolter nodded.  “I agree.  We can begin immediately but need you to get us notarized copies of the Writs of Enslavement, a check for forty thousand dollars for one month’s fees and estimated expenses, and the intelligence you mentioned that had already been gathered by your people.”

Ralph Stubbins nodded and grinned.  “Gentlemen, here’s our files so far.  We will e-mail updates to your office and to your text message accounts.  Essentially, the police confirmed through cell phone records that sixty-seven suspect cell phones owned by Phi Beta Phi members and the other girls we submit were part of this scheme moved northeast from Hutchinson toward Topeka.  Then, the trail picks up in Denver, Colorado with dozens of ATM withdrawals.  Interestingly, funds were withdrawn from accounts belonging to all sixty-seven of our suspects.  That’s why we think the court will rule this morning in our favor on all the names on the Writ of Enslavement.”

“Despite your concerns about Summer Fox,” Thomas Clarke interjected, “we feel certain that the court will agree to enslave her as well.”

“So, you left the bank accounts active long enough to let more funds get withdrawn.  I see how that helps you convince the court to grant you ownership of all sixty-seven women and their assets,” Nick mused.  “I wonder how many are trust fund kids with assets that you can confiscate?”

The room fell silent at Nick’s questioning observation.  Ralph Stubbins got a look of speculation on his face and shared glances with his friends.  They all slowly grinned.  “Nice, … very nice, Nick,” Ralph whispered.

“Boss,” Nicole mused, “Sixty-seven women should leave a mile-wide trail.  Plus, five divided into sixty-seven means that we could be gaining thirteen top-notch slaves.”  Her pretty face scrunched up in a feral grin that was positively wicked.  “Hmmm,” she added softly, “very nice indeed.”

“As usual, Nicole, I agree wholeheartedly,” Nick Bolter said as he unfolded his lanky form.  During the movement, his left hand unerringly reached out to grab his black cowboy hat and settle it on his head while his eyes locked on the businessmen, and his hand extended for a final handshake to seal the agreement.

Nick Bolter and his Texas Bail Trackers & Recovery Agents were on the hunt for escaped pussy and cold hard cash, their two most favorite things in the world.

Chapter 31 - Final Survivor

At the very moment that Holly was fiercely pledging to ensure that the last member of the strike force was caught, Marcelle Fair was leaving her hotel room.  Fear had interrupted her uneasy alcohol-induced slumber and forced her to arise early.  She decided to get some fruit and coffee, along with a few aspirin to kill her pounding headache.  The lobby was brightly lit at the early dawn hour and Marcelle was looking forward to stretching her legs after a light repast in the small hotel cafe. 

She saw a small crowd clustered around some sort of exhibit and moved that direction to see what was causing the interest.  Upon approaching, she recognized that it was one of the new ‘display’ roasters.  She quickly appraised that the unit was just firing up because the women’s flesh was still blemish-free and remained the gorgeous alabaster of chilled blood-free girl meat.  She gasped when she realized that one of the four women, a big busty brunette was still alive.  Stinging tendrils of salty oil were making her eyes blink and occasionally small quivers shook the tightly trussed long pig.  Her plump breasts were already a dull blue from her constricting bondage.  

Each girl’s hair had been pulled back painfully tight in a ponytail, secured with a nylon tie, and then hacked off just below that point, leaving only a ragged inch-long ponytail.  The gutting process on three of the women helped emphasize their tiny waists and made their breasts and thighs seem larger.  

Marcelle gasped in sudden recognition of one of the three dead women.  She’d just recognized Mary Hess, the FREEDOM Cell Resistance Leader that controlled her BEACON Team.  “She’s spitted and roasting.  Oh, crap!  Mary Hess has already been caught and killed,” she told herself with horror.  “I never heard about this on the news.”

She stepped back and studied the scene again.  “Mary and the other one are young, probably college aged.  The other two are older, but with bigger frames and much larger breasts; although the dead one is blonde.”  Marcelle struggled to remember if she’d seen either of the other two dead women or the live brunette at some point in her past.  Eerily, the big-titted brunette seemed to wink furiously and even wiggle a bit each time she came around and faced Marcelle.  The resistance fighter was just deciding that freeing the brunette might be a required course of action when a woman beside her giggled.

“Look, Herald, … no matter where we stand, … the live one’s eyes seem to follow us.”

Another man interjected, “Yeah, it’s the same with me from where I’m standing.  Kinda weird, huh?  Almost like that Mona Lisa painting, … right?”

That reality check sobered Marcelle.  She shook herself with the certainty that it’d been her imagination that the doomed brunette was trying to contact her.  Marcelle said a final mental goodbye to Mary Hess, and left without a backward glance.  

Behind her in the display cooker, Sheila Mull groaned in realization that no miracle was going to save her.  She’d struggled with every bit of her strength to contact Marcelle Fair through the glass front of her enclosure.  Her presence at the window had seemed her salvation.  Any delicious thoughts of potential revenge against Holly for betraying her vanished along with the departing member of BEACON Team. 

Having lost her appetite, along with her pounding headache, Marcelle Fair then spent the morning shopping.  The depressing realization that overnight two highly-trained teams and a leadership cell were completely destroyed had been almost overwhelming.  The skewered form of Mary Hess, who she thought was a senior New Underground Railroad leader, had been the final straw.

Her first purchase of the day had been at an upscale leather goods store to replace her travel-worn school backpack.  Next, she replaced her college wardrobe with expensive business attire that matched the classy valise she’d purchased.  As she progressed from shop to shop, Marcelle slowly discarded anything that tied her to the disastrous Underground Railroad membership, to St. Julia College, in the city of Hutchinson Kansas, or even the appearance of being a coed.

The local and national news outlets were in full crisis mode; building up hysteria about other potential attacks by the New Underground Railroad.  Candace Walter’s head exploding in a spray of red gore was at the top of every news story.  Marcelle knew that she was in serious trouble and feared that news rumors of a well-placed anti-slavery mole in Eastlake may been the reason her organization had been so easily wiped out.  “A traitor,” she whispered cautiously.  “Could a traitor have exposed us?”  Marcelle decided it didn’t matter, her mission was now to survive.  “I’ve already done my bit against slavery,” she told herself.  “Now, I have to move on and try and make a new life.”

“An anonymous spokeswoman for the New Underground Railroad just released this statement,” Marcelle heard as she walked past an electronics outlet.  She paused to listen.  

The newswoman continued her story.  “The New Underground Railroad has distanced themselves from ‘the misguided act of violence that killed innocents and slaves in Eastlake, Ohlahoma.  'Our policy,' they said 'is to change laws and to free women enslaved in violation of moral codes founded upon our basic humanity.  We are not like the animals that enslave, murder, and eat our own.'”

Back outside Magnus Hotel, the shaken woman paused and considered her options before she went in to her room.  Marcelle now knew that she was the sole survivor of BEACON Team and there had been little information about the specific survivors of ANVIL Team other than she knew they were in the hands of the notorious slaver Mike West.  The FREEDOM Cell Leadership of the New Underground Railroad Movement had likely been quashed permanently.  Given the announced capture of Wendy Adler and Anne Kinison at the very truckstop they’d departed from the night before, the entire movement was being described as collapsed because it had been full of empty-headed young twits.  The news reports were gleefully playing up the story of how once the two truck drivers realized who they’d given rides to, they’d quietly taken the wrong interstate highway ramp and returned back toward Eastlake.  Wendy and Anne were described as brainless, self-deluded girls too stupid to remain free.  NMG was highlighting their capture as proof that the WSA 2000 laws were wise and protected the public from similar delusional idiots.  

Holly, NMG executives, SWAT teams, and literally hundreds of news cameras were on hand to capture the anticlimactic turn-over of the two stunned women.  Holly released a press release stating that NMG planned to request an uncontested right of purchase from Federal Prosecutors given they were the target of that group’s terrorist scheme.  They hoped to overrule the politically motivated ploy of the female State Prosecutor to interfere in the case.

During that morning, Marcelle disposed of all the identification she’d managed to find from her ill-fated team, even her own.  A surprise among the pile of documents had been the discovery of a false ID that Candace Walters had left in her purse.  Given their resemblance and age, Marcelle decided to assume the fictitious identity of Anna Young, a blonde girl her same age, height, and weight.  “Thankfully,” she mumbled, “I’ve never had my fingerprints taken so changing my identity should work if this false ID is any good.”

Her mind made up, Anna Young turned away from the hotel and hailed a taxi cab.  She told the cabbie to take her to the nearest salon.  “I’ve never been a blonde,” she told herself almost cheerfully given the traumatic events of the last hours.  “And, I’ve got enough cash to open a local bank account and get a fresh start at the university here in Eastlake.”  Anna also decided that like mice during the last ice age, “she’d be humble, quiet, and stay out of sight.”

Holly paced the floor of Marcelle’s empty hotel room.  Sheila’s computer files had easily given up the identity of the remaining team member.  Completely focused on her mission to capture the last remaining FREEDOM Cell member, Holly had reviewed the hotel security tapes from the night before.  She’d easily recognized the brunette checking in just moments after Gabrielle Crooks because of the photos in Sheila’s extensive computer files.  

Desperate to eradicate the last link to her hotel and the subsequent murders that Holly had done in order to protect herself, she’d charged upstairs to Marcelle’s room.  “Where the hell is she?” Holly muttered angrily.  Her police baton was put away down in her office, but a bulge in her pants pocket concealed the taser that Holly intended to use as soon as she spotted Marcelle Fair.

Hours later, she returned to her office and reviewed the computer-based security videos to remove any visual sign that tied her to the women or even that they’d been in the hotel at all.  Discovering that two of the rooms were taken with false identities and that Marcelle had used a dead teammate’s credit card only as identification before paying cash had been a huge relief.  “I don’t have to leave records that they even entered.  Ah, here’s the piece showing Marcelle Fair leaving this morning.”  Holly sighed and then deleted that entry as well.  

Inwardly, she prayed that nothing from the three rooms rented the night before would be linked back to the resistance movement.  “Sheila, your passion for security might save my ass.   You might have hidden my existence from your Benefactor.  Now, I have to get the vans taken care of.  Maybe there will be a good ending to this mess.   Maybe, … oh, merciful deities, I hope so.”

Chapter 32 - Aaron’s ‘Foolproof’ Plan

Aaron had almost driven all the way back to the site where the sorority girls were waiting.  His phone rang.

“Yo!  Bro!  It’s Hank.”

“How did the bus drop-off work?”

“Everything went without a hitch.  I left the bus at your place and am driving your car right now; didn’t see a single cop car or flashing light.  Hey, … the odd thing is that local radio stations didn’t mention anything beyond the mysterious fire and a bunch of disappeared college girls.  They haven’t said a thing about a New Underground Railroad Movement connection in Hutchinson or at St. Julia’s College.”

Aaron mulled over what his step-brother was reporting.  “That is odd,” he replied.  “Hey, Hank, have you heard from your brother yet?”

“Yes, I have,” Hank replied with evident satisfaction in his voice.  “Evidently, thanks to your devious mind and your observant little slut, we should be getting a delivery at the ranch from our old friend Pedro Gonzalez in a day or so.  Mrs. Buffy Bryant and Mrs. Flora Hatherly will soon have new names as our personal fuck toys.  Way to go bro.”

Aaron glanced around the car.  None of his passengers could hear his brother’s comments because he held the phone tightly against his ear.  “Your Mom sent a text message and said she’d already spoken with the family lawyers.  Arlene and Codi will soon be your younger sisters.  The family just got a bit larger.”

“Yeah, … thanks again Aaron.  Jonathon and I really appreciate getting those two hot-blooded MILF bitches.  Maybe we’ll have them outfitted in French Maid costumes that match the ones Mom has already prepared for your little Gigi.”

“Hey, Hank, gotta go,” Aaron interjected.  “We’re almost at our turnoff.  Maybe you can stop outside Tucson and help Jonathon.  He’s picking up another of Pedro’s trucks and then he needs to finish paying for the collar rental and a few more slaves to round out our load.”

“Mmaster,” Gigi whispered after Aaron folded his cell phone shut, “why do you need to buy slaves?”

“Well,” Aaron replied conversationally, “we need the slaves to help mask you girls in the delivery truck.  You see, Hank and Jonathon used to do summer work for a slave delivery service that covered all of southern Arizona.  Pedro, that’s the owner’s name started with just one small van.  His firm, Ganado de Desierto de Sonora or Sonoran Desert Livestock, specializes in pick up and deliveries of slaves.  He started by hanging out at auction sites and providing transport to the new owner’s homes, businesses, or even alternative meat processing plants.”

“Yuck!  Sending women away to be turned into meat is horrible!”

Aaron glanced over at Gigi.  “Not really,” he replied softly, “despite a general understanding to the contrary, not every slave is suitable for use as a sex slave, a skilled factory worker or office worker, a domestic, etc.  Plus, given the constant glut of newly enslaved females on the market, slaves have an artificially low value.  So, it’s also a huge misunderstanding for people to think that all alternative meat comes from prime live roasting stock.  In fact, Pedro does a volume business delivering from various court-sanctioned auction sites direct to processing plants.”

Gigi remained sullenly silent.

“Still think it’s inhumane, huh?” Aaron whispered.  “Well, think of it this way.  Because of Pedro’s business model, I have a sure-fire way to save your beautiful ass from torture and death.”

“How is that?” Gigi asked intrigued.

“Pedro was once hassled by the police for shoddy paperwork on one of the slaves that he was transporting.  It wasn’t his fault; the auction house didn’t follow through with making sure the husband’s original enslavement forms were properly filed with the Arizona State Slaver Commission.  He was initially arrested and charged with kidnapping.  The experience was pretty traumatic and he vowed to never be caught in that position.”

Aaron concentrated for a moment on a particularly bumpy section of the gravel road.  “Hank and Jonathon were both working for him at the time doing basic slave value assessments and making deliveries.  Pedro bought some of those supermarket barcode scanners and began to put barcodes on slave collars.  His idea was to associate data from the slave’s enslavement paperwork with that unique barcode.  It worked like a charm.  At inspection stops, he simply handed over one of his barcode scanners tied to his own onboard database and the inspectors instantly got the data they needed.  Course, they had to manually link back into Arizona’s archaic files if they wanted verification, but at least Pedro was legally covered at every stage of the slave shipping business.”

“Now, the really cool innovation came when, hmmm, well, I think it was Hank that found the newest generation multi-mode scanners online.  At an expensive forty-five hundred dollars apiece, the new scanners read all the standard barcodes, RFID inventory chips, have a wireless feature that ties back to a laptop or store server, and can take and display pictures.  Now, Pedro takes high quality pictures of all the official enslavement forms, the girls themselves, and ties it all to an internal database at his main office through a mobile laptop station mounted in each truck.  Of course, now it all links to the official Arizona Slave Database.”

“How does that help us?”

Aaron grinned.  “You remember that huge box of lightweight slave collars back at the truck?  Well, when Pedro first picks up a girl, he collars her and the collar has tags on it.  One is permanent; it is plastic and simply engraved with the name of his shipping company and contact information.  The other tag is only used once as it contains a unique code associated with each new slave he comes in contact with.  It contains a barcode and an RFID chip that ties back to the datafiles Pedro insists on creating.”

The hay storage shed and the tractor trailer, with Pedro Gonzalez’s firm ‘Ganado de Desierto de Sonora’ boldly emblazoned on the side along with his logo, a bull peering over a fence rail, came into sight.

Aaron sped up his explanation.  “Pedro assumes temporary ownership of every slave he moves and updates his files and the State Slave Database files of that fact.  Then, when his people make the delivery, his policy is to add an acceptance signature to the file and then he simultaneously updates both his files and the State Slave Database of the concluded transaction.”

“Aaron, that still doesn’t explain what you’re doing with his useless collars.  I read the sign on the truck.  Sure, you’re using Pedro Gonzalez’ truck, his slave collars, and his data files, but the problem is the State Slave Database will show he no longer has possession.  This is a stupid plan!”

Gigi’s owner gave her a cross look and he whispered harshly, “Later I’ll give you a little training session that will remind you to never associate that word with your master.”

The woman beside him paled but wisely kept silent.

“I’ll ignore that transgression for now since we have so much to do.  As to the collars, the catch to Pedro’s plan is that southern Arizona processing plants take well over half the slaves thrown out to auction.  The plant meat inspectors are in a hurry to receive and process loads of ten to forty girls at a time.  With that workload, they refuse to sign Pedro’s personal paperwork on the spot and instead, over the next few days, throw the collars of each woman into a box as they are processed.  The state doesn’t require the processing plants to keep automated files and once a quarter they mail in a huge stack of paperwork to the Arizona Department of Agriculture.  Those state bureaucrats are really slow about closing out the slave files in the State Slave Database.  In fact, there might be as much as a six month backlog in finalizing the data on alternate conversions of slaves.”

Gigi was very pale-faced as Aaron parked the car beside the slave transport truck.  “Yyou mmean that all the identities you purchased for us are those of dead slave girls that have become alternative meat products?”

Aaron grinned at the three stricken women in the car as he parked.  “Yeah, … isn’t it brilliant?”

“You bastard!” Debbie hissed from the backseat.

“Is that why we’re naked, so you can force us into slavery?” Melisa demanded.

“No, … no, not at all,” Aaron insisted.  “I promised to get you girls to safety and I mean it.  I swear that I have no intention of enslaving you ATHENA girls.”

“What about the other girls,” Gigi asked softly.

“They will have the option of declining to accept the new identities.”

“So, they’re completely at your mercy?” Melisa demanded.

“Look!” Aaron insisted, “If they’d stayed behind in Hutchinson, they’d be enslaved, tortured, probably publicly, and most likely killed.  This way, they get to safety and my family will see to it that they are humanely treated on our farm.  I promise that as long as they behave, they won’t be punished, and we’ll never, ever kill them or allow them to be processed into meat.”

“Holy merciful Athena,” you’ve just gotten yourself fifty-seven slaves,” Gigi whispered.

“No,” Aaron said with a grin, “when I add Gigi and the two MILF mothers to the list, it makes an even sixty.  Plus, there’s Jennifer Stanistow who might not adapt to being a free woman.”

“You enslaved Mrs. Bryant and Mrs. Hatherly?  What about their daughters?” Debbie demanded.

“Oh, crap!” Melisa moaned.

Aaron grinned over at Gigi.  “No, it isn’t that way at all,” he insisted.  “Their husbands found out they were whoring around on them,” he lied.  “My stepmom promised to legally adopt the two daughters even though they’re technically adults.  As to the cheating moms, knowing their daughters were safe, and knowing that their husbands were going to slaughter them at some sort of country club function, they volunteered to become my stepbrothers’ personal house whores.  Mom is already getting them French Maid costumes to match Gigi’s here.”

“Oh, crap!” Gigi moaned in humiliation.

“You bastard!” both girls whispered in unison from the back seat.

Chapter 33 - New Identities

Before beginning to process the college girls onto the truck, Aaron first assembled his small group of female friends.  Of the ten young women that had been members of the ill-fated ATHENA Cell, four were fully naked save for the flip flops, sandals, or tennis shoes they had worn the night of the sorority house burning in Hutchinson, Kansas.  Busty Debbie Charnauf, well-endowed Melisa Robeson, slim Janella Lucatero (Gigi), and the formerly vivacious Jennifer Stanistow were the naked women.  It was an awkward moment as the six dressed women uneasily eyed the four naked members of their cell.

“We’re going to get started in just a few minutes,” Aaron started.  “But before we do that, I want to make a couple of reassurances to you.  Only a few of you know all the details about the identities that my step-brothers purchased using some of the ‘war chest’ funds that the girls brought to the emergency session called by your leadership.”

Aaron took a deep breath and added, “My intent is for eight of you to temporarily pretend to be women that were previously enslaved and transported by the firm whose name adorns the truck behind you.”  

Most of the ten girls looked at the sign prominently displayed on the trailer.  Gigi, Debbie, and Melisa instead stared intently at Aaron.

“Janella, or Gigi as I renamed her, has permanently traded her freedom to escape Hutchinson and Jennifer needs to see a doctor who can determine the chances of her assuming life as a free woman.  That leaves eight of you that when we get to my family ranch, you can drop the pretense and use your old identities until we arrange something better.  Or, … you can have jobs on the ranch, … your choice.”

“Now, I won’t bandy words with you, the remainder of your comrades in terrorism will have little choice but to accept my offer to masquerade permanently as these previously enslaved women.”

Six of the girls gasped at Aaron’s comment.  Given Jennifer Stanistow’s nearly unresponsive state since being rescued, it was not odd that she likely didn’t understand the impact of Aaron’s words.  But, Gigi, Debbie, and Melisa already knew the details of Aaron’s plan and they didn’t look happy about it at all.

“Any of them that object, … or for that matter if you object, then alternatively I will offer them a wad of cash, seven-hundred and fifty dollars, and a car ride out of here.  Of course, they will be naked when they are dropped off at their destination with no possessions save the cash.  There is no reason for me to make it easy for them to try their own escape planning given that they’ll likely be arrested and then divulge details of your escape.”

“This really sucks,” Margaux whispered.

“Some things just won’t go away easily,” Aaron responded.  “You put yourselves in a bad situation and this is the best deal that I can figure out.  If any of you have a better idea, now is the time to get creative.”

Aaron stared back and forth from woman to woman.  “Well?” he demanded after nobody introduced any ideas.  “Alright, then,” he continued, “I want this next bit to go smoothly with as little confusion as possible.  Since that’s the case, I want you each to strip down naked to your shoes and then to grab one of the slave collars to put on.  If everyone else sees you’re already prepared for the trip, … well, that will help them to choose the best route.”

“Things do look as though they are going to go smoothly,” Aaron told himself with satisfaction.

“It will keep everyone much calmer if you’re all naked,” he had explained to the bug-eyed women that were aghast after being told to strip.  Somehow, they all meekly shed their clothes except for Margaux who Aaron simply threatened with a warning that she would be punished by his slave Gigi in front of everyone if she didn’t comply.  “I don’t have time to deal with babies,” had been his final comment.

Steaming mad, Margaux had finally given in to his command and she jerked off all her clothing save for her tennis shoes.

Aaron had given each girl specific assignments and he now stood inside the livestock transport trailer examining the triple-high row of cages on either side of the center walk-through.  At forty-feet-long, the trailer held ten cages per row that were three feet deep, four feet wide, and three feet high.  The upper tiers of cages were reached by a clever mechanism that raised the center runway.  All together, the trailer held sixty cages in six rows of ten.

On the ground behind the trailer, outside the twin doors that had been flung wide open and anchored back against the side of the trailer, was a small folding table with a laptop computer and a multi-function barcode scanner.  Now every single woman in the vicinity of the hay shed was fully naked and blonde Debbie Charnauf only stood out from the others because of her oversize soft breasts.  She sat with her fingers poised over the laptop keyboard and she stared expectantly at the first Phi Beta Phi Sorority Sister to be processed.

Melisa Robeson, also blonde and just as naked as Debbie, held tightly onto Jamie Roland’s elbow in front of the table.  Jamie was a popular member of the sorority that had been the Scholarship Chairperson.  She wore only her glasses.

Confirming from her pubic hair that Jamie was a brunette, Debbie reached down into the box that held sorted stacks of collars from slave girls previously transported by Pedro Gonzalez and selected one that had once belonged to a brunette.  She plunked the collar down on the table and Gigi scanned the RFID chip in the tag attached to the collar.  A data screen popped up on Debbie’s laptop.

“Jamie,” she recited using a note card as guidance, “we remind you that having been linked to a terrorist organization, your capture and death was imminent.  However, as promised back in Hutchinson, our friend Aaron Fleming has purchased an identity that he hopes you will accept in order to escape this death sentence.”  She glanced at the data on the screen and continued, “You are hereby offered the chance to masquerade as Maybelle Larson.  This identity is a woman with your basic age and hair color.  If you accept our offer of protection from U.S. authorities, please affirm yes and place the collar around your throat.”

Jamie looked hard and long at her friend Debbie.  “I think I get it, … do we really have a choice?”

Debbie looked her friend straight in the eye and stated solemnly, “Yes, you can decline the offer of identity in which case Aaron has arranged alternative transportation for you without a false identification.  In that case, he will provide you seven-hundred and fifty dollars cash and a ride out of here.  However, if you accept Maybelle Larson’s identity, he has promised that you will be treated humanely and will not be maimed or killed.”

Jamie nodded calmly, “Yes, I accept.”  She reached down to the table, picked up the collar, and clicked it locked around her throat without hesitation.  “Let’s get this going,” she added with a quiver in her voice.

Melisa gently nudged Jamie, now Maybelle Larson, so that she backed up to a pale blue photographic backdrop.  Gigi, aimed the scanner at Jamie and began taking high-quality digital pictures.  As the laptop received each image wirelessly, Debbie cropped each shot to the proper size and dragged the images into the data file for Maybelle Larson.  Within moments, the laptop contained crisp and clear images of Jamie overlaid into Maybelle Larson’s detailed slave file.

Black-haired Sofia Wickline was next in line holding onto Fawn Baker’s arm.  Fawn had watched the entire transaction with Jamie with her eyes bugged out in near hysteria.

As Sofia and Fawn stepped forward to the table, Melisa snapped a steel lead chain onto Jamie’s collar and tossed the free end up to Aaron in the truck.  As Melisa headed back to the hay shed to gather up another woman, Aaron gently tugged Jamie forward and she climbed the ramp into the trailer.  She balked at the sight of the steel mesh fronts of the sixty cages but had no choice but the follow Aaron all the way to the forward section of the trailer.  He opened a kennel cage and silently motioned for her to enter.  Just as her luscious rump was about to pass the cage door, Aaron smoothly swept a pneumatic inoculating gun down at her butt.  With a hiss, a cocktail of drugs flew through her soft flesh and buried themselves deep in her ass.

Within moments, Jamie Roland who was once Scholarship Chairperson at a prestigious sorority would plunge into a deep sleep to awaken much later as slave girl Maybelle Larson.

Back at the table, Debbie was carefully intoning, “Fawn, we remind you that having been linked to a terrorist organization, your capture and death is imminent.  However, as promised back in Hutchinson, our friend Aaron Fleming has purchased an identity that he hopes you will accept in order to escape this death sentence.”  She glanced at the data on the screen and continued, “You are hereby offered a chance to masquerade as Reena Rathenberger.  This identity is a woman with your basic age and hair color.  If you accept our offer of protection from the U.S. authorities, please affirm yes and place the collar around your throat.”

Fawn, unlike Jamie, simply responded, “Yes,” and collared herself.  She followed Aaron completely docilely into the trailer and didn’t resist once during the long walk forward to the cage next to Jamie.  She flinched when the drugs hissed into her ass and looked back at Aaron with accusing eyes.  “Remember that you promised to take care of me,” she whispered.

Next in line was Randi Handyside with a tense Carmella Henriksen and Hillary Brunn each very tightly holding her elbows.

Debbie swallowed nervously.  “Randi,” she said beginning her recitation, “we remind you that having been linked to a terrorist organization, your capture and death is imminent.  However, as promised back in Hutchinson, our friend Aaron Fleming has purchased an identity that he hopes you will accept in order to escape this death sentence.”  She glanced at the data on the screen and continued, “You are hereby offered a chance to masquerade as Janell Prescott.  This identity is a woman with your basic age and hair color.  If you accept our offer of protection from the U.S. authorities, please affirm yes and place the collar around your throat.”

Randi didn’t hesitate a moment.  “Fuck you,” she spit, “I will not become involved in your schemes.”

Debbie had been prepped in what to do in case the identity was rejected.  “Fine,” she said evenly, “in that case Carmella and Hillary will temporarily chain you on the other side of the trailer.  Later we will give you directions on your alternate escape method.”  She ignored Randi’s look of defiance as she was dragged away.  “Next,” she called.

This time, it was chubby brunette Tania guiding an equally chubby brunette, Penelope Straw, to Debbie’s position at the desk.  The Sorority Treasurer possessed an absolutely astounding set of breasts that put Tania, and almost all of the other sorority sisters, to shame.

Penelope Straw quickly accepted the identity of Janell Prescott and meekly stood by as her photograph was taken in a number of poses.  She did experience a moment of deep terror as the cage door clanged shut behind her.  Beside her, Fawn was settling down in her cage and Jamie, the first to be loaded, was already deeply asleep.  Penelope sobbed before she too began to drift off to sleep.  She curled into a fetal position and began to softly snore.

By the time the primary processing had been completed, only four women had refused Aaron’s offer of a new identity.  The fully naked presence of the ATHENA Cell members had reassured the remainder of the college girls that acquiescing to Aaron’s offer was the best choice given their dire situation.  Annabelle Palazzolo the frigid Sorority House President, Randi Handyside the beefy Sergeant-at-Arms, Coralee Scott the prickly pre-law PR Officer, and Summer Fox the graduate student House Mother were the four hold-outs.  They were left chained on the far side of the tractor trailer miserable in the full heat of the day.

Toward the end of processing the main group, Margaux had led Jennifer Stanistow to the table.  In her near comatose state, her opinion did not need to be solicited.  She was collared, photographed, caged, and sedated without a word being spoken.  Now, only two groups of women remained to be processed; the adult advisors and the ATHENA Cell members themselves.

“Gigi and Debbie stay here at the trailer and make sure the girls are alright.  Melisa and Sofia, I want you to watch our four holdouts Annabelle, Coralee, Randi, and Summer.  Everyone else, follow me.”

Chapter 34 - The Sorority Advisors Get an Alternate Offer

Aaron led his five friends to the hay shed where the adult former leaders of the Phi Beta Phi Sorority were waiting to be processed.  Cyndi Lynn, Sandy Clarke, Margeret Grant, and Lacey Reed all sat defiantly on hay bales waiting for their turn.

“This is a pretty stupid idea, girls,” the forceful Cyndi Lynn began with impatience as she saw the ex-sorority sisters arrive along with Aaron.  “It will go better for all of you if you let us go this instant.”

“Yes,” Lacey Reed added with conviction, “let us go and we’ll ignore the way you’ve kidnapped us.  We’ll forgive you and won’t mention you burned down the house.”

“Ohhh, shut up!” Aaron responded tightly.  “You embezzling bitches are in no position to complain about your present situation.”  Aaron continued to glare at the women until they settled back in shocked silence.

“Embezzling,” Cyndi Lynn whispered.  “What on earth are you talking about?”  The high school teacher and Phi Beta Phi Executive Board President had quickly recovered from the revelation that Aaron possibly knew something about their scheme to defraud the Kansas Cattlemen’s Trust Bank, Salt City Realty, and the Kansas Cattlemen’s Legal Services.  She was certain that Aaron was only guessing.

“Oh, shit!” the banker’s chubby wife moaned.  Margeret lost any semblance of defiance and sagged down in naked defeat with absolutely no tools to fight for her survival.

The tall black-haired lawyer took a deep breath and hissed at Margeret, “You gutless cow!”  She turned toward Aaron and added, “You’re full of it, you don’t have the slightest idea what you’re talking about!”

Aaron Fleming smirked at the women and remained silent for long seconds.  “That might have been true until I received three rather pointed cell phone messages.  The first was an irate phone call from somebody named Ralph Stubbins.  Lacey, he certainly knows who you are and he seems intent upon inflicting a lot of pain on your body.”

Lacey Reed paled in terror.  Her mouth opened and closed several times without uttering a word.

Aaron turned to the other women and softly added more lies, “Sandy and Margeret, your husbands also told me you’ve also been very bad.  They’ve already filed judicial writs for your enslavement and are willing to pay exorbitant rewards for your return.”

The two wives slumped down and they began to softly sob.

“By the way,” Aaron added, “Ralph Stubbins also told me about the substantial reward for the return of Cyndi and Lacey.  Lacey, he is royally pissed at you for violating his trust and embezzling his money; he’s filed a Writ of Enslavement against you.  Of the four of you thieving bitches, Cyndi is the only one whose status is somewhat nebulous as she isn’t linked to a husband or business with a grievance against her.  However, Ralph Stubbins assured me in that message that all it will take is for one of your co-conspirators to rat you out before they own you as well.  He’s pretty certain that Margeret will cave in with hardly any torture.”

Margeret Grant moaned piteously at the mention of being tortured.

“You bastard!” Lacey whispered.  “What do you want?”

Aaron nodded and let a slight grin of satisfaction flicker across his face as his lies seemed to be accepted by the women.  “Good,” he said, “That’s a much better attitude.  I’m willing to negotiate so we all win in this deal.  Just keep in mind that it has to be worth my while for me to go against four powerful businessmen.  Thankfully, they don’t have absolute proof that I’ve helped you.”

“How much of a reward are they willing to pay for our return?” Sandy Clarke asked softly.

Aaron shook his head, and answered, “No girls, that’s not how it works.  Right now I have your naked bodies chained here fully under my power.   You’re lucky I’m even willing to entertain your offers.  After all, I could just torture the information from you, steal all your money, and then dump your bodies.”

Slim brunette Cyndi Lynn sat upright and pointed her perky breasts toward Aaron.  “Turn us loose and we’ll give you five thousand dollars each for our release.”

Aaron couldn’t help but notice the stiff nipples that topped the high school teacher’s firm breasts.  “The reward is quite a bit more than that,” Aaron responded softly as he fought to ignore the temptations that surrounded him.   He was very sure that treacherous Cyndi had just offered herself to him if it would save her ass.  “Besides Cyndi, I’m not sure you even have access to the money.”

“You’re right there,” Lacey Reed interjected nastily.  “Cyndi might have come up with the original idea, but I’m the one that set up the accounts and managed the logistics of hiding the money.  You can have ten thousand each for releasing Sandy, Margeret, and I; Cyndi is only worth five thousand since she hardly put any cash into our account.”

“No, … that’s tempting but still well below the incentives Ralph offered.  Plus, the bank has demanded some of the sorority girls to demonstrate to the town that he hasn’t lost control of his bank loans.”

“No!” Margaux whispered.  “Aaron, you can’t let them have any of the girls.  All four of them are sadistic bastards.  I’ve heard enough rumors to know not to cross them.”

Aaron nodded in agreement at his girlfriend’s words.  “Yeah, Ralph mentioned something about his country club.”

Lacey Reed, formerly an assertive and combative partner in Ralph Stubbins’ law firm slumped down; she’d fainted dead away at the mention of Ralph’s country club.

“Guess the rumors about evil happenings at his country club are true,” Aaron observed dryly at the sight of Lacey’s comatose form.

“We’ve heard more than one story about strange things happening at country clubs in Kansas, Oklahoma, Arizona, and New Mexico,” Carmella whispered.  “The New Underground Railroad Movement has a task force investigating a number of country clubs.  They’ve infiltrated many by either approaching certain sympathetic wives of members or by inserting employees as staff members.  It’s all very hush, hush.”

Distracted by Carmella’s comment, Aaron silently wondered why such a low-level member of the New Underground Railroad Movement even knew about something that was supposedly a secret operation.  “Yet another example of how clueless this Underground Railroad Movement is,” he thought.

“So, what’s your next better offer?” Margaux fired back getting excited about taking advantage of the overbearing women who’d so easily decided to sacrifice her and her friends back in Hutchinson.

“You lousy bitches!” Carmella whispered in anger.  “I can’t believe you were going to let us die while you escaped with millions of stolen dollars.”

“You idiots were too naïve and stupid to remain free,” Cyndi Lynn snapped back.  “At least the four of us knew our time was running out in Hutchinson.  That’s why we started squirreling away any money we could get access to.”

“Who’s too stupid to remain free?” Margaux asked cattily.  “You’re the ones sitting naked and chained under a hay shed trying to buy their way back into freedom.”

“Cunt!” Cyndi hissed.

“Thieving whore!” Margaux hissed back just as vehemently.

Aaron let the argument wind down by itself; he was enjoying the angry interplay between the two groups of women and he wanted Cyndi and her friends as off balance as possible.  Gesticulating to make their points as they argued, all the girls launched jiggling bits of intimate womanhood about in ways that Aaron’s fired up libido fully appreciated.

“I want sixty percent of everything you’ve stolen,” he finally announced.

“No way!” Margeret Grant howled.  “That’s our escape money!”

“Shut up you brainless cow!” Lacey snapped, now once again back in the fight after realizing she still had a chance to keep from being converted by her law firm partner and facing a horrific end at the country club.  “I want to hear his offer.”

“Once we’re safely past our next two inspection stations, we’ll find an internet café where I’ll create an account.  Then, you move sixty percent of the funds plus thirty thousand dollars into that account.  After that, I’ll let all four of you free with five thousand dollars cash apiece.  That should last you until you can get to a final destination and begin to settle down.”


“You don’t get to see our account number or the password!” Lacey fired back.

“No problem,” Aaron said, “as long as you’re honest with my share.  Fuck with me and I’ll start roasting your prettiest bits over a charcoal fire.”

“Deal!” Lacey said with satisfaction.  “Let us go free and you’re welcome to sixty percent of the take.”

“Now, if you’ll give us some clothes, we can get this show on the road,” Sandy Clarke stated emphatically.

Everyone looked at the thirty-year-old blonde as if she had six eyes.

“I don’t think you get clothes until Aaron’s ready to take Lacey to the internet café,” Margaux said smugly.  “Who has the scanner?  It’s time to cage these bitches!”

Within just a few minutes, Cyndi, Sandy, Lacey, and Margeret were collared, photographed, caged, and sedated.  With everyone except the ATHENA crew settled in cages, Aaron handed out the remaining collars which the girls took with expressions of distaste.  Nonetheless, they collared themselves and then looked at Aaron expectantly.

“Scan your collars and then make sure you image yourselves just as you did the others,” he commanded.  “The database has to be perfect to successfully pass the two upcoming inspection stations we’ll be passing.”

Fully prepped with her statistics and images in the truck’s database, Margaux exploded in anger when she heard Aaron’s final directions.

“Why the hell can’t I ride up front with you!” she demanded in a shrill tone.  Her breasts quivered as she angrily confronted her boyfriend.

“I agree,” Tania interjected, “why do I have to go in a cage like the rest of the girls?”

“Girls, … girls,” Aaron tried unsuccessfully to calm the women.  “What you need to understand is that you’ll be split between two slave delivery trucks.  We’ll meet my brothers in Tucson and even out the loads.  Going through inspection stations, we can have only two female slaves helping with each load.  Any more and it’ll look suspicious.”

“Well, I certainly expect to be riding up front with you,” Margaux responded.  “Maybe you should lock your personal slut up in a cage instead.”

Aaron paused and hesitated before continuing, “The main reason I’ve picked Gigi and Sofia to be assistants to the drivers is that I know they’re willing to give blow jobs and maybe fuck the inspectors when it’s necessary.  It’s traditional that if the workers get too horny from manhandling the merchandise and checking the slave data files, … well, they usually want to fuck around a little before the cargo pulls out.”

Both Gigi and Sofia glared at Aaron, angry at essentially being identified as sluts in front of their friends.

“What about us?” Debbie and Melisa demanded in unison.

“Well, you’re both blonde and big breasted,” Aaron admitted.  “Your obvious assets will do a lot to keep them distracted and I’m sure you’re willing to give a few blowjobs to protect your friends.  Gigi and Sofia can be the ones offering other services.”

“I’ll want to talk with you later,” Sofia said with venom.

Gigi wisely kept quiet.  While she was fuming with anger, she knew that of all the women, she had absolutely no choice in what Aaron decided she was to do.

“I think we need to have a long talk,” Margaux said with unquenched heat.  “What makes you think Sofia is some sort of slut that you can just order to whore herself out?”

Aaron shrugged and pleaded, “Look, we can talk later all you want but we really need to get going.  You have to trust my judgment in this.  Margaux, I don’t think you’re ready to give yourself willingly to what would likely be a gangbang at the hands of horny livestock inspectors.  Our load will total over a hundred scrumptious slave girls and they’ll need every inspector on shift to handle our paperwork.  That’s a lot of horny men.”

Margaux practically snarled as Aaron triggered the pneumatic inoculating gun at her ass.  She rubbed her butt at the injection site and whispered, “We really have to talk.”  Finished talking with her boyfriend, she pointedly turned away and curled up in the tiny cage.  “Bastard,” she whispered.

Aaron walked back to Gigi, Debbie, Melisa, and Sofia.  “I know you’re pissed off at me, but this is the best plan that I could come up with.  Debbie, Melisa, and Sofia you have to stay back here in the trailer watching the cages.  We should meet my brothers in a few hours.  I want a blonde with Sofia and a blonde with Gigi; you girls figure it out while we’re driving to Tucson.  Gigi, come up to the cab with me and I’ll show you how to print off a manifest for our cargo.”

Almost as an afterthought, he went over to the box that still held a number of unclaimed slave transport collars.  He threw four shortened white ‘T’ shirts and four tiny pairs of bright red shorts at the girls.  “Get dressed in these.  This is the uniform that all the girls in Pedro’s crews wear.”

Gigi eagerly slipped on the clothing.  She was happy to get anything to cover her nakedness.

Debbie, Melisa, and Sofia were less thrilled as they slipped the filmy white tops over their heads and then wriggled about trying to get the ultra-tight pants up over their butts.  Dismayed, they examined each other and hoped that their own breasts, butt cracks, and pussy camel toes weren’t as exposed as what they saw on their friends.  A large stylized bull’s head adorned the chest area of each shirt.  Equipped with much larger breasts by mother nature, Debbie and Melisa had to move gingerly about or most of the bottom slopes of their boobs would peek out from under the short tops.

Aaron slipped a sturdy padlock over the latch holding the trailer’s doors shut, wrapped his arm around Gigi, and headed toward the cab of the big rig.

“How in the world did those men back in Hutchinson find you and your cell phone number, Sir,” she whispered.

Aaron slipped a hand down to possessively caress her tightly covered ass and he whispered back, “What makes you think that anyone contacted me about those thieving whores?”

Gigi abruptly stopped walking.  “You’re serious?” she whispered incredulously.  “You bluffed them into given you at least a million bucks?”

“Yep,” Aaron responded gleefully, “and, it wouldn’t have been possible except that you overheard them plotting back at the hay shed.”

“Holy Athena!” Gigi breathed in reverence.  “You really fooled all of us.  I think everyone fell for it.  Wow.”

“Once again,” Aaron said gratefully, “thanks for your help.  The money from those bitches will come in handy at our ranch.  Also, both Hank and Jonathon owe you big time.  Because you discovered that the MILFs had been whoring around at their country club, well, … it was easy to fool them into enslaving themselves.  They were absolutely terrified about being enslaved by their husbands.  Jonathon mentioned something about a plot at the country club and that sure scared the hell out of them.”

“Yeah,” Gigi mused, “I wonder what the deal is with country clubs.  Is it because they’re filled with rich deviant men or what?”

Chapter 35 - Fate Comes Knocking at Their Door

Buffy tightened her grip on the thin hotel blanket she had wrapped around herself.  “What’s going to happen to us?” she whined to her friend Flora.

Flora shrugged.  “I think that will soon be entirely up to Jonathon and Hank.”  She turned to her friend and added sadly, “It’s hard to imagine that our greedy pussies brought us to this; we’re going to be owned by two boys barely older than our daughters.”

“I don’t wanna be a slave,” Buffy moaned peevishly and hunched down into the blanket.  

“Just a few minutes ago, getting ridden hard by Jonathon’s cock was the only thing on your mind,” Flora reminded Buffy.

“That’s different,” Buffy sniffled.  “We’re the ones who’re supposed to decide when we want to get laid.  Besides, he’s a great stud.”

“Wonder how much you’re going to like it when he decides to take you up the ass with his big cock?  I know how much you dislike anal.”

Buffy cringed.  “Maybe you can distract him like you always do with the pros at the country club.”  She looked pitiful as she begged, “Please, … you don’t mind it so bad that way.”

Flora sniffed disdainfully, “You’re thinking too much like a well-to-do suburban housewife who’s in charge of her life.  If he’s a normal Master, he’ll probably strap you silly for trying to divert his attention from your ass.  Buffy, … face it, … we’re really going to be slaves.  This isn’t some sort of sex game like we’ve played before.  This is real.”

Four loud knocks at the door interrupted the two best friends in their misery.

“Guess this is it,” Flora whispered.

When Flora opened the door, she was faced by a slim black-haired woman standing on the door stoop with a large leather satchel and a four-foot roll of cloth.

“You Flora or Buffy,” the young woman asked without preamble.

“I’m Flora,” she answered while taking in the woman’s heavy black slave collar and the well-used looking riding crop slipped under the belt of her shorts.  Flora blinked at the brilliant red hue of the skin-tight hot pants.   “Is that her twat?” she wondered at the deep crease between two puffy mounds at the ‘V’ of her legs.

“Where’s the other one?” the woman demanded.

“Hhhere,” Buffy answered hesitatingly from her position on the bed.

“I’m Clara,” the woman said, “Even though I’m Pedro’s slave, you’ll faithfully follow all my directions, … got it!”

“Yes, Ma’am,” the two older women answered in a chorus.

“First, lose the robes and go get me pee samples,” she ordered.  “Oh, and leave the bathroom door open.”

While the women were squatting red-faced over the toilet straining to pee a sample, Clara pulled a folded rubber sheet from her satchel and flipped it over the room’s single king-sized bed.  She threw a couple of pillows atop the waterproof cover and turned to the roll of cloth which she hung behind the motel room door as a photographic backdrop.  Finally, from her satchel she extracted two slim manila folders.  Methodically, she arranged two nearly identical lines of typed forms on the tiny table in the squalid motel room.

Even before the two housewives were finished with their pee samples, Clara had let another woman into the room after she quietly knocked.  Carmine Gonzalez, the wife of Pedro Gonzalez ignored Clara and carefully examined the forms that had been laid on the table.  A slight nod was the only sign that everything was correct.

Flora and Buffy hesitatingly returned to the tiny room, embarrassed to be naked in front of yet another fully dressed woman and openly carrying their still warm pee samples.

Wordlessly, Clara took the plastic cups and after sitting at the table, carefully tested each.  “Mistress, everything is in order,” she whispered.  “Neither is pregnant or under the influence of alcohol or drugs.”

For the first time since entering the room, Carmine grinned.  Neither housewife was reassured by the woman’s sign of happiness.  Their first look at the stocky woman had told them that the Hispanic woman held a lot of repressed rage inside her heavy form.

“Your wish is to be enslaved and owned by the two boys Jonathon and Hank?” she asked in slow but perfect English syntax overlaid with a heavy accent.

Flora and Buffy simply nodded, they were too ashamed to put the thought into words.

“You have the money?”

Again the women nodded.

“I’ll need every single penny you have.  Your owners will receive everything not used in your conversion, taxes, transportation, and other fees.”

Having already searched their nearly empty purses, Buffy obediently handed over the two rubber-band-bound rolls of bills.  “That’s every cent, Ma’am,” she whispered.

Carmine didn’t even examine the wads of cash; instead, she peeled off a few bills to toss on the table by Clara and then simply threw the remainder into her purse.  Without another word to the women, she brought out a stamp pad and a Public Notary Stamp.  

“When do we become slaves?” Buffy asked timidly.

“As soon as you sign,” Carmine replied gruffly.  “Do it here, … here, … and here.” 

As Buffy signed the forms, Clara took a series of digital photographs to record the signature session.  In just a few seconds, the paperwork on Buffy’s slave conversion was completed.  Flora stepped up and also signed away her freedom.  Clara’s camera clicked as she continued to record the second transaction.  Next, she made sure to have several face and full frontal nude shots of the women standing in front of the backdrop hanging from the room’s door.

Carmine reached into Carla’s satchel and extracted two heavy electronic slave collars visually identical to what Carla wore.  “The sensor units in these are keyed to Carla’s collar,” she said in her characteristically hoarse voice as she slipped the first collar around Buffy’s neck.  “Leave her side by more than fifty feet and you get increasingly painful shocks until finally, your heads are blown off.  Give her problems and she will shock you.  You see, … easy.”

The second collar clicked loudly as it locked around Flora’s neck.

“Any questions?  No, … then kneel.”

With a tear in her eye, Buffy bowed her head and knelt beside her friend.

“Knee-walk up to the bed!”

Carla positioned a pillow at the edge of the bed by Buffy, grabbed her collar, and drew her body down over the pillow such that her naked breasts and face landed on the clammy rubber.

Carmine did the same to Flora.  Each ex-housewife had their fannies aimed upward by the pillows under their bellies.

“Arms forward!” Carmine commanded.  “Legs straight and feet apart!”

Flora watched helplessly as Carla looped a cord around her wrists and tossed the free end under the bed toward her feet.  Carmine fumbled around her ankles and something soft clicked around her ankles.  “A spreader bar?” she thought as Carmine latched her ankle cuffs to the bar.  A strong tug on her arms told her that Carmine had found the free end of the rope under the bed and tightened it around the bar between her feet.

After trying in vain to move her feet or loosen the tight bonds, she looked to her friend lying beside her on the bed.  Other than being able to watch Buffy’s wrists being skillfully bound by Carla, she couldn’t see what Carmine had done behind them to bind their feet.

Something hard patted once against her butt.   A moment later, horrific pain exploded across her rump.  “Eiiiiii!” she shrieked in shocked pain.  Belatedly, she heard the swish that heralded a second blow.  “Nooo!  Eiiiii!”

Tears flowed and snot gushed from her nose as Flora screamed again and again into the slick rubber covering on the bed.  It was long after Buffy had also received her own equally severe paddling before Flora slowly began to become fully aware of her surroundings.

“Wwwhat was that for, Ma’am?” Flora whimpered.

“Mistress is gone, … but I’ll explain,” Carla answered matter of factly as she finished organizing the physical and digital files documenting the women’s enslavement.  “There were two reasons for your punishment.  First, Mistress Gonzalez wanted to remind each of you that much worse punishment than twenty strokes of a wooden paddle awaits disobedient slave girls.”

Buffy softly moaned in anguish beside Flora.  She looked to her friend and gasped as she hardly recognized the red puffy face covered in snot and tears topped with wet stringy wads of blonde hair.  “I must look the same,” she thought in horror.  “I bet our butts are bloody from the bitch’s paddling.”

Flora glanced back at Carla just as she spoke again.  “Second, … Mistress wanted you to understand that you were paddled, … because, … she, … felt, … like, … it.  You’re lucky Mistress is distracted because she and Master have a huge load of new slaves to babysit through Mexican customs.  Otherwise, she’d have stayed longer to make sure you never forgot your first lesson as a slave.”

Buffy whimpered at the thought of additional punishment meted out by the fearfully strong woman.  Flora was certain she didn’t want more pain.

“Are you girls going to give me cause for further punishments?”

“No, Ma’am,” rang out a jagged chorus of affirmation.  Each buxom blonde silently vowed to obey any and all commands; neither wanted to feel that blistering agony again.

“Open wide,” Clara commanded.

A fat spongy ballgag was jammed into Flora’s mouth.  The slight discomfort became much more acute as Clara jerked the strap around her head tighter, drawing the ball deep into her mouth and cruelly stretching the corners of her mouth.

Flora next felt an icy sensation across her right butt cheek.  She was puzzled to hear a pulsating buzzing from behind her.  Tiny pinpricks of pain began to dance around her butt.  It took a few minutes before she recognized this new humiliation.  “A tattoo?” she whimpered to herself.  “The bitch is giving me a tattoo!”

Flora started to struggle and demand the woman stop.  Instead, she slumped down in defeat.  Sobbing quietly, Flora simply cried.  The buzzing continued on and on.

Much later, the icy sensation of another alcohol wash, this time on her left ass cheek, indicated that Flora’s humiliation wasn’t nearly over.  The stinging sensation began anew on her left cheek.  Fresh tears and drool from the ballgag mingled with the older juices that had accumulated under her face on the rubber sheet.  There was no doubt in her mind that she was at the lowest point of her life.

Her buttocks were now adorned with two very different three-inch-high tattoos.  The stylized bull’s head on her right cheek signified that she’d been processed and enslaved by Pedro Gonzalez’ Sonoran Desert Livestock.  The more colorful sahuaro cactus on her left butt cheek indicated her present owner, PGH Ranch. 

Chapter 36 - The Reality Sinks in and It’s Not Fun Anymore

It seemed to Flora that she was in never ending misery.  Despite considering herself a strong and self-reliant woman, the experiences of the morning had completely shattered her confidence and deeply eroded her feeling of self-respect.  She was on the verge of mental collapse.

“My butt is covered with tattoos,” she told herself in disbelief.  “It’s really true, … Buffy and I aren’t cheating housewives anymore, … we’re slaves.”

Withdrawing inwardly to escape the horror of enslavement and tattooing, she failed miserably and instead continued to bemoan her fate.  The only faint glimmer of hope that she still nourished centered on a fervent trust that the boys to whom they’d enslaved themselves would take care of them.  Virtually cowed, she paid no attention to the faint whimpers of complaint and fear from her weaker-willed friend lying beside her.  Flora knew her life couldn’t get any worse.

She almost missed the quiet knocking at the motel room door.  Not wanting to see the horrid woman who’d paddled her before leaving her to be tattooed, Flora turned her head away from the door and reluctantly set the side of her face in the slimy mess she’d made on the rubber sheet.

“Ma’am, it’s Derek.”

Flora moaned piteously at the voice of the pimply-faced boy who’d delivered their breakfast room service.  “It can’t get any worse, … can it?” she moaned aloud, her verbal complaints made senseless by the distortion from the too-tight gag.

“I’m sure glad you asked for help, Ma’am,” the boy’s excited voice continued.

“Do exactly as I say and I’ll give you twenty bucks each for helping me process these two sluts,” Clara replied.  “I’m finished with the tattooed bimbo on the end but she needs a quick whore’s bath, a shampoo, and a complete shave between her legs.  After you’re done, I’ll inspect her for any missing hairs.  Everything you need is in the bathroom.”

“Ssshave her,” Derek stuttered eagerly.  “I get to wash her and shave her?”


“Yep,” Clara said distractedly.  “Look, … I gotta get back to work on this other bitch.  You’re on your own to get that one into the bathroom.  Now, … IF, … and that’s a big IF, you do a perfect job and the whore is gushing pussy juice from being manhandled, then there’s a bag of condoms on the table by the bed.  In other words, … get her excited and you can fuck her however you want.”

Flora felt hands tentatively exploring by her ankles.

“Keep the bitch restrained,” Clara warned, “she’s not trained at all.”

The boy’s grip shifted about several times but he finally wrapped a loop of binding cord around one of her ankles, freed it from the spreader bar, and then drew it firmly toward her other foot.  When her legs were freed from the spreader bar, her wrists were still firmly tied at the other end of the rope.  

“Be careful of her ass,” Clara cautioned.  “I sealed the new ink with Vaseline but don’t rub it or get soap on it.”

Flora was horrified when the boy easily drew her arms back up over her head and raised her torso backwards off the rubber sheet.  Her spine bowed painfully backward before she tottered backward and up onto her bound feet.

“Holy crap!  Nice titties,” the boy muttered.

“Hey!  Follow me,” he commanded.

With no options, Flora took a tentative hop toward the bathroom.  She cringed as her boobs bounced with the hop and the boy leered backward at her.  Despite being warned about the consequences of her body sexually responding, the teen’s obvious sexual interest in her body evoked spasms of lust deep in her belly.  Another tug and she dutifully hopped once again.  The boy drank in every bit of her naked body in motion.  Slim as only teenagers can be, the boy’s growing erection was obvious.

“Ho!” she moaned into the gag trying to quell her unwanted response to the humiliation of being controlled by a boy.

“Oh, yes!” the boy answered with a big grin.  “Even with my college classes, I save plenty of free time to watch all the National Media Group television programming.  I’m almost fluent in gagspeak.”  Derek made her kneel at the edge of the tub with her head pointed toward the faucet.  “So, … yes, … you’re gonna do exactly what I want and afterwards, ... I’m gonna fuck you senseless.”

Flora could barely breathe as water cascaded down over her head.  The teen shampooed her hair so vigorously that her entire body shook.  Her knees were trapped inside his wider spread knees with the result that the hard lump in his crotch bumped against her naked pussy with every lurching move either of them made.  She was trapped between a hard cock and the cold enamel of the outside of the tub. 

The situation got worse.  Flora thought she was going to lose her mind when the leering boy with post-pubescent acne easily lifted her rump up on the faux-marble top sink, spread her legs, and skillfully began explore her outer labia where her treacherous clitoris was out of hiding.  The little guardian at the top of her pussy was already swollen and throbbed at each light caress.  Flora smelled her own arousal and felt the musky liquid pearling on her sex.   The boy kept her primed throughout the long, slow process of shaving everything off between her legs.

“Stay!” he commanded when he was finished.

Flora, half reclining back against the sink mirror had no thoughts of escape in her cowed mind; plus, she had little choice as her re-bound hands were now behind her back and tied to the faucet.  The free ends of the binding cord around her hands had been used to draw her heels up beside her ass, leaving her puffy sex fully exposed.  Flora dully noted that her labia had peeled back, exposing the deeper pink of her inner vaginal cavity.  

Clara’s inspection was quick and efficient.  “Nice and clean,” she praised the boy.  “Go ahead and fuck her if you want,” was the granting of his reward made in a tone that clearly indicated the slave was of no more value than a dish of buttered peas passed down the table at supper.

“Uhhh,” was Flora’s grunt as the surprisingly long teen cock slid home in her pussy.

“Nice twat,” he hissed in her ear as he got fully seated in her core.  

The position she was bound in let him have full access to her sex and Derek took full advantage of it.  His hands roamed freely across her lurching breasts and he began to grunt in time with his thrusts.  “When’s the other bitch gonna be done?” he called into the other room as he kept up his screwing.

Flora didn’t hear the Clara’s reply as she was unexpectedly overtaken by the most memorable orgasm of her life.  Experienced cock hounds, Flora and Buffy had experienced thousands of orgasms in their lives; hundreds in each other’s cheating presence.  Even so, the morning's sequence of events that led to Derek casually walking up and stuffing her with his cock culminated in not only the most memorable orgasm, but the most overwhelmingly powerful one.  

At the bathroom door, Clara smirked at the muffled screams of ecstasy coming through Flora’s gag.  “A natural slave,” she whispered spitefully.  She turned away knowing full well that the housewives had been given no choice except to enslave themselves.  “Whore wives make the absolute best slaves,” she added as she clipped a chain leash to Buffy’s slave collar.  “Especially the ones that think they are better than their friends.”

Clara had a special perspective from being a slave herself.  Also as a slave assistant to a busy slaver and transporter her sense of judgment had been honed such that she immediately pegged Flora as the leader of the two cheating ex-housewives.  “She probably pretends her friend is the slutty one that gets them involved with men,” Clara muttered.  Then silently she added, “Not only was it fun seeing her fall, but setting her in her place was key to ease their future training without too much violence.” 

Clara had been promised a bonus if she accomplished the nearly impossible task of sticking to a tight delivery schedule and delivering a pair of unmarked and cowed slaves eager for domestic training by a harsh taskmistress.  She fully intended to claim the bonus.  Clara shivered at the thought of failing.   Carmine hadn't been too happy when Clara asked her to only give a light initial paddling to the two new slaves.  Of her two owners, Carmine was the most demanding; Clara was lucky to have much more contact with Pedro who ran the business.  Carmine was reluctant to administer anything except a horrific punishment for the slightest infraction.

The paddling that had shocked Flora and Buffy was mild and left no marks beyond a lingering red blotchy color to their butts.  Carmine Gonzalez had known that giving the helpless women an unexpected and seemingly undeserved paddling would intensify the pain factor tenfold and make a long-lasting impression on the previously pampered and spoiled women.  She was absolutely correct; Flora and Buffy no longer thought of themselves as free women.

Chapter 37 - The Trail Runs Cold

“Nick!  I expected concrete results by now.  This is disappointing, … your reputation appears to be grossly inflated!”

Nick Bolter, owner and chief investigator of Texas Bail Trackers & Recovery Agents winched into his phone at the lawyer’s accusatory tone.  “Look Boss,” he replied trying hard to hold back his exasperation and reassure his client, “Things haven’t been going too smoothly on this case and I called to give you an update, not to make excuses, so let me talk.  We not only plotted the pattern of dumped cell phones, we physically followed the trail.  It just doesn’t jive with the bank’s information on time and location for the ATM withdrawals.  The obvious data indicates that the girls left Hutchinson and proceeded northeast, dumping the phones on the way to Topeka.  Then, for some reason, they cut way west and then south before backtracking northward to hit the ATM machines.”

“Yeah, Boss, … I understand that your theory is they’re going to Canada because of the more lenient slavery laws.  Let’s set that thought aside for the minute and go over the results of the team that searched the rented bus.  Have you received our report?”

“Good, … you saw it’s completely inconclusive?  There were no fingerprints or DNA leading to your missing girls.  No, Boss I don’t consider a clean bus a dead lead.  In fact, the very lack of evidence makes me very suspicious; after all, who drops off a bus after a rental for college parties that’s cleaner than it has been since the day it rolled off the assembly line.”

“No, … you’re right, … I have to admit that the cash trail leading north does support your feeling that they’re Canada-bound.  Hey, but don’t be misled by rumors, Canadian slave laws are pretty ironclad; the problem with Canada is their national psyche is against the death penalty and they don’t like the way slaves are killed off so easily in the United States.  As a result, they have a lot of government oversight on slavery processes.”

“Hey, … you’re a lawyer, … if they’re going to Canada, I bet with a hot Canadian legal team you could get a Canadian judge to process a judicial enslavement order against every one of the college girls placing their ownership with a Canadian proxy that agrees to keep the slaves on Canadian soil.  Do you have any good legal contacts in Canada?”

“Shit!” Nick snarled after he finished talking with Ralph Stubbins.  “Just what we don’t need, a fucked up case with a wanna-be detective as client.”

“Shhh,” Nicole purred from the nearby motel room bed, “come over here and fuck your favorite Recovery Agent one more time before breakfast.  Later, we’ll tell Derek to take his team and chase the false northward trail while keeping our clients appraised the whole way.  My gut tells me that you and I should focus here in New Mexico for vehicle rental activity, Arizona and Texas for large groups of women border crossers, and even the state slave databases for unusual activity.  Those girls either have a well thought out escape plan or they’ve been double-crossed by the New Underground Railroad Movement itself.  There is simply no way that many clueless college chicks could disappear without more of a trail.  Either way, if they got off that bus in New Mexico as you calculated from the mileage on the rental, then they needed alternate transportation to continue to Mexico.”

Nick apprised his female associate’s lush body sprawled out most unladylike on the king-size bed.  Her entire body was atop the sheet, her feet widely spread, knees high in the air, clearly beckoning him toward her puffy vaginal lips bare and lewdly exposed under a neatly trimmed triangular bush.  One of her hands reached under a full breast and plumped it upward.  The fingers of her other hand danced lightly across her tummy toward the juncture between her legs; along the way, the blood-red fingernails traced across dozens of his recently dated IOUs and signatures.  Sighing resignedly, he picked up a sharp-tipped black magic marker and returned to the bed.

“That’s another twenty buck bonus,” Nicole moaned in excitement, already primed for sex.

“You know,” Nick muttered truthfully as he put the black marker tip to a bare patch of belly, “When I PPC you, then things will be both cheaper and easier for me.  I won’t have to pamper you, … no need to pay a salary, … and no bonus to get into your panties.  Plus, … I’ll have all the fucking I want.”

Nicole stuck out her tongue.  “Hah!” she teased.  “You don’t have any slaves and you know that I’m hotter than any slut you could find on the road.  When was the last time I demanded any foreplay before you stuck it to me.  Face it; I’m the absolute best fuck you’ve ever encountered.”

“That’s what you think,” Nick thought smugly as he finished dating his signature on her taut stomach with a flourish.  “If you were my slave,” he continued silently, “you’d be as hot in bed as I demanded; I’d give you absolutely no choice in your training.”

Already in a strategic position between his assistant’s legs, he finished crawling up over her supine form and he grabbed her wrists.

Nicole grunted in surprise as she was deeply speared by his hard cock.  She gasped in appreciation when he yanked her wrists hard away from her body, stretching her bow tight between a hard dick and the unrelenting grip of his grip.

“Ungh,” she hissed, “that’s it, baby, … fuck me, … come on, … hard, … harder you wimp!”

At the taunting, Nick immediately set up a blistering pace that jostled her entire body each time their groins thumped pubic bones together.  Above her writhing body, sweat began to dribble down off Nick’s chest and face as he drove into his teasing assistant as hard as he could.  Under him, she was animalistic in her lust, twisting like a wildcat, thrashing about, grunting, and moaning as much as any untamed forest creature.

“Nicole, you are a great fuck,” he moaned.

Later, as she was shrugging her trim form into her skin-tight black pants, Nick had to acknowledge that in addition to being the sexiest bitch he’d ever had his hands on, she was even more talented at tracking their elusive quarries than he was.  The shiny badge on her belt at her right hip, the handcuffs at the small of her back, the brace of knives slipped down inside her boots, the automatic tucked into a shoulder holster hidden by her stylish blazer, and other surprises secreted about her outfit spoke of her deadliness in a fight.  “No, Nicole,” he admitted inwardly with more than a little regret, “I can’t afford to PPC you and won’t consider it unless you do something terminally stupid like cutting me off from using your perfect body.”

Completely unaware of the turmoil inside her lover’s brain, Nicole was thoroughly enjoying what she thought was his lecherous stare as she dressed.  “Let’s go, baby,” she whispered when she was ready.  “We can fuck again later on, … that is if you can still afford me.”

Nick had lounged naked on the bed while his lover / Recovery Agent carried on the complicated task of getting dressed.  While utterly relaxed from the quick and energetic bout of sex, he was not totally distracted by Nicole’s beauty as she dressed.  Instead, Nick was carefully reviewing the thread of thought presented by Nicole just before he jumped her bones.  “Was the Underground Railroad Movement involved in the disappearance of the sorority girls?” he wondered.  “Or, … were others external to the movement involved in their disappearance?”  The more Nick pondered the question, the more he became convinced that some agent external to Hutchinson was responsible for the vanishing act by the college girls.

“The timing immediately after the Eastlake Raid makes me think that some national-level organizer for the New Underground Railroad Movement stepped in and took charge of the women.  Nicole’s idea about a double-cross might explain everything.  Maybe a Troubleshooter or Clean-up Crew stepped in and took charge of the mess before it could be traced back to the national headquarters.”

Nick rolled out of bed and grunted, “Nicole, forget about focusing on transportation connections.  Instead, check every border crossing into Mexico for movement of large groups of slaves.  If that doesn’t work, then check every large slaughter operation in the southwest.  Call Derek and have him do the same along the Canadian border crossing points.  I think you’re right; the college cows have been double-crossed by the New Underground Railroad Movement.  They’re erasing the trail back to their national organizers.  Those girls are going to disappear forever.”

Inwardly, Nick was worried.  “If this is a sterilizing operation, then in just a few hours those girls could be hanging from meathooks and we’d lose any chance at bonuses.  Our only hope for getting the wives and our bonuses is if they’re being consigned for shipment offshore.  That would at least give us a few more days to find the trail again.  Crap!”

Chapter 38 - The Housewives Cross the Mexican Border

Flora and Buffy knelt quietly in the back of the moving delivery van.  Slave girls in the hands of an experienced slave handler less than half their age, they had been given no choice in the matter and were now tightly strapped in place and beginning their journey to their first owners.  During the loading process, Flora would normally have carefully watched her closest friend and evaluated her every move as she was led into the van.  Instead, Flora had kept her eyes aimed respectfully downward on the sidewalk as she patiently awaited her turn to be loaded.  Then, eyes still locked on the heels of the young woman who was leading her deeper into slavery, she had hobbled up the ramp.  Flora’s fiercely independent streak had been hamstrung by a few simple consequences of her new status.  She had no idea that young Clara had known exactly how to burst her bubble of self possession and confidence. 

The small step van had a simple ramp protruding from the opened twin doors at the vehicle’s rear.  After she entered, Flora had only scant seconds to observe that the ceiling and walls of the unadorned bare metal interior were lined with heavy steel ring attachment points.  Lengths of chain, leather cuffs, and binding cord were scattered messily about the interior.  

“When necessary, this van can hold nearly twenty women packed in upright like sardines,” Clara whispered softly to Flora as they stepped into the van.  

Flora’s eyes ignored the slavery paraphernalia and instead she tugged back in denial away from the naked backs of five young women bound side by side over parallel rows of black fiberglass mounting blocks shaped somewhat like saddle racks.  Atop one of the rear-most row of mounting blocks was the naked rump of her friend Buffy and the sixth station was vacant awaiting Flora’s body.  In addition to everything else that had occurred, Flora finally got a close up view of the two tattoos that adorned their butts.

“Hooo!” was her muffled protest.

Clara’s eyes hardened at the mother’s involuntary move toward the back of the van and freedom.  She yanked hard on the leash, drawing them close, and stuck her mouth beside Flora’s ear.  “That’ll cost you cunt!  Your opinion matters less than the ants we walked over crossing the motel sidewalk.  You are no longer in charge of your destiny!  A poor report from me and you’ll be hanging over a milking rail with some kid pumping hypodermics full of hormones into those fat tits of yours!  Or, … maybe your owners will have you consigned to a Mexican whorehouse servicing tourists and young college kids until you’re properly subservient!”


Flora was slammed down belly-first onto the vacant mounting block next to Buffy.  Deftly, Clara ran a strap across her lower back and cinched it tight.  With her ankles already hobbled and her hands cuffed behind her back, the simple strap rendered the big breasted blonde fully helpless.  Clara pushed down firmly on her face and her gag-covered mouth was pressed tightly into a section of neoprene rubber lining the ‘head’ of the mounting block.  A strap slipped over the back of her head and Flora couldn’t move her head even to peer sideways.  Another set of straps slid over the backs of her ankles and tightened.

“Sometimes we do the tattooing here in the van,” Clara whispered into Flora’s ear.  “But in your case, it was a lot more fun to let that young boy help prepare you.  Should I check your slimy pussy again to see how juiced up you are for another round of sex?”

Without waiting for permission from the gagged blonde, Clara’s fingers quickly slipped along the exposed gooey crease between Flora’s legs.  A musky stench rose from the wet trail she left across Flora’s forehead.  

“Yes, … you’re a natural slut,” Clara said loudly with evident satisfaction.  Then, she whispered just for Flora to hear, “I think you need a bit more cock to remind you that you’re nothing now, … nothing but a cum bucket or house slave for your Masters.”

“Girls,” Clara announced gaily to the van load of six gagged women, “this bimbo here asked to be the one to ‘tip’ the guards and inspectors at the Nogales Border Crossing Stations.  I know it’s piggish of her to want all their attention, but she begged so nicely that I finally acquiesced and decided to let her have her way.  So, … all the blowjobs and wham-bam-fucks will be on this greedy cum slut.”

Flora wanted to die.  Unfortunately, she could do nothing about her predicament.

Clara strode down the ramp grinning.  “The bonus is mine!” she thought gleefully.  “One of the bimbos was already a natural submissive and the other is easy to read and manipulate.  Both of them are natural, hot-blooded sluts.  They’ll make perfect domestic slaves for our clients. ”

Southbound on Interstate 10, Clara and her load of livestock quickly left Tucson, turned on southbound Interstate 19, passed by Green Valley, and approached the small town of Nogales, USA.  Having passed through the border inspection stations many times, Clara had her personal papers, vehicle registration and insurance cards, and the cargo manifest and proofs of ownership at hand.  At the border station, she pulled into the right lanes of traffic behind tractor trailers and approached the row of parallel kiosks.

“Hey, honey!” The burly woman in a Border Patrol uniform greeted Clara with a big grin as her truck window lined up with the woman’s booth window.  “I haven’t seen you crossing for awhile; you got a nice load of new girl flesh today?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Clara answered cheerfully.  “Sorry you’re not in the inspection pens today ‘cause I’ve got a hot bitch you’d really enjoy.”  As she spoke, she passed over her special Border Trade Zone Slave Passport and a copy of the truck manifest.  “One of the cunts is older with a nice body, big soft tits, and an ass to die for.  She’s newly converted and needs a little persuasion.”

“Where are you delivering today?” The woman asked after giving an appreciative whistle at the description and smiling widely at the implicit offer to use the slave if she could take a break soon.

“Ma’am, I’ve got two serving wenches each for Club Cuervo Negro and Club Subio Roja and then a delivery deeper south in Mexico.”

“Nothing for the Orquidea Dorada?  That’s a shame.  And, you know you can't go further south than Puerto Peñasco without a Mexican Certified Slaver?”

“Sorry about not having new meat for your favorite club, Ma’am.  Maybe they’ll have some openings soon and you can preview them here at the border crossing.  And, no, Ma’am, my final stop isn’t outside the border trade zone; I’ll stop at Puerto Peñasco.”

“Alright then, … proceed on to the manifest inspection bay.  Maybe I’ll take a break and check out your girl in the livestock inspection shed.”

Clara retrieved her passport and paperwork and cautiously drove forward to the lane going into the cargo manifest station.  Once under the large shelter, she parked the van at a vacant inspection lane for human livestock, got out, and stood by the door waiting for an inspector.

Pedro Gonzalez’ assistant wasn’t too pleased to see that she didn’t know the inspector that approached her van.  Nonetheless, Clara smiled and held out her paperwork.  Given that some men disliked a slave that spoke without prompting, Clara remained silently smiling while the man reviewed her paperwork.  

“I’ll need to inspect your livestock,” he said perfunctorily.  “You know we have to confirm your loads are all legitimate slaves.”

Clara nodded and led the way to the back of the van.  “Their access to databases here on the US side sucks majorly,” she told herself.  “Immigration doesn’t even have mobile handhelds to compare faces with slave database files.”  A heavy multi-function barcode scanner with a high-resolution color screen hung from Clara’s belt.  It used a wireless transceiver to communicate with a mobile computer workstation mounted in the van.  Pedro Gonzalez made sure that his workers were tied into the most up to date files on the slaves they processed or delivered.

Miserable Flora was fully aware when the rear doors of the van opened and the outside heat flooded into the air conditioned compartment.  She also knew that her sex was obscenely pointed upward at the doorway.  

“Hey, these are pretty cool mounting blocks,” Flora heard a man’s voice observe.

“Yes, Sir,” she heard Clara state respectfully.  “We can pack them in when necessary by hanging the meat from the hooks but with only a few high-end bitches like this to transport, it’s best to pamper them a bit.  This way they don’t get bruised in the shipping process and they’re easier to play with.”

“I’ll need to see their faces,” he replied.

“No problem, Sir.  Just release this catch and the bitches’ heads are freed.  I can have any of them released for a full inspection as well; they’ll have to be coffled for inspection and processing on the Mexican side anyway.”

The inspector’s radio cackled and a female voice broke in, “Fred, this is Nina.  I’ve got some new immigration forms and I’ll finish up for you.”

After talking with Nina, the guard turned to Clara and said, “Another inspector will be finishing up here.  This is my first day and I don’t know anything about new paperwork.”

“That’s a shame, Sir,” Clara responded in an alluring voice.  “Maybe next time we’ll have some free time and I can show you some of the fine points of inspecting human livestock.”  As Clara spoke, she ran her fingertips down Flora’s naked spine, lingering for long seconds inside the cleft of her ass cheeks.

“Ummm,” Flora moaned and feebly raised her freed head a few inches in protest.  Her piteous look at the inspector was ruined by the bovine appearance she gave with the wet gag straps running across her face.

“Holy shit,” the inspector whispered.  “Is the slave aroused by this kinda treatment?”

“Come here,” Clara whispered, “check out her twat, it’s dripping like a faucet.”

“Wow!”

“This one’s a real slut,” Clara said smugly.  “She’s in heat all the time.” 

Flora moaned again at Clara’s tone.  She knew it didn’t bode well for her.

Beside her, Clara jerked back smoothly on a lever mounted beside the mounting block and the entire assembly rose up to waist level.

“Unhhhh,” Flora moaned again.

“If you want, I’ll delay Nina for a few minutes and you can take her for a test ride.  There are condoms in the bag hanging there by the truck door.  Lock the door behind me and you’ll have at least fifteen minutes while I pay the export fees and do the paperwork.”

“Be sure to test out all her holes,” Clara offered.  “If she’s deficient in any way, I’ll show you how we can cane them directly on their cunts to encourage better performance.  This will be the best cum bucket you’ve ever used or she’ll regret it for weeks.”

“Hoooo!” Flora moaned.

“Yeah, I guess you are a hot-blooded little ‘ho,” Fred said misinterpreting Flora’s muffled attempt to stop her use as a jism sponge.

“Unggghhh,” she grunted as he sunk home in one long lunge.

“Holy shit!” was his groan of appreciation. “What a hot, wet, cunt!”

Flora felt tears begin to flow down her face as the big cock on the inspector opened up the tight sheath of her vaginal canal.  Resigned to her fate, she began to squeeze her inner muscles rhythmically in an attempt to speed up her rape and make her mounting more enjoyable for the inspector. 

Unused to being insensitive about a slave’s own satisfaction while being skewered, Fred began to screw Flora in the same thoughtful manner he used on his own girlfriend.  He varied his angle of fucking, swabbed his cock in little circles when he was fully seated, and explored Flora’s tiny anal star with one inquisitive thumb while the thumb and forefinger on his other hand pinched at her clitoris.  His talented fuck aroused Flora to the point that she unwittingly began to snort and grunt in anticipation of a memorable orgasm.

Above Flora, Fred was happily fucking away as the trapped beast beneath him bucked and grunted, fueling the speed and strength of his thrusts.  He was fascinated with the way long strands of snot and drool dribbled off her gagged face as her head moved about in ecstasy.  Fred the new border station inspector was very happy with his first day on the inspection line.  His only fear was that he’d have no time or energy left to use the nymphomaniac bitch’s other two sex holes.

Nina was also happy with the outcome of Fred’s first inspection.  Initially, she’d been surprised when Clara demurely asked, “Perhaps, I can service you today?  The bitch I thought you could use in the van is getting cavity searched right now by your new inspector.”

Clara proved to be very talented at pleasing a dominant woman.  Nina was well relaxed as she accepted the ten dollar inspection and export fee per head for moving human livestock across the southern U.S. border.  

Flora was still in befuddled post-orgasmic bliss as the van lurched forward and crossed onto the Mexico side of the border crossing stations.

Buffy was torn between being disgusted that her cock-hungry friend ‘volunteered’ to provide sexual services at the border crossing and jealous that Flora apparently enjoyed a first-rate fucking by the young border guard.

“That trailer-trash bitch enjoyed getting her snatch dick-stuffed in public,” Buffy complained.

Chapter 39 - Mexican Law and Slave Girls

Clara coasted slowly up to the Mexican Immigration Check Point.  She knew full well that this was the trickiest part of her day.  Just as on the American side of the border, she handed over her personal paperwork and the manifest listing the six slave girls in the back of the van.  However, unlike the American side, there would be no friendly banter with the officials.  None of the Mexican officials brokered anything but instant obedience and subservience from gringa slaves.

At the kiosk, the immigration official seated waiting for her was a gaunt and sickly looking man.  Below his dark sunglasses, his scowling visage was not a pleasant one.

“Puta!” he hissed, “You know where to go?”

“Yes, Sir.”

Following the perfunctory Immigration Check Point at Nogales, Mexico, which is essentially a traffic control point when it comes to commercial traffic, there are two separate commercial inspection stations for slaves arriving into Mexico.  The first stop is an open-sided shed where immigration officials check manifests, ownership papers, and enter data on arriving slaves into the exhaustive Mexican National Slave Database.  The second stop is a much larger covered area where incoming livestock is quarantined and further processed to meet strict import standards.  Various fees are paid at each of the two stations.

Clara quickly disembarked from the van at the first shed and even before she had the rear doors open, three more scowling Mexican border officials were already on scene waiting impatiently.

“Hurry up whore!” one particularly dark-skinned Mexican man growled in a thick accent.

Another, a squat and homely official, already had his rigid fiberglass riding crop in hand to speed her up if she was too slow for their needs.

Clara moved as quickly as possible.  One by one, she brought out her charges and, because it was such a small load, attached each woman’s collar to a nearby mounting post rather than in a single coffle.  Finished, she stepped aside hoping to be ignored by the arrogant men while they busied themselves with the six beautiful women.

Instead, the vocal Mexican grabbed a handful of her hair and jerked her head painfully backwards.

The riding crop wielded by the second Mexican came up to rest under her chin.  The warning was clear, … cooperate or be disciplined.

The third official pointed a portable multi-mode scanner at her waist.  The device beeped and her picture and Mexican National Slave ID Number popped up on the small color screen.  The still sneering official nodded to the man holding her face up for inspection.  At the nod, the first official spun her around and still holding onto her scalp in a tight grip, bent her down so that her ass was pointed at the man with the scanner.

The Mexican holding the riding crop yanked so hard on her bright red stretchy hot pants that they ripped in a jagged line parallel to the front zipper.  The tight material bunched up below her butt cheeks.

“Los números emparejan,” the Mexican holding the scanner hissed in a tone that hinted at disappointment.  He’d just confirmed to his co-workers that the number tattooed on her ass cheek under Pedro Gonzalez’ logo matched the reference number broadcast by the RFID chip deep in her buttock.  “¡Esta ramera es un esclavo!” he muttered to confirm that, “The bitch is a slave!”  Then, in a perfect American accent, he demanded, “Where are the data files for the other whore slaves?” 

Clara quietly handed over a DVD disk containing complete records of every bit of paperwork involved in enslaving the women, high-quality photographic images, digital copies of all the documents, fingerprints, urine test results, and data links to the Arizona State Slave Database.  She intentionally refrained from leaning down to draw her hot pants back up around her butt.  “Not till they’re done with me,” she told herself in a mechanical tone that was almost a mantra.  Slave Clara knew there was a time to be assertive and a time to be an obedient little slave girl.

When the Mexican National Assembly initially passed their version of the White Slavery Laws of 2000, the first thing they mandated was establishment of a reliable National Slave Database.  One key premise of the new laws was that any slave that entered the country had to be systematically entered into the National Slave Database and automatically became designated a Mexican Slave.  An intended consequence of the law was that foreigners entering Mexico as tourists with personal slaves had to pay special export fees in order to remove the Mexican slaves back to their countries of origin.  Revenue generation for the state was considered the quintessential by-product of slavery in Mexico.

The immigration official carefully copied all the digital data from Pedro Gonzalez’ digital data system into new Mexican Slave Files; one for each slave girl.  The Mexican data management system automatically generated new Slave Identification Numbers for each of the six women.  The only data completely ignored by the Mexican National Slave Database was any method to cross-check back to American, Canadian, or any other foreign databases.  Once a woman was processed into Mexico as a slave, her status stayed that way until proper Mexican paperwork was processed and entered into their national database by certified slavery officials.  Foreign paperwork, including official findings of United States courts, was useless in itself for changing a Mexican Slave’s status.

Any questions that might have remained unresolved about the legality of how a foreign entity enslaved a woman were rendered moot the instant her data was entered into the Mexican National Slave Database.  Once an imported slave’s information was in the Mexican National Slave Database, … the woman was a slave, … period, … punto, … finito.

Each time Clara entered or left Mexico, she (through the sponsorship of Pedro Gonzalez’ firm) paid an import or export fee.  The fee structure for a slave was ten dollars to enter the country and fifty dollars to depart Mexico.  More than one foreign slave has been brought into Mexico by her owner while they were on vacation and then returned to the United States (or other country).  Sometimes, those women were subsequently freed and began to live the life of a free woman.  Occasionally one of these recently freed women reentered Mexico while they themselves were on vacation only to find that the RFID chip still buried deep in their ass, their fingerprints, or their faces cued immigration officials to the fact that they had an unescorted slave entering the country.  Those few unlucky women would find themselves detained as a runaway slave simply because United States Emancipation Paperwork isn’t recognized by itself in Mexico, even though most freed slaves carried proof of their freedom on their persons for the remainder of their lives.  The woman’s last owner would have to have recognized that she must be freed both in the United States and in Mexico.  Runaway slaves held in Mexico that no longer have a Master of Record that is a Mexico Resident are usually disposed of at public or private auction depending upon their beauty and estimated value.

While the officials were busy, Clara found herself leashed to a post with her hands cuffed behind her back.  As expected, her red hot pants remained down around her knees, slowly drifting to her ankles with her every move.  Stoically, Clara restrained herself from protesting her treatment.  While this was unusually rude handling by the three immigration officials, she had faced worse making deliveries to Nogales, Mexico.

She watched as each girl was re-photographed and re-fingerprinted.  When finished with processing each of the six bitches, the official with the riding crop carefully wrote the slave’s new Slave Identification Number vertically down her spine in three-inch-high letters using a black indelible ink marker.

A pudgy female immigration official rolled over a soft-tired cart with a wireless-linked cash register and a printer.  The official with the scanner handed over seven barcoded slips of paper which the female scanned in turn and then stapled to a clipboard.  “Seven slaves and seven import fees at ten dollars a head, puta.  That makes seventy dollars.”

Clara had to wait until her hands were freed to give the woman the cash.  By long-standing agreement, most Mexican Border Crossing sites preferred to be paid in Yankee dollars rather than the more volatile Mexican Pesos.  Clara had the exact change.  In return, she was given the clipboard and a terse, “Get going, beech, … you know where to go!” from the female cashier.

There was no need to take the time to reload and stow the six new slave girls for their next journey given it was mere yards.  Instead, Clara just clipped their collars onto a long lead line and snapped the end to the back of the van.  The naked women had no choice but to follow as Clara slowly moved the van forward to the next shelter, the livestock inspection and quarantine station.

Clara wordlessly handed over the clipboard to yet another female immigration official.  This woman, also seated behind a small portable table, was more distracted with painting her fingernails than in efficiently moving Clara and her six slaves further through the immigration process of entering Mexico.  She finally ran a scanner across the barcoded slips of paper on the clipboard.

“Six new commercial-use slaves being imported into Mexico?” she asked.

“Yes, Ma’am.

“You have RFID chip and tattoo?

“Yes, Ma’am.

“Show me.”

Clara slowly turned around and yanked her torn hot pants down to her knees.  She held the humiliating position while the woman leaned forward over her desk to run a scanner over her butt cheeks.  The woman then compared the tattooed Mexican National Slave ID Number with the one on the scanner screen.

The woman never told Clara she was finished.  Instead, she began to jot some numbers down on a notepad before typing quickly into the computer on her desk.  

“Who gonna tattoo these bitches with slave ID?” she asked in only slightly accented English.

“Since they already have ownership tattoos, Ma’am, your tattoo artists can add the ID numbers on their left butt cheeks.”

“OK.  The file shows your shot records are up to date.  Yes, … so for a commercial, non-personal, import you have seven Health Inspection fees at ten dollars each, six vet fees at fifty dollars each for six implant procedures including RFID chips and basic livestock inoculations, six tattoos of National Slave ID Numbers at ten dollars each, six times five dollars each for use of the Quarantine Facility, and six Luxury Import Tax fees at one hundred dollars each for commercial import of high-quality sex sluts.”

The woman glanced up at Clara and added harshly, “You’re not going to claim an exclusion to the Luxury Import Tax because they’re only meat animals, low-grade whores, or owned by tourists are you?”

Clara shook her head to the negative.  “No, Ma’am, four are going to local discos as entertainment sluts and the older two will be trained as domestic workers.  All six should be taxed at the Luxury Tax rate.”

The woman nodded and for the first time gave her a slight grin.  “We like to see imported gringa putas working in whorehouses.”  Still grinning at her mental image of humiliated Yankee women working for Mexican pimps, she looked at her screen for a final tally.  “That will be one thousand and sixty dollars for importing the six putas which includes your own Health Inspection Fee.”

Clara paid the fee in cash and stood aside as several young black-haired women approached carrying baskets.  The three free young Mexican women were artists at their specialty.  They teamed up to carefully control each of the unresisting slave girls.  Each slave was pulled over a heavy round wooden rail and secured dangling over the rail, wrists to ankles; heads pointed down with disheveled hair hanging down over their faces.

Even knowing the methodology of becoming a registered Mexican slave from both personal experience and from watching dozens of her own charges being processed, Clara was always fascinated by how easily and final each of the various steps were.   A white-coated veterinary assistant appeared with six sterilized RFID chips.  By then, the three women had finished sanitizing the six slaves’ injection sites and the veterinary assistant demonstrated how simple it was to proceed with the progression of the six American slaves into Mexican slave girls.  The insertion of an RFID chip and basic immunizations took less than a minute per slave.  The veterinary assistant stepped back and lingered to watch the final step; the expert tattooing of Mexican National Slave ID Numbers on the left rumps of the six slaves.  

Chapter 40 - Slave Deliveries in Nogales, Mexico

The slim slave belonging to Pedro Gonzalez slowed the company van.  After crossing the border, Clara lost much of her self confidence and drove defensively and cautiously on Mexican soil.  In the glaring brightness of the desert sunlight, the old warehouse district she entered was revealed as rundown and abandoned looking.  She cruised past an empty parking lot and carefully looked for loiterers standing about.  The area clear, Clara continued past the peeling cinderblock of the disco’s front and pulled into the narrow alleyway beside it.  The light of day revealed a disreputable looking block building that had been painted far too many years ago.  Club Subió Roja, the Red Rose Club, was a favorite nighttime party stop for Arizona teens.  After sunset, the bright lights of the club’s neon sign and the music throbbing through the cinder block walls provided a far different ambiance than revealed in the starkness of daylight.

Clara ignored the flaking paint and the deserted neighborhood.  In the alleyway, she drove to a point just beyond a heavy steel door and gently tapped the horn.  Only when she recognized the man who promptly opened the steel door did she turn off the ignition and step out of the van.

“Clara,” the man said in a welcoming voice.  “As usual, my favorite gringo arrives just in time.  Welcome!”

“Gracias, Señor Fernando,” she responded, “Of course, … you can always count on Señor Gonzalez.”

“No, no, my little one,” Fernando smiled in mock anguish, “you mean you haven’t come to help personally with tonight’s party?  We are going to be so busy and we always need more ladies!  There are at least three busloads of your gringo friends coming tonight!”  His friendly greetings didn’t quite hide his feral and calculated nature.  “You have of course brought me some new bitches?”

Clara couldn’t help but cringe inside at his suggestion that she stay and help with the unruly crowd that partied hard south of the border.  “Please don’t let Pedro ever sell me to this kind of man,” she prayed silently.

While she knew full well that Fernando’s customers found him pleasant, engaging, and generous, the slaves in the Red Rose Club knew his true character.  Fernando was a ruthless manager who schemed of ways to fleece his male customers while plying them with liquor and women.  Post WSA-2000, few American females were foolish enough to wander across the border for a night of wild drunken partying.  Thus, most clubs had extensive kennels where party slaves were trained in all the ‘tricks of the trade’ in order to keep the mostly male clientele occupied and happy. 

Like a number of club managers, Fernando was brutally unforgiving to the girls that failed to meet their nightly quotas or customers that tried to bilk him of his due.  Given Fernando’s harsh treatment of the girls, Pedro Gonzalez was tasked with making slave deliveries to the Nogales, Mexico night clubs several times a month.  Clara had personally witnessed both the daytime ‘training’ sessions and the evening ‘party’ activities when the girls eagerly pursued gringo dollars for drinks, floor dances, lap dances, blowjobs, and any other sexual activity which the horny young men could afford.  If they had the money, Fernando made sure that the slaves were outwardly enthusiastic about earning the gringo dollars.

Slave girls found life hard in the Nogales, Mexico night clubs.  Once burnt out, or demonstrating consistent underperformance in meeting quotas, the young women quickly discovered the truth about how easy life had been at a party club.  Their next career stop was often a major step down, … frequently to one of the many brothels that catered to a more brutal crowd and of course, featured a much higher turnover rate in customers.  Other, even less savory clients were all too happy to take on the failed party girls; Nogales had it all, … upscale brothels, down and dirty whorehouses, suck clubs, whipping bars, snuff contests, live butchering carnicerías where customers could make their own custom cuts to go on alternate meat on the hoof (still breathing and shrieking in pain), butcher shops where every conceivable cut of female was available, … and more venues that only a select few could even begin to imagine. 

The two ex-pampered housewives, Buffy Bryant and Flora Hatherly, were unaware of the transactions that occurred at their first stop in Mexico.  Instead, each was bound in their own private misery atop the now sticky and slimy mounting blocks.  Their sweat, tears, drool, and feminine secretions had covered the faux leather of the slave holding stands.  Each was remembering select incidents when the other was the most outrageous or whorish of the ex-housewives and thus fully responsible for each step of their decent into slavery.

“Flora, your conniving ways have led to this.” Buffy bitched in despair.  “You were the one that came up with that scheme to start fucking the tennis pros at the country club.  And, it was your idea to have a day once a week we were double-teamed by the pros.  You’re the biggest slut in the world!”

“Buffy,” Flora complained inwardly, “your dripping pussy does more mental gymnastics than that bovine brain you’ve got.  It would serve you right if they made you into a dairy cow.  Then, all you’d care about was getting a hearty mechanical fuck every time they milked you.  I bet you’d moo for more, … you whore!”

Later, each finally admitted to themselves that each one had willingly gone down the path that ended in their own voluntary slavery in order to escape their husbands’ wrath.  “Flora, admit it, … you are an easy fuck,” she finally remonstrated to herself, counterpointing all her earlier claims that their current situation was only Buffy’s fault.  “We’re both whores in heat that couldn’t resist a cock held between a man’s legs,” she moaned in defeat.  “We should have seen this coming months ago; it was inevitable.”

As the truck moved on to its next stop, the two new slaves slowed their persistent sobbing.  Each had processed the events that led up to their enslavement and accepted that their position was a rightful one.  “We’re slaves,” they admitted. “We’re naturally hot and submissive; we deserve this fate.  We’ll be good and do whatever we’re told.”

Now at the phase where they were totally self-absorbed in what they now accepted was a justified fate, and mentally exhausted from the various onslaughts they’d faced in becoming enslaved, thirty-nine-year-old Buffy Bryant and forty-year-old Flora Hatherly were unaware that their next stop was at Club Cuervo Negro, the Black Crow Club.  In fact, they hardly noticed when the van doors creaked open and the next two slaves were removed from the back of the now decidedly uncomfortable van.  Buffy and Flora were now docile receptacles awaiting orders; nothing else mattered to the ex-housewives.

The Black Crow Club was located within the same rundown warehouse district that housed the Red Rose Club.  Each looked the same by daylight, sad, worn down, and unappealing.  Both clubs were venues where throngs of Arizona teens, both high school and college, partied hard.  They arrived by the busload, even coaxing some of their less brilliant girl friends to experience the drunken festivities.  As long as the money flowed, the club managers made sure the gringos enjoyed their debauchery.

This time, Clara was met by a hulking, dark-skinned Mexican with the unlikely name of Angelito.  The club manager waited outside the van while Clara led the first slave out on a leash.  The slave’s skittish manner and lank, matted, sweaty black hair brought an instant scowl to Angelito’s pock-scarred visage.

“I hope the other bitch is better than this one,” he growled.  “It’s better if the dancers have more flesh on their tits and ass!”

“Eiii, sí, Señor Angelito” Clara responded in fear.  “Look, … this next one is blonde with big soft titties, a tiny little tummy, and a big lush ass, just like gringo men fantasize about.”  She led the slave girl out into the sunlight and her nostrils flared in relief at the big Mexican’s intent stare of approval at the blonde.  Calmer with her obvious reprieve from Angelito’s fearsome anger, Clara ventured an opinion.  “Señor Angelito, while the blonde will do well rubbing her soft ass against hard pricks in lap dances, you will discover that the black-haired bitch moves as graceful as a willow.  Señor Gonzalez’ saintly wife, Señora Carmine, herself selected this slave especially for you and spent two days teaching her to move and sway to any beat of music you desire.  She told me, ‘this one will make Señor Angelito very happy.’”

Angelito’s beaming happiness at the blonde’s obvious perfection slipped a bit at Clara’s description of Pedro Gonzalez’ wife, Carmine.  He almost crossed himself at the blasphemy of comparing the stunted, mean-spirited woman to any of the saints.  “She does have a magic touch motivating and training new slaves though,” he admitted to himself.  “Maybe the skinny bitch will look better after we get her cleaned up,” he offered by way of approval to Clara.

“As you say, Señor.”

“Oh, Clara,” Angelito said apologetically, “I almost forgot, your boss, he called and mentioned a change in plans for your last two slaves.  You are to call this number for whatever the new delivery plan is.”

As Angelito drew the two young fresh slave girls into the gloomy interior of the Black Crow Club, Clara was quizzically examining the note she’d been handed.  “This isn’t his normal way of doing business,” she wondered.  “He usually calls directly and tells me what to do.”

The van and its cargo safely locked back up, Clara took a break behind the steering wheel and dialed the number she’d been given.

“Hello, who is calling?” she heard a female voice answer in a curt tone of voice.

“This is Clara calling for Ganada de Desierto de Sonora.”

“Ah, yes!” the voice responded in a much warmer tone.  “Clara, the slim black-haired wench with the magic tongue.  You’re the slave that Pedro often uses to make deliveries to Nogales.”

“Yes, ma’am; that’s me,” Clara replied in confusion. 

“Clara, I must tell you that I was most impressed with your oral skills today.  Also, our newest male recruit is almost embarrassing in the praises he sings of your slave girls.  Evidently he’s never found such an enthusiastic bed partner as the blonde bitch you let him service.”

“Yes, Nina,” Clara answered in relief to finally figure out who the female was.  “No problem.  We want to make the border crossings as simple and enjoyable as possible for everyone.  Can I ask, … did you call Señor Gonzalez today?”

“Yes!” came the enthusiastic response.  “I called Pedro primarily to thank him for your exemplary attitude and also to see what price he might charge for the nymphomaniac blonde you had buckled on that mounting block in your van today.  Unfortunately, … he told me that particular slave is already sold and the new owner won’t consider a sale.  You should have seen the forlorn look on our new recruit’s face; he was simply crushed when he found out that the hot-blooded whore wasn’t for sale.”

“Now, Clara,” Nina continued in a sterner voice, “Pedro is very appreciative of your contribution to his business.  At first, he was unwilling to accept my offer to sponsor you on a night out, … a vacation from your work if you will.  But, finally he agreed since you now won’t have to drive those two blonde bimbos onward to make delivery.  No, your customer will meet you on the south side of town tomorrow afternoon.”

Clara struggled to follow the conversation.  “Huh?” was her only response.

“Silly girl, it means you and I get to party tonight.  Pedro wants you to bring the two sluts to the Orquidea Dorada, my absolutely favorite club in the world.  They’re to be our ‘dates’.”

“The Golden Orchid?” Clara asked dully.

“Yes,” Nina replied in an ecstatic tone.  “Pedro says you can pay for our partying tonight and he’s already contacted Lorita, the club manager, who has already reserved us a private room.  Don’t worry about clothes for you and the blonde bitches, the club has a room full of slutty leather wear for the two blonde dumbbells and dresses that you can chose from.    It’ll be so much fun!”

Clara was unable to drive away from the Black Crow Club.  She was still too bewildered from Nina’s call.  “The Golden Orchid is a lesbian fetish club,” Clara wondered.  “How the fuck am I going to pretend to be a happy-go-lucky cunt-loving free woman in search of a wild party?  For heaven’s sake, I’m wearing a collar.”

Only after she was almost to the club did Clara come up with much more critical questions.  “That club has a pretty wild crowd, … is Nina into painful domination?  Does she want to whip or torture the two slutbunny ex-housewives?  Even more importantly, will she mark them enough for me to lose my bonus?  Oh, crap!  What will I do?”

Chapter 41 - Dr. Joan Miller’s Three Sons

“Dude,” Hank gushed with a grin, “I never thought your returning to the ranch would be so much fun.  And Mom was worried that you couldn’t fit into our life style.”

Aaron nodded at his younger step-brother.  “Yeah, … well, I agree with the exciting part.  I only stayed up in Kansas because I thought there would be nothing but boredom and hard work once I got to the ranch and that I’d be stuck there for life helping out my Mom and her most recent husband, Marshall.”

“You are so wrong about that,” Hank threw back.  “Mom and Dad’s new ranch in Mexico, … well, it’s nothing like the New Mexico and Arizona cattle operations you remember from years ago.  After all, you were only sixteen or so and were focused on escaping to college and military service.  Besides, it’s not like Mom really raised you.  You only came back for short visits.”

Hank continued driving the big rig southward.  They’d already passed Tucson and Green Valley.  Next stop was the Mexican border crossing at Nogales.  Jonathan, Hank’s twin, was following in another, smaller, slave delivery truck.  As planned, the twins showed up with a smaller load of legitimate slaves purchased from Pedro Gonzalez.  After quickly shifting cargo around to mix up the two lots of slaves, the three men continued toward the border with just at one hundred and five slave girls to include the four collared members of ATHENA Cell dressed as assistant slave handlers.

Hank glanced down at the two pissed off looking women crouched on the floor at Aaron’s feet.  Debbie Charnauf and Gigi (previously Janella Lucatero) knelt sideways in the rough carpet with their hands tied behind their backs and big red ballgags stuffed in their mouths.  Lines of drool had soaked their brief white T-shirts partially exposing the lines of their breasts through the filmy material.

“Dude, if you think these two are upset at you, wait until your girlfriend finds out what crossing the border entails for gringo slaves.”

Aaron winched.  “I don’t think we had any other options so I doubt if what you’ve just told me would have changed my plans.”  He looked down at blonde Debbie and said, “Honestly, … I didn’t know anything about the Mexican National Slave Database.  I thought we’d just pay a few fees, show our fake paperwork, and drive across the border to the family ranch.”

Things had gotten very tense in the truck after the two girls overheard Hank’s description of the events awaiting them at the Nogales border crossing stations.  Even slave Gigi began to protest shrilly about being permanently tagged and tattooed like an animal.  As they became angrier, and yelled in even more strident tones, the two men had been forced to restrain the irate women by binding and gagging them.

“I think you’ve got some training issues with your new French Maid,” Hank observed dryly.  “Put her in Mom’s hands and she’ll be straightened out fast!”

Aaron ignored the grunt of disagreement from his previously docile slave.  “I’m still trying to get a grip on Mom’s past and the ranch’s operations.  I had no idea that Mom and Marshall had such a storied past.”

“Our Mom has been married three times,” Hank started.

“Yeah, … duh, I knew that!”

“OK, even if you think you know Mom’s early history, bear with me ‘cause it’s important for what follows.  Our Mom is obviously Joan Miller and your last name, Fleming, is from our Mom’s first husband; you were her first child.  They were divorced when you were only two and she reverted back to her maiden name, Miller, while you continued to live with your Dad ‘cause he had plenty enough money to win the nasty custody battle against a nearly penniless student overwhelmed with student loans.  Yeah, all this happened when you were little but you lived with your real Dad while our Mom finished up her medical program and ultimately became a famous doctor in Miami, Florida.  Mom admitted she didn’t give you near the attention you deserved during that period since she hated your Dad so much for taking you away and she’s truly sorry for that.”

“It hurts that you, Jonathon, and Mom are so much closer as a family.”

“Naw!  Just wait, … our new Dad has a plan for you to ‘feel right’ about Mom’s failings in the past.  He believes in poetic justice and he’s eager to get you integrated into the family.  Trust me, our Mexico operation is plenty large enough for you to be challenged and still have the time of your life.”  Hank ignored the road for a long glance at his older step-brother.  “Just ‘cause you’ve been all over the world doesn’t mean you have even the slightest idea what adventure is, … just wait, Dude!”

Debbie and Gigi grunted in discomfort as the truck passed over a particularly bumpy stretch of Arizona highway.  The step-brothers ignored the slaves drooling piteously at their feet.

“OK, so Mom became a doctor in Miami.  Through her business dealings, she met this dude Aaron, … yeah, that’s right, … the guy that we call Uncle Aaron.  Anyhow, during that same time period Marshall Thompson was having a tough time making a profit with the cattle operation on his Arizona ranch.”

“That’s where the ponygirl thing first started?”

Hank looked crossly at Aaron.  “Yeah, but this was all way before WSA-2000 when it became legal to own slaves.  First he started off by trying some simple dude ranch stuff to draw in some extra revenue.  But, that still didn’t make enough money.  He was faced with losing his family ranch.  Then, Uncle Aaron arranged a few contacts with some kinky people he’d met that were into having wives and girlfriends trained as weekend ponygirls.  Marshall originally thought it was going to be just a fun getaway for the couples but the clients, both the men and the potential ponygirls, demanded much more realism.  He tried to keep it as legal as possible.”

Hank stopped to give a pointed stare down at the two gagged and collared girls at their feet.  “The problem with kinda legal,” he continued, “is that even though most of the women willingly signed apparently ironclad contracts, the women had no safe words while on the ranch or escape clauses; they were truly treated like real slaves while undergoing training.  Marshall’s training methods were totally illegal in that he was unmerciful in beatings and punishments if the ponygirls failed to meet exacting standards and progress through training.  By the way, … that’s exactly how Uncle Aaron predicted it had to be to please those clients.”

“So how did Mom get linked up with this Marshall Thompson?”

“Ahh,” Hank grinned over at his brother, “my real Dad, Joseph Loftus explained to Jonathon and I that it was Mom’s fault ‘cause she has a real slutty streak that sometimes overrides her normal brilliance.  You see, being greedy and still struggling to pay off her past education and business debts, Mom was doing some seriously illegal stuff at the time for Uncle Aaron.  She was doing forced cosmetic surgery for a few women who were either kidnapped or coerced into slavery by Uncle Aaron.  By the way, Uncle Aaron continues to claim that almost all the women he enslaved deserved their fate through some sort of illegal deeds.  He acts like he had some kind of rigid honor code for a moral conscience that preempted society’s laws.  Anyway, Mom somehow thought it would be ‘hot’ to have a short experience as a ponygirl and she begged Uncle Aaron to make it happen.”

“Holy shit!” Aaron whispered, “You mean that more than twenty years ago, pre WSA-2000, our Mom volunteered to undergo rigorous and realistic forced training as a ponygirl?  And she begged a known slaver to make her stupid dream come true?”

Debbie and Gigi mewed in horror through their gags at the thought.

“No shit, bro!  Not only that, but being totally unprepared physically, Mom was bombing out of the training.  Marshall Thompson was just about to suggest that Uncle Aaron needed to dispose of Mom for failing in her initial ponygirl training; remember, I told you the standards on the ranch were extreme.   Well, by sheer luck, that was exactly the same time that Uncle Aaron had suggested this New Mexican rancher, Joseph Loftus, stop by to see the operation.  At the last minute, Marshall harnessed her up in tandem with another loser of a ponygirl to pull a racing surrey and get this, … somehow, she won an amazing race with Marshall and Joseph as the sole spectators.  Yep, that’s right, my Dad met our Mom for the first time when she was kicking ass in her first ponygirl race.  The rest is history - Mom married Joseph Loftus. Later, they even won some kind of famous ponygirl race on the Arabian Peninsula before she had a set of twins on their New Mexico ranch.  From then on, she spent about half her time as a doctor in Miami and the rest of the time on the ranch in New Mexico.”

“But Joseph enslaved Mom as soon as WSA-2000 went into effect.”

Hank grimaced, “Yeah, but you were wrong to hate him for that.  Mom was always happier when she was in slave-mode anyway and her school and medical practice debts were long since paid off.  When WSA-2000 passed, Uncle Aaron was one of the first to be licensed as a slaver.  He came out to the ranch and formalized her enslavement along with four other captive ponygirls that Dad had secretly held for years.  You see before we were born, Uncle Aaron found out that Anna and Becky, the two bimbo cunts that were forced to become real ponygirls, once plotted to kill Dad.  Uncle Aaron quietly kidnapped them, Mom did cosmetic surgery and basic slave training on them, and they were crated up and shipped off to Arizona for ponygirl training.  Yeah, they eventually signed a whole bunch of quasi-legal contracts and admitted the attempted murder plot on videotape and in depositions, but technically they were illegally held prisoner for years prior to WSA-2000.”

“So that’s how Mom met Joseph Loftus and why he ended up with ponygirls?”

“Yep!”

“But I never understood how she became Marshall Thompson’s slave.”

Hank nodded gravely.  “That’s another reason why you were pissed off at Marshall.  When my Dad, Joseph Loftus, died in that horse riding accident in late 2000, his will gave everything to Uncle Aaron, including the New Mexico ranch, the four ponygirls, and Mom.  Boy was she some kinda pissed off about that.  Here she finally achieves her lifelong goal of becoming a legal slave to the love of her life and then her collar passes over to one of the toughest, least predictable, and most dangerous son-of-a bitch Slave Masters of all time.”

“Yeah, Uncle Aaron’s not someone you want to cross,” Aaron observed.

Hank nodded.  “Luckily, Uncle Aaron knew what Dad would have wanted.  He leased out the New Mexico ranch to a cattle consortium, liquidated everything else in the estate, and set up a generous trust for Jonathon and me.  By the way, everything Uncle Aaron did left Mom both penniless and still enslaved.  Then, he bundled us all up and took us to Marshall Thompson’s Arizona ranch where Uncle Aaron sold Mom and the four ponygirls to Marshall for a single dollar apiece plus whatever the minimum tax payment for title transfer was at the time.  Marshall was plenty happy to help raise Jonathon and I for these past eight years and it was the best thing in the world for Mom.”

The men stopped talking as Aaron absorbed what his step-brother had just revealed.

Seeing that Aaron was still processing things, Hank stole a couple of appreciative glances over at Debbie Charnauf.  “She has some truly astounding hooters!” he thought.  “Mom would love to get her hands on prime stock like that; young, blonde, and soft-skinned.  Oh, oh, so nice!”    

“So you boys have seen Mom perform as a ponygirl?” Aaron finally asked.

“In full ponygirl regalia!” Hank gushed.  “But don’t forget, ponygirls on our ranch are not women playing at some sort of hobby, … they, are ponygirls and it’s a tough life!  But even better, Jonathon and I have trained our own ponygirls and dude, … there’s nothing better as a teenager than having unlimited access to the hottest, slickest, most willing, and tightest teenage ponygirl pussy in the world.”

“That’s what you meant about me not knowing true adventure?”

Hank glanced over at Aaron and winked.  “No, bro, … that’s only a small part of why you are ‘adventure clueless’.”

“Aaron, we’re entering Nogales, Arizona now.  Make sure that Gigi and Debbie are calmed down and engage their collars in no-voice-mode.  This is not the time for foolish mistakes by a couple of clueless college bitches.”

Chapter 42 - Border Crossing:  The U.S. Side

“Aaron, relax.  It might have been a few years, but I’ve hauled plenty of slaves in Pedro Gonzalez’s trucks through the border inspection stations.  The American side is a simple manifest check.  Things don’t get dicey until we hit the Mexican side and even there, all we need to do is keep cool and focused so that the petty Mexican asshole officials can do their thing.”

“Hank, this is the most illegal thing I’ve ever done,” Aaron responded.  “It goes against all my training; everything I’ve ever learned.”

“Illegal?  What the fuck you talking about, bro?  Get your head in the game!  We have volunteer statements and slave paperwork on all sixty-plus bitches you rounded up in Kansas and the cunts that Jonathon got from Pedro are fully legal WSA-2000 conversions.  They’re slaves and that’s the mindset you need to be in, finito!”

Debbie began a grunt of disagreement at his words and her collar immediately punished her with a severe shock.

As he downshifted, Hank’s right arm shot out and his fist yanked Debbie’s head up toward his knee by her blonde tresses.  “Staying calm and in your role as slave girl is even more important for you,” he snarled, “If you can’t do your job as agreed, I swear I’ll leave you behind at a Nogales whorehouse.  Just because you’re Aaron’s friend doesn’t change the seriousness of this border crossing.”

“Besides, Aaron,” Hank continued in a calmer tone while ignoring the tears copiously flowing down from Debbie and Gigi’s eyes, “in addition to the one hundred and five head of first rate stock aboard these trucks, ya gotta remember that the best part is you still have lots of their cash left over.  All this prime pussy is essentially free.”

Aaron nodded.  “Yeah, and Gigi helped me with a plan to recover as much as sixty percent of the loot that the adult sorority advisors stole from their Hutchinson, Kansas businesses.”  He rubbed Gigi’s dark tresses at his knee and added, “We owe her a huge debt.  Her information will probably generate at least a million dollars.”

“Aaron, time to take out their gags and increase the punishment settings on their collars.  That last corrective shock hardly shook Debbie.  Remember girls, you’re both collared and dressed to act just like Pedro Gonzalez’ little slave helpers.  You both better be the sexiest bitches and the best blowjob queens in the southwest.   And Gigi, your cunt better be hot and juicy ‘cause you’re liable to be test driven more than once while our cargo is being processed.”

Hank barely had time to roll down the window as he had arrived at the first kiosk.

“Good morning,” he said in a friendly tone, “I never expected to see the commercial lanes empty like this.”

“Good morning to you, sir.  It was really busier earlier; this is probably just a brief lull while the drivers stop for lunch.  Don’t worry, the traffic will pick up again.  What kind of load do you have?”

“Actually, sir, we have two commercial loads of slave girls from Señor Gonzalez’ Ganado de Desierto de Sonora.”

“Hey, that’s cool guys.  Yesterday was my first day at work and another of your delivery people, … uhh, yeah Clara was her name, she set me up with the hottest blonde cunt I’ve ever imagined.”  After a moment, the Border Patrol official shook himself and his face shifted from dreamy to sad.  He continued in a lowered voice, “I was gonna get a loan and buy that juicy bitch but Mr. Gonzalez told me she already had an owner.  Do you think you’ve got anything that tasty aboard today?”

Hank smirked over at Aaron and then glanced down with a warning look at Debbie.  He turned back to the young Border Patrol official and replied with a huge grin, “You must be Fred and that hot piece of ass you sampled yesterday is a new slave named Flora.  She belongs to my brother who’s driving the truck behind us.”

Fred turned bright red and he stuttered back in horror, “Oooohhh, uuuuhhhh, sssssorry.  I didn’t mean to offend, … Ccclara, … Clara said it was OK.”

Hank laughed, “Dude, it’s alright!  That horny bastard brother of mine took my new slave Buffy for an overnight test drive.  Just don’t remind him that you reamed out all Flora’s holes in just one session.”

Relieved, Fred could only bounce his head up and down in grateful acknowledgment.

Hank hesitated before driving on to the cargo manifest inspection station.  “Fred, we don’t have any stock for sale on this run.  But, if you can take a break anytime before our loads are released to the Mexican side, I can give you a similar set of big-titted blondes to choose from for another ‘test drive’.”

As their tractor trailer lurched away, Aaron muttered, “Uh, Hank, I hope you don’t mean Debbie and Melisa.  We promised them no more than blowjobs at the border crossing, remember.”

“Yeah, Aaron, I know,” Hank replied in an easy tone.  “You want slutty Sofia and slave Gigi to take up the slack by offering cunt or ass as required.  The problem is, both them are black-haired and slim.  If Fred’s preference is bit-titted, soft-skinned blondes, … well then, if by the time he shows up, maybe we’ll have something he wants already picked out from elsewhere in the cargo.”

“Whew!” Aaron whispered with relief.  “I was hoping to keep as honest as possible dealing with the girls on this operation.”  He took a deep breath and evaluated Debbie kneeling at his knees.  She was still glaring at him.  “We’ll try,” he agreed after weighing his options.  “But, Debbie, he’s right, if nothing else is available, I’ll back Hank’s decision one hundred percent if he thinks it’s necessary to offer up your pussy or ass for a bit of use.  If that’s how it goes, you better give young Fred the ride of his life.”

At her fierce scowl, he threw his hands up in the air and muttered, “Shit!  We’re taking huge chances with this and you’re worried about taking on a bit of cock.  Crap!  My brothers and I could go to jail for years for helping you girls.  Besides, it’s not like you’re a virgin or anything.”

If possible, both Debbie and Gigi were scowling around their gags even more fiercely at his insensitivity.

“Dude,” Hank added in full seriousness, “I’ll be watching them carefully and if Debbie, Gigi, Sofia, and Melisa aren’t one hundred percent convincing, the punishment is my decision.  Agreed?”

Aaron nodded.  “Fair enough,” he said curtly.  “It’s your ass on the line as well.”

Debbie and Gigi just closed their eyes and slumped down.  The boys couldn’t tell if it was in acceptance of their role or not.  Hank couldn’t have cared less.  Aaron was still worried about staying true to his promises.

“Just stay focused, Aaron, and instantly correct the girls if they don’t react exactly like slave assistants.  I’ll have a cattle prod handy just in case.”  

The truck stopped under the shelter in a lane reserved for inspection of human livestock.  The roar of the engine slowed to silence and the air brakes hissed loudly as the air bled out of the brake lines and the brakes locked up.

“We’ll be here for at least two hours,” Hank told everyone in the cab as he stepped down clenching a mound of paperwork.

“I’m Ralph and I’ll be inspecting your livestock,” the male inspector said with a smile.  “It’s slow going right now so I’ll be doing a little more thorough than normal of a job confirming your cargo is only legitimate slaves.”

Hank nodded and said, “No, problem, Ralph.  We’ll get the back unlocked for you and then my bitches Debbie and Gigi can give you any specific help you need.”

The inspector stopped and pointedly checked out the two young women in their abbreviated T-shirts and their too tight, brilliant red shorts.  He smiled at their erect nipples, swallowed noticeably at the sight of their deeply cleft camel-toes, and nodded happily.  “They should be sending another inspector to help with your second truck load.”  Energized by his assistants’ scanty clothing, Ralph strode purposefully toward the back of the trailer.

Hank and Aaron swung the rear cargo doors open and locked them back against the sides of the trailer.

“Wow!” the official gasped at the sight of the three tiered arrangement of two rows of cages.  The sixty cages were full of naked stock and another twenty women equally naked hung from their cuffed wrists which were snapped to chains hanging from the ceiling down the length of the isle.  “That’s a lot of prime looking stock you have here!”

Hank nodded and grinned, “Yeah, Ralph, we got quite a load here today.  But the best stock is in the cages.  The other cunts are alright, but they aren’t nearly as valuable.”

“Do you mind if I use your scanner,” the inspector asked.  “I’m already fully familiar with Pedro Gonzalez’ slave management system.   All I have to do is scan, confirm that the photos that pop up in your database match the face of the slave, cross-check the name with what’s on your manifest, and go on to the next slave.   Given the light workload today, I’ll do a one hundred percent visual verification and then I’ll randomly pick twenty percent of the names on the manifest to cross-check against the Arizona State Slave Database at the computer in my office.”

“No problem,” Hank reiterated.  “We’re at your service until you’re satisfied.

The inspector grinned back at Hank.  “I know, … it’s a tough job but someone’s gotta do it, … right.”  He took the manifest and scanner.  “So, … you’ve got, … oh, yeah, eighty slaves in the truck and two in your crew.”  

“Oh, and Ralph,” Aaron offered, “our second load just pulling up has twenty-one slaves hanging in the back of the van and two more in the crew.  For a load this large, we need three men and four cunts just to handle everything.” He took a deep breath and added, “We had some trouble earlier with one of the helpers on the way down here and we had to put them all in enforced silence mode.”

The inspector nodded in understanding.  “Sometimes they just don’t get it, do they?” he observed in a flat voice.  “You’re right to stop their misbehaving instantly.  If you want, you can pull any of your stock aside for whipping or correcting as long as I’ve verified their faces against your database.  I’ll do name, social security number, and enslavement data confirmation in my office.”

“Thanks,” Hank replied, “I just might take you up on the offer if their service isn’t one hundred percent.  And, … let me know if you can spot the one that’s been slacking off.”

“Gigi, you follow the inspector into the trailer to help with identity verification,” Hank ordered.  “And since it’s kinda crowded in there, I’ll wait outside.  Aaron, why don’t you and Debbie open up the other truck and see if you can find something appropriate to mount on a couple of display blocks in case Fred shows up.”

Debbie’s nostrils flared in alarm at the thought of failing to find a suitable replacement for her and Melisa; she scurried off in front of Aaron to personally assist in finding a couple of hot looking, big-titted blondes in the other truck.

Jonathon was just exiting the cab of the second truck as Debbie scurried up.

Jonathon and Aaron watched in amusement as Debbie pantomimed opening the rear doors.  Melisa and Sofia, ungagged but also in collar-enforced silent mode, approached behind Jonathon and also watched Debbie’s antics.

Finally, Aaron broke his stare free of the mesmerizing sight of Debbie’s big hooters floating up and down under her skimpy top as she frantically tried to get Jonathon to understand that she needed into the back of the truck.  “Open up,” Aaron told his young step-brother.  “I haven’t seen any of these new acquisitions and Debbie’s looking for a couple of look-a-like blonde bimbos with big, soft tits.”

Debbie turned back to face Aaron, glared angrily at him, and silently mouthed something impolite back while her right hand’s middle finger rose upward in a universally understood sign that exactly mirrored the words she’d just silently mouthed.

“That bitch absolutely needs some corrective training,” a male voice said from just behind Aaron.

Debbie spun around at the voice and she flushed crimson at drawing attention to herself.

Aaron calmly turned and saw that it was Fred.  “You on break already?” he asked in a quiet voice.  “Are you ready for another test drive?”

“Those things real,” the young man asked instead.  From his intent stare, it was obvious he was enjoying Debbie’s impressive chest that was still quivering from her sudden turn and then her silent gasps of dismay.

Jonathon stepped around Aaron and answered for him.  “Yeah, they’re real!  You wanna see?”

Before Aaron could react, Jonathon reached over from behind Debbie’s much lower shoulder, grabbed the short T-shirt at a point just below her big breasts, and yanked it up and over her head.  Without pause, Jonathon brought the T-shirt back off her shoulders and down to her wrists that were now held tight at the small of her back.  While one hand maintained control of her wrists, his free hand slipped into his back pocket for a four-foot length of rawhide binding cord.  

Horrified, Debbie stood shell-shocked before Fred.  Within just seconds, Jonathon had skillfully reduced her to a topless state leaving her in just shoes and the ridiculously tight hot pants.  Worse, she was fully aware that her breasts had almost instantly flushed with blood and her nipples spiked outwardly.  She intentionally didn’t look down at the obvious signs of her arousal.

“A quality bitch like this is versatile,” Jonathon spoke.  His free hand snaked around her torso and lifted up each of her big breasts appraisingly.  “Obviously, her teats are natural and plenty big and soft enough to qualify for dairy use or quite a bit of tit torture.”  Aaron’s step-brother proved his judgment by squeezing each breast mound hard, showing how the soft flesh flowed easily around his grasping fingers.  “There’s plenty of room for expansion to hold lots of milk,” he continued, “and the nipples are plenty robust enough for machine milking.”

Debbie squirmed uncomfortably in his grip.  She was horrified that he was saying such things about her body.

Jonathon’s hand slipped down to her stomach and he continued, “Except for her oversize hooters, the rest of her frame is slim but still covered with a nice little layer of baby fat.  Notice her tiny pooch of a tummy and the full mound of flesh above her vulva.  The problem is her thighs and buttocks; notice how loose and slack the major muscle groups are.  So, except for her oversize hooters and the general slackness of her musculature, she’d have been prime roasting stock.  Without improvement through an exercise regime, she’s most suited for any indoor use, particularly sex.”

“Well, you’re the expert,” Hank admitted.  “But, everything you’ve said is just based on evaluation of her structural configuration.  If she’s really prime bedroom material, then there are a number of other factors at least as important.”

“Good job!” Jonathon threw back in admiration.  “You must have had a class in alternate meat grading and slave confirmation judging.”

Blushing, Fred nodded his head.  

Jonathon tightened his grip on Debbie’s bound wrists and his free hand drew her long blonde hair back in a ponytail that he then used to fully control her body.  With her hands bound behind her back, she could only follow Jonathon’s lead.  “Why don’t you take her pants off and judge her involuntary sexual responsiveness.”


Fred immediately knelt down in front of Debbie and fumbled for the front zipper of her pants and the side leg zipper.  “I can already smell her cunt juices,” he observed.  “It’s fresh and clean smelling; no old funky odors at all.”

As Debbie twitched in humiliation, Jonathon reminded her to stay still by tightening both his grips; one on her bound wrists and one on her ponytail.  

With both crotch and leg zipper unzipped, Debbie’s garish red hot pants were precariously held up by just one thigh and the fullness of her rounded rump.  At Fred’s fumbling, the pants slipped down to pool around an ankle.

“I can see dew on her outer labia,” Fred observed happily.  “I’m gonna test the outer playground before I dive inside with two or three fingers.”


Debbie jerked back at Fred’s delving touches.  She attempted to whimper as three fingers were slowly shoved into her twat.  The collar punished her for voicing by releasing a strong electrical charge that made our entire body go rigid in response.

Fred was unaware that the jolting electrical impulse from the collar was the trigger for the incredible involuntary spasming of her lower abdominal muscles. “Hey, I think the bitch just came,” he said excitedly.  “Wow!  Her cunt just latched down like a vice on my fingers.  Plus, it’s like a swamp down here!”

“Aaron, get me a leash from those hanging on the truck’s door.  Fred, why don’t you take this blonde for a test drive in one of your livestock inspection booths?” 

Fred grimaced in unhappiness.  “No, I can’t.  The only way I got out of my kiosk was to volunteer to crosscheck the manifest through the Arizona Slave Database.  To do that, I have to take your manifest back to the office.”

“Go on and take her with you anyway.  Maybe she can give you a kneeling blowjob while you’re working on the computer in the office.”

“You’d do that?”

“No problem,” Jonathon grinned, “and you and your office mates are more than welcome to use her afterward as well.  No use wasting that already juiced up pussy.  You have until we pull forward to the Mexican side.  The other inspector thought it’d take at least two hours.”

Chapter 43 - Aaron’s Friends: Faux Slaves?

“That was a dirty trick,” Aaron muttered to his step-brother.  “Debbie’s gonna be one very pissed off chick!  The plan was to grab one of the blondes you just bought off of Pedro and offer her up to Fred or any other interested border official.”

“Chick?  I don’t see any stinking chicks around here!  Dude, I thought Hank was going to square you away on your mistaken attitude,” Jonathon whispered back tersely.  “The only thing that matters right now is to keep the inspectors happy.  The cunts will either get over their treatment once we get down to the ranch or they are more than welcome to chart their own freaking destinies without our help.  In the meantime, they’re wearing collars and that dictates how I’m going to treat them; as slaves, and that means I give a fuck what they think!”

“Now, bro,” Jonathon continued in a calmer tone, “I want you to go check on the first truck.  The inspector has everything under control here.”

Aaron stepped up into the tractor trailer and saw that Ralph did indeed seem to be content.   “I already gave half the manifest to Fred,” he said to Aaron, “so that he can get started on crosschecking names and data.  Everything so far in this load of slave cunts is fine, … yes, … yes, just fine.”

Aaron glanced back over Ralph’s shoulder as he spoke and he observed Gigi staggering up from what had been a kneeling position just behind Ralph.  She was trying without much success to get white strings and gobs of Ralph’s cum off her face and hair.

“Yep,” Ralph repeated, “that is a fine load of prime slaves you guys are hauling into Mexico.  My only regret is that I didn’t have time to fully sample that black-haired wench you had helping me.”

“You mean anything other than her mouth,” Aaron observed dryly.

“Exactly!” Ralph responded back with enthusiasm.

“Well,” Aaron offered, “the helper in the next truck is another slim black-haired beauty with a positively silky cunt.  Why don’t you tap her after you finish with this load?”

“You got it!” the inspector threw over his shoulder as he turned to begin inspecting the port side of the trailer’s load.

“Gigi, get coffle chains ready.  Hank wants to be ready to unload ten girls to a chain at the next stop.  With a load of this size, we’ll have to walk the coffles through each step of Mexican immigration and customs.”

With Gigi busy sorting through the coffle chains, Aaron drifted forward inside the trailer to Margaux’s cage.  On the way, he passed cage after cage and in almost each case, the girls were still a bit groggy or dazed from the powerful cocktail of tranquilizers he had injected each woman with hours before.  The only exceptions were the girls hanging by their wrists in the aisle.  The uncomfortable position had long since overcome the effects of the tranquilizer cocktail.  Aaron absently wove his way through the forest of nearly perfect naked female bodies hanging in the aisle.  He gave them scant attention as he was solely interested in Margaux.  In his mind, the other women he passed in the aisle were simply slaves.  Thus, he ignored the jiggling titties, the lush curves of buttocks, the variety of pubic hair styles, and the perfect symmetry of the Vs between thighs as he parted the sea of flesh.  They meant nothing to Aaron as most were the Arizona slave girls that they’d just purchased from Pedro Gonzalez to round out the cargo and assist in camouflaging the load of girls from Kansas.

The black elastic blindfolds and too-tight gags increased the hanging slaves’ appearance as nothing but livestock and effectively hid their identities.

“Margaux’s condition is about the same as the other caged women,” he thought as he took in her relaxed pose and unfocused stare.  Aaron unlocked and opened her cage door.  He couldn’t help but admiringly caress her smooth sides and trace the outline of her perky breasts with a questing fingertip.  Margaux mewed softly and slowly stretched out in the cramped cage, rolling her breasts upward in the move.  Aaron leaned in and kissed a crinkled nipple.  Before Margaux awoke more fully from her drug-assisted sleep, Aaron once again set the pneumatic inoculating gun against her butt.  With a hiss, a half-dose of the drug cocktail sluiced through her soft flesh and disbursed itself deep in her ass.

Slightly startled at her unexpected presence, Aaron turned to address his French Maid.  “Gigi, Margaux doesn’t go on a slave coffle.  I sedated her again and we’ll wheel her through Mexican stations strapped onto a cart.”

At Gigi’s questioning stare, Aaron admitted with hands held upward in defeat, “Hey, I’m not ready to sit down and explain to my girlfriend that in just a few minutes her face and fingerprints are getting entered into the Mexican National Slave Database, an RFID chip fired into her ass by a veterinarian, a ranch ownership tattoo and Mexican Slave ID Number tattooed on her butt by a tattoo artist, and livestock inoculations.  No freaking way!”

Still muttering under his breath, Aaron strode away.  Gigi simply shook her head and constrained by her control collar from voicing her opinion, returned to laying out sets of coffle chains on the trailer’s aisle way.

Aaron’s much more experienced younger step-brother, Hank, stood back and observed all this with a relaxed smile on his face.  “So far, everything is going quite smoothly,” he commented to himself.  “We’ll be crossing onto the Mexico side in just a few minutes.

As the U.S. inspectors finished up confirming that the export load of slave girls was legitimate, a very satisfied Fred led Debbie back to the smaller van by her leash.  Her hands, now a mottled bluish-red, were still bound behind her back with the rawhide binding twine that Jonathon had used.

He handed the leash to Aaron and happily volunteered, “This bitch was just great!  She sucked me off like a pro and then willingly bent down over my desk after she got me hard again.  But, … I think that you forgot to turn her collar controls off because every time she grunted, her cunt rippled with the most amazing massage effect.  Was she getting shocked or is she that much of a slut?”

Embarrassed at Debbie’s accusing stare, Aaron took a deep breath and squared his shoulders.  “A little of both, Fred,” Aaron said evenly.  “I admit that I haven’t tested this one myself since she was just added to our crew.  But, her pussy has been drooling constantly since we picked her up.”

Debbie wriggled under the two men’s intense scrutiny.  There was no hiding the obvious traces of sperm on her face and hair.  As Debbie’s legs shifted, Aaron saw that thick trails of white goo ran from her crotch to the inside of her knees.  

“How many times did your office mates shoot off inside the slut?” Aaron asked.

“Well, after I did her in the mouth and the cunt, it took me an hour of wandering through various databases to confirm that the twenty-two slaves Ralph randomly selected off your manifest were legitimate slaves.  During that hour, six or seven guys took turns trying out one or the other of her holes.  I’d guess that each of them probably got her twice.”

Fred got a big grin on his face as he paused.  “Then, I had to try her ass.  By then, she was kinda passive from all the cock she’d been given.  So, … knowing that her collar was shocking her for using her vocal cords, I gave her about twenty or so butt-slaps while I was buried in her rectum.  That my friend, was an E-ticket ride.  All the guys in the office are really appreciative of your generosity in sharing such prime stock.”

“Any time, Fred.  Any time.” Aaron responded with bravado.   He was still worried about the daggers of anger that Debbie kept sneaking at him.  

After Fred walked away, Hank and Jonathon approached.

“Ralph gave us the all clear,” Hank said.  “Did Fred sign off on the manifest?”

“More importantly,” Jonathon interjected with a harsh look at Debbie, “did the cunt meet with his approval?”

Aaron shook the leash in correction when Debbie stamped her foot in silent anger at her forced role as cum slut at the border inspection station.  “Yes, Hank,” Aaron answered tiredly, “Fred signed off on the manifest and the immigration forms so we’re free to move on to the Mexican side.  And yes, Jonathon, Fred was totally satisfied with the enticing bait he was offered.”

Aaron paused and drew Debbie’s face closer to his own by shortening the leash.  “Oh, and Jonathon, given Fred’s obvious weakness for blonde cunt and our not having any other slaves handy for that purpose, Debbie was the perfect choice.  You were right to let her distract and reward the inspection officials.  Debbie is to be commended for her enthusiasm in helping the cause.”

Aaron pulled his lips back from Debbie’s face as he belatedly remembered that kissing her to reward her wanton response with Fred was ill-advised given the streaks of jism on her flushed face.

Jonathon grinned at Debbie.  “Well, since congratulations are in order, your reward is to choose where to be when we pass into Mexico.  Do you want to be on the coffle chains or do you want to continue to portray one of our assistants?”

Debbie rubbed her filthy flank against Aaron but couldn’t verbally answer.  “Guess that means she stays with us,” Aaron guessed.

“Melisa!” Jonathon commanded loudly when Debbie nodded slowly that she wanted to remain with the three brothers. “Get your skanky ass over here!”

When the big breasted blonde bounded up, Jonathon continued, “Since you didn’t get a sperm injection, free Debbie’s hands and wipe her face and Gigi’s face clean.  Lastly, sponge off the cum from between Sofia and Debbie’s legs.  Since you’re a big-tittied, blonde version of Debbie, we’ll give her a rest and let the Mexicans have you first if they need relief.  Keep in mind what I already told Debbie; you’ll be the best cocksucker and dick massager in the world or we’ll abandon you here in a Mexican whorehouse where you can provide those same services dozens of times daily for the remainder of your miserable life.”

Within moments, the two loads of slaves (real, coerced, and faux) were on their way across the mere fifty yards of open asphalt which separated them from Mexico.

Chapter 44 - Border Crossing: The Mexican Slave Database

French Maid Gigi and faux-slave Debbie were once again seated in the cab of the tractor trailer with Aaron and Hank.  The foursome was crossing the very short stretch of asphalt separating the U.S. and Mexican border crossing stations. 

“You girls were convincing cum buckets,” Hank offered in a sincere tone.  “Thanks!”

“Yuch,” Gigi grunted back.  “That’s disgusting.”

“I’m so humiliated,” Debbie whispered in obvious distress.  “How can I ever live this down?  You just forced me into a gangbang with an entire office of horny men.  Also, you made Sofia act the slut with that inspector, Ralph.”

“Quiet girls,” Aaron warned, “or I’ll turn those collars back on again!”  

“No, please, Master,” Gigi begged softly.  “Those shocks can kill us if we’ve got something spurting in our mouth when we gag.”

“And, I thought I’d die of suffocation when Fred first hammered his cock dry into my ass.  Every time I groaned or grunted in pain, more electrical shocks rolled through my body from the collar,” Debbie moaned.

“Look girls,” Aaron tried to explain.  “Firstly, this reprise from shock-mode was intended to be a reward for a job well done; so, stop with the whining!  Secondly, Gigi is my slave and Sofia had already proved to Gigi and me that they were sluts so I don’t need to be apologetic for that.”  He took a deep breath and looked directly at Debbie.  “Remember, I agreed with Jonathon about you having to whore yourself if we were cornered.  So, … no, … you better not expect too much of an apology and besides, your cunt began to flow like a river when Jonathon tied your hands behind your back and started treating you like livestock!”

“Hush!” Hank interjected in anger.  “We’re here!  Everyone keep in mind that this is the most critical stop of the entire escape plan!  And girls, stop acting like spoiled housewives or I’ll help Jonathon cane your hides in punishment!  Mexican border officials love to watch gringa bitches get chastised.”

The cab coasted to a halt at the Mexican Immigration Check Point.  Aaron tried to act casual while he handed over the manifest listing his load of slave girls as if he’d done this border crossing hundreds of times.  As expected, there was no friendly banter or camaraderie with the surly officials.  Hank had already warned them that the Mexican officials expected to be kowtowed to and demanded instant obedience and subservience from gringa slaves.

“Another load from Gonzalez?” the immigration official asked in a sour tone.

“Yes, Sir,” Aaron responded with a false calm he didn’t really feel.

“You know where to go?”

“Yes, Sir!  We go to the commercial immigration shed for manifest inspection.”

Aaron had been informed by his experienced brothers that following the perfunctory first stop at the Nogales, Mexico crossing, which is essentially a traffic control point when it comes to commercial traffic, he would have to pass through two separate inspection stations to clear his shipment of slaves.

With some qualms about the permanent indignities his friends were about to occur, Aaron pulled into the open-sided shed where immigration officials would soon minutely examine his manifest along with ownership papers for the slaves and enter data on the arriving slaves into the exhaustive Mexican National Slave Database.  The second stop was the one he truly dreaded.  There, in a much larger covered area, his livestock and friends would be further processed and marked everlastingly as slaves.

Aaron quickly stepped down from the cab and met three approaching Mexican border officials.  From their bearing, they were not going to be fun to deal with.

“How many whores you got running loose?” one Mexican official growled in lieu of a greeting.  He had seen Gigi and Debbie waiting for orders beside the tractor trailer.  The two other officers took aggressive stances on either side of the first official.

“Well,” Aaron answered in a slow and measure tone, “We’ve actually got two commercial shipments of slave girls we’re delivering for Señor Gonzalez.”

The inspector smiled the barest of grins at hearing Aaron’s tone of respect to the Hispanic business owner.  His visage returned to a virtual scowl as he spoke back.  “So how many bitches?”

“Our crew is a total of three men and four slave helpers.  The first truck has eighty slaves in the cargo area and the second has twenty-one slaves hanging from chains in the back of the van.  Counting slave girl helpers, we have one hundred and five slaves entering Mexico for the first time.”

The three officials exchanged grins of appreciation and their spokesman added in a more pleasant tone, “You got one hundred and five bitches?  You better have a lot of cash for the fees!”

“No problem,” Aaron answered.

“We had to sedate one of the slaves,” Hank added for his brother.  “She was pretty hysterical about being sold into Mexico.”

“You know how to handle so many slaves?”

“Yes,” Aaron replied, “we’ll arrange chains with ten girls each and attach the leads to individual inspection posts here in the first shed.”

“Oh,” Hank added, “we also request that you process our four helpers last of all so they can assist in keeping order and helping move each slave into the correct position.”

The officials agreed and after pulling out an access ramp from under the trailer, Hank, Aaron, Gigi, and Debbie quickly set up the coffles.  Hank led the first down the aluminum ramp and to the first inspection post.  Gigi followed with the next ten slave girls and they continued until seventy-nine slave girls from the trailer were arrayed out in eight coffles of thoroughly miserable and clearly apprehensive women.  The eightieth slave girl, Margaux, was dumped unconscious atop a cargo cart.  The extra dose of tranquilizers had her snoring softly.  Nakedly sprawled out across the carpet covered platform, Margaux would have been horrified at the glances of appreciation she drew from the gathering crowd of Mexicans.

The three officials with Aaron and Hank ignored the portable multi-mode scanners on a nearby table.  Instead, one of the previously silent officials demanded in a perfect American accent, “Where are the data files for all eighty-two slaves in this lot?” 

Hank silently handed over a single DVD disk that contained complete digital records including copies of every bit of paperwork involved in enslaving the women, high-quality photographic images, fingerprints, urine test results, and data links to the Arizona State Slave Database.  

Hank had informed his surprised step-brother that the Mexican National Slave Database contained far more data per slave than any equivalent U.S. database.  This was a consequence of desiring to maximize revenue while ensuring that accurate records were maintained on each slave to include virtually every document involved in their enslavement.  Further, the Mexican lawmakers had decided that it should be as difficult as possible to free slaves of foreign origin once they entered Mexican sovereign territory.  

The immigration official sat down behind a small portable desk and began to carefully copy all the digital data from Pedro Gonzalez’ digital data system into newly created Mexican slave files for each of the eighty slave girls brought in as cargo as well as the new identities for Gigi and Debbie.  The Mexican data management system automatically generated new Slave Identification Numbers and intentionally failed to enter any cross-references to pre-existing slave files in any American, Canadian, or other foreign slave database.  Once a woman was processed into Mexico as a slave, her status stayed that way until proper Mexican paperwork was processed and entered into their national database by certified slavery officials.  To take full revenue-generating advantage of the act of freeing slave girls, their manumission fees were by far the highest in the western world.

As Hank had explained to the astounded audience of Aaron, Gigi, and Debbie, any questions that might have remained unresolved about the legality of how a foreign entity enslaved a woman were rendered moot the instant her data was entered into the Mexican National Slave Database.  “Once an imported slave’s information is in the Mexican National Slave Database,” Hank told them in a serious tone, “the woman is a slave, … period, … finito.”

Aaron also knew from Hank’s explanations that he’d be expected to pay an import fee of ten dollars a head at this first station.

Since each of the eighty-two women were entering the country for the first time, the three officials systematically re-photographed and re-fingerprinted each slave to confirm their identities as shown in the Pedro Gonzalez database.  Working from long experience, the three men quickly worked down the first coffle with wireless devices that efficiently slipped the appropriate data into the correct slave file.  The men brokered no shyness or balking on the part of the young slaves and yanked them wordlessly into each position for photographs and fingerprints.  

While the first coffle was being smoothly processed, two female immigration officials arrived pushing a soft-tired cart with a wireless-linked data terminal, a cash register, and a printer.  As the men completed and verified data entry on each new slave, the system generated a new Slave Identification Number.  The pudgy woman seated in front of the cash register and data terminal printed out a barcoded slip of heavy-duty paper which her slim co-worker carried over to the newly-processed Mexican slave girl.  With a precision from long practice, she held the barcoded slip up to the slave’s ear, aligned a tag-attaching gun to a piercing in the slave’s ear, and punched the barcoded tag in place with a self-locking nylon tag holder.  If the slave girl was unfortunate enough to have unpierced ears, the woman simply let the tagging gun fire the nylon holder through the virgin ear.   She ignored the whimpers of pain; they were nothing but sounds from livestock to her.  Lastly, she rescanned the barcode and using a black indelible marker, carefully wrote the number displayed vertically down the slave’s spine in three-inch-high letters.  The tattoo artists would carefully copy the Slave Identification Number into a butt tattoo.  The veterinarians would scan the same number from the barcoded tag and use that digital data to program the tiny RFID Chip to the slave’s file in the Mexican National Slave Database.  The barcoded tag attached to each slave's ear was a simple quality-control check for the process.  

All five Mexican officials became increasingly happy as each coffle was processed.  Each understood that the two large loads of slaves were going to generate substantial revenue for their country.  Further, male and female alike, the officials each enjoyed the mental images of the ginga bitches being used often and hard in humiliating and painful ways.

Hank, Aaron, Gigi, and Debbie had to wait at the first shed until each and every woman in the first load was processed.  Finally, Hank was handed a clipboard with eighty two female names and barcodes printed on the Mexican Manifest of Loading.  Aaron counted out eight hundred and twenty dollars in import fees.

Chapter 45 - Border Crossing: Tattoed and RFID Chipped

“How can you let them tattoo me?” Debbie muttered over at Aaron as each hand-walked two coffles of slaves to the next station.  She also fingered the paper tag dangling from her right earlobe.  “And those rude bitches made us stay topless after tagging us like livestock and then marking a number down our spines.”

“Shut up, you idiot!” Gigi hissed over at her friend as she also led two slave coffles.  “At least you’re not really a slave.  Think how I feel; I’ll not only stay a slave, I’ll probably be nearly topless all the time in some slutty French Maid outfit.”

“Shut up, both of you!” Aaron hissed in irritation.  “If Hank or Jonathon heard the way you’re talking around me, … well, … just assume he’d stripe your asses till you couldn’t sit for a week.”

“Well, you deserved it, Gigi!” Debbie taunted back in a softer tone, her only concession to Aaron’s demand for silence.  “We all knew that you’re a slut for cock and the blowjob queen of our sorority.”

Wisely, Gigi made no spoken response to Gigi’s taunts.  Instead, she shot a brief look of malicious glee at Debbie that made her friend’s mouth abruptly slam shut with a snap of tooth-to-tooth contact.  Debbie correctly interpreted her friend’s look as blunt confirmation that Hank or Jonathon would soon be caning her ass.  “I’m not a slave,” she told herself in terror.  “Surely they can’t possibly cane me for not doing a good enough job of pretending to be a slave!  Oh, shit!”

Having missed the unspoken interchange between the two young women, Aaron much more slowly processed his decision that he’d just been forced into letting one of his step-brothers make an example of Debbie.  Long seconds after Debbie knew her fate was certain, Aaron reluctantly arrived at just that same conclusion.

Hank parked the tractor trailer rig ahead of them at the next shelter, the livestock inspection and quarantine station, and jogged back to get the final two slave coffles.  Two Mexicans not involved in processing the slaves volunteered to push the cargo cart with the sleeping Margaux.

At the next station, Aaron grinned pleasantly in greeting to yet another female immigration official and dutifully handed over the clipboard.  This woman, also seated behind a small portable table, was irritated at being interrupted in painting her fingernails.  After making Aaron wait fidgeting for long seconds, she finally began to run a scanner across each barcoded line on the clipboard.

“Eighty-two new commercial-use slaves being imported into Mexico?” she asked in wonder.  “That’s a lot of putas!”

“Yes, Ma’am.

“And none have RFID chip or tattoo?

“No, Ma’am.”

Aaron had no way of knowing that his answer disappointed the woman.  One of her favorite actions was to scan and confirm that corporate asset or trusted slaves passing her station had the correct Mexican National Slave ID tattoo and RFID chip.  Her disappointment was in being unable to humiliate and dominate some gringa slaves by yanking down their pants.  “Bitches,” she muttered to herself.

She ignored Aaron and began to jot down some numbers onto a notepad before typing furiously into the computer on her desk.  

“Who gonna tattoo these bitches with slave ID?” she asked.

“None have ownership tattoos, Ma’am,” Hank offered as he brought up the final two coffles.  “Your tattoo artists can also add our private ownership tattoo and the ID numbers on their butt cheeks.”

“OK, we can do that.  I’ll have to call in for extra help with this many tattoos,” she added in perfect English.  “We can get six to ten tattoo stations going at once but if we’re not finished by midnight, then all the stock goes into quarantine for the night and that will be an extra five dollars a head.  Plus, each will need shots.”  The woman brightened as she began to tally up the fees.  So, … I can already see this is a commercial load of high-quality sex sluts, … yes, … that’s eighty-two Health Inspection fees at ten dollars each, eighty-two vet fees at fifty dollars each to include implant procedures with RFID chips and basic livestock inoculations, eighty-two tattoos of National Slave ID Numbers at ten dollars each, eighty-two custom tattoos depicting individual ownership at twenty dollars each, eighty-two times five dollars each for use of the Quarantine and Processing Facility, and eighty-two Luxury Import Tax fees at one hundred dollars each for commercial import of high-quality sex sluts.”

The woman glanced up at Hank and Aaron and added harshly, “You’re not going to claim an exemption to the Luxury Import Tax claiming they’re only meat-grade animals, low-grade whores, or privately owned by tourists are you?”

Hank shook her head to the negative.  “No, Ma’am, while most will be agricultural workers and some will be domestic workers; they all should be taxed at the Luxury Tax rate.”

The woman nodded and her face shifted into a long grin of approval.  “We like to see imported gringa putas put to hard work.”  Still grinning at her mental image of humiliated Yankee women working for as household domestics, bed warmers, and field workers, she looked at her screen for a final tally.  “That will be $820 plus $4,100 plus $820 plus $1,640 plus $410 plus $8,200.”  Now she really grinned as she gave Aaron the total, “That will be $15,990.”  She hesitated and then added in a much harsher tone, “You do know that we only take cash in U.S. Dollars or a Cashier’s Check from a U.S. bank?”

Aaron simply pulled out a huge wad of bills and began to slowly count out stacks of $500.  When he had thirty-two matching stacks, he nodded and said, “That’s $16,000 even.”

“We don’t give change!” she shot back in a sour tone.

“No problem,” Hank interjected from beside Aaron.  “If we can get out before midnight, we’ll also add in a substantial tip for your veterinary and tattoo crews if they perform up to your normal high standards.”

The woman positively beamed back at Hank and nodded.  She was already envisioning what her share of the tip might be for processing the double shipment of one hundred and five slave girls.  Now helpful to get things going and to be sure she didn’t have to share the tip with the morning shift, the woman heaved her form up off her padded stool. 

“Follow me and I’ll show how to mount the putas for processing.”

Hank grinned over at his elder step-brother.  Aaron smile wanly but he was at least happy that the risky scheme appeared to be working.  “I’m surprised they didn’t charge us a processing fee,” Aaron joked softly.

The first ten slaves were led parallel to a waist-height, heavy round wooden beam.  With corrective slaps from a riding crop and commands to bend over the thick beam, the now helpful official quickly got all ten women in place.  Each now anonymous slave girl had her bare ass across the top of the beam and her hands hanging down next to her ankles.  The woman flicked a one-inch nylon strap around the first girl’s back and fed the end through a pressure latch.  “Tighten each around behind their knees and across their backs so each bitches’ tits are held against her knees.  Then, use binding cord to hold their wrists to their ankles.  If they have gags on, take them off so they can breathe.”

Impressed at how quickly the ten women were held in place against the crude pole, Aaron took the next coffle to an adjacent wooden beam and secured them in an identical manner.  Within mere minutes, seventy-nine asses and seventy-nine sets of temporary ink-marked Mexican National Slave ID numbers were pointed up into the air.

“Which ones are the ATHENA girls?” Aaron asked his step-brother.

Hank grinned happily and answered, “The fuck I care!  Remember, at this point, they’re nothing but livestock; bare asses, cunts, and assholes available for our pleasure as we wish!”

“Ohhh,” Debbie whimpered.  “Please, Aaron, you promised.”

Gigi whimpered something unintelligible from beside Debbie.

“Yes he did promise!” Hank shot back.  “Now you two girls get out of those hot pants and lay down across that next beam.  Aaron, you get ‘em mounted.  I want to give our ranch tattoo templates to the tattoo artists.  Then, we need to make sure the next load gets processed as smoothly as this so we can be on our way well before midnight.  We can’t afford the delay and certainly don’t want to pay the five dollar a head penalty for an overnight stay.”

Gigi and Debbie pouted but obediently set their hips against the beam.

Each girl whimpered as the straps and binding cord held them in inescapable positions.

Some time later, Jonathon dropped off Melisa and Sofia.   “Aaron, my load just arrived,” Jonathon said with a companionable grin.  “The inspectors didn’t want these two sluts in the way so they were processed first.  Since you’ve done such a great job with your bigger load, come over and spell me as soon as you’re able.  I’d really appreciate it.”

Aaron nodded, not paying much attention.  At the moment he was strapping down two more enticing ATHENA Cell women, Melisa, and Sofia.  The sight of the four upthrust rumps was too tempting.  He ran a calming hand down each back and double-checked their wrist-to-ankle bindings.  By that time, Jonathon was long gone.

Next, Aaron stepped back and admired the four sets of exposed anal stars and the vaginal clefts of the ex-underground railroad movement members.  Again, it was too much to pass up; he simply had to run his fingers around the puffy labia of Melisa and Gigi.  “You two are awfully wet,” he observed clinically.  Then, he stuck three middle fingers from each of his hands into the much redder and much puffier twats of Debbie and Sofia.  Knowing full well that those two had been vaginally serviced more than once that day; Aaron took a perverse pleasure in heaping a bit of extra humiliation upon them and in fake disgust exclaimed, “Damn, you two whores are overflowing with slime!”

The helpful female Mexican official heard his soft comment and paused beside him.  “Señor,” she said pointing to the swelling bulge at his crotch and the naked slave girl rumps, “just unzip yourself and take your relief right here.  Is good for your health and nobody will care.”  She paused and pointed to his slime covered fingers, “I think you would prefer to take one of the two unused bitches.”

Hank had wandered back to see if there was a problem.  When he heard what the woman was saying, he agreed, “What the fuck, Aaron!  She’s right; it’s not healthy to keep your balls bloated with frustrated sperm.  You pick one of the clean twats and I’ll nail the other.” He suited his actions with words by winking at the Mexican woman and unzipping his pants.  When Aaron hesitated, Hank stepped forward randomly behind an exposed rump that appeared to be one of the two lesser used slaves, rubbed his dick’s aching head up and down through the drooling twat, and leaned in hard against the soft ass he was facing.

“Ahhhh!” he hissed in appreciation.

“Eiiiii!  Nooooo!” Gigi whimpered under Hank.

“Ooops, Bro,” Hank said looking at his elder step-brother with fake chagrin, “I think I just nailed your personal little French Maid.  My bad!”

With a look of disgust at his brother, Aaron decided he had been given little choice in following suit by skewering one of the four women.  Even with being reluctant to rape his friend, a long groan of satisfaction escaped his lips as he sunk into Melisa’s velvety twat.

Under him, Melisa also mirrored her sorority sister’s grunt at the sudden unwanted invasion of her pussy.

“Bastard,” she hissed.  “I wasn’t ready, yet!”

Aaron yelped in surprise when a riding crop flickered past his left hip and slammed high onto Melisa’s sensitive left upper thigh with a splat.  An instant later, her cunt muscles spasmed in pain from the cropping and Aaron unwittingly let another guilty sigh of pleasure escape.

“The untrained little bitch is marked now,” the Mexican woman said with satisfaction.  “When you finished, … I happy to finish correction,” she added, losing her nearly perfect English in her excitement at being able to punish a gringa slave girl.

Melisa was now sobbing from the painful blow and the humiliation of being fucked in public like a piece of meat.

Hank spoke without pausing in his deep stroking of Gigi’s cunt, “Ma’am, please give her twenty strokes.  But, … use the cane, … not the crop.  We won’t put up with surly slave helpers.”

Aaron was stricken with the thought of the pain that a caning was going to cause Melisa for such a minor infraction.  Hardening himself, he looked down for the other head of blonde hair and smacked Debbie’s upper left thigh with most of his considerable strength.  “This puta needs correction also,” he said in an assertive voice.  Before he could change his mind, he added, “This one is guilty of worse infractions, … give her, twenty-, … twenty-five strokes of the cane.”  

“She flipped me off and Fred not only noticed, he spoke up,” Aaron told himself in reassurance that he’d made the correct decision.  “Plus, just minutes ago, she kept on verbally fighting with Gigi after I told them to shut up.”  He shook himself as he realized that Melisa’s cunt had loosened around his thrusting dick and become sloppy with her own lubricant.  Having been distracted, he’d not noticed the feeling of satisfaction that the hot, wet hole was giving his cock.  With a snort of disgust at himself, Aaron stopped holding back his release and intentionally let loose into her hole.  He quickly withdrew and stepped back from the girls.  He didn’t want to witness the scene that was to follow.

“Hey, Bro,” Hank yelled as he happily continued to fuck into Gigi as if nothing untoward had occurred, “Go change places with Jonathon and I’ll finish up here!”

Aaron was already walked away even while he was still stowing his slimy cock in his pants.   He was sure the four women’s whimpering sobs and the wet rhythmic slapping of Hank’s groin against his French Maid’s butt would haunt him for awhile.  As he was greeting Jonathon at the second vehicle, the first shotgun-like crack of a viciously delivered cane-strike made him jump in startlement. 

“Good for you,” his step-brother said approvingly as he glanced over Aaron’s shoulder at the distant scene where one of their slaves was receiving a caning.  “Don’t let anyone think you’re soft on an insubordinate slave and the cane will leave her a lasting reminder to keep her attitude in check.  Plus, you’ve just reinforced our cover as legitimate slavers with a load of legally-acquired slave stock.”

Aaron grimaced as he visualized the marks that the Mexican woman would leave on Debbie and Melisa’s tender thighs.  Experienced in beating new slaves, the Mexican woman knew that their lower butt cheeks would have to remain unmarked to let the tattoo artists to properly ink the National Slave ID numbers and ranch tattoos in place.

Chapter 46 - Hank’s Livestock Evaluations

Jonathon left Aaron in charge of the second truck load of cargo and he quickly returned to the post where Debbie, Gigi, Melisa, and Sofia were bound.  Hank was still stroking slowly into Gigi’s cunt from behind; he was obviously enjoying himself and extending the pleasure as much as possible.  Melisa’s punishment was over and the helpful Mexican official was catching her breath.  It was obvious that she was worked up over the situation.  Snot, drool, and tears were puddled below Melisa’s gasping and sobbing form.  

“What did that first bitch do to deserve a correction?” Jonathon asked in an even tone.

“Ohhh,” Hank responded dully as the question caught him too focused on the clasping cunt that was trying to milk his dick.  It seemed that Gigi’s cunt had engorged his cock with blood to his brain’s detriment.  “Ahhh, that’s slave Melisa and she got caught complaining about being dicked without her permission.  Ohhh, yessss!  Well, … ummmm, I took this kind Mexican lady up on her offer to make a correction and she just laid ten cane strokes across the back of each of her virgin thighs.  Ohhh, myyy!”

Jonathon grinned wryly as his brother jammed himself forward with all his might into the ass of the slave he was humping.  It was obvious that he was pumping his cum deep into her hole.  “She a nice piece of ass?” Jonathon asked already certain of the answer.

Hank hopped up and down as he settled his still rubbery cock back into his pants.  With a hiss of the zipper, he turned away from Gigi’s gasping form and motioned his brother away from the women.

A whistling sound behind them was immediately punctuated by the crack of a rigid cane against the white behind the thigh flesh.  It was at least two seconds before Debbie recovered enough from the blow to howl an unearthly screech of pain and protest.

“Uno,” the woman intoned in a deeply satisfied tone.

At Jonathon’s upraised eyebrow, Hank grinned and said, “That’s Debbie, she was evidently uppity with Aaron and refused to shut up when ordered.  Then, even worse, she flipped him off and Fred saw her doing it.  Aaron finally grew a set of balls and ‘volunteered’ her for twenty-five strokes of the cane.”

The tip of the cane whistled through the air at almost supersonic speed and a second red stripe appeared magically along with the simultaneous fleshy crack.  Debbie’s second howl of agony almost overwhelmed her punisher’s matter of fact count. 

“Dos.”

“So, Hank, what’s the deal?”

Hank glanced around to be sure nobody could hear his response.  He nodded and said, “As you know, ten of the cunts are his friends.  Gigi, the one I just took for a fast test drive, evidently has great oral skills and was already fully self-lubricated to be taken hard vaginally.  I’m sure she popped off at least three times while she was being fucked; she was totally willing.  Aaron took Melisa’s cunt and I don’t think she came once; she was too busy worrying about her upcoming caning; also, he acted like he only did the deed because he was forced into doing it.  As you know, Debbie and Sofia are natural sluts.  We shared them today with the border crossing agents and they were more than satisfied.  Oral, anal, vaginal; they did it all.  That’s the update on four of the ten.”

“Good rundown,” Jonathon responded.  “Where’s his girlfriend, Margaux?”

“She’s over there,” Hank answered as he pointed to the cart where the still unconscious woman was sprawled out. “I slipped one of the tattoo señoritas twenty bucks to do her tattoos first.  The vet’s a señorita also and she got a twenty as well to do her first.  Margaux’s fully processed and ready for loading back in the tractor trailer.

“So, you still think she gets off on being forced?” Jonathon asked.

“Almost certain,” Hank snickered.  “Aaron only got close to home base once back in Kansas and once at our Oklahoma camp by being pushy and acting the Dom.  It was pretty obvious that her cunt got all lathered up in readiness for the big act.  Plus, Gigi told me that back at the camp, Margaux’s sex was as greasy as a pig while she fisted her and sucked on her clit.  Yeah, she’s a natural Subbie.”

“What do your notes say?”

Hank pulled a slim three-inch by four-inch notepad from his back pocket.  “Well,” he said hesitantly, “I’ve only got twenty-nine of them grouped so far.  There’s still a bunch more that I haven’t had time to make notes on let alone grade out.”

“Just remember, evaluate them the way Mom and Marshall have taught us.”

“Alright, alright!” Hank said back tersely.  “Let’s see, … Marshall would obviously take first pick at Fawn Baker and Jamie Roland as corporate asset slaves.  We desperately need a couple of slaves as accountants and schedulers.”  He paused and looked over at his brother for approval.

“Good, Marshall will like that,” Jonathon said while referring to his own notes.  “Aaron told me both girls are extremely popular and studious.  Fawn was the Sorority Historian and Jamie was the Scholarship Chairperson.  Making them Corporate Assets will give them a bit more incentive to be loyal to the ranch.  They’ll see what happens to their friends and clearly recognize their advantage over the other slaves.  Good choices!”

“OK, … uhhh, … yeah, well we don’t have any cooking or serving staff in the main house or the three cowboy bunkhouses.  So, I thought I could mix in experience with a couple of girls I couldn’t peg in better slots.”

“Go, on,” Jonathon prodded.

“Well Carmella Henriksen of course.  Then, Tania Zalenski and Saundra Rowlands.”

“Hmmm,” Jonathon pondered, “Carmella is the student waitress so she’s understandable in the role of a kitchen/serving slut.  But, Tania is the chubby brunette and Saundra is the slim, breastless blonde pledge.  I’m don’t think they’re suitable at the main house without some corrective exercise or breast implant surgery.”

“Yep,” Hank replied, “but, Tania and Saundra would fit in fine at one of the bunkhouses where they can double as cooks and bedwarmers.”

“OK,” Jonathon nodded, “I can accept that for now if the rest of the choices make more sense.  What’s next?”

“Next is easy; it’s the upstairs maid category.  We already have Buffy and Flora the two bimbo MILFs as our personal slaves and Aaron is set on his cum slut and blowjob queen Gigi.”

“That was too easy!” Jonathon grinned.  “This is fun!  What’s next?”

“Ohhh, … this one is gonna be Mom’s favorite; it’s the Ponygirl category.  Oddly enough, I picked two eighteen-year-olds, a twenty-four-year-old, and two adult advisors in their mid-thirties.”  Once again, Hank turned to his brother for advice.

“Oh, I dunno,” Jonathon said with evident hesitation.  “That’s a pretty wide range of ages and Mom is really particular about her ponygirl stock.  She has her heart set on training a new four-girl team just for exclusive use by the main ranch house.”

“Yeah, I know,” Hank said back.  “But two are high school tennis stars, two are experienced equestrians, and the last is the tall, athletic lawyer.  All are obvious top choices for stamina and coordination.”

“Got it,” Jonathon smirked.  “The tennis stars would be the MILF daughters Arlene and Codi.  The horse riders must be Cyndi Lynn the thirty-three-year-old brunette school teacher and Hillary Brunn the twenty-four-year-old that Aaron calls Margaux’s airhead friend.  The lawyer, Lacey Reed, would indeed be a welcome addition to the stables despite her age.”

“Yep, that’s what I thought too,” Hank nodded back in a serious tone.

“Next must be slaves for the Casino and Whorehouse?” Jonathon said referring to his notes.

“That’s right,” Hank replied.  “This was easier.  For regular hostess, stripper, lap dancer, whore duties, and so on, I picked a range of body types and hair colors but concentrated on facial beauty and luscious bodies.  Obviously, slut Sofia and the PPC’d cunt Jennifer are at the top of the list having already proven their expertise pleasing men and women alike.  Then, I picked two outstanding pledges, Loraine Gander an absolute blonde goddess and Elise Cloquet a black-haired beauty.”

Hank paused theatrically and looked at his brother with a devilish grin.  “Bro, I rounded out the selection of top quality rental pussy with Aaron’s girlfriend Margaux Blondet.  At twenty-seven years old, her lush figure and that striking black hair will round out the collection of new stock as the center piece in the Casino cunt collection.”

“Whew!” Jonathon said with amazement.  “That’s a helluva note!  Aaron’s gonna freak but I agree that’s a mouthwatering bunch of cum sluts.  We’ll have to convince him to make the sacrifice as the family makes the most money off the tourist trade visiting the Casino gambling and spending hard cash on our alluring pleasure stock.”

Hank grinned back at his brother’s appreciation for the selections.  “Wait till you hear the next group,” he said with satisfaction.  “I picked two real bitches from the sorority leadership to work as pain sluts in the Casino Bondage Room.  Then, Margaux’s close friend the gymnast was the perfect choice for a bondage bitch.”

“Nice choices once again, Bro!” Jonathon said with clear approval.  “The bitchy ones must be Annabelle Palazzolo the Sorority House President and Coralee Scott the PR Officer.  Obviously the gymnast is Kathrine Parrino, a twenty-year-old with the skeletal pliability of a teen.”

“You’ve got good notes too, Jonathon,” Hank praised.

“Ya gotta pay attention in this business or Marshall can still tan our asses!”

“I think we’re a bit too old for that!” Hank challenged.

“Well,” Jonathon agreed, “I agree, but his look of disappointment still feels like a leather strap across our souls.”  He took a deep breath and continued, “All that’s left is the livestock categories,” Jonathon cued.

“Yep,” Hank said.  “I did the dairy operation first.  You’ve already seen Debbie Charnauf and Melisa Robeson, right?”

“Whew!” Jonathon agreed.  “Blonde and huge-titted, those two are perfect milkers.  I bet you also picked one blonde and one brunette sorority officer.  Am I right?”

“What else, Jonathon?” Hank grinned.  “Penelope Straw the Sorority Treasurer, even as a brunette, simply has the best tits among all the Kansas girls.  And you’re correct; the last choice is yet another blonde, Dollie Winders the Sorority House Vice President.”

“Four First Class Milkers!” Jonathon agreed.  “We can put them in the public milking demonstration area.  They’d look best pregnant with natural breast enhancements induced from pregnancy hormones.  What about regular livestock?”

“Well, for this group I picked solely acquisitions with attitudes.  Randi Handyside is nothing but a meat beast with her minuscule body fat and her muscular frame.  I could have made her a draft mare but we don’t have much demand for sheer strength and bad attitudes in ponygirls.”

Jonathon winched at the choice.  “I guess I agree,” he said reluctantly.  “Aaron’s notes say the Sergeant-at-Arms is indeed a vicious and untrustworthy cunt who’d rather whip ass than obey a trainer.  So, … yeah, she’s an obvious low-value meat animal.  I hope the rest are better choices.”

“Well the rest are adults; aged thirty, thirty-two, and thirty-three.”

Jonathon referred to his own notes and looked at Hank with a grin.  “That’s easy.  The youngest is Sandy Clarke the blonde real estate agent.  She’ll grade out near the top for live-roasting.”

Hank nodded his agreement.

Jonathon continued, “The woman that’s thirty-two is clearly Margeret Grant the useless house cow married to the Kansas banker.  She’s a bit chubby but we can put her on an exercise regime to tone her up.  Yeah, I agree, … she’ll also grade out as quality meat stock.”  Then, he shook his head, “Bro, I gotta disagree with what must be your last choice.  Summer Fox the House Mother is a sharp-tempered blonde witch.  Yes, she’s slim enough to be a top-notch live-roaster, but I advise placing her as one of the torture sluts.”

Hank nodded in agreement.  “Alright, Summer Fox is now the third pain slut in the Casino Bondage Room.  With three pain sluts at once, Summer is likely to be snuffed by a client as soon as we get a reasonable offer.”  He paused and looked at his brother.  “That’s as far as I’ve been able to go.”

Jonathon grinned.  “I’ll give you an A plus for that homework.  First chance we get, I’ll e-mail the list to Mom along with photos and basic data from our database and we’ll see what her thoughts are.  We’ll give her the whole list even though Aaron has plans for four of the adult advisors and also the two MILF daughters.”

“Course,” Hank thought aloud, “the other hole in this evaluation scheme is that Annabelle Palazzolo, Randi Handyside, Coralee Scott, and Summer Fox are still back in New Mexico.”

“Well,” Jonathon said, “nonetheless, we got this bit of homework finished and I’m glad!”  Done with serious business, he got an ear-to-ear shit-eating grin.  “Now, Hank, since you and Aaron have had your jollies, … it’s my turn.”

The two brothers high-fived each other.  Hank turned back to watch the end of Melisa’s caning.  Jonathon strode eagerly across the rows of up-turned rumps.  He had a bit of R&R planned.

Jonathon’s recapitulation of his recommendations for ranch job assignments for the Phi Beta Phi Sorority House slaves:

Ranch Admin Staff

Fawn Baker:  Historian, studious, History Major, quiet, well-liked

Jamie Roland:  Scholarship Chairperson, extremely popular, brunette, glasses

Kitchen Serving Staff:

Carmella Henriksen:  student waitress, brunette, 22

Tania Zalenski:  21, brunette, chubby

Saundra Rowlands:  pledge, blonde, slim, almost boyish figure 

Upstairs Maids:

Buffy Bryant:  39, fake blonde, cheated with tennis & golf pros

Flora Hatherly: 40, fake blonde with big tits, cheated with tennis & golf pros

Janella Lucatero:  22, Margaux’s close friend, slut and blowjob queen (Gigi)

Ponygirls:

Arlene Bryant:  18, blonde, slim, tennis player, MILF daughter

Codi Hatherly:  18, brunette, slim, tennis player, MILF daughter

Cyndi Lynn:  33, brunette, slim, high school teacher, horse rider, 1997 pledge

Hillary Brunn:  24, Margaux’s friend, loves horse riding

Lacey Reed:  36, tall and black-haired, athletic, Full Partner in local law firm

Casino/Whorehouse Girls:

Sofia Wickline:  22, black hair, slim

Jennifer Stanistow:  24, blonde, Margaux’s ex-roommate, PPC’d 

Loraine Gander:  pledge, blonde goddess 

Margaux Blondet:  27, grad student, black hair, leader of ATHENA cell

Elise Cloquet:  pledge, black haired beauty 

Casino Bondage Room:

Coralee Scott:  PR Officer, Pre-law, prickly character, strict

Annabelle Palazzolo: Sorority President, tall, blonde, frigid, control freak

Summer Fox:  33, perpetual graduate student, sharp-tempered, blonde, slim

Kathrine Parrino:  22, gymnast, Margaux’s close friend

Dairy Hucows:

Debbie Charnauf:  23, blonde, big boobs, English Lit major, Margaux’s friend

Melisa Robeson:  21, blonde, big boobs

Penelope Straw: Sorority Treasurer, brunette, slightly chubby, amazing tits

Dollie Winders: Sorority Vice President, short, blonde, big tits 

Livestock:

Margeret Grant:  32, brunette, chubby, married to a local banker

Randi Handyside:  Sergeant-at-Arms, meaty and strong, swim team

Sandy Clarke:  30, blonde real estate agent, married to the broker-owner

Chapter 47 - Stolen Moment of Absolutely Forbidden Pleasure

Jonathon knelt down on the carpet covered cargo cart and ran an appreciative hand down the slave girl’s back.  His hand lightly traced her form from the sweaty mass of long black hair around her neck to the crack of her full ass.  The woman’s unkempt and nearly filthy condition didn’t hide her obvious beauty from his trained eye.  Then, after drinking in her magnificence, he couldn’t help but grin at her grunt of complaint.  “Obviously,” he told himself, “Margaux was pretty spirited when rudely awakened while being processed and must have protested her treatment.  They cuffed her wrists and ankles and then tied her belly-down across the cart.”

Margaux’s whimpers of anger at his touch and against her overall treatment were stifled by the big red ballgag jammed into her mouth.  Like the other slave girls that had been transported hung by their wrists from ceiling chains in the trucks, Margaux had been fitted with a very tight black elastic band around her head.  Eye pads in the band kept her from seeing what was going on around her and the band was tight enough that it couldn’t be rubbed off.  The ballgag kept her from objecting.  She was a terrified young woman.

“Nice tattoo,” he thought with appreciation for the skill of the Latina tattoo artists.  His fingers traced the black outline of the canted oval that contained the overlapping letters PGHR as they descended to the lower right.  Her Mexican National Slave ID Number was also neatly tattooed just below her ownership tattoo.  “Mom is gonna really like you, Margaux,” Jonathon thought with a smirk.  “A carcass like yours is a guaranteed moneymaker!”

Jonathon also smirked again when he saw the raw puncture hole where the RFID chip had been inserted deep inside the jiggly mass of her ass.

“Guess she hasn’t yet figured out if this is real slavery or not,” Jonathon mused to himself.  “I think it best if she doesn’t know it’s me putting her back in the truck because what I’m gonna do is cement the absoluteness of her enslavement in her mind.”

As that thought reminded him of the reason for approaching his step-brother’s girlfriend, Jonathon smirked and set a finger tip back in her slick butt crack.

When she felt the unwelcome touch of a fingertip squarely on her asshole, Margaux heaved up to fight away from the unwelcome touch and the dread of an upcoming anal rape.  Then, as she slumped down in near exhaustion from the futile struggle against her bonds, Jonathon quickly shifted his aim downward.  Before the confused woman could determine what he was doing, Jonathon jammed three fingers hard into her twat.  His even bigger smirk confirmed his and Hank’s assessment that Margaux secretly was indeed a responsive bondage sub.  “Her twat is more than dripping, … it’s a sopping mess.  I might have to use a rag to dry my cock to get rid of some of the excess pussy slime.  What a covert slut!”


After rubbing his musk-soaked fingers under Margaux’s nose, Jonathon sprang back upright and began to briskly push the cart toward the tractor trailer.  On the way, he glanced over toward the truck he had driven to the border crossing and nodded when he saw no sign of his older step-brother.

Hidden completely from Aaron’s sight, Jonathon stopped behind the open doors of the trailer.  Quickly, he grabbed a small bag of gear from just inside the trailer and knelt down again beside Margaux.  “Hmmm,” he thought, “I need to free one leg at a time and bend the ankle back over to the back of her thigh.  Once it’s all the way back, a one inch strap around her shin and thigh will hold it tightly bent once ratcheted snug.  Yes, … now before I bend the other leg back, … ahhh, yes, a bit of binding cord around her knee itself then simply bend the leg and strap her thigh.  Good, that’s both of ‘em.”

In a mere sixty seconds, Jonathon had separately freed both Margaux’s legs and then denied her their use by severely binding her feet to the backs of her thighs.  He next freed her cuffed wrists from the cart but left the cuffs locked together with a short length of chain.  With a grunt of exertion, Jonathon swung her up like a sack of grain after gripping her wrists in one hand and slipping his other arm between the narrow juncture of her legs.  Waddling a bit under the unbalanced load, Jonathon staggered up the ramp, and then he quick-stepped almost to the end of the trailer.  

Once near her original cage, Jonathon carefully swung his load around so that Margaux’s wrists were upward.  Once he clipped her wrist chain onto the chain dangling from the ceiling, Jonathon let her loose.

“Hooo!  Hep!  Hep!” Margaux immediately began to protest as her wrists took up her full body weight.  Her weak ability to move triggered a gentle swinging action of her naked frame.  About the only movement she could make was to weakly flap her bound thighs in and out.  The move only accentuated the vulnerability of her dripping snatch.

Deciding that Margaux’s body was still not in stringent enough bondage, Jonathon grabbed the long end of the binding twine he’d previously wrapped around a knee.  The free end went through a chain link above her cuffed wrists.  When Jonathon tugged, Margaux’s right knee rose, eliciting another muffled howl of protest.  

Mesmerized, Jonathon couldn’t help but admire the puffy vaginal lips lewdly exposed when Margaux’s right leg rose higher and higher.  Her other knee was only able to helplessly hang straight down.  Satisfied when her bent leg was just above the horizontal, Jonathon tied off the line and stepped back to his bag of bondage items.  He snapped a set of surgical gloves over each of his hands and pulled a glistening red cock from a sterile bag.  From her obscenely open-legged position, Margaux’s tautly stretched twat lewdly exposed some of her inner pinkness.  The opening of her cuntal flower had released a few globs of her copious lubrication to trickle down her down-hanging left leg.

“Hoooooo!” Margaux protested in vain as the head of the rubbery phallus was dipped in her juices.  Suddenly in a hurry to get on with his task, Jonathon simply shoved hard, seating at least eight inches of spongy faux-prick deep into Margaux’s box.  

“Eiiiiiii,” she released in a muffled scream.

“Was that a cry of approval or disapproval?” Jonathon wondered with a grin.  He was enjoying himself immensely.  “Whichever!” he told himself with a twitch of his shoulders.  “She won’t like this next part!”

Now that the fake red prick was bottomed out in her slimy hole, Jonathon pulled a big white plastic needle-less syringe from yet another sealed transparent bag.  He pulled off the red cap from the narrow end of the syringe as well as a black plug from the base of the faux-cock.  Fitting the syringe end into the hole in the cock, Jonathon grinned a malicious smile as he thought of her delayed reaction to this medication.  Depressing the plunger, the syringe slowly forced about two ounces of thick cream through the length of a tube inside the rubber cock and out the piss hole at the head that was buried deeply in her twat.  Done, he replaced the two-thirds empty syringe inside its re-sealable bag and grabbed the base of the red cock.  He pumped vigorously up and down about ten times, ignoring her muffled protests as he thoroughly coated the inner walls of her vaginal sheath with the thick white compound.  

Margaux mewed and grunted in vain at his abrupt rape.

If anything, her complaints only increased the vigor with which Jonathon pumped the red cock in and out.

The long cock came out of her tight sheath with a very liquid squelching sound.  Margaux really howled when he started the procedure again by setting the now wetly gleaming cock at her brown anal star.  She was lucky; he only drove the faux cock four inches into her rectum on the first lunge.

Then Jonathon squeezed the last one-third of the evil cream into her ass.  The final step was to smear the paste into her lower rectal tract by pumping the cock again, albeit at a bit slower pace.  At that point, Margaux gave up her futile struggles and hung silently in horrified acceptance of her fate.

Almost finished, Jonathon now pinched and pulled on Margaux’s jutting nipples.  His intent was to smear the same cream on her very sensitive breast nubbins.  Done, the gloves popped off inside out with twin snaps of the elastic and Jonathon picked up his trash and walked away without another glance at the miserable slave.

Margaux had given up trying to see through the thick blindfold and already knew it was too tight to rub off with her arms.  “As if I could move them,” she thought bitterly.  “I can barely breathe with all my weight on my arms.”

Earlier, the ex-student had instantly realized she was being tattooed when she was rudely awakened by the pain and sound of a buzzing needle stabbing her ass countless times.    “My struggles accomplished nothing,” she complained bitterly.  “All they did was gag me and bind me down.”  Then she remembered the horrifying scene before she was blindfolded.  “There were rows and rows of naked rumps waiting for their tattoos.  A whole shed full of slave girls.  I think that Aaron and his step-brothers planned this all along.  Did those bastards trick us all into real slavery?  What a fool I’ve been!”

Unable to breathe through her gagged mouth, Margaux forced herself to calm down with deep measured breaths through her nose.  Focusing on escape, she began to try and figure out what her options were to defeat the slavers.  “I think I’m hanging in the trailer,” she guessed.  “But, why aren’t I in my cage?  Where’s Aaron?”  Then she growled fiercely to herself, “I’m gonna castrate that fucker the first chance I get!”  

Her thoughts returned to the mystery of what the man who brought her into what she was pretty sure was the original tractor-trailer had hoped to accomplish.  She wondered, “What was that all about.  He made me helpless and miserable, … yes, but was it torture, … it wasn’t a prelude to a rape with his own cock.  So, why did he open me up with that nasty dildo and not fuck me afterwards?”

Within just moments of being left alone, Margaux began to feel the effects upon her lungs from the compression of her chest by her hanging body weight.  She stopped her furious mental processing and concentrated instead on her body, needing to breathe regularly despite tiring from the struggle to force air into her lungs.  That’s when she first began to notice some frightening symptoms.  Not only did her breasts ache in response to her rough treatment, but her nipples were beginning to itch with a demand for a vigorous scratching.

“Unnnhhh!” she grunted.  She swung back and forth to see if wriggling her titties about would slacken the itching.  With a deepening sense of horror, she made another discovery.  “Ohhhh, crap!” she cried.  “Now my pussy and butthole are starting to itch worse than my nipples.”

Yet another, “Unnnhhh!” escaped past her gag. Over the next few minutes, the itching became more widespread in her lower sex holes and increased in power.  “This will drive me insane!” she realized.   “Unnnhhh!  Hop hit!  Hep heee!”

Jonathon slipped past Margaux and recognized from her body-wide red flush and the runnels of sweat already dotting her naked flesh that the powerful itching cream was already doing its job.  “Soon you’ll welcome my touch,” he thought with satisfaction.  “Then, you’ll be forced to accept that you’re a natural slut, designed for nothing but pleasure.”

Smirking at his obvious success, Jonathon pushed the first slave from the coffle he’d led into the trailer into Margaux’s cage.  Slave by slave, he pushed the ten cowed girls on the coffle into the mesh cages and locked the doors behind them.

Finished with the first coffle, Jonathon silently slipped up behind Margaux’s hanging form.  Grinning at the treasures he was caressing, he shifted direction and ran his hands roughly up from her waist to push up hard against the bottom swell of her breasts. 

“Ummmph,” Margaux mewed in response.  “Hooo!” she moaned.

Jonathon’s hands squeezed the sides of her fat mounds and approached the brutally itching nipples without touching them.

“Ummmph,” Margaux again mewed.  This time, she followed it up with a much softer, “Hessss!  Hease!”

Margaux stiffened under Jonathon’s hands and he told himself, “Ahhh, you just realized that you’ve asked me to touch your sacred bits.  Yes, … that’s progress my little subbie.”

In Margaux’s blind prison, she cringed in horror at what the unknown man had wrung from her lips.  “Even gagged,” she whimpered, “I can’t believe I was on the verge of begging him to yank my poor nipples.  Eiiiii!  They itch so bad!”

When Margaux realized that her tormentor was gone, she let loose a long muffled groan of frustration.  “He almost touched my poor aching nipples,” she thought.  Margaux was already forgetting that such a forbidden touch was unwanted.  The itching of her most sensitive body parts quickly returned upon his departure.  Somehow, she couldn’t focus on anything except the incessant itching and the difficulty of breathing.

After caging the second coffle of slave girls, Jonathon decided to get a bit more personal with releasing Margaux’s locked up lust.  He once again pushed his upper body against her back.  This time, his hands, protected by a new pair of surgical gloves, ran much more lovingly across her chest, around the swells of her breasts, across her taut tummy, and then harder against the straining muscles of her inner thighs.

Margaux moaned at the delicious distraction the hands gave her from focusing solely on the itching torment.  Each touch was an electrical shock as it caressed her body.  She found herself unconsciously humping her empty and burning pussy forward toward an imaginary lover.  The tortured woman was unaware of the wanton message her body language was telling any who might have been watching.  She outwardly appeared to be in the full throes of runaway passion.     

Recognizing her progress, Jonathon took the next step.  Both hands began to massage their way up along the thighs toward Margaux’s drooling twat.  He roughly kneaded her swollen and throbbing labia and grinned at her mixed moans of relief and passion.  Sensing her rising passion through the breath whistling through her nostrils and the dark red flush of her breasts, Jonathon let his right fingertips slide inside the woman’s sperm trap to caress her inner sheath.  Just as she began to attempt to hump in earnest against his raping fingers, Jonathon withdrew his fingers and stepped away. 

Once again, he strode away to get a coffle of slave girls without sparing a glance at Margaux.  However, as he moved away, he did hear a long muffled whine of frustration and denial fight its way past the big red ballgag.  He grinned and adjusted his own throbbing cock under his jeans.

He had to wait on the third coffle for some time before the tattoo artists were finished.  They were working deftly and with some speed without risking mistakes.  However, their very sought after jobs were at risk if they inked a wrong ID number on a slave girl or distorted a clients ownership mark.  He had to admit their work was flawless.

Back in the trailer, Margaux was in distress.  The amazing relief she’d felt when the unknown man had rubbed her pussy was long gone.  If anything, the itching had returned ten-fold.  She listened for his return with the next chained coffle of girls and moaned occasionally at her need.  “Finally,” she cried to herself, “he’s returning.”  She blindly listened and counted down from ten as each of the slaves was caged and then secured.  As the final girl was being stowed, Margaux was already wriggling about and moaning to get the man’s attention.

Jonathon intentionally stood back and evaluated her progress.  “She’s obviously responding but she is tiring,” he thought.  “That’s good, but I don’t want her too tired to enjoy her relief when it comes.”  He once again stepped behind Margaux.  This time, he released the strap holding her left leg bent in its unnatural position.  As expected, it flopped down uselessly for long moments until the girl’s nerves relaxed and feeling returned.  Jonathon also lowered the girl so that she could rest her weight flat-footed upon the now freed left leg.  The entire time he steadied her body from behind till she regained her strength and balance.  

Sensing she’d recovered a bit, he also lowered her right knee until it was below the horizontal.  Knowing she was hoping her ordeal was finished, Jonathon grinned as he donned yet another pair of surgical gloves.  This time, he took a four-foot length of twine and tied it to the curved metal levers of a medium-sized metal document binder.  With one hand steadying her belly, the other gloved hand felt around her sopping cunt for her right outer labial lips.  He had enough empathy to grimace at her pending pain as he released the binder clip on the very sensitive fold of flesh that normally guarded the outer entrance to the woman’s sex.

“Eiiiii!  Eiiiiiiiii!” she shrieked in muffled anguish.  

Ignoring the outbursts, Jonathon ran the twine from the binder to the line holding up her knee.  He tensioned the twine until her twat gash was as fully exposed as yanking on the labia could accomplish.  Then, he retightened the line to the knee raising it back to its original position.  Margaux once again screamed in pain as one side of her labia was stretched even further away from her twat.

Jonathon was becoming worried about the excessive passage of time.  “I better intercept Aaron,” he thought.  “Maybe Hank can distract him with another chore while I get the fourth coffle and send Margaux one more step toward understanding her naturally submissive nature.”

By the time he was sure that Hank would keep Aaron fully distracted away from what he was doing in the tractor-trailer, the fourth coffle was finished processing except for the white-coated veterinary assistant who was just injecting the tenth sterilized RFID chip into the last slave’s fleshy rump.  She next efficiently injected a series of shots into the unmarked butt cheek to complete the required immunizations for Mexican slave girls.  The fourth coffle was ready.

Jonathon led these ten girls up the ramp to the trailer with a spring in his step.  The next phase of Margaux’s treatment would be especially rewarding for the horny young rancher.  He could barely restrain himself as he stowed the ten girls in the second tier of cages as quickly as possible.

This time, he stood facing the blindfolded woman from her front side.  He grinned at Margaux’s questing movements of her head.  “She’s trying to find me,” he thought with amusement.  The discovery made him act all the quieter.  He pulled another clear plastic bag out and opened the end so that the sopping wet cloth within could be quickly assessed when needed.

Unlike the boys’ normal practice of mounting slaves by simply pulling their cocks through the zippered opening in their jeans, Jonathon slipped off his cowboy boots, his pants, and his underwear.  Left in his shirt and socks, Jonathon eagerly slipped a condom onto his fully erect cock.  “Just like the poor bitch in front of me,” he thought evilly, “there’s no need for additional foreplay today.” 

He walked up to Margaux’s front, lifted her body up almost a foot by reaching underneath her freed leg and under the leg tied up in the air.  Margaux bounced easily up and down in his arms as he lined the bobbling head of his latex-sheathed cock with her gaping pussy hole.  When his dick touched the center of her red gash, he simply let her fall.

Margaux grunted like a spear-struck pig as her own body weight skewered herself all the way down onto the man’s cock.  “Unnnnnhhhh,” she grunted aloud.  “Oh, shit!” she moaned to herself.  “He’s big and hard.”  In her exposed position, Margaux felt the cock head thump against her cervix at the same time the man’s pubic area slammed into her own.  “Unghhh!” she cried through the gag as the painful metal clip on her labia jerked about from the crushing contact of their bodies.  Then, she felt her body lift up and it seemed like she could feel every vein, bump, and curve of the long cock as it withdrew.  “Eiiiiiii!” she screamed to herself in satisfaction as her body plunged down again to impact hard against his pubic bone.

“Oh, holy Athena,” Margaux prayed as the stroking cock erased any sign of what had seemed to be an unslackable, mind-numbing itch.  “Aaron forgive me, but it feels so good!  The itching is now pleasure!”

“Eiiiiiii!” she screeched as her first orgasm washed over her.

Intentionally, Margaux arched her back to allow the stranger’s cock to more fully and more powerfully slam into her sex from beneath.  “Unnnghh!” she grunted each time she slammed down on the dick.  “Huck he!  Huck he!” she began to chant into the gag at the top of her lungs each time the man raised her up in preparation for another pile-driving thump down onto his big cock.  “Unnnghhh!” she screeched again as her clit once again was squeezed between her body and the base of his cock.  The nearly continuous waves of orgasm were now almost one atop the other.

“Humming!  Hooo, hit, hi’m humming ahen!” she screamed.

Jonathon was astounded at the ferocious manner in which Margaux enthusiastically raped herself against his cock.  It took all his considerable strength to keep her wild motion focused up and down against his cock rather than losing control of her lurching form.  As her body telegraphed her long, extended orgasms, Jonathon increased the downward thumping of her cunt sheath against his cock and his groin.  Her muffled cries increased.  Only as Margaux was beginning to wind down from the long series of orgasms did he reluctantly pull out of her greedy twat.

“Hoooo!” Margaux yelled in dismay as the man abruptly pulled out.  Even trying to hold him in place with her thighs failed as she slipped down and he stepped away.  Margaux spun her blindfolded head from side to side.  “Oh, loving Athena,” she groaned, “I’m not ready to stop!  Where is that cock.  I want to cum like that again!” 

She felt his wet cock against her butt and she desperately tried to hop on one-leg to get her butt up onto his dick.  “Huck!  Huck!  Huck, he!” she cried as her butt failed to rise over the taller man’s cock.

Jonathon smirked down at the needful bitch trying to get his cock re-sheathed in her greedy cunt.  “Fallen rather far from your high horse, madam,” he thought wickedly.  “A bit of sensory loss along with some painful bondage, a coating of itching cream, and all of a sudden she wants to get her itch scratched in the worst way.  Whatta slut!”

Once again, Jonathon reached down and clasped both Margaux’s legs.  This time when he lifted her above his cock, her rump was facing his belly.  Now the wobbling tip of his rigid cock weaved between her loose wet gash and her tightly closed rectal grommet.  It took a bit of contortion, but Jonathon managed to get his right hand free so he could set his cock tip against her most unused sex hole.

This time, Margaux’s muffled scream was of pure, startled agony as her own weight set half the slimy length of his cock into her ass.  Jonathon set his hands over her legs to bruisingly grasp her inner thighs and he brought her down as his hips thrust up with all his strength.

“Eiiiiiii!” Margaux’s screech of agony repeated.

Now with her body fully controlled by the cock deep in her tight backdoor, Jonathon unclipped the metal binder from her right cunt lip and began to furiously massage her labia with both hands while he began to use his hips alone to hump her torso up inches into the air.  Gravity did the rest.  Each upward hump threw Margaux’s body upward anywhere from two to six inches.  Her own weight foiled her hopes of escape from her impalement upon the rock-hard bludgeon that Jonathan raped up her ass.

The sudden shift from continuous waves of vaginal orgasms to the dreadful pain from the spear up her ass drove all thoughts from Margaux’s mind save escape by flailing her legs in what became an entirely futile effort to climb up off the fat bat stuck up her butt.  The flailing did nothing except speed her downward plunge after each upward hump and also allowed the relentless cock to slip further and further up into her lower intestines.

Then, the pain/pleasure from the rough manipulation of her clit, labia, and vaginal entrance began to mix together in a confusing swirling of sensations which overrode the fading fire in her ass.  Margaux’s brain began to realize that the raping cock had also quenched the maddening itch from her butt.  Encouraged, she began to seek more relief by humping first in synchronization with the man’s raping rhythm.  As her butt and the cock became evenly coated with lubrication, Margaux began to move in counter-point to the man’s raping rhythm.  

“Ughhh!” she grunted as her weight began to fall as his hips rose.  “Ahhhh!” she moaned as she began to use her arms to raise her torso up as the man’s hips pulled away.  “Ughhh!” she repeated as her butt slid down the fat cock as the man’s pubic bone thrust upward.  “Hesss!” she screamed as the fingers wildly rubbing her cunt brought her next orgasm.  “Hoooo, huck he!” she screamed into the gag.

Finally, Jonathon slumped down to the tractor-trailer floor.  His condom was full of his cum and his strength had barely lasted until the final spurt flew from his cock.  The young man’s chest was heaving as he fought to regain his breathe.  “Oh, holy slave girls!” he gasped.  “What a fuck.”  

Aaron’s younger step-brother only had enough energy to crawl to his pants.  “That was fucking intense!” he told himself.  

It was at least five minutes before he could dump the condom into a trash bag, neutralize the girl’s itching powder contaminated bodily fluids from his crotch with the wet cloth, and weakly struggle back into his pants and boots.  He remembered to unbind the poor woman’s bound leg and adjust the wrist chain so she could stand flat-footed.  Then, he turned and slowly staggered out into the late afternoon.

At the trailer door, his cell phone began to ring with the tones of one of his favorite tunes.

“So, does she get off on being forced?” Hank asked excitedly.

After a few unsteady steps down the trailer ramp, Jonathon nodded his head and answered weakly, “Oh, yeah, … yeah, … I’m almost certain that she does.  We’ll talk about it later.”

“Wait, Dude!” Hank interjected.  “Don’t hang up, we got a problem!”

“What?”

“Pedro called.  Something happened with his girl Clara.  She’s disappeared and so have our two MILFs.”

“I’ll call him right now, Hank.  You and Aaron get us finished with the Mexicans and get us on our way.  Shit!  Everything was going so well!” 

Chapter 48 - Partying at the Golden Orchid Lesbian Club

Clara became hazily aware that beyond her tightly closed eyelids, the room she was in was bathed in bright light.  It hurt too much to open her eyes.  Most of her body throbbed in various degrees of pain.  “I’m alive,” she thought in wonder.  “How is that possible?  That was the worst night of my life.”

Clara was initially too confused, too tired, too weak, and too afraid to begin moving to access her injuries.  “I still can’t believe I’m alive,” she repeated.  “I’m naked, on my back, and on silk sheets.  That means I’m still in the VIP room at the Golden Orchid Club.  Thank the merciful gods that I’m not in a hospital!”  She almost giggled as she realized the absurdity of a damaged slave being hospitalized, especially in caste-conscious Mexico.  “Ohhhh, crap do I hurt!”

Only after long moments of refusal to confront her bruised body did she begin to experimentally wriggle her big toes.  “Ohhhh, shit!” she grunted to herself, “Even that little bit of movement hurts the arches of my feet and calves.”

Seemingly, the pain swept away the cobwebs clouding her thoughts.  “Crap!” she thought in sudden realization of the true significance of her situation, “Where the fuck is that bitch?  Where are my two MILF housewife slaves?  Have I missed the meeting?  What will Pedro think?”

Head now throbbing fiercely in repayment for clearing her thoughts, she forced her eyes open and then unevenly rolled her head toward her bed mate.  Clara’s eyes were gummy from clotted tears, dried sweat, and crusty cunt butter.  Blurry though her vision was, she easily identified Nina lying beside her in the bed.

Nina, the outwardly friendly U.S. Border Official that had always treated Clara with such respect and helpful attitude, was lying beside her, a plump breast exposed above the covers.  Deeply asleep, her mouth was widely open and her hair was a disheveled mass.

“Dangerous bitch!” Clara grunted to herself as she slowly moved to the edge of the bed.  “Every move hurts worse than the first,” she complained at each miniscule move.  “The way my skull hurts, I think that some of my hair was yanked out and maybe she hit me more than a few times with the handle of that whip.  Ohhhh, everything hurts!”

She couldn’t hold back a whimper of pain when she half fell, half collapsed onto her belly beside the bed.  “Ohhh, my poor titties,” she thought when her slumping shoulders brought her chest into contact with the room’s carpeted floor.  “Everything hurts,” she repeated completely unnecessarily.  After panting for a few minutes to compose herself, she hesitantly began to crawl to the foot of the bed.

“Ah, there you are,” Clara thought with more than a little relief as she saw the blonde heads of two slaves bound at the foot of the bed.  “Who threw a blanket on you?” she wondered.  “Must have been me, … that sociopath cunt Nina is a fruitcake!  I thought all three of us were going to be dead meat last night.” 

Clara’s arranged ‘date’ with Nina had started off well enough.  Nina met her at the bar inside the lesbian club and shouted her greetings over the raucous crowd and the blaring music from the DJ.  As they were sipping their first drinks together, Nina complimented her on her slinky dress.

“I got it from Lorita, the Orquidea Dorada Manager,” Clara grinned back.

“You look hot, … good enough to eat!” Nina yelled over the music.  

The two exchanged a languid kiss that transitioned into full frontal contact with both women groping the other as their tongues dueled.  Neither cared what the other clientele thought about the exchange; it was a lesbian bar.

“My, … you taste good enough to eat as well,” Nina finally said breathlessly as they broke apart.  “We have a room reserved?” 

At Clara’s nod, Nina added.  “I want to party hard tonight and I can’t afford getting stopped for drunken driving in Mexico.  We’ll crash in the room here afterwards.”  Her face took on a mournful look and with a grimace she said, “Course, we gotta get up early enough for me to make my shift back at the Nogales crossing.”

“Hmmm, sorry about that,” Clara purred.  Despite the complication of having a ‘date’ on top of her requirement to delivery the  two slaves the next afternoon, she was starting to look forward both to partying at the club and then the girl-on-girl sex that was certain to follow afterward.  “My only worry,” she thought briefly, “is that in this place the partying can get out of control.”

Clara added for Nina’s benefit, “Our suite was pretty expensive but Lorita gave me a bit of a professional discount.”  She flirted back at Nina and said, “After all, … I’m a good contact for bringing prime pussy down here to keep her club stocked.  She wants to keep me happy given how many girls she goes through here at the Orquidea Dorada.”

Nina finished off her first drink and she leered back, “You mean it’s amazing how many women can get killed off in a party club like the Golden Orchid?”  Then she grinned, “Yeah, you’re right.  For a lesbian club, the members are awfully hard on the cunts that Lorita keeps in the kennels.”

“Yeah, I’ve seen the dungeons here,” Clara replied.  “They rival anything the other clubs have.”

“You mean like the Red Rose Club or the Black Crow Club?” Nina asked.  She winked and added, “Course, being a confirmed man hater and lover of silky feminine flesh, I’ve never been inclined to check out those clubs.”

Well onto her second drink, Nina turned to Clara and said.  “Well, girl, … we’re all dressed up, where are our dates?”

“Huh?” Clara thought.  “No, I’m your date,” she replied instead.

Nina laughed and chugged the end of her second drink.  “Naw,” she replied.  “Where are the two blonde bimbos?  You know, the two MILF housewives.”

Not knowing that the subject was dangerous territory, Clara answered truthfully.  “They’re downstairs in the club kennel.  They’re out of the way so that I can focus all my attention on you, my date.”

Nina looked at her as if she was crazy.  Now on her third drink in just twenty minutes, she took a mouthful of the flavored vodka she was drinking.  “What the fuck you talking about!” she said in a belligerent tone.  “I thought it was pretty clear, … you and I are party buddies tonight and our sluts are the two newbie slaves, … you know, the big-titted blonde bitches.”

Clara finally sensing that something might be amiss crowded up close to the free woman and licked up the side of her neck to whisper into Nina’s ear, “We can play with them a bit, if you want.”  Her husky tone was intended to convey her intense sexual interest in the Border Official.  “But I guarantee you; I’m all the woman you really need.”

“Owww!” she cried as Nina’s strong grip yanked her away.

“Go get the cunts!” Nina hissed.  “Ask Lorita to equip them with bondage cuffs and leather body straps!  Then get them leashed and I want all three of you to find me at my table!”

Clara reeled as she was thrown backward.  Somehow, she retained her feet but still swayed to regain her balance.

“Now get the fuck outta here!” Nina almost shouted.

“After that,” Clara remembered, “it got worse, … way worse.”

Ignoring the previous night’s events for the moment, Clara pulled the cover off her two MILF slaves.  She sighed in relief at their relatively comfortable bondage and unmarked state.  “I was sure their wrists and ankles would be damaged from cut off blood flow,” she told herself.  She unclipped the short length of chain holding the first girl’s cuffed wrists and ankles in a loose hogtie.  Her sure fingers checked the bindings on wrists and ankles to be sure they were loose enough for proper circulation.

Buffy Bryant moaned in relief through her gagged mouth as her body straightened.

“Quiet!” Clara hissed.  “Don’t wake up the crazy bitch!”

The widening of Buffy’s eyes told Clara that she understood the warning.

When Flora Hatherly’s legs flopped down, she held back any similar moans of relief.

Satisfied that the women would behave, Clara unbuckled their ballgags and set them aside.   Clara pulled the cover back up over their bodies.  “Shhh,” she whispered, “stay here quietly and rest until I come get you.”

Certain her slave charges were alright for the moment, Clara resumed her careful crawling.  Her destination was the suite’s large bathroom.  She almost moaned aloud in her own relief when her sore body slithered across the soothingly cool marble tiles of the bathroom.  It was a testament to her experience as a slave that she didn’t cry out in horror when she saw her reflection in the mirror.

“Holy merciless Gods!” she cried to herself.  The form she saw reflected in the mirror was unrecognizable.  Her entire body was covered in thin welts from literally thousands of wounds from the whip that Nina had wielded so skillfully on her helplessly hanging form.  Additionally, deep bruises surrounded her swollen breasts where tightly bound ropes cut off blood flow for too long.  Blood crusted on her nipples reminded her of the tit torture she’d been subjected to.  Other rope marks were evident on her wrists, ankles, thighs, belly, and arms.  Big blotchy bruises testified to the results of Nina’s fists, knees, and elbows impacting on her torso.  Worse by far was the puffy mess that used to be her pretty face.

“Even my ears are swollen,” she thought with wonder.  Suddenly worried, she opened her mouth wide and after grunting at the sudden pain the move caused, sighed in deep relief when she saw no evidence of broken or missing teeth.

“My poor scalp,” she next thought with horror.  “I can see flesh where handfuls of my hair were yanked out.  That bitch!”

Clara fumbled under the vanity and lifted her heavy slaver kit bag up onto the counter.  “Dare I take a shower and clean up,” she thought as her hands froze their fumbling for medicine in the well-equipped bag.

Uncertain what to do, Clara stood swaying in front of the mirror for long moments.  Her wretched appearance seemed to short circuit any thoughts of action she was forming.  Instead, her head slowly filled with unthinking rage.  Clara staggered to the door separating the bathroom from the suite’s bedroom and glared at Nina sleeping in the bed.

“That cunt!” she thought in totally focused frenzy.

Moments later, she knelt beside the bed.  She was trembling with bottled up anger to the point where she wasn’t certain she could act.  Clara was barely holding onto consciousness, her harsh treatment and the too soon movements she’d just made left her with little energy.

“Just do it!” she screamed aloud.  Her words began the instant the long needle of the hypodermic she plunged downward sunk fully into the jugular vein on Nina’s neck.  The force of her move fully depressed the syringe plunger and the clear contents shot clearly into the woman’s bloodstream.  In less than a breath Nina’s heart began to pump the powerful tranquilizer through her body.

Clara threw herself on Nina and used her body to hold down her now struggling form.

“You bitch!” Nina gasped as she tried to throw Clara off.  “What have you done?”

Long seconds later, Clara lay gasping and crying in relief.  Nina was already unconscious.  “I don’t care if that dose kills you,” Clara whispered.  “You deserve to die for what you did to me.”

A cell phone rang shrilly in the room.  “It’s not mine,” Clara moaned.  She dragged herself off the bed and staggered to the overstuffed chair holding Nina’s hastily discarded clothes.  Clara simply took the phone in hand and unlatched the battery from the phone.  She tossed the parts back on the chair and muttered, “Filthy bitch!”

Operating on sheer adrenaline, Clara wove her way back to the bathroom.  She grabbed a lacquered box from the bottom of her kit bag and filled a hand with loose gear from the bag.  Retreating back to the bed, she fell with a bouncing flop next to Nina.  Face to face, she grimaced in hatred at Nina’s unconscious face.  Clara opened up the top of the lacquered box.  “See what you think about this!” she hissed.  Taking a heavy black collar from a nested spot in the box, Clara tried to focus her bleary eyes on the inner surface of the collar.  Finally, her eyes focused enough to thumb open a small cover and then she depressed the single button inside.  An LED above the button began to glow green.  Clara pushed the cover back down against the ‘O’ ring seal.  “Done!” she cried.

A loud click signaled that the heavy slave collar was permanently locked to Nina’s neck.

“No key,” Clara laughed softly in a maniacal manner.  “This kind of collar can never be removed.  It’s permanently latched and if the battery dies, … bye, bye head.”  Her eyes focused on the induction charger still nestled inside the box.  “If I break that,” she told the unconscious woman, “your battery can never be charged and eventually a firing capacitor will detonate an electric squib setting off enough explosives to surgically remove your head.”

Suddenly mortally afraid of where that train of thought was leading, Clara gasped deeply and tried to focus her waning energy on binding Nina.  She drew heavy metal cuffs from the same box.  Four clicks later and Nina was equipped with four irremovable titanium cuffs lined with a thin lining of hard leather.  A single titanium link was welded to each cuff.

Lastly, Clara picked up the padlocks she’d thrown on the bed beside the box.  Increasingly weary, she fought to hold herself conscious and to get Nina’s wrists locked to each other.  Then, she did the same to Nina’s ankles, padlocking them together.  Lastly, with deep gasping breaths, Clara drew Nina’s ankles up and used a pair of handcuffs to attach them to her wrists in a hogtie.  

Done in, Clara slumped to the bed beside Nina in a stupor.  Exhausted and beaten nearly to death, she slipped deeply asleep to a near coma state.

On the floor at the foot of the bed, Flora stopped frantically kissing her best friend Buffy.  She’d successfully rolled atop her friend and managed to align their faces.  After their long night terror with Clara only successful in protecting them from the worst of Nina’s drunken abuse, she felt the need to comfort herself with the touch of a friend and lover.

Clara’s disjointed mumblings and shouts were slowly becoming clear to Flora.  The realization of what Clara might have been doing brought a chill of terror.  “By all that’s holy,” she thought, “is that stupid slave so brain-dead that she thinks she can get even with a free woman; a free woman that also works for the U.S. government. Shit!”

Inch by inch, Flora wriggled against the foot of the bed and leveraged herself up.  It was hard going with feet tied together and hands helplessly bound behind her back.  “Oh, you are a stupid cow!” Flora told herself as she wobbled upright and took in the scene on the bed before her.  “At least she hasn’t killed that out of control cunt,” she told herself.  “Why would she collar, hogtie, and gag someone that’s already dead?”

Flora carefully slumped down to a seated position and she leaned down to her friend.  “Buffy, untie by wrists.  Hurry up you twit!”

Flora and Buffy easily maneuvered Clara’s unconscious form onto her belly.  They used the same nylon binding cords that had held them helpless during the night to tie Clara up into a hogtie nearly identical to that of Nina.  Lastly, they removed Nina’s ballgag so she wouldn’t suffocate and nearly hysterical, they retreated to the suite’s bathroom.

Long minutes and many tears later, Flora made a decision.  When Buffy protested, Flora wearily told her friend, “Just freaking shut up!  We’re slaves in a foreign country.  Do you think we’re going to make a run for the border?  I’m going to call for help.”

Buffy began whining immediately.

Flora stalked out of the bathroom and rummaged through Clara’s things.  She sat down and searched through the phone listings until she found what she was looking for.  As the phone at the far end began to ring, Flora flushed as she realized she was fully naked.  Then she snorted, “It’s not like he can see me through the phone.”

“This is Flora,” she began as silent tears began to flow.  Struggling to keep from sobbing like a baby, she added, “Buffy and I are in big trouble.”

Chapter 49 - Hank & Jonathon:  Corrupt Mexican Police

Hank was driving and Aaron was once again in the passenger seat.  The border crossing was about ten minutes behind them.  

“Dude,” Hank said with a wide grin as he shifted into third gear, “things at the border crossing couldn’t have gone any better.  I thought those Mexican tattoo artists were gonna strip down and suck us off for the fat tip you laid on them.  Ten bucks per head of livestock processed ended up being quite a hunk of greenbacks, … that’s $1050 in tips split among the ten tattoo girls.”

Aaron laughed; partially with relief to be clear of the border crossing stations and partly because the looks of gratification on their faces had been amazing.  “Yeah, they really looked sad that we had to leave so quickly.  And the vets, … now, that was priceless, … I thought they were gonna shit when we gave the two of them $500 to split.  They were obviously trying furiously to decide if hitching a ride to give us a thank you fuck was the right response for such an outrageous tip.”

“Aaron, if we hadn’t promised a decent tip, we’d still be back there faced with paying a penalty fee for the overnight stay in their quarantine area,” Hank said in a serious tone.  “The officials would have found a reason to slow things down.  Since they typically steal a portion of all tips, it was in their best interest to get us processed, finished, and on our way.”

After a moment of silence, Hank glanced in his side view mirror to make sure his brother was following behind them in the second truck.  He glanced pointedly around the almost empty cab and wryly added, “I see that you decided to keep all your little friends caged or hanging by their wrists in the back.”

“I thought we’d explain the RFID chips and tattoos later when things are more private and calm.”

“Calm!” Hank laughed.  “I don’t think any of them will be even remotely calm when you start your explanation.”  He looked pointedly at his step-brother and said with seriousness, “I thought Margaux was gonna have a freaking conniption fit when I found her hanging from her wrists in our trailer like a slab of meat.  I tried to explain that it was an accident she wasn’t resting comfortably in a cage and that it was done by a Mexican helping us load the girls.  Margaux was told they had no way of knowing that she was to be handled with kid gloves.  Holy crap was she mad!  It didn’t help when I gagged her again and walked away leaving her hanging blindfolded and helpless.”

“Ouch,” Aaron whispered.  “Well call me a coward, but even Gigi was too pissed off for me to handle right now.  And, … she’s my slave!  In fact, the only one of my ATHENA girls who’s taking this in stride is Jennifer Stanistow, Margaux’s ex-roommate that was PPC’d back in Kansas by that asshole Tony Francera.  In her case, I don’t think she’ll ever recover enough mentally to be comfortable as a free woman.”

Aaron squirmed in his seat at glanced at his younger step-brother.  “Am I a wimp for still feeling guilty over them being permanently tattooed and RFID’d?”  He settled back in his seat and glanced out the window.  “No,” he muttered sulkily, “don’t bother answering that question.”  

“Hell hath no fury like a woman thinking she was wrongfully enslaved,” Hank said ruefully back at Aaron.  “You’ve got eight legitimately pissed off women on your hands and one French Maid that needs more than a little bit of corrective training.  Honestly, I think that after we meet our Mexican government contacts outside Nogales that you should simply drug them senseless.  Let them wake up somewhere nice and quiet where we can physically control them while you explain the facts of life to them.”

“Actually, that makes a lot of sense,” Aaron said reluctantly.  Internally, he was torn.  He looked toward Hank and asked, “The problem is, we have to split up and go separate ways.  Can I really trust Jonathon to do what’s right for my girls?  Can the two of you look out for my interests at the ranch with mom pulling her usual control-freak shit?  You know how unreasonable she can be.”

“Dude,” Hank answered in a hurt tone.  “It’s pretty clear what you want done.  First and foremost, … treat the ATHENA girls with kid gloves.  Second, keep the rest of the sorority bitches from the meat processor.  Third, you have no particular care about the ultimate fate of the filler slaves we picked up in Arizona, they’re freebies for the ranch.  That sounds pretty easy to me.”  He cocked his head and looked directly at his elder step-brother, “Yeah, I can do you right.”

“OK,” Aaron nodded.  “Let’s do it your way.  I’ll leave all the girls with you except Gigi, and the four Phi Beta Phi adult advisors.  Cyndi, Sandy, Margeret, and Lacey can be hung by their wrists in the back of Pedro’s truck.  A little discomfort on the way to Puerto Vallarta won’t hurt them a bit.”

“Way to go, bro!  That’s correct thinking!  Rip off the funds they’ve milked from their husbands and firms.”  Hank quickly took his eyes off the road and glanced over at his brother.  “After, that, … remember, you don’t owe them a thing; nothing wrong with booby trapping their future.  They were certainly willing to throw your precious ATHENA girls to the wolves.”

Wanting to change the subject, Aaron remembered one of his unanswered questions.  “Hey, what’s with the police connection?  I’d have thought we’d want to keep a profile that’s as low as possible since most of our load is essentially illegally acquired slave girls.”

“Huh?” Hank answered with a questioning look.  

Then, Hank’s face hardened after he figured out the quick change of subject.  “First off, … let me remind you once again; there’s nothing illegal about any slave in our cargo!  You might have some moral objection for how it has worked out, … fine!  But, we’re in Mexico and every single cunt on our trucks has been dutifully entered into the Mexican National Slave Database.  We’ve paid taxes on them and buddy, that’s the end of that story!  You may have some fairy tale dream of nailing your precious Margaux as a free woman on your marriage bed, but right now, she’s nothing but slave meat.  Hell, you could drop any of the girls off at the nearest whore house and nobody in this country would bat an eye.”

“Now,” Hank began in a calmer voice.  “I’ll get to the root of your question.  My guess is that you really don’t know what it’s like to do business in Mexico.  Pour me a cup from that thermos and I’ll explain.”

“Ahhh, much better,” Hank sighed appreciatively after he took a sip of the hot aromatic drink.  “Keep in mind,” he started off his explanation, “that Mexico has thirty-one states plus a federal district and that as a nation, they are not only plagued with endemic criminal activity and widespread corruption, but their security forces are fractionated into over 3,000 different police forces at municipal, state and federal levels.”  Hank paused to take another sip of coffee and he added, “In a nutshell, … Mexico’s a freaking mess; … always has been, … always will be!”

“The first leg of the journey to our ranch is a drive hundreds of miles through desolate and arid territory before we approach the coastline.  Along the way, there are plenty of ridges, hills, woodlands, and then later on tropical forests to hide lots of criminal activity.”  Hank paused and looked at Aaron.  “Then, at our southernmost point, we have to veer inland through some desolate mountains to our ranch.  It’s simply not worth trying to drive that far alone through so many jurisdictions, including lawless ones, without special assistance, particularly with a valuable cargo, … and most especially not at night. ”  

“So, to help us with security we’ll be meeting an old friend of the family that’s recently been appointed by the PGR [Procuraduría General de la República or Federal Attorney General’s Office] to head up the Sonoran State Office of the AFI [Agencia Federal de Investigaciones – or Federal Agency of Investigation].  Considering the impact to the national treasury, any potential impacts to the enslavement, taxation, import, use, and disposition of slaves is of course under the purview of a federal investigative force, the AFI.”

Hank drank more of his coffee.  “That friend will provide an escort all the way to our ranch.  But, keep in mind, there’s more going down at our meeting than just getting some police protection.  Remember our new French Maids?”

“Yeah,” Aaron replied wryly, “the big-titted MILFs you got courtesy of my nosy little French Maid.”  Aaron paused and half-seriously glared over at his step-brother.  “You know, the one you just recently fucked without asking for permission.”

“Dude!” Hank responded defensively.  “I admit that was my bad!  I wasn’t sure that you were going to help demonstrate to those Mexican border officials that we considered the girls nothing but walking cunt with no say in their future.  It was important to maintain our cover.  Besides, there were only two unused pussies leaning over that railing.  Yeah, I randomly porked one of the fresh ones and it happened to be your French Maid I drilled into.  Dude, get over it!  It was a fifty-fifty chance and I certainly wasn’t gonna dip into the two just-used bitches.  At the ranch you can try out my MILF if it’ll make you feel better.”  

“Besides,” Hank added slyly, “you know your precious girlfriend doesn’t care where you dip your lizard as long as it’s into slave pussy.”

Aaron brightened up visibly at Hank’s observation and offer.  “So what happens when we meet this AFI guy?”

Relieved that his step-brother was somewhat mollified about his faux-paux, Hank took a deep breath of relief.  “Hope he doesn’t discover that Jonathon just nailed the shit outta his prized little bitch.”  He took another sip of coffee and continued to answer Aaron’s questions.

“We stop and rendezvous with our friend, Coronel Manuel Rodríguez Sánchez.  We simply call him Manolete.  He’s named after a distant relative who was quite famous at his craft.  In addition to his upper class upbringing, our friend Coronel Rodríguez, Manolete, is also quite skilled as a policeman and as an investigator.”

Hank paused for more of his coffee.  He frowned at the near empty cup.  “The one thing that went wrong today had to do with our MILFs.  Clara, Pedro’s girl that processed our new volunteer slave French Maids near Tucson was driving them down to our meeting point just ahead of us, south of Nogales, Mexico.  Bottom line, … they’ve disappeared somewhere in Nogales and at the moment we don’t know where they are.”

Aaron considered what his step-brother had revealed.  “That’s bad news for sure,” he said slowly.  “Beyond the potential lose of your new toys; it also presents a problem for my Puerto Vallarta mission because I was planning to use Clara’s van for the drive southward.”

Hank didn’t answer; he kept driving with a stony face.  Aaron knew that he was taking badly the almost certain loss of his MILF.

“Hey,” Aaron asked after a long silence, “how was Clara supposed to get back to the states if I had taken her truck?” 

“Not everything is as it appears, bro,” Hank replied cryptically.  “Keep a watch out for a roadblock.  It should be just ahead.”

Just minutes travel time ahead of the two southbound vehicles, Coronel Manuel Rodríguez Sánchez leaned casually against his black SUV.  Two full squads of his intensely loyal federal investigators were at his location.  One squad of ten men, reinforced with four SUVs, two vehicles from each squad, were set up in a roadblock in the middle of the dusty two-lane road.  The slim, black-haired Coronel hoped that their efforts at pretending to inspect vehicles weren’t too transparent to the travelers going through the roadblock.  One black-uniformed member of the team stood on each side of the two-lane highway.  The two men had slung their automatic rifles over their shoulders onto their backs and were languidly waving a car at a time through the impromptu barriers.  They gave only cursory glances at the drivers’ identification papers.  The eight remaining members of the squad were in supporting positions on opposite sides of the road in two four man teams.

“Let’s hope we’re not unlucky enough to accidently stop an armed drug smuggler,” he thought dryly.  “I’ve already had enough bad news today.”  

The man known as Manolete to Hank and Jonathon looked about his position where the second squad, also equipped solely in black SWAT team attire were spread out guarding a roughly flat spot beside the road that would make do for a temporary parking area.  Manolete was squarely in the middle of this heavily guarded spot. 

“At least my wife should be pleased,” he told himself.  “However, she and the Marshall’s boys don’t know it yet but they will be providing me double the expected transit fee for this trip. 

“Hank,” Aaron warned his step-brother, “I hope that roadblock just ahead is the one you’re expecting.”

Hank slowly let the tractor-trailer’s engine wind down as he approached the ten or so vehicles backed up between him and the roadblock.  “They’re not regular police,” he ventured cautiously.  “Yeah, … there, … he’s the tall guy leaning against the SUV off to the right.”

The clearly happy reunion between his step-brothers and the stern looking Mexican colonel helped Aaron relax.  That was the point at which he realized how tense he’d become since heading south on the interstate from Tucson.  He took a deep breath.  “This just might work,” he thought hopefully in what was becoming a favorite mantra.

The three chattered animatedly.  Aaron just looked on bemused.

“Aaron,” Jonathon said as he stepped away from the discussion.  “Do me a favor and pick two girls from the van’s load for Manolete.  Don’t pick either one from your Kansas stock because they won’t be coming back.  Pick a blonde with a decent bit of meat on her bones and a slim black-haired girl.”  

Aaron nodded and headed to the back of the truck that Jonathon had driven.  He swung the door open and then stepped back in surprise.  “Holy shit!” he muttered.  “That’s a lot of girl flesh!”

The back of the truck was filled with blindfolded and gagged women stacked vertically upright like sardines.  Aaron couldn’t help but grin at the sight of so many upthrust breasts and exposed pubic playgrounds.  He waded in, squeezing past the women packed at the back of the truck.  “Blonde with a bit of extra weight,” he mumbled as he slipped between more of the women.  

“Yes!  This one will do.”

“Crap!” he said disgustedly as he yanked down the woman’s blindfold.  “It’s Sandy Clarke!  You’d think with everyone buck naked that I could pick a young hot bitch not some old crone!”  He slipped the blindfold back on the thirty-year-old real estate agent and continued groping his way through the slaves.

“Right, … this is a better choice,” he said.  The blonde was young, he judged she was barely twenty and the big soft tits he hefted were jointly the result of genetics and the extra twenty-five to thirty pounds of weight she carried.  He knelt down with some difficulty in the cramped space and stuck his open hand between her legs.  “Yep, the carpet matches the drapes, … she’s a real blonde.”

Aaron unclipped her wrists and dragged her through the hanging slaves.  She was left barefoot tied to the back of the truck while he waded back in to find a slim black-haired woman. 

“Here they are,” Aaron announced as he half-dragged the two still blindfolded slaves back to where his step-brothers and Manolete were still talking excitedly.

“Manolete,” this is Aaron, our step-brother and mom’s first child.  He’s recently retired from the U.S. military.”

“Mucho gusto,” the colonel said when introduced.  “I met Hank and Jonathon years ago and have come to admire Señor Thompson and his wonderful wife, Joan Miller.”

“You should see Manolete’s wife drive a ponygirl team,” Hank gushed.  “She knows exactly how much reserve the team has and she whips them into a frenzy, squeezing more effort from their carcasses than any other driver.  Her goal is to coax every bit of speed from them by the finish line.”

“She is not nearly as good as your mother,” Manolete replied gracefully.

“Well, mom has a few advantages in that area,” Jonathon said with a grin.

“Yes,” Manolete admitted.  “I’ve seen her run as well as drive.  She has enormous stamina for a woman her age.  My wife likes to train sprinters and intermediate racers, not the long distance ponygirls that have made your mother so famous.”

“Why don’t you inspect the girls Aaron selected for you, Manolete?”

The senior AFI officer walked up to the blonde first.  One hand leapt out to grab a handful of the blonde girl’s pouchy belly fat.  His other tried to cover a large and loosely hanging breast.  “Yes,” he muttered in appreciation.  “My wife, Danitsa, likes to take pampered gringa bitches and remold them into superb racing stock.  She lives for the challenge of taking on projects nobody else would accept.”  

Manolete squeezed the tit meat hard and grinned as it oozed and flowed between his fingers.  “See!” he said triumphantly.  “This bitch is really soft and unexercised.  Jonathon you would make her a diary cow, isn’t that right?  Pump her big teats full of milk?”

Jonathon grinned at his family friend and nodded.

“My wife is one of a group of trainers who pride themselves in taking these flabby double-dees and slack-muscled frames and doing their magic to make them into racing stock.  They place bets based on each spoiled bitch’s original condition.  Danitsa will make a lot of money from those trainers by taking this bitch and honing her entire body on a forced exercise regime until these titties are as small and hard as half an apple.  The rest of her muscles will be just as conditioned.  Aren’t I right, Hank?”

Hank also nodded.  He had personally seen the well-defined muscles of Manolete’s wife’s sprinting stock.

“But why the other one?” Aaron wondered aloud.  “She’s already slim with tits like peaches and a frame too light for racing.”

“My wife can sometimes become fixated on her hobby,” Manolete responded dryly.  “After all, a man needs a fresh and willing playground now and then.”

“You dog!” Jonathon yelled happily.  “After all this time, you’re finally setting some pussy aside for casual use.  Way to go!”

Manolete nodded.  “Yes, boys.  Danitsa is sometimes too distracted to remember my own pleasure.  So, it was either get a slave and put her in a little apartment or enslave my own wife Danitsa.  While I could make fantastic bedmates out of either, I have to admit that I enjoy my wife, quirks and all.”

“So the slim slave is acceptable?” Aaron asked.

Smiling at the interchange and excited at her destiny, the black-haired slave purred and tried to rub against her new owner.  She knew that her life depended on his first impression.  

The blonde was still stricken from learning her fate.  “A ponygirl?” she thought with horror.  “His wife will remake me into livestock?  Ohhhhh, … I thought being a blonde meant getting the best slave assignments.  What man would kick me out of bed?  Ohhh, no, … guess I was wrong, … very wrong.”

“Oh, yes,” Manolete responded while rubbing a hand lovingly down the black-haired slave’s back.  He tested the meaty, nearly fat free, buttocks and added, “Oh, yes, she’ll do just fine.”

“Hola, mi Coronel!” one of the men shouted.

“Ahh, that would be Pedro’s missing van,” Coronel Rodríguez smiled.  “Let’s hope this is a pleasant surprise for you boys.”

“Aaron, do you think they found our MILFs when they recovered the van?”

“Hank, lets just wait and see.”

When Pedro’s truck stopped, a well dressed woman stepped out of the driver side.  A long slit in her tight sleeve of a skirt exposed a milky thigh to an indecently high level as she stepped down to the ground.  Seconds later, another woman got out of the passenger side.  She was also dressed as if for a society benefit to include black patterned hose and high, high black heels.  Hank hardly paid attention to the women, he was wholly focused on the back of the van; desperately hoping that his cargo had not been hijacked.

Aaron figured it out first.  Grinning, he punched his younger step-brother on the shoulder.  “Hank, your MILFs are not in the van.  Look, they were driving.”

Shyly, each of the MILFs approached one of Aaron’s step brothers and melted against their wiry frames.

“Oh, Master,” they cried in unison.

“We thought we were never going to see you again,” one continued.

“Which one is yours, Jonathon?” Manolete asked.

“Who cares,” Jonathon responded.

“We intend to share,” Hank continued.

“I don’t think the MILFs care one way or the other,” Aaron observed as he watched the two full-grown women mold themselves against their men.  “They like the idea of being owned by a couple of young studs.”

“That’s why we’re gonna tattoo them with the same name,” Jonathon grinned.

“MILF I bet,” Manolete shot back.

“Yep,” the two brothers said in unison.

“What’s happened that you two ended up driving?” Aaron interrupted.

The girls looked down at the ground.

“It’s complicated,” Manolete interjected in a serious tone.  “The Agencia Federal de Investigaciones, the AFI, version is that yesterday a U.S. border official coerced our friend Pedro Gonzalez into loaning out one of his girls last night for an evening of partying at a Nogales lesbian club.  He thought this woman, Nina, had the hots for Clara.  Instead, Nina’s intent was to jointly torture the two MILFs with Clara.  You see, the club has several notorious dungeons that this woman Nina has become enamored with.  Clara intervened but was beaten near to death after Nina consumed far too much liquor on top of a huge drug cocktail.  When Nina didn’t show up for work today, they called Pedro who notified law enforcement about his stolen slave.  A BOLO alert was issued hours ago for Nina and Clara.”

“Sounds like Clara is the hero of the story,” Aaron said looking at the two unmarked MILFs.  “They look unharmed to me.”

“Clara is no hero,” Manolete replied flatly.  “You see, what actually occurred is that this morning, slave Clara retaliated against Nina in an attack that left her drugged, collared, and bound.    Clara intended to take revenge by using her slaver connections to dispose of Nina permanently at a video snuff parlor.  The attack on a free woman, her illegal enslavement, and the murder plan are serious offenses.”

“Please hold on my young friends,” Manolete said to break off the discussion as another of his men scurried over.

A private Mexican ambulance with its emergency lights flashing was entering the increasingly crowded parking lot.  Manolete directed a medic toward the back of Pedro’s van while two others quickly slid a gurney from the ambulance.  Aaron and his brothers watched silently while the medics brought Clara’s limp and beaten form out of the van and laid her on the gurney.  One medic washed and sterilized an arm while the second hung an IV bag on the gurney.  Within seconds, Clara had an IV drip going and the three medics swarmed over her form to gauge the extent of her injuries.

One looked up to the Mexican colonel and rattled off a few fast sentences in Spanish.

“She’s stable,” Hank translated for Aaron.  “They can take her to the clinic as soon as the other woman is evaluated.”

By this time, a second gurney was set up beside Clara’s.  It took all three medics to get Nina’s struggling form out of the van.  Whatever medication she’d been given, it had worn off.  The brilliant red of her angry face was matched by the red hue of the huge ballgag stuffed into her mouth.  

One of the medics said something in Spanish and the others laughed.

“The first medic was complaining to his patron saint that the gringa was too strong.  His comments were prompted by a flying elbow to his balls,” Hank once again translated.  “His friends replied something to the effect that he didn’t have a use for his balls anyway.” 

The medics flipped multiple straps over each arm, across her legs, and across her torso to hold down the struggling woman.  With each ratcheting click of the strap tensioners, Nina had more and more of her mobility removed.

Just as the IV was being set into her arm, another police car came flying up to their location with lights flashing and siren blaring.  While still skewing to a halt across the crunching gravel, a police official jumped out and ran to their location.

“Mi Coronel!” he practically shouted as he saluted and handed over an envelope with his left hand. 

Manolete silently returned the salute and nodded his head.  Before the policeman spun on his heels to leave, Manolete was already reviewing the document inside the envelope.  He walked over to Nina’s gurney and grasped her chin in an unrelenting grip.  He turned her face toward his and stated in a forceful tone, “This document is a notice of judicial enslavement by the Sonoran Federal Court.  You have been charged with theft of slaves and felony damage of property.  You are no longer a free person, you are a slave.”

With that brief pronouncement, Manolete took a safety pin and stuck it through one copy of the Writ of Enslavement and pinned it to Nina’s breast.  He then turned to the medics and rattled of a series of orders.  Immediately, they began to move Clara’s gurney back into the ambulance.

Aaron looked at Hank inquisitively.

“He told them to take the bitches to the clinic, that one slave is already RFID chipped, and that the official document on the other gringa has her new National Identification Number for the paperwork at the clinic.  The clinic will arrange to finish her processing as a new slave.”

By the time Hank finished translating the brief conversation, the ambulance rear doors were being slammed shut and the medics jumped in as if they were being pursued by demons.  The ambulance tires spun in the gravel and just as it crossed onto the pavement, the siren began to scream.  Within seconds, the ambulance was out of sight and the siren was a waning sound in the distance.

“I’m amazed,” Aaron said to the Mexican colonel with admiration.

“Yes?”

“Well that you would take such an interest in a wounded slave.  That was a very efficient operation.  But, why did you take the new slave Nina to the hospital?”

“Hospital?” Manolete asked in confusion.  “No, Aaron, that was a private ambulance.  After we spoke, Pedro Gonzalez decided that Clara has to be destroyed for attacking a free woman.  The Writ of Enslavement on Nina mandated her death as well.”

“Destroyed?” Aaron asked in amazement.  “What do you mean?”

“I get it,” Jonathon broke in.   “The ambulance was taking them to an organ donor center.  Isn’t that right, Manolete?”

“Yes, that is right, Jonathon.  In Mexico, the judge can intervene to fill critical medical needs using slaves facing death from court judgments.  Our system has choices rather than just butchering the women for alternative meat or torture for media events.  They will be tissue typed and when organ matches are found, their organs will be removed from their living bodies.  Hearts are in high demand, but their liver, kidneys, lungs, pancreas, and intestines can all be harvested from live donors.  When they eventually die their bones, tendons, corneas, veins, and skin grafts can be taken.”

“A just and humane ending, no?” he added with a grin after Aaron looked at him speechless.  

Manolete was perfectly serious, … Aaron was flabbergasted.  Once again he’d proven how naive he was about the slavery business.

Chapter 50 - The Ones That Refused Aaron’s Offer

Pedro set down his cell phone with a curse.  It wasn’t his first swearing session for the day and he knew that given the way things were going, it wouldn’t be his last.  “Clara was stupid!” he repeated for at least the tenth time.  “All she had to do was call for help and my Nogales contacts could have been to that club in minutes.  But instead, I get a call from a shift supervisor asking about a missing American agent.  Hija de puta!  The cunt never thought to call!  Her slaves were the only ones who knew what to do; they called me as soon as Clara was tied up.”

Pedro was pissed!  Yes, he’d lost a slave.  But worse, he had to find a replacement and train her to the same level of competence as Clara.  “Clara was an artist with the tattoo needle,” he grumbled.  “And, this trip I’m making was her responsibility.”  He thought about his last phone call and stifled another curse.  “Getting called by the Mexican Federal Police was not a good thing!  That bastard colonel knew that he had me over the barrel with Clara.  His claim that the other two gringa slaves should drive Clara and Nina to his location to ‘simplify’ the judicial process was just blackmail to force me to let him get credit for solving the case.  That Castillian prick probably won’t even remember that he owes me big for this.”

He also cursed his vehicle.  The pickup truck he was driving was one that he used for veterinary visits to inspect and treat slaves at contract facilities.  “I had to put this on a one-ton chassis,” he cursed.  “The bumps on these roads will kill my back.”

“I make a lot of side money off health inspections since they’re required to protect the public at all commercial alternate meat processing facilities.  But, the point is, I should have taken a bigger van or even a truck with softer suspension.”  He groaned again as he hit another rough stretch of the Arizona interstate north of Phoenix.

His anger and the discomfort of the drive kept him from properly planning what he intended to do once he reached the hay storage shed that was still hours ahead on the north side of Interstate 40.  “All I can think about,” he grumbled, “is that the side bins take up too much of the space in the truck bed for proper slave cages.  There are only two long narrow cages in the bed.  That’s hardly enough space if I have to pick up all four girls and haul them anywhere.  I won’t put up with filthy slaves in the cab of my truck.”

After checking to be sure that the highway was clear ahead, Pedro fumbled about on the passenger seat until he found the clipboard with Hank Loftus’ notes.  “Hmmmm, there were four women who refused Aaron’s offer of ‘protection’ and got left behind chained by the hay shed.  What was his offer if they refused?  Yes, here it is, … he promised them each seven-hundred and fifty dollars, and a car ride.  He did stipulate that they were to be naked save for the cash when they were released.”

Pedro checked to be sure that there were indeed four bundles of cash rubber-banded together in an envelope attached to the clipboard.  He grinned for the first time in hours.  “Well putas, I won’t steal your cash but there’s no way that I’m gonna make this easy for you given the way my day has gone.”

Pedro’s grin stayed in place for miles while he worked out how to get a bit of enjoyment of out this task.

It was only after he pulled into a fast food drive-through off the interstate outside Flagstaff to get lunch that he looked again at the clipboard.  “He gave me some notes on these four girls.  Guess they weren’t the best personalities in that sorority house.  The first is a tall blonde with great tits but a personality as rough as a rasp. That’s Annabelle, the frigid control freak that was Sorority House President.”

Pedro started up the truck and pulled back onto the highway.  “Guess we have to keep Annabelle off balance.  That should be fun.”

“Oh, I see one girl with big asterisks next to her entry.  Hank wrote ‘danger, danger’ next to this one.  Lets see, … she’s described as a bull dyke with attitude and an enjoyment for breaking bones.  Whew!”

Pedro ate a couple of French fries and thought, “Well, Randi will have to be kept helpless.  A bit of taunting will totally piss her off and she won’t be able to do a thing about it.”

“The last two don’t look to be as difficult.  The only issues are that Coralee is pre-law and I don’t trust lawyers, especially female ones.  Summer is sharp-tempered but a gag will keep her from mouthing off.”

Pedro’s review of the four women ate up the miles.  Almost before he realized it, he was beyond Albuquerque and approaching his turnoff.

“At the exit I go north a drive of only a half mile before I hit the gravel frontage road.  Then it’s east for two miles where I should see the sign for a private road named ‘Ranchland Trail.’  Hank, I hope these roads don’t tear up my ass in this stupid truck.”

Pedro groaned when he saw the bumpy trail road.  “How far north do I go?” he grimaced as he read Hank’s map.  “Ouch, eleven more miles!”

The eleven miles on the Ranchland Trail took almost a full hour of bumping, lurching, and cursing.  Despite the air conditioning, Pedro was drenched in sweat from the ordeal.  “At least buses and tractor trailers have springs and shocks,” he thought bitterly.  His stiff one-ton suspension had hardly been affected by the bumpy road given the too-light load on the heavy-duty frame.

“It’s just one man,” Annabelle told her friends crouching down beside her.

“The question is,” Coralee whispered, “did Aaron send him?”

Summer just grunted in anger at her situation.  Like the others, she was totally naked save for her body hair and whatever dirt and straw they’d picked up in two miserable days.  The remains of a single bale of straw surrounded their position in the middle of the turn around.  The scant nest it had provided had been their only protection from the blazing sun of the near desert daytime and the frigid cold of the arid mountain night.  They had been abandoned for almost forty-eight hours and Aaron had given them only a single thirty-two ounce plastic bottle of water each.  After two days, the water was long gone.

Annabelle glanced toward her friend Randi.  “If he’s come alone, look for your chance to take him out.  Better him dead than us having to rely on Aaron’s word.”

Randi nodded.  She was more than happy to bust a man’s head after two nights freezing her ass off and two days of trying to avoid being cooked in the sun.  The chain around her ankle rattled as she carefully measured its length.  “Ten feet or so,” she thought, “that’s plenty of length to jump him if he gets too close.”

“Everybody, hide the last four feet of our leg chains in the straw by the ground stake,” Randi ordered.  “Then, never move more than about four feet from the stake.  I’m pretty sure that I can take him with six feet of slack if he doesn’t know how long the chains are.”

Pedro backed his truck so that the tailgate faced the open area where the four women were chained.  He stopped about twenty-five feet away and stepped out.  His dark eyes quietly drank in the sight of the four cowering sunburned bodies.  “He padlocked chains to their ankles,” Pedro reminded himself.  “The four chains end at a single six-foot grounding rod he drove into the ground.”

Annabelle’s blonde hair, height, and big breasts gave her away.  The corners of Pedro’s mouth twitched in the barest hint of a smile at her body.  “Even filthy, she’s a prime piece of pussy,” he thought.  The sight of the muscular shoulders on the woman beside Annabelle made Pedro’s grin disappear instantly.  “Randi,” he thought.  “Yes, danger is the right word.”

Pedro easily identified the slimmest bitch as blonde Summer and the remaining young woman as Coralee.  He stared at the four cowering women until he was certain that each had averted their eyes and then he turned his back on them and ignored them.

It took about fifteen minutes to get his campsite fully set up and then he pulled his truck away from the women and closer to the shed.  When finished, he’d laid rocks into a three-foot wide firepit, opened his chair to face the firepit (and the women huddled on the far side), set out five big bundles of well-dried firewood, opened a folding cook table with a compressed gas grill atop it, and placed a cooler on each side of his chair.   

Now grinning happily, Pedro collapsed into his camp chair and blindly reached down into the blue cooler on his right side for an icy can of beer.  He popped the top and mockingly saluted the young women with the can before drinking half of it in one long gurgle.  “Ahhhh,” was his only comment.

Out of the corner of his eye, Pedro watched the four women as he poured charcoal into a neat pile in his fire pit.  He placed four nearly identically sized rocks around the pile of charcoal and liberally doused it with starter fluid.  After the flames died down, he nestled a couple of foil-wrapped packages into the coals.

“Did Aaron send you?” Annabelle finally blurted out in a hoarse voice.

“We’re thirsty and starving,” Summer said.

“Ah, the four chained circus animals are restless,” Pedro replied softly, “and two are singing out of turn.  In my experience only the best trained animals get rewarded.”  He slipped forward out of the chair and stretched upward.  The empty beer can was tossed casually aside.  From the ground he picked up a five-foot fiberglass rod with a five foot-braided strand of leather flowing from its tip.  He fluidly snapped the horse-training lunging whip and the tip popped the air with a solid crack.  “Animals that don’t obey get the whip,” he added in a much sterner tone.

Flipping back the lid on the blue chest, he rummaged through the ice until he found a small six-ounce plastic bottle of water.  He addressed the four wide-eyed women with the dripping bottle held outward in his left hand and his right gripping the shaft of the lunging whip.  “You can leave in the morning.  Until then; well, … you’re naked and chained; like circus animals.  I have treats for those that earn them, and I’ve got a whip to penalize those that don’t pay attention.  So, until tomorrow about sunrise, you’re in my loving care.  I’m going to put you through some beginner moves, … the bitch that does best gets this water.  The rest of you get nothing for now and maybe some welts from the whip.”  He leaned down to set the water bottle in their full view.

“We’re not animals or slaves,” Summer hissed in anger.  “Eiiii!” she screamed as the lunging whip snapped forward and the weighted tip popped against the soft side of her torso.

“You’ll have to be very obedient in this first lesson to recover from that mistake,” Pedro said in a calm voice.  “Now, no talking and get on your knees in a line facing me!  Go!”  He accented the commands with four rapid explosions from the tip of the lunging whip; each just inches in front of the four crouching women.

Coralee moved the quickest, taking the end position.  Annabelle grunted as the stony ground punished her knees as she knee-walked beside Coralee.  Randi ended up in almost her original spot, her eyes followed Pedro’s every move.  Two more red welts appeared magically on Summer’s skin as she awkwardly took the fourth spot.

“Last is never good,” Pedro observed as he restored the whip to the ready position.

“Knees shoulder width apart,” Pedro commanded popping the whip over his head.  “And keep that line straight!”

The four women shuffled into place, each eyed the women next to her for the proper alignment.

“Torsos and upper legs up straight!” he commanded next.  He almost grinned at their obvious relief when he held the whip back without using it.  “Next, … fingers interlocked behind your necks and your elbows straight out to the sides!”  He raised the whip vertically and without looking, his right hand captured the swaying punishing tip of the whip.

Pedro walked a line in front of the four kneeling women.  “Hold those positions my proud little beasts,” he said in a calm tone.  The hard tip of the fiberglass rod made a harsh rubbing sound as he dragged it from one end of the line to the other; leaving a line drawn in the gravel that just touched each of the women’s kneecaps.  He touched each knee to get them used to a simple touch.

“One last correction and you will have ‘Position One’ finished,” he said quietly.  “Heads and eyes stay locked forward!” he commanded.  Shifting quickly back to his calm, teaching voice, Pedro continued, “Now hold that position and keep those titties pointed proudly forward.  Yes, … that’s it, … everyone practice being a good little slave girl.”

Pedro walked around the women, keeping his distance evenly at perfect whipping range of a cocked arm’s length plus the whip’s range; a total of about twelve and a half feet.  If he wanted contact, he stepped forward and fully extended his arm to use the five feet of the rigid whip shaft to touch his four girls; a range of about eight feet.

“Hold with silence,” he continued softly as he kept slowly circling the girls.  “Heads forward,” he added as he let the tip of the fiberglass pole gently slide across the upper back of each girl.  He ignored when each girl flinched at the touch from behind.  “That’s it,” he said soothingly.  “This position shows readiness, pride, and submission.”

Pedro resumed his position to the front center of the line.  “You are now in ‘Position One’.  ‘Position Two’ is simple.  Start by simply folding downward; place your butts down toward your ankles and set those titties onto the ground in front of your knees.  Now, chins and noses to the ground and move those arms back so that your wrists are crossed at the small of your back.” 

As before, Pedro slowly circled the women as they shifted to ‘Position Two’ and making gentle touches to each with the tip of the whip’s shaft.  He grinned covertly at their silence and their obedience.       

“Good,” he said approvingly.  “This position shows abject humility and acceptance.  Each of you will keep your eyes locked to the ground and your bodies in full contact to the earth.  If you move, you will be punished.”  Now behind the supine women, Pedro reached into his pocket and pulled out an indelible marker.  Starting at his right, he touched Coralee on the shoulder with his whip and commanded, “Stay!”  Sliding forward, he scribbled a foot-tall capital ‘C’ on Coralee’s back.

Pedro stepped back and did the same to Annabell.  On her back, he wrote a capital ‘A’ of the same size.  Next was an oversize ‘R’ for Randi and an ‘S’ for Summer.

Back to their front, Pedro snapped, “Position One!”

The four girls responded jerkily and slowly to his command.  He nodded knowingly when Coralee was once again the clear winner in response.

Randi was dead last and the defiant glare on her face made it apparent that she knew it.    

Pedro remained silent and expressionless.  Then, he suddenly blurred into motion, snapping the carriage whip forward and striking Randi’s hard left tit squarely on her nipple.  

“Eiiii!” she screamed and broke position to roll squealing on the ground.  

As soon as she slowed her whimpering rolls enough to expose his next target, Pedro stepped forward and flicked the whip forward with full force.  The weighted end of the braided whip snapped forward at supersonic speed and slammed squarely into the exposed cleft between her legs.

Randi screamed again and began wriggling about like a demented worm.  

“Hold position!” Pedro commanded to the other three as he stalked Randi to her curled position at the extreme end of her leg chain.  He jammed his left knee down on the back of her neck and wrenched her wrists together.  The stainless steel handcuffs he clicked down tight on her wrists brought her fully under his control.  Finished, he strode back to his place at their front.  

As he hoped, the remaining three stared at him with wide-eyed trembling fear.  They remained in ‘Position One’.

Inwardly, Pedro was grinning happily.  “Well, that certainly clipped Randi’s claws,” he told himself.  “And they all should be pretty shaken at this point, especially calculating Annabelle and Coralee.”

“None of you have earned names,” he stated flatly.  “I’ve marked your backs with the first letters of your old names and that is how you will be addressed; at least, … until tomorrow morning.”

“C will remain in ‘Position One’.  ‘A’ and ‘S’ turn around, crawl as far away as your chains will allow, … then, assume ‘Position Two’.”

“C, crawl forward as far as you can and return to ‘Position One’.”

With three of the women in place, Pedro strode over to Randi’s weeping form and dragged her to a position beside Annabelle and Summer.  From a pouch in his cargo pants, Pedro pulled out a roll of veterinary wrap and proceeded to spin the partially sticky tape around and around Randi’s head.  Finished with the blindfold, he stepped over to Annabelle’s supine form and yanked her up to wrap her head as well.  When all three were blindfolded and back in ‘Position One’, he returned to Coralee.

Pedro slid his chair forward until the front was just inches from Coralee’s chest.  He sat down and held out a bottle of water he’d just taken from the cooler.

“You may drink,” he said softly, “but remain kneeling.”

The pre-law student somehow managed enough restraint to keep from snatching the eight ounce bottle from the man and twisted off the top with far more calm than she felt.  She moaned in appreciation as the icy water flowed into her mouth.  She guzzled half the bottle before stopping.

Pedro smiled at the obedient woman.  He knew her submission was false but he didn’t care.  “We have a long time until dawn,” he thought.

While she was sipping the remainder of the water, Pedro shifted up from the chair and knelt at her side.  Taking a handful of her long hair, Pedro whispered, “To easily tell you apart, I want your fronts marked as well as your backs.”

Coralee whimpered as the marker drew a large ‘C’ below her neck that went down to a point between her breasts.

“Good bitch,” he whispered into her ear.  “Your friends can’t see you right now.  Do you want to earn another reward?”

Coralee considered his offer.  “Do I have a choice?” she wondered.  Numbly, she nodded her head.

Pedro grinned.  “This is too easy,” he thought.

Moments later, Coralee staggered toward her friends.  She was still trying to get her jaws accustomed to the gag he’d set behind her teeth and strapped in place.  “He doesn’t want me to talk to my friends,” she thought as she breathed heavily through the big round opening of the gag left by the leather-wrapped ring gag.  She knelt down next to Randi and yanked her upright.  “Randi only gets a third of a bottle,” she reminded herself as she slowly let the woman have her meager allotment of one-third of eight ounces of water.  Finished, she used the marker to place a large ‘R’ on Randi’s chest and then pushed her back down to ‘Position Two’ with her face in the ground.  

“Hinished, Haster,” she told the man as she returned to ‘Position One’ at the forward extreme of her ankle chain.  

She quivered when he stood at her front and unzipped his pants.

“You know what to do,” he said softly.  “Your friends will never know and believe me, it’ll be worth it.”

A tear pooling at the corner of her eye, Coralee leaned forward.  “At least I’ve done this before,” she told herself bravely.  Above her, the man whispered what she already knew.

“The better you do, the better your reward.  You know there’ll be a penalty for failure.”

The semi-soft cock passed the ring and she slurped it all the way in until her nose nested against his prickly pubic hair.  Keeping up suction on the thickening tube, she began to bob her head backward and forward on the man’s cock.  Her fingers hefted his balls and softly caressed them.  She willed as much saliva as possible into her mouth to make her self-inflicted mouth rape as easy as possible.  Each time she thumped her nose into his pubic bone, she held herself in place for seconds and hummed to make her vocal cords vibrate against his shaft.  Knowing what men liked, she made the blow job as noisy as she dared given the proximity of her friends.

Pedro stirred the coals and looked to his current favorite of the three women.  Coralee was in a comfortable kneeling position on a blanket Pedro had given her.  ‘Position Three’ was a modification of ‘Position One’ in that she first knelt on the blanket, sat her rump backward on her heels, and remained otherwise comfortably upright only with her cuffed hands resting loosely on her thighs.  She was allowed to move her head and eyes but had been forbidden to speak.  Her gag had been removed but Pedro’s dried cum remained on her face and hair.

“That’s how all you cunt lawyers should look,” he observed quietly as his eyes took in her position and the white jism painting her face.

Coralee’s eyes reflected the hurt she felt at that statement.   She looked away.  Her friends had been separated from one another by several feet and they were allowed to slump quietly, each on a folded blanket.  They were still blindfolded and had been forbidden to raise their handcuffed hands to their wrapped heads.  “My lot is decidedly better,” she told herself.

Pedro rotated the foil packages in the coals and then leveled them out.  Next, he dropped the steel grill over his coals and made sure it was evenly balanced on the four rocks he’d placed around the charcoal.  From the cooler to the left of his chair, he removed several plastic bags.  From the first, he withdrew a twenty ounce Porterhouse steak which he liberally seasoned from a smaller bag holding a mixture of cracked sea salt, various peppercorns, and dried garlic.

The steak hissed as it fell across the hot bars of the grill surface.  From another plastic bag, he laid out eight hotdogs wherever there was space remaining on the small grill.   

“The others get two hot hotdogs for dinner and two cold ones for breakfast.  After dinner you will share out another small bottle of water for them.  Keep up your good work and I’ll share my food with you.  It’s that or two hotdogs like your friends.”  He sat down and opened himself another icy cold beer while the meat began cooking.

Coralee wriggled to get more comfortable and inwardly quivered at his intent stare.  “Guess our secret weapon won’t work,” she thought as she looked to Randi’s blindfolded and handcuffed form.  “Got any more bright ideas?” she asked herself rhetorically.

Chapter 51 - A Hard Night’s Work

Coralee packed her mouth with another huge bite of steak.   While she chewed the steaming and juicy meat, she took a look at her three blindfolded sorority sisters eating their far less opulent and very meager meal.  “Hot dogs!” she thought with disgust; Coralee actually smirked at her friends.  “They can smell the steaks but they haven’t a clue that I’m over here on a campstool enjoying a fantastic dinner.”  She beat down the guilty thought that she’d jumped at the chance to earn preferential treatment by acting as his willing sex toy.  

Her plate was packed with food.  The centerpiece was a full one-third serving of the twenty ounce Porterhouse that Pedro had cooked to perfection; medium rare inside and charred evenly on the outside.  Beside the steak was a baked potato that was at least a full pound in weight and stuffed full of butter, sour cream, grated cheese, and a liberal handful of crumbled bacon that Pedro had also cooked.  A thick mound of grilled onions, green peppers, and mushrooms covered the steak.  Some finely chopped jalapeno pepper added some zing to the grilled vegetables.  

Coralee glanced back at the swarthy Mexican-American that had cooked the meal.  “I thought he was just some stupid beaner,” she told herself.  “His English is at least as good as mine and there’s no doubt he can cook.  He forced us to accept that we were prisoners until tomorrow morning.  This is weird.  He’s acting almost like this is a date after earlier making me suck him off and then, just before the steaks were finished, he just pushed me onto my back and started fucking into me without a word.”

She sliced another piece of steak and carefully speared some grilled vegetables before she stuck the meat on the fork.  “Hmmm,” she murmured.  “Pedro, this might be the best meal of my life.”

Pedro set down his wine glass and he answered quietly, “Enjoy this because it might be your last meal as a free woman.”  He gave her an intent stare and added, “You know you girls don’t have a chance of making it to freedom tomorrow?”

Coralee mumbled something back through a mouth full of potato.

“In the morning, I’ll give each of you girls the money Aaron promised and point you toward the highway.  Being naked and with bare feet, you’ll never make it the eleven miles to the frontage road.  Even if by some miracle you make it that far in this desert heat, you’ll still have to guess which way to the highway access road; a correct guess and you’ll be on the interstate in another two and a half miles.  Go the wrong direction, and you’ll have to find a place level enough to climb over the easement fence and down the cliff to get onto the highway.  A wrong turn means you’d walk twenty-four miles to find the exit that direction.  In either event, you’ll still be four naked women with nothing but a handful of cash between you.”

His direct gaze brought home the fact she was still fully naked save for the chain padlocked around her ankle.  She shivered.  “It sounds like you have a better offer,” Coralee said hopefully.

“Despite my general hatred of lawyers, I like you,” Pedro answered.  “Besides, … you’re a halfway decent fuck and your blowjob was easily a nine-and-a-half.”

Coralee blushed.  “It’s not like I’ve never had to suck and fuck a date to reward him for a fun evening,” she said to herself in her own defense.  

“What’s the offer,” she said squaring her shoulders.  She was unaware that the move thrust her breasts out in a manner very distracting to Pedro.

“I find myself unexpectedly shorthanded,” he answered honestly.  “Given my sudden need for quality help, I’ll offer you a five year Corporate Asset position in my company.  I’ll want full sexual access but I’m willing to provide you an apartment, a meal and clothing allowance, and a salary at whatever the going rate is for a Corporate Asset doing similar gopher work.  Of course, you’ll have to attend some sex clinics to improve your fucking skills.”

Coralee immediately knew the offer wasn’t one that she wanted to accept but was afraid to outright reject it before she finished her dinner.  “Thank you, … I fully understand, … that’s generous given my situation.  But, … what’s the deal with tomorrow if we can’t make it to the interstate ourselves?” she asked by way of distraction.

Pedro took a sip of his red wine and looked her square in the eye.  “Anyone that can’t make it will either die of exposure or sign Voluntary Enslavement Forms enslaving themselves.  I’ll get a urine sample from each of you; every bit of the transaction will be videotaped and then the forms will be notarized.  Once you pass the piss test and sign the paperwork, you’re my property, … punto, … finito, … comprende?”

The coed gulped.  She knew full well that he could do as he pleased once they became his slaves.  “What would you do with us?” she asked softly.

“For you, … since you refused my offer of Corporate Asset and ended up enslaved, … well, … I know of a small law firm in Nogales.  The owner would love to have a pretty sex toy running his office.  He’s also weak in his understanding of U.S. law so your pre-law coursework will be welcome.  I expect that after he tests you out by putting you through the wringer for a day or so, he’ll gladly pay my asking price of five thousand.” He grinned weakly and added wryly, “Of course, you’d be his full-time slave and not a Corporate Asset.”

Coralee gulped at his line of thinking.  “That certainly puts me in an awkward position,” she thought.  Then aloud she whispered, “Pedro, what I’m wondering is if it’s worth taking the slim chance tomorrow and trying to remain free.  That way I could possibly escape both your generous offer and the fate of self-enslavement.  What should I do?  Would you set me free if I offered you every penny of the seven hundred and fifty dollars Aaron is giving us?”

Pedro took a few bites of potato.  He chewed slowly, swallowed, and then took another deep drink of the wine.  “Coralee, I won’t end up with that money regardless of how your situation works out.  If you enslave yourself tomorrow, much of the money goes towards fees and taxes.  Anything left from that money is to be given to charity.” he said in a flat voice, “and I’ve already explained that I’m willing to lose out on five thousand in cold hard cash from that Nogales lawyer in order to have you for myself.”  He threw his hands up in the air, “Woman!  You need to understand that I’m essentially offering to make you my mistress and protect you with the safety net of a Corporate Asset position.  Aaron explained that you four girls barely escaped enslavement back in Kansas and that some bounty hunters have been set loose after you.  Frankly, you have very little choice.”

Pedro drank more of his wine and added softly, “My wife will fry my balls if she finds out you aren’t a slave with absolutely zero rights.”  He grinned weakly and added, “But, like a lot of wives, Carmine accepts that I can fuck slave girls any time I want.  You, … well you, … she’d consider serious competition if she knew you were a Corporate Asset.  I’d absolutely never let her know you could have been sold for five thousand dollars.” 

“You’ve heard my offer and I’ll want a decision at sunrise.”

He poured more wine from the bottle and continued to apprise the young woman.  “Randi, is dangerous,” he finally stated, “and Summer needs a serious attitude adjustment before she’s worth more than commercial grade meat fit for pet food.”

Coralee nodded, her mouth was full of food.

“I know of a private hunt club east of Phoenix in the White Mountains,” he offered.  “They run trophy hunts in a big valley they own and they are always searching for stock that is feisty.”

Coralee’s eyes rounded in disbelief at what he was implying.

Pedro nodded.  “Yeah, they let a couple of girls loose at one end of the valley naked save for a knife each.  If they hide in that end of the valley and survive the three day hunt then they go back into the kennels for the next hunt.  The true reward is that if they make it past the widest part of the valley without getting caught during the hunt, then they’re set free.  Of course, … the women that are caught are skinned alive and their heads are trophy mounted.  The hunt ends in a barbeque featuring the freshly killed meat.”

Coralee set her now empty plate aside and tried to keep from spewing up everything in her stomach.  “You want to make Randi a target for some hunt club?” she asked in horror.

“I don’t want anything,” Pedro whispered back evenly.  “You had best accept that slaves are assets that are sold based upon appearance, talents, and attitudes.  A cunt like Randi with a chip on her shoulder deserves to be treated like dangerous livestock.”

“And Summer?” Coralee asked.

“She needs to be put in the hands of a domineering pimp or madam and beaten until she understands her new role in life, eagerly serving any customer that buys her time.”

Coralee moaned at Randi and Summer’s fates.  “That leaves Annabelle,” she whispered.

Pedro’s gaze became even more intense.  “Annabelle,” he replied, “is a hot and sexy bitch with probably the best tits I’ve seen in years.  She’s blonde but with an attitude that makes it clear she prefers women and considers men dirt.”

“That’s Annabelle,” Coralee volunteered.  “She’s an ice queen for sure.”

“But,” Pedro shot back, “the very fact she’s frigid toward men is an enticing challenge begging a trainer to break her of that filthy attitude.  I’m that trainer and if you aren’t careful, I’ll withdraw my offer to you and she’ll take your place.”

“You can never get her to self-enslave,” Coralee shot back in an almost whimpering tone.

“Want to bet?” Pedro shot back.

“I, … I, … I don’t have anything to bet with,” Coralee said hesitantly.  She didn’t like the direction the conversation had just taken.

“Oh, yes you do,” Pedro said.  “If I can get Annabelle to self-volunteer before dawn, then you’ll have to do the same.  If I fail to get her to self-enslave, then I’ll drop you off tomorrow at the nearest highway rest area or truck stop.  You’ll be free to go.”

Coralee sat mute, her mouth working silently as she tried to come to grips with the potential outcomes of the offer.  She finally shook her head minutely.  “No,” she whispered, “I can’t take that bet.”

“Afraid?  Not so sure that you know how your Sorority President will respond, … are you?”

Coralee didn’t answer, she just hung her head.  To herself, she asked, “What is Annabelle’s weakness that he can exploit?  Would she really take up his offer?  What would the offer be?”

“You’re just trying to trick me,” she finally said faintly.

“That’s right,” was his simple response.

After long moments of awkward silence, Coralee had to shift position because of her full belly.  “Ummm,” she complained softly while rubbing her bulging stomach, “I can’t believe I ate every bit of that potato.  A startled look crossed her face as she realized that her self-centered comment had just trivialized her friends’ fates.

Pedro set his own plate aside.  He’d only eaten about half his potato but the remainder of the plate was clear of food.  He unbuckled his belt.

“You can’t be serious,” Coralee groaned.  “You’ve already popped off twice; once in my mouth and once in my pussy.”

Pedro grinned and whispered, “I’m glad you asked about Annabelle.  Since you didn’t take my bet, you become my night’s entertainment.  Assume Position Two!”

Coralee pushed the folding camp chair behind her and knelt down on the doubled up blanket.  She folded her torso downward to that her butt nearly touched the ground between her bent legs.  Then, grumbling something about, “horny as a goat,” she leaned far forward till her nipples and then her nose touched the ground.  Remembering the requirements of the position, she brought her arms back to that her wrists crossed at the small of her back.

“I sure wish you’d either take my offer or accept the bet,” Pedro whispered as he knelt behind the supine woman.  

Her body shook as bondage cord whipped around her crossed wrists.  “He’s strong,” she thought, “and experienced with slave girls.”  Almost before she realized what he’d done, her rump was dragged up into the air and his hard cock speared into her pussy.

“Niceeee,” was Pedro’s groan of appreciation as he sunk all the way into her hot core.

“Ohhhh!” Coralee moaned as his cock spiked all the way in.  Then, after she caught her breath to recover from the fat meat shoved inside her, she hissed back in a challenge, “Fuck me you horny bastard!” She grunted as his hips stirred the hard dick buried in her wet cunt.  Already quivering in a first mini-orgasm, she whispered, “I’m a much better fuck than that cow Annabelle!”

“Ohhh, yess,” she sighed as the orgasm exploded out of her belly.

When the ex-college girl began to wriggle and moan beneath him, Pedro began to grin in victory.  He rotated his hips backward, grabbed her bound wrists with one hand, and plunged his hips forward with all his strength while pulling her body back onto his cock.

“Ungh,” she grunted. 

Pedro pulled back out of her cunt and repeated the jackhammer forward plunge.

“Eiiii,” she moaned.  “Ohhhh, that’s it; fuck me as hard as you can!  Eiiii!  Pedro!  You are a randy goat!”

By the time Coralee came to her senses, Pedro had already dragged two hay bales toward her sprawled out form.  Her still tingling pussy was covered in its second coating of the night with Pedro’s gooey white semen.

While Coralee groggily observed, he threw a blanket over the scratchy hay and stalked off to the three other captives.  The blindfolded blonde staggered back toward the hay bale as Pedro dragged her.

“That’s Annabelle,” Coralee thought.  “and he’s tied her wrists.  What’s he planning?”

Pedro threw the tall blonde onto the hay bale.  She landed on her back on top of her bound wrists.  Ignoring her whimpers of protest, Pedro wrapped a binding cord twice around her neck and drew the ends downward.  With five or six pounding heavy thumps of a hammer onto a steel spike, he had a suitable anchor driven into the hard ground for the throat binding.  He stalked around the bales and drove in two more of the fat anchor spikes, one for each of Annabelle’s ankles.

From Coralee’s position she had a perfect view of the open ‘V’ between Annabelle’s widespread legs.  Pedro had tied her ankles down at the extreme edges of the makeshift hay bale bed.

When Pedro turned toward her and raised his eyebrows, Coralee shivered again.  “He really is as randy as a Billy goat,” she complained silently.  She shuffled forward toward Annabelle and hesitated in a kneeling position just a foot or so from Annabelle’s shaved crotch.  At his nod toward the former Sorority House President, Coralee Scott bent forward and began to work her lips against the big blonde’s outer labia.

Pedro returned to his chair and quietly placed a few mesquite logs on what had been the dinner coals.  He sighed in happiness.  “Two beautiful women entertaining me, another glass of red wine, and a blazing fire in the desert, … heaven.”

Coralee watched Pedro over Annabelle’s heaving belly as he toasted her efforts.  She sighed and focused on her task.  “At least I got a nice dinner she thought.”  Knowing Annabelle’s preference for rough clitoral stimulation, Coralee began to chew and pull at that sensitive nubbin.

When Annabelle began to moan in pleasure, both Pedro and Coralee grinned.

“What a whore,” Coralee thought smugly of the woman writhing at the actions of her skilled mouth.

“What a whore,” Pedro thought smugly of Coralee as he watched her glistening face digging deep into Annabelle’s crotch.  “Either bimbo would make the perfect office sex toy,” he decided.  “What’s best?” he asked himself rhetorically, “a blonde with big tits and an attitude or a pliable dark-haired sexpot?”

Pedro compared the two women again and thought, “I’ll soon know if Coralee is hot and responsive in all three holes.” 

As Annabelle’s tits rolled about while she writhed atop the hay bale, Pedro’s cock started to thicken.  “In just a minute,” he told himself, “I’ll sample Annabelle’s pussy while Coralee sits on her face and grinds her pussy down on Annabelle’s mouth.”  He stood up and unzipped his pants for the fourth time that day.  He shoved Coralee aside and jammed himself down on the buxom blonde’s form.

Moments later, he held Coralee’s firm tits in a bruising grip while deeply raping her mouth with his tongue.   Under him, Annabelle writhed desperately trying to breathe as Coralee rubbed her drooling snatch over the blonde’s face.

“Your ass is next,” Pedro whispered into Coralee’s ear as he viciously pinched her nipples.  

At the man’s crude comment, Coralee whimpered but was unable to keep from throwing her head back as far as it could go.  Her orgasm was doubled by the images of Annabelle helpless under her and her own upcoming humiliation.  “I hate anal,” she moaned to herself as Annabelle’s tongue writhed inside her pussy.

Chapter 52 - Margaux: Permanently Marked Mexican Slave

Margaux Blondet cursed and rattled the chains that held her arms overhead.  It was probably the thousandth time that the ex-graduate student had futilely tested the unyielding restraints since Aaron’s stepbrother Hank had left her alone with the packed load of similarly bound slave girls.  The fact that she was blindfolded and gagged and thus unable to fully vent her fury only served to heighten her anger.

“Has Aaron really tricked every one of us into slavery?” the twenty-seven-year-old thought once again with deepening horror.  “Did I convince my ATHENA sisters to enslave our entire sorority and then trap ourselves into slavery beside them?”  She slumped in her bonds and tried to think of a way out of her desperate situation.

Much earlier, Margaux had wept with shame, anger, and mostly fear when Hank took off her blindfold and removed her gag.  During their brief and spirited confrontation, she’d been able to briefly glance down back toward her rump where she confirmed that a large logo and a sequence of numbers now adorned her previously flawless skin.  “Marked like a slave,” she wept in between the angry accusations she’d hurled at Aaron’s stepbrother.  “Even if I remove the tattoo, the Mexican database will still have my fingerprints, photos, and a DNA sample.”  

Now, hours later, she swayed in unison with the rest of the cargo as the van rocked gently about and the engine throbbed as they moved onward to some unknown destination.  

“They even jammed an RFID chip into my ass,” she whimpered to herself.  “And, then some Mexican bastard raped me,” she added in remembrance of the horrid event and her deep humiliation.  Margaux shied away from putting into mental words the admission that she’d never cum as hard in her life as when that unanimous cock speared painfully into her rectum and rough fingers had pinched and yanked her clit and labia till she’d almost passed out from the ecstasy.  “At least nobody knows of my shame,” she thought in her private, mental admission of how her unknown assailant had quenched her animalistic lust.  

Margaux wriggled again and tried to ignore the itching and burning sensations that had returned to her sex and her rectum.  “What did that bastard do to me?” she wondered.

Trying to steel herself to what might meet her at their destination, Hank and Jonathan’s family ranch, and to try and ignore the unwanted feelings between her legs, she analytically reminded herself, “Hank said it was all a necessary and complicated ploy to get us through Mexican customs and immigration so we’d be safe from pursuit from the U.S.  He still claims that all this is Aaron’s plan and I’ll be safe when it’s over.”  

However, as the minutes turned into hours, the itching of her holes overcame her concentration.  “Ohhhh, crap!” she moaned.  “My pussy and butthole itch worse than ever.”

Her first complaint came through the gag as a muffled “Unnnhhh!” 

Then, as she became more and more wrapped up in her itching hell the other gagged slaves heard her loud moans, “Hoe! Heese hop hit!  Hear Hod, hep heee!”

Her only moment of reprise was when her overloaded bladder cut loose and the hot stream of piss flushed much of the irritant from the outer petals of her sex.  However, she soon felt thick drools of her own sex fluids seep from deep inside her vagina and recoat those temporarily clean tissues.  Soon, the itching resumed in its fullness; intensified by her now fulltime focus on her torture.

“No!” she moaned to herself.  “Please stop it!  Dear God, help me!”  

No matter how Margaux twisted and turned, she could get no friction against her sex to relieve the itching.  Locked in her private hell, the passing hours seemed like an eternity.

Chapter 53 - Post-Raid Update Back in Eastlake

Marcelle Fair had apparently disappeared from the face of the earth.  Holly stared daggers at the sole remaining item that proved the young woman had ever been in her hotel; a single high-quality color print of Marcelle standing at the registration counter.  Every other hard-copy or computer-based record that showed Marcelle Fair had been at the hotel was carefully shredded or erased personally by Holly.  The process had been simplified in that Marcelle had used a fictitious name when she checked into Magnus Hotel.  Falsifying those records to include altering all the backup audit records would have been beyond Holly’s computer and accounting skills.

In the picture, brunette Marcelle was staring almost directly at the hidden camera.

“She looks a bit unnerved,” Holly told herself reassuringly after long moments of silent examination of the picture failed to produce any new ideas as to Marcelle’s location.  “Maybe she was so scared after the failed raid that she fled from Eastlake never to return.”  

Holly grimaced as she admitted the lie to herself.  “No, … that bitch is the last living link between that blackmailing bitch Sheila Mull and me.  If I don’t wrap up this loose end, … well, … I’ll forever be afraid that either a New Underground Railroad survivor or the group’s mysterious Benefactor will somehow find out about my role in the Eastlake Raid.  Plus, there’s always my earlier role in kidnapping and illegally enslaving that big-titted blonde Amazon of a slaver.  Either way, … I’m doomed if they figure it out and decide to come get me.”  Holly shuddered at what that outcome might entail.

Wearily, she settled her head down on her leather desk blotter and started to quietly sob.  “I can’t even hire someone to track her down,” she told herself.  Miserable, Holly sat quietly in her office and wondered how it had come to this.  “I used to be a simple barslut slave girl,” she whispered aloud.   “That was easy and fun compared to this purgatory.”

“How did I ever let it come to this?”

Across town, a blonde with hair newly trimmed to just above her shoulders looked quizzically at herself in the bathroom mirror.  She turned her head back and forth until she nodded.  She wasn’t happy with her looks, but was in fact resigned to them.

“A blonde,” she thought with some disgust.  Then, her hands wandered down to her tummy and grasped the loose flab that she’d recently intentionally inflicted upon herself.  “Guess I can let off on the ice cream, candy, and liquor for awhile,” she muttered ruefully.  “I’ve gained at least twenty pounds in just a few weeks and between the weight, the dyed hair, and the haircut, my own mother wouldn’t know me on sight.”

Anna Young, the young lady who used to be known as Marcelle Fair, picked up her purse and turned away from the mirror.  She sighed.  “This morning is my first day of summer school classes at the university and I’ve got two job interviews later this afternoon.  Maybe I can put this New Underground Railroad debacle behind me.”

On the bus heading to class, Anna/Marcelle couldn’t help but review the past weeks’ worth of virtually never-ending media circus that had followed the aborted Eastlake Raids.  “The media is full of conspiracy theory speculation that the raiders were set up either by the National Media Group itself or by some other pro-slavery group trying to discredit the New Underground Railroad Movement.  They just can’t accept that a bunch of college bimbos were able to mount a well-armed, albeit seriously flawed raid.”

Anna/Marcelle shuddered in memory of the horrid scene played over and over on the news following the raid.  “Poor Candace Walter’s head exploding in a spray of red gore,” she almost whispered aloud.  “What an awful sight!  It was even worse because I was there when it happened.  Yuck!”  

The bus stopped and another young woman sat down beside her on the bench seat.  Anna/Marcelle couldn’t help but flinch slightly in fearful reaction that she’d been caught.  She let her breath out slowly and began her favorite mantra to calm herself.  “Like a mouse during the ice age, … I’m humble, quiet, and out of sight.  Like a mouse during the ice age, …”

After her heart settled back down to near normal, she turned her thoughts to the news pieces about Mike West and his now nationally famous little slaver business, Spellbook Slaves and Games.  “Not only is he a public hero for thwarting an assassination attempt and catching the perpetrators in the act, he defied the executives at National Media Group, several federal agencies, and the local police by refusing to let them have unrestricted access his slaves.  Facing forfeiture of his slaves, and maybe his business, he took everyone to court and won a shocking landmark ruling that established that his slaves were simply two-footed animals; no longer human and consequently without any status as persons.  Basically, the investigators and prosecutors failed because they tried the old-fashioned methods of trying to hold persons with rights for questioning rather than trying to gain temporary custody of his property for investigative purposes.  Thus, the court ruled that the owner, Mike West of Slavebook Slaves and Games, had no obligation to satisfy the improper demands of access by the investigators.”

Anna shook her head and thought, “Not only is he a champion in the eyes of the general public, but individualists and anarchists alike are claiming him as a kind of arch-hero for defeating the establishment.  What a stubborn son-of-a-bitch!”  

The young woman couldn’t help but frown at the extent of adulation and outright hero worship being received by the man that in all likelihood had single-handedly defeated her group’s raid.  “That bastard!” she hissed to herself. 

Anna frowned and remembered Mary Hess’ alabaster skin as her gutted corpse rotated on the Magnus Hotel’s open rotisserie kitchen exhibit.  “Someone at Magnus Hotel must be involved in our raid’s debacle,” she decided.  “There hasn’t been any mention on the news about Mary Hess being a member of the raid or that she’s missing.”  Anna’s anger level rose, cancelling out any good that her calming mantra might have accomplished.  “I checked my yearbook,” Anna fumed, “and it was obvious that big-titted brunette live-spitted on the same rotisserie was Sheila Mull.  I thought she seemed familiar, but the yearbook pictures prove it.  She was trying to get my attention with that winking and wiggling.  Crap!  What could I have done even if I had recognized her on the spot?  The traitor within Magnus Hotel might have just scooped me up the same as those two.  Plus, … well, … what if the other two corpses were also part of our organization.  Shit!  What a stupid mess we got in!”

The bus’ brakes squealed in protest as it slowed for Anna’s stop.  She was just hopping down to the pavement when another errant thought occurred to her.  “The press ‘experts’ went on and on about the ‘top-grade military hardware used by the team; where the hell did all our gear come from anyway?”

As she walked to class, Anna remembered the media images of the captured women from her team.  “The only other survivors from my BEACON Team were Anne Kinnison and Wendy Adler.  They were supposed to be our Recovery / Rescue Team but ran when they became scared.   Then, they ended up being scooped up by the police when their new truck driver friends / lovers betrayed them.  Guess that rescue mission didn’t work out so well for BEACON Team.”

Anna sighed with a heavy heart as she forced herself to continue honoring the memory of her fallen friends.  “All the other survivors were from ANVIL Team.  That hell-hound demon Mike West captured all but one of the team that raided his office.  Let’s see, according to the news stories, in order of rank or importance, … the highest ranking was ANVIL’s Number Two and Comms Specialist Amy Chang, followed by the Intell / Reconnaissance Specialist Crystal Sheppard, and then the Demolitions / Weapons Specialist Liz Comeau.   All three of the team’s rank-and-file Freedom Fighters, Diane Baum, Sonia Navarre, and June Prat, were captured as well as both Rescue / Recover Specialists, Judy Simmons and Amber Lennar.”

“National Media Group ran specials on Anne Kinnison and Wendy Adler’s punishments and drawn-out executions.  On the other hand, Mike West has been strangely silent on the fate of the eight women he captured.  I wonder, … has he tortured and interrogated them for his own purposes?  Or has he simply sold them on as ‘stock’?”  

Anna finally walked into the building where her morning class was to be held.  Her last thoughts on the fiasco before she stepped into her classroom were about the female State Prosecutor that had tried to interject herself in the case.  “What was the deal with her?” Anna wondered.  “Was it politics, corruption, or some hidden anti-slavery agenda that motivated her fruitless attempts to derail the case and simply gain possession of the captured slaves?  Everyone knew that she only wanted to destroy the girls for her own publicity and that she had no plans for interrogations.  Hmmm, … was her motivation simply self-recognition?  Or, were deeper plans in effect?  I wonder.”

“Hmmm, … yes, … I wonder, …” 

THE END (for now at least)

Stay tuned for the next book in the WSA-2000 Stories where the fate of the slave girls is determined: 

What happens with Marcelle Fair (now Anna Young) in Eastlake?  Does she timidly move on in her new identity with college and a career?  Or, as an ex-operative in FREEDOM Cell, does she investigate Magnus Hotel’s role in her cell’s destruction?

What about Annabelle Palazzolo (the Sorority President), Coralee Scott (the pre-law Sororit PR Officer), Randi Handyside (the Sorority Sergeant-at-Arms), and Summer Fox (the Sorority House Mother)?  Does Coralee reconsider Pedro’s offer of a Corporate Asset position?  Does she instead take advantage of Aaron’s offer of escape with her three friends?

What happens with the four adult advisors to the sorority now on their way with Aaron and Gigi to Puerto Vallarta?  Does Aaron get his percentage of the women’s stolen funds?  Since Lacey Reed (the lawyer/Full Partner in Kansas law firm) controls the stolen funds, does she really get a special deal?  Is Cyndi Lynn (the high school teacher and Phi Beta Phi Executive Board President) abandoned by her friends because she contributed so little cash to their getaway funds?   What about blonde Sandy Clarke (the real estate agent) and chubby Margeret Grant (the banker’s wife)?

And of course, … what happens with the ATHENA girls?  Is Margaux Blondet reunited happily with Aaron Fleming?  How is Gigi rewarded for her help to Aaron and his brothers?  

Does the quick and dirty evaluation of the ATHENA girls, the other sorority sisters, and the other ex-members of Cell 21 of the New Underground Railroad by Aaron’s brothers portend their fate?

Surely the two MILFs get fucked happily forever by their new owners??

Are the tennis playing daughters of the MILFs happily greeted by Aaron’s mother?  Or, does Aaron’s mom follow Hank and Jonathon’s assessment instead and assign the two slave girls as ponygirls?

Please read the soon to be published “Slave Girls at PGHR” - Volume Four of the White Slave Act of 2000 stories

Other books in this series:

Vol 1 - Slaves of Magnus Hotel

Vol 2 - Slaves of Magnus Hotel - II

Vol 3 - Tricked into Slavery

Vol 4 - Slave Girls at PGHR
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