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Penal Colony - No Place for Pretty Girls

 

The economic collapse of 2024 devastated America.
Thousands of businesses failed and unemployment soared to levels not seen since the Great Depression. Congress, desperate to avoid a national bankruptcy, used a meat cleaver to cut costs. One of the first targets was the American prison system which was spending $50,000 a year per prisoner...a total of almost $100 billion a year.
Senator Teddy Callow of Illinois led the charge for reform. "We are creating criminals," he shouted to huge crowds, "and bankrupting ourselves in the process."
In 2025 he introduced a bill to replace all US prisons with self-governing, mixed-gender penal colonies. The idea ignited a firestorm of protest.
The ACLU called it, "simply barbaric;" the United Nations called it a kind of "genocide;" and Supreme Court Justice J. Walter Daley declared that, unquestionably, "It violates the Eight Amendment's provision against cruel and unusual punishment," then added that, "The law is simply despicable. The rape and torture of the weak will be commonplace once criminals are left to their own devices."
Senator Callow's response was equally blunt. "The Justice should take his head out of his ass and visit an American prison. What he's afraid MIGHT happen in the penal colonies is ALREADY happening in the prisons."
Congress passed the bill with a substantial majority in 2025.
The next year the newly created Penal Reform Authority (PRA) obtained 100-year leases on the Caribbean islands of Guadeloupe, Martinique, Dominica, and St. Lucia (a total area larger than Rhode Island) by promising to pay each resident $200,000 to relocate.
Over the next two years almost two million convicts were transported and 4,005 American prisons closed. Callow declared victory and announced his bid for the presidency.






Naturally there were a few glitches. One of the most publicized was the case of Madison Monroe, a nineteen-year-old college student who had been convicted of wholesale drug trafficking and sentenced to eight years in prison. As it turned out, she was innocent. Her ne'er-do-well boyfriend had hidden his drugs in her apartment without her knowledge. By the time this was discovered, however, she had already been transported to PC (Penal Colony) Dominica
Finding her proved to be a problem. As the PRA Director explained to the press, "Under the new system, exiles are free to live where they want on the islands and we don't have the funds to track them. We provide gate-keeping services and deliver basic supplies. We also maintain a 12-mile security perimeter with the Navy's help. If the American people want more, they should take it up with Congress."
One reporter wrote a scathing editorial predicting that the Monroe affair was only the first of many outrages to come. "We have sown the wind with this infamous law and we are about to reap the whirlwind." There was a spurt of public concern, but it died quickly. The most-popular bumper sticker in America was still "Good Riddance to Bad Trash." 








The First and Second

 

Criminal Case No.: 3211
Location: Roseau, PC (Penal Colony) Dominica







Following is the transcript of a statement made by EP (Exiled Person) Jeanette Garcia (EP No. 245321) regarding the disappearance of EP Diane Davis Scott (EP No. 453443) on the night of 26-Feb-2026.

 

Begin statement:

My roommate was kidnapped last night.
I woke up to find her struggling with a large man who I didn't recognize. In the dark, I slipped down behind the bed and hid under a blanket.
Even though I could see everything, I couldn't help her. The man was big and incredibly strong.
He held her on her bed as he shoved a cloth, her discarded panties, into her mouth. She was clawing and kicking at him, screaming as best she could, but none of it seemed to have any effect. He pinned her on the ground then used a roll of duct tape to keep the gag inside.
She kept looking in my direction, pleading for help with her wide eyes. There was nothing I could do. Revealing myself would have simply given him another victim.
He pulled her to her feet and ripped off her t-shirt. It was a hot night and underneath she was naked. 
He took her arms in his and held them together behind her back while he wrapped more tape around her wrists. He forced her arms tightly together and wrapped more tape around, just above the elbows.
Diane was fighting him all the time, still kicking out at him with her feet. I thought he was going to bind her ankles, instead he put her over his knee and gave her a terrible spanking. She squirmed and bucked, but it was no use. He had one leg over hers and he held her bound arms up in the air as he struck her bare skin. She was helpless.
It was horrible to watch. The pain...must have been excruciating. After a while, she stopped twisting and he let her slip down to the floor. She got slowly to her feet then turned towards him and sat face-to-face back down on his lap
He took his penis out of his pants and they had sex. 







After, the man lifted her onto his shoulder and left through the window. I could see the moonlight shining off her bare ass as he ran along the harbor road and disappeared into the jungle.







End statement.

 
EP Garcia made this statement in my office at Harbor Dock, PC Dominica on 28-Feb-2026. At that meeting, she agreed to return the next day for further questioning.
She has not returned. I must conclude, therefore, that she is no longer willing to give her statement or that she is being prevented from doing so by another person(s). In either case, since I am prevented by law from entering the penal colony itself, there are no further avenues of investigation open and I hereby close this case until such time as new evidence is found.
 
Respectfully submitted:
 
_________________________________________
Peter Townsend, SCO and Warden of PC Dominica
 
Diane Davis Scott, a twenty-one year former waitress convicted of being an accessory in a robbery for driving the getaway car for her boyfriend, was the first woman to be abducted on PC Dominica. Her roommate, Jeanette Garcia, a twenty-four year old former medical student was the second. She wouldn't be the last.








Madison

 
Madison Monroe walked down the wire-enclosed gangplank into the damp processing center at PC Dominica. She was still seething about her wrongful conviction but desperately trying to hide it. Surviving in prison meant keeping a low profile. She had learned that the first day when one of the Amazons in her cell had yanked back her hair and told her to "stop whining." Apparently, everyone inside had been wrongly convicted.
Jail was a horror, but, taken as a whole, not nearly as bad as she'd expected. There were lots of girls her age inside and even though they were from different backgrounds, she got along. She had to. That was the other thing she learned--it was important to have friends. Even the dyke-matrons respected that. They practiced a kind of live-and-let-live approach towards the gangs that kept things relatively cool.
Surprisingly, the worst part of prison was the boredom. Overnight, she had gone from a vibrant college life to one where she spent fifteen hours a day with nothing to do. It was a living death for someone like her. Of course she also missed men, they all did. Men had swarmed her on campus, each trying to outdo the other for her attention. The prospect of spending the next eight years without their company was depressing to say the least.
Which was why, despite all the scary rumors, she was looking forward to life in a penal colony. According to the prison propaganda, she would have the freedom to move around here, to hang with the people she wanted to hang with, to work where she wanted, or to just lay on a beach all day. It was scary to be co-mingled with male criminals, but it couldn't be much worse.
She knew something was wrong as soon as she saw the line at the end of the walkway. It was the way the women were standing, the way they hung back and kept their eyes down. She knew the signs of trouble and her body tensed.
A male guard stood at the front passing each woman through the doorway. Every once in a while, he would take someone out of the line and order them through a different door. She couldn't see much from the back, but he seemed to be picking out the youngest and most attractive. No one said anything, this was prison where keeping your mouth shut was an art form.
What the fuck? She wondered. What was this about? Why were they being singled out?
When she reached the guard, he pointed at her then to a door on the side. She wanted to protest, to at least ask why, but after months of intimidation she just complied. Three guards were waiting on the other side.
"Hold out your wrists," one of them ordered.
Madison followed the order with sullen compliance, still confused.
"What's this about, sir?" she asked, affecting a kind of fearlessness that she didn't feel.
"No talking," he said.
The men cuffed her wrists behind her back then locked a pair on her ankles. They were connected by a short chain. She began to feel nervous. She had been chained like this to attend court, but never on the inside. This whole island was "the inside," wasn't it?
"Why the fancy cuffs?" she asked boldly, ignoring the order to be quiet. "I thought they didn't need cuffs here."
The guard didn't answer, he just nodded to one of the other men who grabbed her arms. The third man began to unbutton her shirt.
"What the fuck!" she yelled, trying to pull away,
The one holding her wrapped his free arm around her neck and began to squeeze. She panicked as her air was cut off. What's going on? The choke hold was forbidden in the federal system. A gray fog was beginning to appear at the edges of her vision. The second man used a pair of shears on her shirt then cut the straps on her prison-issue bra. 
She was naked to the waist.
The man behind released her and she breathed as they each took an arm. The leader was standing back admiring her.
"We should get something extra for this one," he said. "She's a fucking looker, that's for sure."
One of them grunted a "yeah" in reply. She could hear the lust in his voice. Were they going to rape her now? Was that what this was about?
The leader walked away then came back carrying what looked like a strapless bikini top. He pushed it over her bare tits then reached behind and strapped it tight behind her back. She could hardly breathe. It was made of leather with shiny metal rings built into the tip of each cone. She could feel the cold metal moving against her nipples as he clipped a Y-split leash to each.
"Listen to me, bitch. This thing you're wearing is called a come-along. It has very sharp barbs embedded in the sides that will dig into your tits if it's pulled. Let me show you."
He pulled the leash to his right and her right breast exploded in pain. It felt as if someone was sticking a thousand sharp needles into her tit. Tears appeared in her eyes."
"STOP...PLEASE!" she screamed, twisting desperately in the direction of the leash. "PLEASE!"
He grinned and slowly moved his hand to the left.
"Okay, now that we have that straight...
"One of my men here is going to take you outside now and put you in a cart. You're going on a little trip. If you follow along like an obedient doggie, he won't pull on your leash. If not, he'll use the come-along and you'll follow anyway. Aside from a lot of pain, the difference is that if we see you're going to be a problem, he'll use the leash to tie you on your knees in the cart. The driver has the same instructions.
"Believe me, you don't want to take a bumpy trip hanging by those fine tits."
Madison shook the tears out of her eyes.
"I haven't done anything wrong. Why are you doing this?"
No answer.
"Can you at least tell me where I'm going? I thought people got to live where they wanted in the penal colonies."
"You aren't people, bitch," the man said, handing her leash to one of his men. 
"You're nothing but property now, very valuable property, but still only livestock."
The man pulled the leash and another wave of stabbing pain passed through her breast.
She had no idea what he meant by calling her property, but this wasn't the time to argue. She followed the guard meekly outside to find three other girls in a small cart. One of them was gagged and kneeling. Her leash had been tied around the top beam. She was staring back at them wide-eyed, terrified, and...contrite.
"I'm afraid your trip is going to be a little noisy, Goldilocks. Terry here decided to give us some trouble. She'll make the trip on her knees.
"It will be a good lesson for all of you," he said.
He pushed her onto the bench and locked the leash to a bar that ran down the middle.
"Remember, no noise from you three or the driver will put you all on your knees like her."
He closed and locked the flaps and the cart pulled away with a sudden jerk.
Terry screamed into the gag as the come-along dug into her tits. Her eyes were rolling into the back of her head with the pain and she began to drool. Madison turned her head away and stared at the floor, trying desperately to escape the terror of the girl's suffering.  







A Hero's Welcome

 
The plane carrying Nick Andros landed at JFK on time and amazingly his duffel bag followed in less than half-an-hour. He was supposed to take the shuttle to Washington then a cab to Walter Reed, but a fatigue had settled over him and instead, he found the NCO lounge and settled into an easy chair in a remote corner of the room. What's the rush? He asked himself. The hospital, the doctor, the drugs...they would all be there when he arrived, whenever that was.
He was exhausted, more tired than he had ever been in his entire life. It's the medication, he reminded himself then felt a wave of frustration; he wasn't used to being sick. That's what PTSD was all about the doctors had said--never-ending frustration. They were right about that, he thought, but wrong about how long it was going to last. He was fighting it every day with every fiber of his being, but they didn't want to wait.
"We can't have a Marine who's inactive for months, Gunny," the doctor had said. "We need to fill the job and we can't do that until you're discharged."
Discharged! He still couldn't believe it--a medical discharge after ten years of service. The Marines were his life. He was born to be part of the corps; it was the only thing he knew, the only thing he was good at. Now he was out on his ass.
"Face it, you're sick, Nick," his CO had reasoned when he'd objected. "Take the time you need to get well. There's no shame in a medical discharge. Regain your balance and re-enlist when you're ready. Everything will be the way it was when you come back."
He could have said "if you come back."
It didn't matter though. It was all a pile of crap. It would never be the same, no one would ever trust him again with his kind of mission. A Marine with psychological problems wasn't someone they would send out on his own. He was done, finished, kaput.
He lifted the handset on the phone. He had been dreading this call for months, putting it off, but he was out of excuses now.
"I want to call Mrs. Maggie Monroe in San Jose California," he told the receptionist-operator who answered. "I don't have her current number. Could you please help me out with this?"
The woman let out an exasperated sigh.
"You can look that number up on the computer in the back, Sergeant. Call me back when you've got it."
"I don't know how to do that," he said quickly between clenched teeth.
He had been in the field for ten years. He didn't know how to do the simple things on a computer that everyone else took for granted. Of course, he would have much preferred to slap her around and leave, but....
"Please...could you help?"
"Okay then," she sighed again, "hold on."
The staff here was supposed to help returning vets, but many of them resented being asked to do the extra work. Nick let it go; he was too tired to fight anymore.
"You still there...?"
"Yes."
"I have Mrs. Monroe on the line for you, Sergeant. Please go ahead."
"Maggie, it's me, Nick, Nick Andros."
There was a sharp intake of breath at the other end.
"Nick! Hello. It's been a long time. Where are you? How are you?"
"I'm in New York. I'm okay. They are sending me to go to Washington for some new kind of treatment. I've been in a hospital in Germany for a while. They think I need more specialized...anyway. I'm fine."
"I'm so happy to hear your voice, Nick."
"Maggie, I'm sorry about Jack. I should have called you before now, but I..."
"It's okay, Nick. Thank you," she interrupted.
There was a long pause.
"You know that Jack and I haven't been together much in the last few years, don't you, Nick?
"What am I saying. Of course you know. You know that better than anyone else in the world.
"We grew apart, Nick, too much separation for too long. There just wasn't enough time with each other to hold our marriage together."
Now it was his turn to pause. Of course he knew it. He and Jack knew everything about each other. They had been together in the field for most of the last ten years, closer than a married couple.
He desperately wanted this call to be over. There was only one more thing that decency required him to ask.
"How are you, Maggie? How's your little girl, Madison?"
There was a kind of sob on the other end of the phone.
"Not so good to tell you the truth. Madison's in jail. She hooked up with some creep in college and he got her involved with drugs."
"College," Nick was surprised. The last time he had seen her she was a kid.
"She was convicted," Maggie continued, "Got eight years. We're appealing of course, but it doesn't look very good. She was hiding a serious amount of cocaine in her dorm room."
Maggie's voice seemed to rally in her own defense.
"The kid got wild without a father, Nick. There was nothing I could do. Jack should have spent more time with us. I don't know why he wanted a family anyway. The Marines were his family...and you."
Nick stared at the phone in shock. He had expected an "everything's just fine" answer. Instead he was being given this terrible news.
"Cocaine? Ah, I...ah, I don't know what to say, Maggie," he blurted out. "What can I do to help?"
There was an exasperated sound on the other end. He could just imagine her pursing her full lips. Maggie was quite a looker.
"Nothing...nothing, there's nothing anyone can do. The kid has fucked up and now she is going to be punished for it. There's nothing anyone can do. She's twenty you know, responsible for her actions. She needs to learn that actions have consequences."
 Nick tried to think. Jack hadn't indicated any problem with his kid. Just the opposite, he was always talking about how great she was...how smart and beautiful.
"I'm with someone else now, Nick, another man. He's paying for Madison's lawyer...for the investigator. It's a huge expense. She has really fucked me this time. It's caused a lot of tension in the relationship even though I have my own financial resources."
"...a lot of tension in the relationship." Did she mean the relationship between her and her new...boyfriend. Jack's only been dead six months and she was already with someone else?
"...my own financial resources." Was she referring to Jack's pay and death benefits? The guy was always broke because he sent everything home. Shouldn't that count for something?
"NO! No, there's nothing you can do, nothing anyone can do," she finished hurriedly.
"Thanks, thanks for calling, Nick. Goodbye."
She hung up the phone before he could say anything more. It was obvious that she had closed the door on her and Jack and it sounded as if she was doing the same with Madison. It must be hard, he thought, carrying old baggage into a new relationship. Still, the kid was hers...and Jack's. Do people really give up on their kids like that?
He opened the bottle of Prozac and placed a pill in his mouth then sat for a long time trying to empty his brain. It was several hours before he walked like a dead man outside the terminal and took a cab to Penn Station. He spent the next five hours staring numbly out the dark window of the AMTRAK train bound for Washington.
Two months later, he read that Madison Monroe had been innocent and her conviction overturned. He also read that they were unable to locate her on PC Dominica. For the first time in months, he became angry at someone other than himself. That was the moment he started to recover.







Purgatory

 
Madison lifted her head. The first sun was just peeking through the jungle canopy. The gnawing terror that had been with her all night flared into a stabbing pain in the pit of her stomach. It was time for them to be whipped.
She could see the girl at her side better now in the growing light. She was a light-skinned black with curly hair that framed her pretty face like a lion's mane. She was naked of course. Like her, her bound wrists had been pulled back over the fence's top rail and roped to her raised ankles.
The guards had called her Angelina.
"Angelina? Are...are you okay?" Madison whispered hoarsely.
The girl turned her head and painfully straightened her stiff body. She had firm uplifted breasts and small black nipples that stood out in the middle of light-colored areola.
"Do you think they'll let us go now?" Madison asked.
"Sure," Angelina answered slowly as if trying to control her panic. "Sure, they...have to let us go...so that...they can whip us."
She was clearly processing her growing terror in her own way.
Madison dropped her head. She knew that she was denying reality--they were both going to be whipped in a few minutes--but she couldn't stop. The idea of the coming pain was creating an electrical storm in her brain, short-circuiting logical thought.
Several field workers had gathered in the yard, staring at them, waiting for...
Morning whippings were common and they always attracted a crowd. Watching someone else suffer was a popular distraction on the plantation. A few of the men in the crowd were licking their lips and breathing hard, sexually excited by what they were about to witness.
The two guards standing nearby began to stir and pay attention to the crowd. There had been incidents in the past of spontaneous irrational rape. They would pay with their own pain if anything happened to these two.
"Whip us...WHIP US,'" Madison whispered to herself as if hearing the news that they were to be whipped for the first time.
She had been told last night that she was going to be whipped in the morning, but her mind had refused to accept that outrageous piece of input. She still had the hope that this was just a threat, coercion of some kind to soften her up. It's just not possible, her mind screamed. No one gets whipped anymore!
"Why...why are they going to do this to us?" she said loudly. "I haven't done anything. Someone kidnapped me right off the ship and brought me here. I haven't done anything!"
Angelina smiled crookedly, her lips trembling.
"What's that got to do with anything?" she answered, surprised at the girl's naiveté and, for some reason, angry.
"You're fucking beautiful. That makes you fucking valuable. The whipping is to teach us obedience. That's it."
She paused for a long moment measuring the sun's rise through the trees.
"Some girls refuse to submit," Angelina added more softly. "They are considered dangerous, a threat to anyone who owns them. Pet like us need to be tamed...house-broken."
"Pets...?," Madison repeated numbly then more loudly, "I'm no one's fucking pet. Is that what you are...? Do you suck cock whenever your master snaps his fingers?"
Angelina turned her head towards her and shifted her weight on her knees.
"Not...yet," she answered, "but I would in a second to avoid this, anyone would. If they let me, I would suck a hundred cocks."
"But they won't. Everyone gets 'conditioned.' It doesn't matter if you're willing or not..."
Madison turned away, trying not to listen, but the other girl was talking now to distract herself.
"The theory is that we are all resistant even if we don't know it. They need to get the fight out of us. That's why we all get..." her voice broke again, "...disciplined in the first days. It's an object lesson, a practical example, you know, something for us to remember."
Her voice trailed off.
"Something for us to remember...?" Madison repeated, stretching her long body to relieve the pressure on her arms and knees. "That's...that's fucking..." she started then stopped.
Everyone in the crowd had turned towards the porch of the nearby house where a man had just appeared. He wasn't big or especially mean-looking, but he did have a commanding presence, an aura of power. Two others followed him outside.
The crowd, which was now substantial, maybe twenty people, went silent. The man on the porch stretched then walked casually to the fence and took to his knee.
"I'm afraid that this is going to hurt," he said quietly to them, "really hurt, more than any pain you've ever felt in your lives. I want you to remember how much it hurts. If you do, it won't happen very often. If you don't, well, we'll just do it again, and again, and again...as often as necessary until you do remember."
He reached out and grabbed a nipple from each girl, pulling them up so that they were kneeling straight against the fence.
"When I speak to you, you kneel in an upright position, understand? It's a sign of respect, of submission. I don't care how much it hurts."
Angelina nodded frantically. Her mouth was open and she was panting hard from the fear. Madison was gritting her teeth in pain.
"Let go of me you fucking pervert," she hissed. "Is this how you get your kicks, from hurting women? I'm going to kill you when I get out of this. I'm going to cut off your tiny balls and shove them down your fucking throat then watch you choke to death."
There was movement and a small murmur from the nearby crowd. They could tell that there was resistance even though they were too far away to hear the words. Usually the girls being whipped were too numb or scared to say anything. There was another stirring in their ranks--this morning's punishment promised to be more interesting than usual.
"Personally, I like your spirit, Madison," the man said. "Unfortunately, you're not very saleable this way. My customers don't want to spend a lot of money on a slave they might not be able to tame. I need to dampen that spirit of yours some."
Madison's face screwed itself into a mask of rage and she spit in his face. He didn't bother to wipe it off.
"My name is Charles Deforge," he said in a low voice. "Remember it. I have no interest in what you think, in whether you believe this is right or wrong. There's no law in this place. The only rules here are the ones that I make and that I am able to enforce. PC Dominica is an enormous zoo, a human game preserve where the animals are in charge."
He gave their nipples one last squeeze then dropped his hands.
"I own you now and you will acknowledge that or you will suffer. I'm afraid it's just that simple. I have the power and the will to inflict awful suffering, terror, even death on you. That makes me, by definition, your master, understand?"
Madison just stared at him with her fierce blue eyes.
He turned to Angelica. "...Understand?"
She nodded, her eyes wide in fear.
Deforge signaled to the men standing behind.
"This one first," he said, pointing at the black girl. "We'll save our celebrity for last."
Angelina started to hyperventilating and twist in the bondage. One of the men climbed over the fence and quickly released the rope holding her wrists to her ankles then lowered her gently to ground. The other man held her down with his knee between her shaking shoulder blades while his partner strapped leather manacles to her wrists.
The girl was trembling violently but not resisting. They walked her to the tree and attached two ropes hanging from an overhead branch to her wrists. There was a strange moan from the crowd as she was hoisted off her feet, her arms spread at a forty-five degree angle. Her long legs reached out as if she was trying to climb a set of invisible stairs. One of the men managed to grab an ankle and looped a rope on it then tied the rope to a nearby ground stake. He did the same for the other leg.
The girl was crucified in the shape of an "X."
With her head darting in all directions, she let out one last pitiful scream for mercy. It wasn't a human sound, more like an animal caught in the jaws of a predator. She was no longer in control of her panic. Madison felt a warmth on her legs and looked down. Without realizing it, she had pissed herself. The crowd remained still, struck absolutely silent by the sights and sounds they were witnessing.
What did Deforge mean when he said "celebrity," Madison wondered numbly. She could feel her mind beginning to shut down, overloaded by the fear, by the flood of emotions; overwhelmed by the sure knowledge that every passing second was taking her closer to her own torture. She was sure that she would have killed herself if she had the means.
One of Deforge's men took his position behind the struggling girl. She frantically tried to look back over her shoulder as if she could stop him with a glance. The first stroke landed squarely on her hard ass. She screamed, more in surprise than pain, and the awful sound echoed back from the edge of the forest. A flock of birds that had been perched in the trees flew up then immediately settled back on their perches as if they also wanted to watch.
Madison turned back to Angelina. The second stroke, an inch below the first, set her body vibrating like a guitar string. She watched open-mouthed as the girl's long muscles flexed violently right down to her toes in a vain attempt to spread the pain.
Avoiding the pain wasn't going to happen, Madison realized in a moment of sudden clarity. There was no escaping this agony--no quick slide into unconsciousness, no sudden last-minute reprieve, no chance for kindness or mercy... As Deforge had said, this was a lesson in suffering, a learning experience that would be seared into their brains like a brand. She moaned miserably and dropped her head into her chest.
Angelina had already surrendered. It was obvious from the way she moved that she would never risk this horror again, never! The girl was screaming constantly now, suffering torment that her mind was not capable of bearing. She's a slave now, Madison realized with absolute certainty--forever a pet to whatever man holds her leash. After this, she will happily suck cock, lick ass, get penetrated and fucked in a thousand different positions then feel wonderful if he smiles down at her.
Was this what submission was all about? She asked herself. Was it the nature of some to submit, to move with a kind of erotic pain under the lash the way Angelina was moving?
Is that me as well? She wondered. Will I scream and beg to submit to a man? She didn't think so, but the fear inside was overwhelming, paralyzing. She wasn't sure that she would have the strength to control it.
"Please, PLEASE!" Angelina screamed in a desperate moment of control. Anything you want, ANYTHING, just don't whip me anymore."
She was staring at Deforge.
"She means it literally," Madison realized with shocking clarity. "This was her soul speaking. She wanted to submit, to be enslaved, she was begging for it. It wasn't just the pain of the whip, there was something more in her voice. She really WANTED to submit to him, the whipping was a convenient cover for saying it out loud.
She glanced at Deforge. He was smiling. He knew she had surrendered; Madison could see it in the look of satisfaction that appeared on his face. But instead of stopping her torture, he gave the signal to continue.
Madison didn't understand. Why go on? He had won, the girl was his then she had a moment of startling insight. This wasn't only about her surrender, it was also an opportunity for him to express his power. Everyone watching this or hearing about it would be afraid for themselves. This fear was at the heart of his dominion over them. If he stopped now, at the point when he had her submission, people would assume that he had a heart. That was a fatal flaw for a despot. It gave courage to dissenters and hope to rebels.
Another stroke landed on the backs of her legs then another then another. She was convulsing now, jerking her entire body as the waves of pain ran into one another. The man with the whip stopped and waited until she was still then he started again. Deforge wanted to inflict a certain amount of pain, not a specific number of whip marks. Madison's last hope for an escape through unconsciousness disappeared.
The starting and stopping went on for several minutes until finally the girl remained unconscious. Deforge tested the depth of it by twisting her clitoris. She didn't flinch. He ordered her released.
Madison turned numbly towards the crowd. Many of the faces were flushed as if they had participated somehow in the torture. Deforge turned toward his men and nodded. Madison watched as they walked towards her. It was as if she was in some inescapable nightmare.

***

Deforge walked up the porch steps and sat in one of the bamboo chairs. The two girls he had had whipped that morning were hogtied face-up on the wide porch rail. He ran his eyes slowly over their young bodies.
The black girl was an exciting beauty--a Nubian warrior, he though, with all those sexy muscles--but "Angelina!" The name sucked; it just didn't fit the new life he had planned for her. She's going to need something more suggestive, something sexier, Sable maybe or Indigo, something with a little pizzazz to it. He ran his eyes down her long silky legs. Her wrists and ankles on each side were strapped together and belted to the bottom of the rail. The position thrust the center of her pelvis and her sexy round labia high into the air.
She's perfect, he though--hard but not overly muscled, long-legged and sexy with jutting tits and a high ass. His eyes lingered on her shiny milk-chocolate skin. She will show well during the auction, strength and beauty were a desirable combination for these jungle sales.
From his chair he could also see the insides of her thighs where her skin was noticeably lighter. She was clearly a mulatto, he decided, a mixed breed. Her line probably started as pure black--Himba or Mandingo maybe--then their women got fucked by a gaggle of Frenchmen, maybe some Spaniards as well. It's a good mix.
People don't talk much about the fucking that was rampant during the period of American slavery, he thought. They should; it produced some incredible beauties...like this one tied over his rail. Widespread cross-breeding was necessary for the human species, he mused. It gave the gene pool a good mix, kept it healthy. The inbreeding going on in some closed European societies wasn't helping the line.
A bare-footed girl walked out onto the porch. He remember the name, Fawn. She was dressed in a short brown top and a skirt that barely covered her round ass. He knew that she wasn't wearing any underwear, he had forbidden it for the house slaves.
"He had forbidden it," the words made him feel good. People obeyed him naturally now, without the use of force. Just the threat of it was enough. The power is intoxicating, he admitted.
"The road to ruin," he muttered aloud. Getting drunk on the power was a sure way to end up face down in a ditch one day. He would need to keep some perspective. He didn't deserve the power he wielded over these people, no one did. He had just taken it...stolen it, and it could just as easily be stolen from him.
Fawn dropped to her knees when she saw him, surprised to find him sitting on the porch. The tray she was carrying moved down with her and nothing spilled. He glanced at her then waved his hand for her to continue her work. She was carrying shaving gear.
He considered the idea of having her shave the black girl's head then rejected it. She would be more exotic like that, sexier, but that was something for her new owner to decide. For now he would leave her with her hair and its wild kinkiness. Anyway, it softened her look and she needed a little softening with those hard abs, hard ass, and strong legs. No, the hair would stay the way it was.
Indigo! The name popped into his head and he considered it for a moment. It fit, her new name would be Indigo.
He stood up and walked to the rail, looking straight down onto her face. Fawn was carefully wetting and lathering the hair on her cunt. A single knick on the black's skin and her barber would find herself hoisted into the tree tomorrow morning. He had an effective rule for keeping his the slaves focused on their work--do something wrong and suffer, no exceptions. It kept things simple.
He ran his hand along the girl's velvet skin and felt a small shudder. That's a good sign, he thought, she's responsive to the touch...and to the whip as he had seen.
"Your name is Indigo now," he said. "You understand?"
She stared up at him with large round eyes. She had already recovered from the morning's trauma, he could see it in her eyes. He also took note that she wasn't overly embarrassed at having her pussy shaved as he watched. More good signs, he though. She was adjusting her values to her current reality. All in all, an excellent start. He started to think about her starting price in the auction.
"Yes...Master."
"Say it," he ordered.
"In...Indigo," she whispered softly. "Indigo, Master," she said more forcefully.
He smiled and nodded. Sometimes it took them a while to add "master." This one seemed to come to it naturally. She was moving faster than most. He dipped his thumb into the shaving water and rubbed the liquid over her sexy lips then pushed the finger inside her mouth. He wasn't afraid of her biting; he knew from her responses this morning that she had already internalized the lesson of the whipping. He pushed on the uvula at the back of her throat, closing off her nasal passage, until tears formed in her eyes. She didn't gag, just responded by sucking his finger. She desperately wanted to please him. He nodded. She would be a natural cocksucker, capable of taking a cock deep inside. He would start that training immediately. It meant several hundred more dollars in her sale.
She would be ready in a week or two for auction, he estimated.
Fawn stepped back and waited with her head down, holding the straight razor in her hand. Wisely, she wasn't taking any chances with Indigo's cunt while he had his finger down her throat. Deforge gave a nod to her initiative and intelligence. The morning whippings were no joke.
"Continue," he said, guiding her back into position with his hand on her bare ass.
He walked slowly to the other side of the porch.
"Madison Monroe," he whispered to her. She turned her head to him. It was obvious that she was still numb from the morning's ordeal. He put his hand on one of her breast and began to massage her nipple with his thumb and forefinger which were still wet from Indigo's mouth.
The girl was incredibly beautiful. A nice mix of French and Irish, he guessed. He would have someone check on more of her background. He enjoyed discovering the lineage of his girls. It was the mark of a good merchant to understand his product fully. There were differences in people and some of those came from genes, unlike the popular myth that everyone was equal in everything.
"There was quite a shit-storm on the mainland over you, Madison. Did you know that?"
She turned her face towards him, breathing through clenched teeth as he continued to finger her nipple.
"Please stop," she hissed.
He was surprised. Usually, a whipping took the fight out of them at least for a while. She was still resisting, still pushing back. He ignored her request.
"You need to stay quiet, Madison, until I give you permission to speak," he said softly in a warning tone.
She turned her face away. Deforge smiled and stopped his fingering. He would need to bring this one along carefully. She was too beautiful, too valuable for him to fail.
"Tonight, you will be caged. Tomorrow we'll see if you still have a smart mouth."
A night of horrible muscle pain will put a tangible price on her disrespect, he decided. He would secure the other girl, Indigo, in the same room, maybe with just a single ankle chain. A smart girl like Madison would immediately get the message--obedience was rewarded, resistance was punished.
But teaching her respect was only a small part of his job. With someone like her, he needed to show that her resistance was not only useless, it was pointless. There was nothing to gain here on Dominica by being brave and obstinate. Desirable women could not be free here; they needed the protection of a master, a lord just as they had in feudal times.
The balance was totally off on the island. Just in terms of numbers there were a hundred men for every attractive woman. They were like gold and no one would leave their gold unprotected, out in the open. No...women were a commodity here, something of value to be bought and sold, to be traded and consumed, something to be closely guarded. For most of the men on the island, they were a drug, an addicting, intoxicating, and incredibly rare drug. He didn't create this situation, the U.S. government and the American people created it. He was just trying to adjust to their new realities, even to prosper from it.
He looked down on the girl. She was truly gorgeous with a long tight body, a sexy face, big hair, big shapely lips... He even liked the name--Madison, it conveyed a sense of refinement and class.
That's what she has--class and the subtle promise of an explosive climax--quite a potent combination. He glanced down at her well-formed legs and noticed her feet. There was a slight hardening of the skin under her long toes...a dancer! He had suspected as much. No white woman gets such a tight body without constant work. He would need to see how well she could dance in a few days when she was more cooperative. He could use a dancer in the Roseau whorehouse.
The whorehouse was one of his most lucrative businesses. Men paid a lot to watch a woman like this perform on stage...and not just on stage. He could charge a fortune for men to have sex with her. She was precious if...if he could tame her. That was the trick. The real value in all of his girls was their attitude. If he couldn't change that he would need to sell her to a speculator or a wholesaler for a fraction of her real value. That would be a shame, a waste.
"Only as a last resort," he whispered out loud, lost in his private thoughts.
He moved his hand to her cunt and began to flick her clit gently with his finger.
"Did you know that your boyfriend finally confessed to planting his drugs in your dorm room?" he asked. "Did you know that your release paperwork was delayed by a clerical error and that by the time it arrived, you had already been transported to our little paradise? Quite a good story, no? It's like a Greek tragedy...and it's probably not over yet either. There are a lot more chapters for us to create."
Her face had a sheen of sweat and she was breathing harder. He noted the reaction...she was sexually responsive.
"It's rare for us to have someone who is really innocent down here. It's a terrible miscarriage of justice."
She turned her face towards him once again. She was trying to suppress the effects of the stimulation and process what she was hearing at the same time. There were tears in her eyes. She knew she had been innocent of course, and now everyone knew it.
"Please, please stop...please let me go," she begged. "You know that I didn't do anything wrong. If you have any conscience at all, please let me go. My mother has a little money and, and I'm sure the government will pay...a...a reward for my return."
She was having trouble keeping a long string of words in her mind...a good sign.
"From what I read," he interrupted, "your father was a Marine...died a hero. That means that there's certainly no real money there. As for the government, I don't have much of a relationship with them and we certainly don't do much horse trading with each other. No...no you're better off with us."
"My mother is very beautiful. She..."
Her body moved in an unbelievable stimulating motion. He could feel the start of an erection. She was incredible.
"She...she...left...my father, she's with someone who's rich now."
Another long pause then the unmistakable shudder of a climax.
"PLEASE," she moaned, "please...I don't deserve this!"
Deforge stared down on her and smiled. Then removed his hand from her clit.
"No one deserves this, Madison. It's outrages, but it's also reality. There's always an imbalance between the treatment an individual deserves and the treatment one actually receives." He shrugged. "It all averages out in the end, but on an individual basis there are big gaps.
"And by the way, you need to ask permission around here to come just as you need to learn to keep your mouth shut until I tell you to open it. Remember these things tonight in your cage."
He turned towards Fawn, who was waiting on her knees for him to finish.
"Fawn is going to shave you now. It's more sanitary in this climate, believe me. When she's done, I'll send someone to turn you over the rail and clamp your nipples for the afternoon. I don't want you too brown from the sun. The clamps hurt like the Devil especially hung with the weights we use, but they are another useful way to help you remember your manners."
"An attractive college girl like you probably knows all about BDSM toys. I hear that everyone is experimenting with it these days, that it's all the rage. What we practice here is nothing like that. This is the real thing. We don't care about expanding your horizons or testing your limits or the degree of your submissiveness; what we want is your total attention.
"In this place the strong dominate the weak and attractive women are a commodity. That's the bottom line. All the great ideals of Western culture, all the great advances of society, all the values we've learned are irrelevant here. Which is why I call my small piece of ground "Purgatory" and why I suggest you get your head straight...quickly. When you do, things will be easier for you.
"I know you are innocent, Madison; that you don't belong here; that you have been betrayed by your lover, your family, and your government; the whole world know this now. As I said, it's a real tragedy. But no one cares enough to do anything about it. No one. You are completely alone. You are mine now, I own you, and your only choice is to obey me or suffer. No one is coming for you."
He walked away then looked back. Madison was staring at him with a fierce look of determination as Fawn began to lather her underarms.







First Impressions

 
Nick sat straight in the hard plastic chair as the Warden read through his letter-of-authority.
"You must have some pull, Sergeant. This is the most outrageous order I've ever been given in this post and I've been given some real doozies, let me tell you."
He threw the paper dismissively back at Nick, who didn't move as it fell to the desk.
"You know the Senator personally?" he asked.
"No, I asked my old Commanding Officer for help. His boss knows him."
"Well it's damn outrageous if you ask me. There's no fucking way that I can allow you inside the colony. We tried to find this girl, we have informants on the inside, but no one knew anything about whereabouts. She just disappeared. That happens sometimes. Allowing a civilian inside to poke around looking for her is...it's ridiculous and unprecedented.
"Shit! I've never even been inside, neither have any of my men; you're not even a police officer just fucking Army."
"Marines," Nick said quietly, "retired."
"Whatever. No one goes inside. No one...ever. The animals run this fucking island themselves. When one of them finishes their sentence, they come back here if they are still alive and we transport them back to the states. That's it. What they do to each other while they are serving their sentence is their own fucking business. That's the way the system works. As far as I'm concerned, they can all kill each other.
"The Director calls us gatekeepers, I think zookeepers is more like it.
"What more can I do with only a hundred men?"
Nick waited while the man ranted on. He had no use for governments or government bureaucrats. Most of them were lackeys and assholes as far as he was concerned, but the Warden obviously wanted to talk. Maybe he would say something useful.
He also seemed to have some kind of personal interest. Nick couldn't figure that out. What did he care if he got himself killed?
"...And going in undercover!" he continued. "Are you fucking nuts? We have no idea what's going on in there. They could be eating each other for all we know. You want to get into the middle of that?"
They sat silently staring at each other for a full minute.
"I'll be coming out with the girl, Warden," Nick said. "As you read in the letter, the court has set her sentence aside in light of the...mistake."
"Fuck...they all claim they're innocent," the Warden declared. "What's her relation to you anyway?"
"She's the daughter of a friend and this one really is innocent."
He shook his head and frowned.
"'The daughter of a friend'... he must be some really good friend for you to commit suicide. This is just plain stupid, Andros. Forget about it."
"Yes he was a good friend. He's dead now."
Nick could feel his temper flaring and fought to keep it under control. Under other circumstances, he would have just put a bullet through this idiot's head and stepped over the body. But this wasn't a war zone and he wasn't a Marine anymore. Civilized behavior, or at least the semblance of it, was called for here.
"Just tell me, how are you going to find her?" the man persisted. "There are almost 250,000 animals in here now and more are coming every day. Ninety percent of them settle around Roseau because they are fucking lazy and this is where we dump their daily slop, but what if she's not here in the city. Some of them move into the mountains, you know. We have no idea how they survive. More important, there's no way to track anyone in the mountains. Dominica is a big fucking place--almost 300 square miles of mountains and jungle, ten times bigger than Manhattan Island. It will be impossible to find her.
"Like I said," he ended, "this is the craziest fucking idea I've ever heard."
"I have some useful skills, Warden. I was a Marine recon sniper with combat tours in the Middle East and...and other places. Maybe they can help...
"But all I need from you right now is to open that door."
The explanation and the demand seemed to stir up more of the man's ire.
"I don't care how much fucking experience you've had or how tough you think you are, Sergeant. You will be one man in a cesspool filled with a thousand poisonous snakes. It's an impossible job. And don't come crying to me when you get in trouble. There no cavalry here. There's no way that I can help you; I can't help anyone the way my staff has been whittled down to practically nothing."
Nick crossed his leg and nodded. He was tired of the man's diatribe.
"Look, Warden, are you going to let me in or not? If not, I want to call the Senator. I'm pretty sure he will want to speak with the PRA Director. You know, just to clarify things."
The man stared at him for another minute.
"I don't like fucking threats, Andros. If the Director wants to come down here and tell me how to do my job, he's welcome to do it, anytime."
He stared at him again, waiting for him to break.
"Aw what the fuck, it's your funeral," he muttered then reached across the desk and took the letter back.
"Get back on that ship and disembark with the rest of the assholes. There are too many loose lips around here; from now on you will need to act like one of the animals if you want to stay alive...and we will need to treat you like one, understand?"
Nick nodded. This wasn't the first time he'd gone into hostile territory.
"I'll keep this letter and your passport in my safe along with the court order freeing your...your friend's daughter. When and if you come out, you'll need to ask for me or whoever the Warden is at the time. For security reasons, this will be the only record of this lunacy on the island, understand?"
Nick nodded again. The Warden looked at him then he picked up Madison's mug shot.
"This girl, Madison Monroe, she's very good looking. If you want my opinion, she's already in the mountains. There are funny things happening on Dominica...strange disappearances. It's possible that she went willingly, but I doubt it. This is no place for pretty girls."
"I'll keep that in mind, Warden," Nick muttered.
He suspected that the man was right. Criminals and psychopaths controlled PC Dominica. It wasn't unrealistic to assume that she had been taken by someone. There were rumors of abductions happening in the penal colonies all the time.
The Warden watched Nick walk back through the door and re-board the ship.
He picked up the letter and read it again then set it aflame with his lighter and dropped it into his trash barrel.
"Sorry, Gunny," he whispered. "She was too luscious for us to pass up. My men grabbed her as she got off the boat and we sold her in the mountains. She would not have lasted a month on the streets, we just got to her first. Can't have that bit of information getting back to my PRA bosses though, can we?
He took a pad and began to write a note describing the incident. This would be worth money as well, he remembered.
"I did my best to talk you out of this, Marine," he mumbled to himself, "but you were too hard-headed to listen. Now I can let you die with a clean conscience."

***

The Admitting Officer for PC Dominica read Nick's file without interest.
"You are exiled to PC Dominica for ten years, Andros, for... manslaughter. What exactly did you do?"
"I killed my business partner with a shovel," Nick answered. "He was a pain in the ass. Always asking fucking questions that didn't concern him."
"What business?" the man asked, ignoring the veiled threat.
"Construction," Nick replied with an appropriately surly tone.
He had decided to use his real name and background, omitting only his ten years of Marine service. A made-up identity would be too hard to keep straight and there was always the chance that he would run into someone who knew him.
"Construction...," the officer repeated slowly. "We have jobs in construction. The pay is better than most. You know how to drive a truck?"
Nick nodded. He could also drive a tank, or a Stryker, even fly a helicopter in a pinch.
"Okay then, construction, driving a truck. The job pays a hundred bucks a week."
The man made a note in the file then counted out ninety five-dollar bills and handed them over the desk.
"Everyone gets a five-hundred dollar living allowance when they go inside...rules. I suggest you put yours in the bank first thing."
Nick nodded again and put the bills into his pocket, saying nothing about the $10 discrepancy. He had expected to find wholesale corruption on the island, but this was pretty obvious and pretty early.
"The bank is run by the government. You can have your family or whoever transfer up to a thousand dollars a month into your account. Things will be a lot easier for you if you have some cash available."
He checked a box on his form.
"It's my responsibility to advise you that you are permitted to travel the island and the surrounding sea out to twelve miles. The Navy has programmed drones to kill anyone who goes beyond that limit, no questions asked. Fishing is okay as long as you don't cross the twelve-mile line. Understand?"
"Drones?" Nick asked.
"Yeah, drones, robots. The Navy patrols all the penal colonies with a few small gunships and a fleet of old drones, it's the cheapest way to do it. But they are robots, they don't ask question before they start shooting."
Nick nodded again and the officer checked another box.
"Like I said, you can live wherever you want on this island, but you need to register your whereabouts with us at all times."
It was obvious that he was remembering a prepared script and that no one really complied with the registration rule. Nick smiled and nodded his understanding. The man wrote an address on a piece of paper and handed it over.
"This place has some empty beds. It's not much, but they only charge $50 a month. I'll assume that this is your first residence and register it for you." He made a quick note and looked up with a stupid grin. "You will be sure to let me know if you move someplace else, okay?"
Nick nodded solemnly. This was clearly an inside joke. The Admitting Officer didn't give a damn where he went. It reminded him of the Navy bureaucracy--all form and no substance.
"Sign here."
He pushed the paper towards him with a pen.
"Your release date is on the bottom. There's no parole anymore so we will expect to see you back here at Noon on that date. The government only pays for your transportation back to Miami so you should have some money saved if you want to go somewhere else."
Nick signed the paper and handed it back. Did he seriously believe that he could give someone instructions ten years in advance. Again, he probably just didn't care.
"That's it. Just walk through the door at the end of the hall. See you in ten years. Don't forget to stop at the bank. Good luck, Andros."
He picked up the next file and started to read. Nick stood up and walked down the hallway to the door. On the other side was a large open-air patio with desks neatly arranged along the inside walls. In front of each desk were a few chairs for those who were waiting.
There were no signs, but it was clear what the desks were about. These were recruiters for the different alliances on the island--Blacks, Whites, Aryans, Muslims, Gays... They were all represented. There were even two women who looked bored, one was obviously a Lesbian.
Nick saw a normal-looking white guy waving and walked to his desk.
"Have a seat, friend," he said. "My name is Webster. I'll help you get your bearings."
He held out his hand and Nick took it, remembering to keep his grip strong but moderate.
"Nick Andros, manslaughter, ten years," Nick said getting a jump on the questions he knew were de rigueur in this kind of situation.
Webster smiled, "I assume you want to be with your own kind, Nick?"
Nick nodded and smiled back. He wasn't a joiner, but getting into the right affinity group would be expected and for now, he wanted to do only what would be expected.
Which desk had Madison selected? He wondered. Probably the straight white woman. She wouldn't know much about racial solidarity being from a white middle-class family. He made a mental note to find out where the straight white women hung out in Roseau...at least it was a place to start.
"Where did the pricks send you to live?" Webster asked.
Nick produced the paper with the address he'd been given.
"Fucking dicks," he muttered. "The Blacks will fuck you up and rob you blind in this place," he said slowly. We have room here."
He scratched out the address and wrote a different one on the paper.
"They'll take much better care of you here...all white men, you know?
"Did they give you a job?"
"Construction, driving a truck," Nick answered.
The man nodded. "That's a good job, it will cost you eighty bucks a month though," he said. "The Wops control construction in Roseau. Don't even think about not paying one of them for that job. Last guy who refused to pay his dues ended up losing his arm in a cement mixer, guy before him disappeared into a cement foundation...lots of accidents in this town, you know?"
Nick raised his eyebrows. So far, Roseau didn't seem much different from the rest of the fucked-up world and maybe even a little better than the third-world.
"Just stick with your own, Nick, and you'll be okay. And keep your money in the bank...lots of dishonest people around this town," he said and laughed.
The line was clearly part of his shtick.
Nick smiled back...prison humor. These guys still thought of themselves as convicts.
"I was actually thinking about maybe farming or fishing," he said casually. "I ain't much of a big-city guy...originally from Texas, East Texas, you know."
Webster looked at him then spoke slowly as if Nick might need time to process his words.
"We got things in Roseau...pretty much...under control, Nick," he started. "There's a City Council that runs things...all the groups are represented. We even got a police force...to keep the crazies under control...you know. It's full of corrupt cops, but they do the job...always a few cracked heads lying on the streets."
He smiled again.
"Outside of town, things are different. It's a real wild-west show out there, you know. There are a few farms close by Roseau if you want to work at one of those and fishing is not so bad if you stay inside the village, but once you get into the back country it's, well, let me put it this way, there are no rules here on Dominica."
He seemed to be struggling with the explanation. Nick listened closely.
"If you want my advice, Nick, the mountains are not a place for a sane white man. Stick to the town. We're organized here and everyone kind of attends to their own business."
Nick nodded acknowledging the free advice and started to stand up.
"The association dues for white men are eighty bucks a month, Nick, payable tomorrow," Webster said quietly. "You can give your money to the guy in charge of your house. Trust me, it's the best eighty dollars you are ever going to spend."
Nick hesitated then nodded. It was smart of them to give him a day to think about his first shakedown payment. He'd have a chance to look around. He suspected that being cut off from your group was dangerous in Roseau and that most people would see that pretty quickly. Paying for protection was a necessary evil to survive here.
"What's the story with women?" Nick asked quietly, leaning over the desk. "I've been inside for six months, you know...remanded during my trial."
"They didn't give you bail...?" Webster asked, surprised. "Are you some kind of a bad-boy, Nick?"
The question was asked in an inoffensive casual way, but Webster seemed very interested in the answer. Nick suspected that the problems with "crazies" went far beyond what he had implied.
"Not really, I just didn't have the money for bail."
Webster stared at him for a moment then nodded.
"The colonies have ten men for every woman, so you need to be careful with bitches.
"A lot of the fuck-able women around here are Lesbians or they hang with Lesbians. Sometime a straight women shacks up with a man, but that gets pretty expensive if you want any privacy. Me, I just hang out at one of the local bars. You can find plenty of decent pussy at those places as long as you don't need anything exclusive or anything too fancy. There's a whorehouse a few blocks from the address I gave you, but that can get expensive. They got some very good-looking girls there though.
"My suggestion...just hang loose for a while. Sex is the big distraction here in Roseau. It makes this place bearable, at least when you compare it to prison. Don't worry, there will be plenty of people to give you advice; it's a subject of great interest to everyone."
He paused and leaned in closer.
"...Course the real hard-core stuff happens in the bush. That's pretty dangerous though and it can cost you an arm and a leg, but I'm told it's like nothing you'll find anywhere in the town. If you're into the rough stuff or something really kinky, it might be worth looking into. The guy who runs your house can help you arrange anything you want for a fee."
"...for a fee." Nick suspected that it was true, you could get anything you wanted "for a fee" in this place. He raised his eyebrows to acknowledge the advice. He was sure that his was a sufficient response for now. Most people would bide their time in satiating their need for sex. Getting caught in the wrong place or in the wrong pussy could be fatal in a place like this.
Webster extended his hand.
"The bank is next door to the right...that's really important. The address I gave you is to the left, about a mile straight down the road. Ask any white man for directions. Stick with us, Nick. This is the kind of town where you need friends."
Nick walked out the door into the bright Caribbean sun and turned left. He had no need for a bank to protect his allowance. And thanks to the Senator's influence, he had already managed to transfer his $50,000 in unused military pay to his Dominica account. He knew how important cash was for this kind of mission.
  





Fox Hunting

 
Ana Perez slowly stirred the yellow rice as it began to boil. Her Abuela had taught her how to cook the old fashioned way. It was one of the few good memories she had of her childhood in East L.A. It was also the reason her housemates had elected her to keep house. Cooking and cleaning for them was a lot better job than working in a laundry or factory.
Not only was the easy, but she enjoyed being in charge of the house while they were at work. This was the first time anyone had ever trusted her with anything important. The punks from Los Lobos, the gang she had hung with, had used her for only one thing--sex. They said she was a guapa zorro (pretty fox)...too fine to waste on street work. It was a complement in a way, at least that's what she told herself at the time.
It hadn't saved her from prison though, she remembered. Along with five others, she had been convicted of conspiracy to commit murder and sentenced to fifteen years in Chowchilla (California's largest women's prison). What a joke that trial had been! Those studs wouldn't conspire with her about anything, let alone the planning of a murder. The only time they ever let her open her mouth was to suck cock. It was the gringos, the policia, who had caused the problem for her. They wanted to end Los Lobos forever and she just got caught in their net.
"Tough luck for me," she whispered philosophically.
She reached for the azafran (saffron) then realized she had used the last of it yesterday.
"Fucking Dominica!" she cursed out loud.
Conditions were primitive in Roseau. The PRA provided them with staples--rice, beans, flour, cooking oil--but nothing with any gusto, nothing with any life to it. Some of the farms were beginning to produce good food, even some decent weed, but there just wasn't enough of anything yet for her to make truly memorable meals. The other girls didn't seem to mind, but she wanted to do better.
That was the way she was--ambitious. Even in Chowchilla, she had worked hard to advance, jumping from one woman to another, always looking for a better deal. That was the way a fox got ahead on the inside. Right now she was with Rosalina, who everyone in the neighborhood feared and respected. It was a good gig and Rosalina treated her nice.
Still...she thought about men all the time now. They were everywhere, always looking at her with those starved eyes, those wolfish grins, as if they would devour her. She didn't mind, it was exciting to feel their lust...from a safe distance.
She wasn't really into women--she just didn't feel anything, she only fucked them to survive. It would be nice to have a cock in her mouth again, to be a real mamon (cocksucker) with a real man...soon. It won't be that easy to break away from Rosaline; the woman was crazy jealous. Still, the memory of a man's cock in her mouth, pushing against the back of her throat was getting stronger every day.
"Soon...sooner or later I'll find myself some man-meat," she whispered into the rice.
Everyone knew there was a shortage of women on the island. The ratio was ten men to every woman, even worse if you just counted the attractive ones, the ones the normal men wanted to fuck. Foxes like her were nearly impossible to find anymore, which was why Rosaline kept her inside or hidden under baggy clothes.
Soon...
No sense jumping ship until I can land myself a jefazo (a boss), she reasoned as she stirred. Cooking and fucking are valuable talents. I need to make the most of them just as I did in el bario. I need to find someone who can take extra good care of me. Who can provide the things I need. Such men exist, even in a place like this.
The problem was that she couldn't be obvious about her search. Rosaline had protected her in Chowchilla and she was still protecting her here in Dominica. That protection was essential to her survival. Girls were being taken by crazies all the time. Men were just grabbing them off the street and keeping them for themselves. It was the number one cause of violence on the island. This was why Rosaline kept her hidden. Allowing her to wave her perky ass around in public was dangerous for all of them.
The knock on the door made her jump. Who was it? Visitors were never allowed in the house during the day. Everyone knew that. Maybe it was one of the girls...? She threw the heavy bolt and opened the door an inch, leaving the door chain attached. A good-looking Latino man was standing on the concrete stoop, hat in hand.
"Hola, Senorita," he said politely, "Me llamo, Norberto."
"We don't...what...what do you want?" she answered hesitantly in English, trying to appear stern.
Speaking Spanish was a habit she was trying to break. It isolated her especially in a house full of gringas.
"I smelled your wonderful arroz (rice) all the way from the street," he said. "It reminded me of my younger days when my Abuela would..." He hesitated as if affected by the memory. "I just wanted to meet you, Senorita. Perhaps ask you if we could take a walk together one night, you know, get acquainted, talk about our familias."
Ana felt her fear subside. She wasn't falling for his nice-guy routine--a thousand men had used similar ploys to get into her pants--but he seemed harmless. He was also handsome and those muscles...Mama! She felt a familiar stirring and a tightening in her groin. It would be awfully nice to...
 "You need to leave. My...my roommates don't allow strangers in the house during the day," she answered and started to close the door.
It was what she was supposed to say, but she couldn't hide the hint of regret in her dark eyes. It had been more than a year since she had been with a man.
"Well then we are in luck, mi amor," he answered, laughing lightly as he jammed his foot in the doorframe. "Clearly, we are primo aprima (first cousins). Listen, listen to our accents and look at our skin color, he urged, reaching his arm through the chained door to illustrate. It's obvious, we could be brother and sister."
She laughed until the back his hand "accidentally" brushed against her full breast. She flashed her eyes angrily then smiled again. He has a nice way about him, she thought. What's the problem talking to a man? A little harmless talk, maybe a kiss or two, maybe...maybe I'll let him feel me up. It's been so long... I can't just let him stand there with his arm inside the door.
She slipped the chain off the hook and moved back to the stove.
"My rice is going to burn, Nor...ber...to," she said flirtatiously over her shoulder.
Her ass was turned slightly, offering him a perfect profile for inspection. She was proud of her flat stomach and her tight ass. He stepped closer and pressed his body against hers, pinning her playfully against the stove. She pushed back then moved her ass cheeks up and down in faux irritation, but he knew exactly what the move represented--an invitation. He reached around and cupped her pointed breast in his hand. She didn't wear a bra in the house...too much trouble to wash underclothes in this climate.
"Muy muy hermosa...you are beautiful, mi amor," he whispered as he gently bit into her earlobe, moving his free hand down to rub her cunt. "Hermosa, muy hermosa...aeiii."
She could feel his hard cock through the thin material of her skirt. It would only take a moment for him to pull it up and push himself inside. This was the time to break it off...if she wanted. He reminded her of the boys in Los Lobos, the way they had fucked her--over the hood of a car, on toilet seats, on her knees in an alley--like she was a little animal. The truth was that she kind of enjoyed submitting that way. The degradation, the submission made her feel more like a woman.
She rotated her ass once again. His arms felt so good, his hand on her tit, rubbing her cunt...this hombre was macho, a real man. All the cunt she had sucked in the last year couldn't compare to a single cock. She missed the feeling that only a man's hardness could evoke.
What's the harm? She thought. I'll be fucking a man soon anyway, as soon as I can find the right one. What's the harm? I need a man's cock inside me again. I've been too long fucking dike bitches, licking their asses, sucking on their clits. I want to feel a real cock in my mouth...taste real cum.
She moaned and dropped the spoon into the pan then reached her hand behind to rub his prick, but before she could reach inside his pants, he took her wrist and twisted it high behind her back.
"¡Coño! (Fuck!) He's a rough one, she thought. Even better, I like it a little rough. She started to struggle in the coy way of a woman under a man's playful attack, but he held her arm fast forcing it up higher. She was in real pain now.
"What the FUCK! hombre. Me estás haciendo daño! (You're hurting me!) ¡Coño, Déjame ir! (Let me go!)"
"I want to hurt you, chica," he whispered, nibbling again on her ear. "I want you to know what happens if you fuck with me."
He grabbed her other arm and pulled it behind. She could feel him reaching behind into his back pocket then felt a loop of rope around her wrists. She panicked and tried to break free, but he was too strong. With a few turns her wrists were secure.
"¿Qué, qué quiere el (What do you want?), Hombre?" she asked, her voice breaking in fear.
He pulled her arms together and tied another rope just above her elbows pulling her thin arms together. She could feel her bare tits straining against  her blouse.
"Quiero que usted (I want you), chica," he answered honestly, casually pulling her loose blouse down, off her shoulders. "Tu, chica..." he whispered, kissing the bare skin of her neck and shoulders. Despite the fear, she began to respond, to feel the familiar urge again. She was afraid of being tied like this, but...he was still a man. She knew what he wanted.
What the Hell, she thought. I've been raped before, lots of times. At least this time it will be done by a man, a real man, not one of the she-men from Chowchilla. The rope was scary though. Like this he could...he could do whatever he wanted with her. The thought of it brought on a sudden wave of desire and she trembled in his arms. I'm really his fuck-bitch now, she thought with resignation and...growing excitement.
"No need for such tight ropes, hombre," she whispered, her hoarse voice betrayed her heightened sexual tension. "I want you too. I want to suck your cock...maybe lick your big balls...to feel you moving inside me. I want..."
He turned her around and pulled her skirt up then he suddenly stopped.
"What you want is not important anymore, chica," he replied in a flat voice.
He stepped back and shook his head as if clearing it of sexual desire then grabbed a dishcloth from the sink and pushed it into her mouth, tying it off with another rope. She could taste the soap left over from the morning dishes.
"You won't need your beautiful mouth for a while..."
Ana felt another wave of fear. What does he want if not sex?
She could feel the strength in his forearms, in his biceps. Despite the way he was acting, she still wanted him, more than ever. She twisted her sexy body in the bondage. She had felt this way with some of the more dominant men in Los Lobos. They took what they wanted as well.
"We must move quickly now, mi amor, before the streets get crowded and before your friends return."
She stopped moving and stared up at him, her eyes wide with terror. What did he mean, "move quickly?"
He knelt and pulled her panties down then hoisted her effortlessly over his shoulder, grabbing her bare legs under the dress. She could feel his hand on her ass, his arm muscle on her thigh.
He stepped into the alley and moved cautiously along the narrow path, stopping to listen for footsteps every few seconds. She twisted her body then stayed still as his hand closed hard on her ass. In a few minutes, they were on the outskirts of town hidden from passersby by a stand of dense bush. He set her down then knotted another rope around her neck. She stared at him, her dark eyes ablaze.
"You will run for me now, beautiful Ana," he whispered, "or I will use nipple clamps on your tits and pull you along. Trust me, the rope around your lovely neck is much less painful than being pulled by your tits. Tú comprendes? (You understand?)
She just stood there staring at him with her sultry eyes. He reached into his pocket and produced a pair of evil-looking metal clamps.
"These are called 'piranhas'...very, very painful and once they go on, they stay on. I don't have times to play games right now. Is this what you want?"
She starred at the clamps. They would make her journey a living Hell. She had no choice! She nodded her head in submission. He smiled and cut a long switch from a nearby tree with his knife.
"I know you are a fighter, chica. You are from the streets like me. But for now, you must obey. This stick is for when you get tired and feisty," he said, cutting the air with flick of his wrist.
She knew how much pain the stick could inflict. One of the Lobos had beat her with a dip stick once. She had never forgotten. She closed her eyes in defeat and nodded again.
"Let's see what you've got under those clothes. You will move faster without them."
His voice had changed. It was deeper, more confident now that they were alone, now that they were hidden by the moonless night. He worked her buttons and zippers until she was nude.
"Nice...," he said, brushing the back of his hand against her hard nipples, feeling the firmness of her labia, the hard roundness of her ass.
She was no virgin, but she had never been tied naked in front of a man. It was terrifying. Incredibly, despite the fear, she was still feeling horny, more than she had ever felt in her life. He stopped for a moment then he struck her hard on the legs with the switch and jerked the leash.
"Don't be insulted, zorrita. Any other time, I would be happy to have you lick my balls, but you know a serious man doesn't fuck around when business is involved. Don't worry though, there will be plenty of balls to lick where you're going."
He pulled on the rope and she followed obediently behind. The tight binding of her arms made it hard to run but she managed, moving her tits from side to side with each step. There was a strange look of anticipation in her eyes as she considered her new life.

***

"We will start the bidding at $1,000," Deforge announced confidently.
The jungle hut was filled with men, all staring at the girl standing motionless on the stage. Ana was frightened to be in front of so many hard-looking men this way. They had stripped, whipped, caged, shaved, and washed her in preparation for the auction. Now it was time for her ultimate degradation--to be sold. Her wrists and elbows were tied tightly together behind her back just as Norberto had done on their journey. Her tits were pointed from having her arms pulled back and her hard nipples were taut, engorged with blood.
"Can I have an opening bid at $1,000?" he asked the crowd.
No one moved. Deforge knew that there was always some hesitation in the bidding when the girl being sold appeared timid. Life was tough in the mountains and no one wanted to spend good money on a delicate slave that wasn't going to be able to adapt, no matter how delicious she looked.
Ana raised her dark eyes and glanced out at the men. These were the worst of the worst on Dominica--murderers, thieves, rapists. These were the hombres with sentences so long that they were willing to risk everything by striking out on their own in the jungle.
The people in Roseau gathered together for protection, but these few gambled on themselves, on their own strength and abilities. They controlled the mountains. She spied a young Black man in the back. He wasn't handsome, but there was something about the way he looked at her. Their eyes met and she felt a strange terror in the exchange. Unconsciously, she straightened her naked body and pointed her tits at him.
"Gentlemen, please," Deforge was saying. "This chica is one of the most responsive we have ever offered here in Purgatory. She climaxes at the touch of a man...and under the whip, she's magnificent. She is obedient but also spirited...as fine an example of womanly flesh as you are going to find anywhere on the island. Imagine those legs wrapped around your back, imagine your hands holding that ass, feeling up those tits. Imagine commanding those lips, that mouth. Think about how her tight young pussy will feel wrapped around your cock.
 The crowd was silent. Deforge had the ability to stir long-forgotten passions with his raunchy sales pitch. But the girl was thin and despite her beauty, thin often meant weak and the jungle wasn't kind to weakness. Bidding on her was a real speculation.
"I understand," Deforge said moving back to the lectern. "I understand. She looks too fragile for the bush but consider this," he took a pulley hook off a nearby wall and walked slowly back to the girl, "this bitch is no pampered debutant. She from the streets of Los Angeles and tough as nails."
He grabbed the rope at her elbows with one hand and attached the hook then signaled one of his men. The man pulled on the rope and the girl was lifted to her toes, her arms pulled painfully back. She cried out and began to breathe hard with the strain.
Deforge walked back to the lectern and took a crop from one of its shelves. Ana's eyes moved nervously between him and the crowd as if pleading for someone to help. Girls were often beaten into unconsciousness on this stage to elicit higher bids. She began to inch back from him on her long toes, nervously catching the eye of the Black man in the back...pleading specifically for his help.
"Ana is afraid of the pain, but she handles it well."
The crop struck out hitting her squarely on the near-side ass cheek. Without waiting he hit her again on the other cheek then on each thigh then under each tit. She was writhing in agony when he finally stopped, the sound of her screams echoing off the hut's bamboo walls.
"Notice the response, gentlemen: she screams from the pain, but if you listen closely, you can also hear the desire. Listen again more closely."
He repeated the six strokes with the crop. Ana was twisting hard on the hook now, her bare legs flailing wildly as if trying to escape into the air. The frantic movement exposed her perfect cunt, her small brown asshole.
"Now watch closely," Deforge said softly as if trying to hide his intention from the girl.
He turned and shoved the smooth handle of the crop up the girl’s ass, impaling her. There was an intake of breath from the crowd. No one had noticed that the crop had a thin penis-shaped handle or that her asshole had been pre-greased before she took the stage.
The girl twisted like a fish on a spear then moved with an unmistakable orgasmic shudder as her eyes rolled back in her head. She shuddered for several seconds, nearly pulling the crop from Deforge's hand. There was no mistaking the response: this was a human female caught in the throes of an irresistible climax.
"One thousand!" someone shouted from the floor.
"Eleven hundred."
"Twelve!"
"Fifteen hundred US dollars," a deep voice rang out.
The bidder was a muscled Latino with the tattoo of a naked woman covering his neck and half of his face. The impossibly provocative image, a form of jungle art, marked him as one of the crazies.
Ana stared numbly, still trembling on the inserted handle. There was panic and an awful despair in her eyes. Fifteen hundred was top-dollar for a female slave. She screamed again and tried to twist off Deforge's hand. Life with a monster like this would be too hard to bear.
Deforge pulled out the handle and returned to the lectern with a smile on his face.
"Thank you," he said, nodding to the man while wincing slightly at the sight of his insane tattoo.
"Fifteen hundred, going once, going twice, and..."
"Two thousand," a voice said from the back.
Deforge squinted his eyes. There were torches hanging on the outside wall that made it hard to see the men in the shadows.
"Do we have another bid?" he asked.
"Two thousand," the Black man repeated, stepping forward to stand next to the crazy Latino who had bid fifteen hundred.
The muscled Latino looked angry and turned to the man as if to snap him in half. Deforge's riflemen stationed around the room tensed. No fighting was ever permitted in the auction hall. It was a tradition that went back to the first migration and the first auction. They would kill both without hesitation if there was violence. The crowd moved back a step from the two men.
"Two thousand," the Black man said again. He was unarmed like everyone else, but he seemed to have no fear of the giant at his side. Ana stopped twisting and watched closely as she turned on the rope. She frantically used her toes to stop the rotation and to steady herself.
Deforge stared at the Latino waiting for him to up his bid.
"Two thousand, going once, twice, SOLD!" he shouted.
The guard nearest the two brought his AK-74 to port-arms and flipped down the safety. Everyone waited. Suddenly the Latino turned and walked out of the hut.
Deforge gestured to his assistant in the back.
"Assign a guard to this moron," he said quietly gesturing at the Black man. "Take him and the girl as far as the lake. It will be bad for business for him to get killed close to the auction house."
The man nodded and walked quickly off the stage.
Deforge watched the crowd shuffle as the next girl was brought readied for the stage. The Black man had also disappeared, presumably to collect the girl from the cashier. Silently, Deforge wished him luck. Dominica was no place for heroic gestures, but every once in a while an act of humanity was needed to remind them all that despite everything, they were still human.







Discovery

 
"I like you, Nick," Norberto said. "You have balls and brains. I can see it. I am an excellent judge of people. It's kind of a hobby of mine...mostly it applies to women, but I can also tell about a man."
Nick took another sip of his rum. The home brew they served in this Roseau tavern didn't taste like any rum he'd ever had, it was barely palatable, but that was not important, he had no intention of getting drunk. He only wanted to drink enough to blend in with the rowdy crowd.
It had taken him weeks of dangerous investigation to find Norberto. Asking around about traffickers and girl-auctions wasn't exactly a smart thing to do in Roseau, but he had couched his interest as normal curiosity about the S&M action taking place in the jungle. He had also bought silence with liberal amounts of cash. Finally, someone had told him about to Norberto Salazar.
"The Spic travels through the jungle with his fish," the man had said, "always around the same time someone goes missing."
Norberto had been immediately on guard being approached by a white man, but again Nick had wined, dined, and paid for his carousing all ostensibly in an attempt to break into the island's sex trade. He had even taken him to a no-holds-barred, outrageously expensive sex show at the local whorehouse then paid for him to spend the night with the star attraction.
"So, how about it, Norberto? Can you help me break into this business?" Nick asked over a beer.
"Sure I can, Nick, but you're going to need to do something for me first...like pass a test."
Nick nodded. Now he was getting somewhere.
"What kind of test?"
Norberto wasn't a very savory character, but somehow Nick felt he could trust him a little. The man was too dark-skinned to be in very tight with the Latinos and too light-skinned to be in tight with the Blacks. He lived on the fringes of acceptance by both groups and, incredibly given his work, he was lonely. Nick exploited this by becoming his drinking buddy at the same time he was pushing for some entre into the business.
And it was all about to pay off. He could feel it. The man was about to deliver what he needed. Which is why he was taking the dangerous step of hanging out with him--someone outside his own group of Whites-only assholes.
Like now...three white men at a nearby table were glancing at him with obvious disapproval. The tavern was integrated, used by whites, Hispanics, and Aryans, but they collected in small isolated groups and kept to themselves. Nick was breaking one of the unwritten rules by drinking with Norberto.
He was aware of it, but he needed to take the chance. Madison could be dead by now. No one he'd spoken to had ever laid eyes on her. It was as if she had never left the boat. Norberto was his only hard link to the mountains which was where she must have been taken. He needed the connections that Norberto was about to offer.
"What kind of test?" Nick asked again. "I'll do whatever I need to do to break into the business."
Norberto smiled, exposing his gold tooth. This gringo had balls, that's for sure.
"I need you to score for me. I've been tracking a chica, a fox that the gooks are hiding in one of their houses. She's a looker, but they dress her in a way that it's hard to tell. They also guard her all the time. The only time she's outside the house in fact is to shop in the market. I guess the gooks think it's unmanly to shop for themselves."
Nick nodded and leaned in closer to hear more clearly over the din.
"I can handle that," he said. "What's a piece of pussy like that worth?
Norberto smiled in a superior way.
"We won't really know until we can peel her clothes off and get a look at how she's constructed, but the really nice ones go for a grand or more. From the way they protect her, I suspect she's, like I say, a zorrita, a little fox.
"We'll split everything fifty-fifty this time, Nick, then depending on how it goes, we'll talk about doing more work together. I have my eye on a couple of other possibilities, mostly pussy that the groups have tucked away on their own ground. It's dangerous work, but it pays well."
Nick nodded his head. Norberto hadn't talked about the way things were organized in the mountains...how or who he sold his catch to, but Nick didn't want to press him for more details right now. Those would come as things unfolded.
"This work is not just dangerous in town," Norberto was saying. "It's even more dangerous in the mountains. There are marauders everywhere and they are banding together, getting organized."
Nick nodded then took another sip of his drink. This was enough for tonight. He didn't want Norberto to wake up in the morning regretting his loose lips.
"Did you hear the joke about the fisherman's wife..." Nick started.
"Hey, Nick," one of the men from the white table called out. "C'mon over here. I need to ask you a question."
Nick glanced at the man and nodded his head, but he didn't move. He already had what he needed from Norberto. There was no need to waste another evening hanging out with the white trash. Norberto picked up the animosity coming from the other table.
"Mis amigos don't like you very much either, Nick."
He tilted his head in the direction of the Latinos drinking at the bar.
"It's okay, I am expected to work with hombres of my own kind, but sometimes I get a little tired of their interference, you know?"
"Sure, I understand," Nick answered. "But you Latinos are a lot closer than me and these white pricks. Most of them are psychos...belong in an asylum."
Norberto stared at him for a moment. People didn't usually put down their paisanos. Nick was different somehow. He didn't seem to give much of a fuck about fitting in, about following the rules.
Norberto turned towards the Latinos, thinking, then turned back to find one of the white men standing at the side of their table. It was Douglas, one of the enforcers for the local White Syndicate. He was big and ugly, not someone that a person would want to tangle with normally.
"My friend needs to ask you something, Nick," Douglas said in a deep voice. "Be a good guy. C'mon over to our table...just for a minute, will'ya?"
The man ignored Norberto. The room seemed to quiet a little.
Nick started to stand. He didn't want to push the white men too far. That would be counter-productive, but Norberto had had too much to drink and he didn't want to cave too easily, especially with his Latino friends watching.
"Señor, we are just having a conversation here," he said. "No harm, just a little business talk. He'll come over to you in a minute, okay, hombre?"
Douglas half-turned towards Norberto.
"I'm talking to a white man, Spic," Douglas answered. "You just keep your fucking mouth shut 'till we're finished."
Douglas was a little drunk himself and spoke a more loudly than he'd intended. There was no way that Norberto could let such a public insult pass. His hand moved to the knife at his waist. Douglas, anticipating the move, was slightly faster. He was an inch away from plucking out Norberto's eye when Nick's knife cut the deltoid muscle in his shoulder. The man's arm fell as if it had been chopped off.
Norberto, surprised, turned in Nick's direction just as a second white man charged. Nick slipped off his chair and seemed to twist his body so that the charging man just missed him. He moved like a bullfighter, reaching back and cutting the man's carotid artery as he passed by, spraying bright red blood over the floor. The third man from the table circled him more cautiously. Norberto scurried back. This fight was between white-men now. If he joined, it would escalate it into a race thing and damn the both of them with their respective groups.
The third man moved like a dancer. It was obvious that he knew how to use his knife.
He did a double feint then went for an arm on Nick's weak side. It was hard to follow what happened next. Various reconstructions of the fight would claim that the other man slipped and smashed his neck on the heavy table. The truth was that Nick, had jammed the rigid fingers of his hand into the man's throat while running his razor-sharp Marine Raider Stiletto along the back of his knee, severing his hamstring.
The room was silent as the two men gurgled and died on the floor and the third held his useless right arm trying to stem the flow of blood. Norberto gently pushed Nick in the direction of other white men.
"Cover yourself, amigo," he whispered urgently. "We will talk tomorrow."
"FUCKING WHITE PRICKS...," Norberto shouted, "always fighting...always trying to kill each other."
He pushed Nick roughly out of the way and stormed out of the tavern. Nick's knife had magically disappeared into its sheath and he stood there with a confused look on his face.
He turned towards the white part of the room.
"I didn't do nothin'," he said. "Why did they come at me?"
He held up his empty hands in a questioning way.
"No reason...They came at me for no reason," he continued. "I was just talking to the Spic about some business and they pulled their fucking knives on me...for no good reason."
One of the white men in the group spoke up.
"I saw the whole thing. He's right, Douglas started the fight for no good reason. He was drunk."
Nick didn't wait for more confirmation. He just nodded at the man and walked quickly out of the tavern. The next day, someone from the White Syndicate came by and asked him for $300 for, "two funerals and a doctor's bill." Nothing more was ever said of the incident.
Nick kept away from the tavern for a few days and that was the end of it.

***

Norberto stopped him on the street the next day and led him into a back alley.
"I never saw anyone handle a knife like that. Where did you learn, Nick?"
"My mother taught me," he answered.
"Your mother...?"
Nick looked him in the eye. He had been trained to kill by some of the best killers in the world and he'd had ten years of practice. Norberto had no idea of how really bad a mother-fucker he was and Nick wasn't about to tell him. People didn't respond well to being around someone like him.
"I was just lucky, Norberto. Those mother-fuckers were drunk."
"That's not what I saw," Norberto persisted. "You moved so fast that everyone in the place saw something different."
His people had been asking him all day about the gringo with the magic knife.
Nick shook his head and smiled, but inside he was furious. Norberto was no fool. That kind of refined fighting skill didn't come from working construction or from being a kid from East Texas. He should have avoided the confrontation rather than been backed into a corner where he had to reveal something about his real persona. Idiot!
"I get the feeling you are not telling me something, amigo," Norberto said. "But I owe you now. You saved my eye, maybe my life, put yourself into hot water with the gringos, so we go forward with our deal. Okay?"
Nick nodded. He was tired of this cat-and-mouse game. He needed to get to the interior and he needed to do it now.
"Yeah," he said. "I'm hiding something. Isn't everybody around here hiding something? But it has nothing to do with our business. I will not fuck you, Norberto."
The man looked at him closely then nodded. "Okay, Nick."
"What do they do with the girls?" Nick asked, trying to divert the conversation away from his background.
"Do you care?"
Nick shrugged. "Just curious..."
"Some they sell, some they keep to entertain important guests, some get shipped back to Roseau for the whorehouses. I've heard they are even starting to export some."
"Export...?" Nick was surprised. "What about the Navy, the drones that patrol the 12-mile limit?"
Norberto smiled and his gold tooth glistened in the sun.
"The Navy doesn't have enough money to close all the holes. That's what I hear. It's dangerous, but people are getting through. They are even quietly importing guns."
Nick nodded. Keeping Dominica secure would have been difficult even for a Marine division, a few Navy ships and drones weren't going to do the job. They were just window dressing, something to make the public feel good. He seen the same thing happen in Somalia and Libya even in Pakistan--missions doomed to fail from the outset by politicians and profiteers, missions that cost lives.
"The girl I want lives on K Street. Once you grab her take her to the old sugar mill outside of town. I'll be waiting for you there. Keep to the alleys.
"Don't get caught. The gooks will cut you up slowly and mix you in with their sushi."
Nick blinked, unsure if the man was serious or not. It didn't matter, he was sure that it would be an unusually painful death if he was caught.
The more serious concern was the nagging voice in the back of his head that kept asking if he was really prepared to kidnap someone to get Madison back? It wasn't exactly fair to sacrifice one girl for another. Still, the Asian Norberto had earmarked was a felon guilty of something, some monstrous crime, and Madison wasn't. At least that was what he kept telling himself.
The truth was that he just wasn't bothered that much. This was a real mission and worrying about ethics during a real mission, any real mission, was a bad idea. That's how people got killed. You did what needed to be done and let other people wring their hands over the morality. Lots of innocent people had died at his hand. Collateral damage was the price of success.
Of course, that's not what Jack had believed, and he proved it by the way he died.

***

Nick watched the girl Norberto had found from a rooftop for two days. She was small with a pile of loose clothing as he'd said, but Nick could tell from the way she walked that she was fit, maybe an athlete. Each morning, he followed as she was escorted to a nearby market where she shopped for food.
"She is probably praying to be taken," Norberto had said by way of encouragement. "It can't be much fun servicing a gang of gooks."
Nick didn't think about that at all. What she thought or felt was irrelevant. She was his ticket into the bush and to the core of the trafficking business. The success of this mission depended on him delivering her to Norberto's contact. What difference did it make to her anyway? In both cases, she was virtually a slave.
He noticed that her guards cut through a back alley briefly on their return trip. That's where he set his ambush.
The men with her were good, very good. When he stepped into the alley, one of them immediately moved forward to confront him with an extendible baton that he handled like a pro. The other grabbed the girl and ran in the opposite direction. Their rear-guard tactic would have worked fine with any normal attacker, but Nick had executed too many ambushes to be drawn into a pointless fight.
Instead, he ran at the defender and used a kick-sweep to bring him down then just stepped over him ran over him to topple the runner and the girl. She lay dazed on the ground as he turned to face the two men who began to circle for a two-sided attack. One had a knife, the other the baton.
He didn't wait for them to finish circling. He caught one in the face with his boot, breaking his nasal bone, and the other in the knee. Both were momentarily stunned and disabled, at least for a few seconds. Nick didn't wait for them to recover. He stunned the girl with a head slap, slung her over his shoulder, and ran. The few second's lead were enough to break free of the guard's. He moved like a shadow through the back alleys.
Norberto was waiting for him just outside of town.
"Any trouble?" he asked.
"No," Nick answered, "piece of cake."
"Let's get out of town a little farther."
They walked another mile to a spot where Norberto had hidden his fish cart, the one he would later fill with fish to disguise his absence."
"Far enough, put her down. Let's see what you caught."
Nick lay the semi-conscious girl gently on the ground. Norberto ripped off her shirt as she was recovering. She looked up at him, disoriented, her long black hair tangled around her head over her face.
"Nice, very nice," he said. "I knew it! We should get a good price for her. She has that kind of mud-flap body that the jungle people like to buy...sturdy and sexy, you know. "
"What the fuck!" the girl said pushing her hair away from her face. "What do you want?"
She looked even younger up close, maybe nineteen.
Norberto pulled a rope from his back pocket and knelt down on one knee.
"We can do this the easy way or the hard way," he said reasonably, keeping his voice gentle. "Which do you want?"
She looked at him without fear then brought her bare leg up against the side of his head. Nick, who had seen the blow coming, grabbed her hair and pushed her to the soft ground while pulling her free arm behind her back. Norberto picked himself up and stood back.
"Wow, this is one nice piece of ass," he declared. "She won't have to hide this body anymore. I'm telling you, Nick, we're doing her a favor."
He slipped a loop around one bent-back wrist then around the other as Nick held her tight. Norberto locked her elbows together with another rope then tied her wrists in the small of her back with a rope around her tiny waist. He pushed a wad of cloth into her mouth then tied it. She had already given him her answer about coming along quietly.
"Hold her," he ordered.
Nick complied, feeling a sudden wave of shame. Norberto removed his belt and looped it around her legs just above the knees. The girl couldn't move.
"We need to take some of the fight out of her," he declared.
He took another rope and wound it around his hand until only the two ends were hanging loose.
"Hold her tight. This won't take long."
Nick grabbed her bound arms and pulled them back. He was familiar with extreme tactics in the field, but this was no military interrogation. This was intimidation. Norberto lit into her ass with a dozen strokes. Her strong jerks nearly lifted Nick off the ground. He could hear her groans as the rope inflicted its burns. Finally, she stopped jerking, accepting each now stroke with a muted cry of pain.
"That's enough," Nick said. "She's had enough."
Norberto looked at him strangely.
"...not by half, partner. We have a long way to travel. She needs to remember this lesson for the entire trip."
He resumed the whipping. Nick stayed silent, holding the girl in position until her ass and the back of her legs were bright red. Norberto leaned back and untied his belt then pulled her roughly to her feet then reached into his pocket for two nipple clamps. The girl groaned in blinding pain as they bit into her tender skin. He tied them to a rope that he would use as a leash.
"Listen to me, bitch. You earned these clamps with that kick. If you kick me again or try to run I'll string you up by your ankles and whip your gook pussy until it looks like raw hamburger. You understand?"
     The girl looked at him with tears of fury in her eyes then slowly nodded her compliance. Nick knew that she was far from finished, but the whipping and the clamps had done their job. For the time being, she would cooperate. All of that was necessary, he told himself. They had a long way to go through a dangerous jungle. Fighting her every step of the way would have been impossible.
Norberto pulled on the rope and she shrieked in pain. The gag contained the sound.
"Remember what I said," he hissed in her face. "Any more trouble and your cunt is going to hurt for a week."
She looked at him with hatred. Nick was sure that if it wasn't for the gag she would have attacked him with her teeth, instead she looked down in defeat. That was the way it was with compliance--every concession was built on the one before. He had seen lots of people coerced in the field, men and women. He knew how it worked.

***

They reached Purgatory two days later. Norberto had fucked the girl. He said he didn't usually mix business with pleasure, but since there were two of them on this trip, he could relax some. Nick had passed on the pleasure, claiming that he was too distracted by the dangers of the jungle.
The truth was that the more time they spent with her, the more he came to look on her as a person rather than a means to an end--someone with the same fears and thoughts they all had. It was a sobering experience.
As they approached the plantation he could see a number of guards patrolling a perimeter fence. Nick was surprised to see that they were all armed with modern assault rifles and side-arms.
"They have firearms?" he asked Norberto in a low voice.
"I saw a few rifles the last time I was here, now it looks like they are all armed."
Nick knew more than most what this meant. A group of armed men on this island was a power-bloc, a power-bloc that was most probably led by a warlord. All it took to have sovereignty in a place like this was guns and men and someone with the intelligence to lead them. ...At least for a while, until the opposition had their own guns or until someone like him was sent to cancel them out. He and Jack had specialized in warlords, sending scores of them into the afterlife with just a Ghillie suit and the Barrett.
The guards recognized Norberto and let him pass through the gate staring admiringly at the girl on his leash. Traders bearing goods were obviously welcome on the plantation. Nick caught sight of several other guards strategically placed on the high ground all around. It wouldn't be easy for an intruder to break into this place, he decided. Someone with a brain had set up these defenses, but there were holes.
Norberto tugged on the rope and the naked girl, whose name they'd discovered was Leslie Liang from New York's Chinatown, followed behind. From the way she was concentrating, Nick was sure that she was gathering information for a possible escape.
He wished her good luck, but knew that the attempt would be useless. There were weaknesses in the defenses, but they weren't glaring, just omissions that someone unfamiliar with jungle fighting could easily overlook. He doubted that they would be sloppy enough to let their girls escape. Still, with a lucky break, she might have a chance. The problem was the jungle. It was full of marauders and crazies. She wouldn't get far. He would have been happy to have someone like her watching his back on patrol, but her fate was already sealed...thanks to him.
Norberto had forced her to tell him her name and hometown. Nick would have preferred that she had remained anonymous. Knowing someone's name was a level of personalization that they didn't need. It just added to his sense that he was doing something wrong. What would he say to her family if they ever met? She was kidnapped and enslaved for a good cause? ...for his cause? Would he tell them about the acceptability of minimal collateral damage?
A large well-kept house came into view. There was an enormous tree out front with two ropes hanging from the branch. The house reminded him of an anti-bellum plantation house from the Deep South. He could even see some men working in the fields beyond, share croppers he assumed, trading security for a part of their crop. A man was sitting on the porch, kneeling at his feet was a dark, well-shaped girl of indeterminate ancestry with an enormous mane of chestnut hair. She was one of the most beautiful women he'd ever seen. Her tanned skin and red-brown hair sparked an instant air of mystery as to how she had been spawned. She wore a short top and a skirt. There was a leather collar around her neck.
"Good morning, Mr. Deforge," Norberto called out cheerfully as they neared the steps.
He stopped at the bottom. Deforge raised his hand in a friendly greeting but made no move to stand. Nick noticed that several armed men had moved in behind them and that several others were standing at the far corners of the porch. They had them in a perfect cross-fire. Deforge didn't take many chances, he thought, although the hills would make him a perfect shot for a determined sniper.
"Who do you have with you, Norberto?" he asked.
It didn't seem like the kind of situation that warranted introductions, but Nick had a sense that Deforge favored civility including the formality of a name exchange.
"This is mi amigo, Nick Andros. He's new to the island. We're thinking about partnering up for these trips, Mr. Deforge. Things are a lot more dangerous in the jungle now. A lot more people are moving out of Roseau. Things there are pretty bad, lots of murders and abductions."
Deforge smiled at the inherent conflict in his report then nodded at Nick. He stared at him for a minute as if trying to get his measure. There was no offer to shake hands.
"What have you got there, something for me?"
"A real oriental beauty, Mr. Deforge. She will earn you top dollar."
Deforge gave a signal and one of the men from the porch who walked down and took the nude girl's leash, leading her onto the porch.
"The term 'oriental' is not politically correct these days, Norberto," he said, standing up to inspect the girl. He took a riding crop off a nearby table and walked all around her, probing. When he was fully behind, he gave her a vicious slice on the ass. She had anticipated the stroke and stood still as the pain coursed through her body. Nick was impressed; he knew how much that must have hurt.
"She's a hard-ass," Deforge declared casually. "...Take us a month or two to break someone like this down...lots of time and expense."
He threw the crop onto the side table.
"What's her name?"
"Leslie Liang," Norberto answered. "She was a house-girl for a gang of...," he stopped and glanced back. One of the riflemen behind was clearly Chinese. "...Asians. We're, like doing her a favor getting her out of that situation."
Deforge smiled again. It was obvious that he appreciated Norberto's twisted views.
"What are you in for...?" he asked the girl, brushing the back of his hand against her hard nipples.
"Murder," she answered sullenly, "...twenty-five to life. I killed a man who touched my tits without permission."
Deforge smiled again then turned and spoke directly to Nick. "Imagine letting a woman like this, someone with this much spirit rot in a prison cell. I don't care what she did, a punishment like that is criminal...worse, it's a waste."
Nick stared back but didn't answer. Norberto nodded and lifted his hands in acceptance, as if taking credit for having rescuing her.
"We'll see if we can't make your next twenty years more interesting, my dear," he said turning back to the girl who wisely kept silent.
"How much were you thinking for her, Norberto?" he asked leaning over the porch railing.
"We were hoping to get $2,000, Mr. Deforge. The risks are larger now, and we need two people, and... "
Deforge shook his head. "I'm afraid the best I can do is $1,000, Norberto. We're a little overpopulated with Asians right now. They are an acquired taste, you know."
Norberto remained quiet for a moment. There was no sense rushing the negotiation. The girl was looking from one man to the other.
"Can you do $1,800, Mr. Deforge? Like I said, it's getting more and more dangerous to make this trip. We need to keep it worthwhile, you know, given the risk..."
Deforge looked back at the girl who, for some strange reason, had straightened her body and thrust out her breasts.
"I'll tell you what, Norberto, let's settle on $1,250 and I'll put you and your friend up for a day with all the privileges of the house."
Norberto paused for a moment. "That's very generous of you, Jefe, pero we need to be getting back with our fish. I don't want the Asian gangs to put us together with her disappearance."
Nick spoke up for the first time. "Let's not be rude, Norberto. Mr. Deforge has offered us his hospitality which I think would be worth the small difference."
Norberto looked at him then nodded at Deforge.
"Perdóneme, Patrón. My friend is right. We are grateful to accept your offer of $1,250.
Deforge signaled that one of his men should take the girl away. She stared evilly at Nick as she turned. She seemed to know that his offense against her was somehow worse than Norberto's.
"Take some time to wash up and rest, friends. We will have dinner together tonight. I want to hear all the current news from Roseau."
He walked inside and they followed. Nick glanced down at the kneeling girl. He had been watching her carefully while Deforge negotiated. She had never raised her eyes above the ground. He wondered what kind of discipline it took to achieve such absolute obedience.







The House on the Hill

 
"André was a chef at the Waldorf before he sliced his boss's neck with a pruning knife," Deforge said casually as he was being served a plate of crispy coconut shrimp, couscous, and salad.
André, who was dressed in a white chef's hat and white apron, smiled disarmingly and shrugged his shoulders. They were seated in an elegant dining room which was surprising light and airy. It had a spectacular view through the open French doors of the green mountains and the Caribbean miles below.
Deforge's chestnut-haired beauty was kneeing beside his chair carefully taking bits of food from his hand like a trained dog.
"Many of us on the island have interesting and useful backgrounds. I was, for example, a Wall Street attorney for a while then an investment banker. I made hundreds of millions before the market turned against me. The Feds claimed I had used client funds illegally. That was true. What they failed to mention in the incitement was that I had also made them millions.
"But isn't that the way life is...," he added philosophically. "One day you're a hero, the next you're a petty criminal."
He smiled and shrugged in much the same way that André had done then fed another shrimp to his pet.
"Did Norberto tell you he was a close associate of Franco Fernandez of Los Angeles, one of the largest drug dealers in the country. You worked for him as a wholesaler, isn't that right, Norberto?"
Norberto smiled and picked up another shrimp then licked his fingers clean. André winced at his bad manners.
"Same old story," Deforge said, "he didn't force anyone to take drugs. He was providing a service.
"What did you do before, Nick?"
The question seemed innocent enough, but something in the man's eyes told him to be careful.
"Construction...an independent contractor...residential home remodeling that kind of thing."
"Uh ha," Deforge said as he nodded. "So where did you learn how to use a knife so well?"
Nick stared at him. Deforge obviously had eyes in Roseau. As he knew, the knife fight was a strategic mistake. There was no logical explanation for such expertise in his self-abbreviated background.
"It wasn't much of a fight," Nick replied slowly. "They were drunk, I was lucky."
"Uh ha," he repeated. "That's not the story I got, Nick. I was told that before anyone even knew what was happening, you had killed two men and crippled a third, that you moved like someone who has been killing people with a knife for a long time."
Nick glanced towards the doorway. Two of Deforge's men had stepped into the room and stood there with AK-47s. He would be dead before he could get halfway to them.
"May I see your famous knife?" Deforge asked, wiping his hands with his napkin.
Nick noticed André glancing down to confirm the position of his carving knife. Four against one, Nick thought, assuming Norberto stays out of it which he probably would.
Nick reached back to his sheath and slowly removed the knife then laid it on the table with the hilt facing Deforge. He coolly continued to eat his shrimp.
Deforge lifted the weapon and examined it carefully.
"A Marine Raider Stiletto...not the kind of weapon one would typically find on this island.
"That's another inconsistency, Nick."
He said it with a friendly tone, but the words were accusatory. Nick began to evaluate his options and his chances. He might have had more of a chance with his knife, but now even that was out of his reach.
"You are also partnered with my friend Norberto who as we all know is a Latino. It's very dangerous in these islands to fraternize with another ethnic group. Why would someone take that chance, Nick?"
He didn't wait for an answer.
"You see my dilemma, don't you? We all have secrets, but your story has some glaring holes in it."
Deforge turned the knife around and handed it back to Nick who slipped it back into its sheath.
"You see, Nick, I cannot afford to take chances on people. This is a very high-risk operation. It depends on good intelligence and on trust. I cannot count on luck or the honesty of my partners.
"So...I'm waiting."
The two men by the door had quietly released the safeties on their weapons. Nick resumed eating his dinner.
"This really is an extraordinary meal," he said evenly, "my complements, André."
André nodded gratefully then moved his hand closer to the knife on his cart.
"I learned how to use a knife in the Marines...Recon...sniper. I liberated my knife from the Corps when I retired. Yes, you're right, I have not been convicted of any crime. I'm here on Dominica to pursue a private matter."
Deforge nodded, still smiling.
"This private matter has nothing to do with law enforcement or with the government, although I did use a high-level contact in the government to get here. I have no particular interest in you Mr. Deforge or in your business other than as it might be connected to my private business at some point in the future. That's it," he said, finishing his meal and carefully wiping his mouth.
Norberto's mouth was open. Deforge was still staring at him with an enigmatic smile.
"Interesting...," Deforge said. "Let me see if I've got this straight. You're a former Marine, one trained as a professional killer...no offense, but that's what snipers do. You comes into my home under false pretenses after using a high-level government contact to sneak into a penal colony that no one in their right mind would visit. To get here, you kill two men, cripple another, beat up two more, and kidnap a beautiful young women who, by the way, you know is destined for a life of sexual slavery.
"You now admit to all of this, but refuse to disclose your actual purpose which you claim is personal and private but not related to law enforcement or to me...yet."
"Have I got that right, Nick?
Nick wiped his mouth and put the napkin on his plate.
"Yes, that's it."
Deforge took a sip of wine then carefully wiped his mouth. Nick looked at him without fear. He has been in too many near-death situations to fear death now. If it happens, it happens. There was nothing he could do about it now. He turned and winked at André...if this was to be his last meal, it was excellent.
"Interesting...," Deforge says quietly. "Let's leave it there for the time being."
He gave an almost imperceptible hand signal and his gunmen step outside the room then he begins to run his fingers thoughtfully through his girl's long hair. André clears the plates for his special dessert, baked Alaska.
"After dinner, I'll take you gentlemen around my stable. I think you will find it interesting."

***

Deforge led them along a manicured, torch-lit path to a building behind the main house. It was an imposing structure made of jungle hardwood. In front, were two wooden platforms that looked like the letter "H" laid flat and parallel with the ground. Each platform held a naked girl. Deforge walked between them and took a short whip from one of the guards. The two girls began to struggle against their bondage, sensing the oncoming pain.
Norberto looked a little uneasy. Nick's disclosure at dinner had put him in a very bad light with Deforge. He was after all his sponsor. Nick's expression was neutral. He was looking for the right opportunity to escape, but so far they all looked more like suicide.
He stared at the pilloried girls. Nick had seen plenty of pain in the Marines and he wasn't going to be much affected by whatever show Deforge had planned. The man clearly had an agenda for tonight, but it was a mystery. Why not kill him and get it over with? He wondered. Why all this drama?
He studied the two girls more closely. Their arms were shackled to the wood at their wrists and elbows and their legs were secured at their ankles and knees. The bondage forced their heads lower than their asses and spread their legs so that their assholes and cunt-holes were clearly visible. A thick silver ass-hook had been inserted and tied to their hair to keep their heads and faces up. Weighted nipple clamps had also been used; these seemed to be causing most of the current suffering.
One of the girls was Leslie, the Asian beauty they had sold today, and the other was the chestnut-haired pet that had behaved so well at dinner. Both looked as if they were suffering and scared, which was exactly the atmosphere Deforge wanted to create.
"Come closer, gentlemen. These punishment stocks are my own design. Notice how much skin they make available for the whip. How still they keep my subjects. I don't like there to be a lot of movement I'm administering pain. It doesn't instill the right amount of terror and helplessness. On the other hand, too much confinement makes it hard to understand the degree of suffering that's involved. A little movement makes the event much more interesting.
"The whole thing is actually a very creative process."
Nick watched as guards positioned themselves around the edges of the clearing. They all had a clean shot at him in the event of trouble. Surprisingly though, Deforge was now inside his personal kill zone. Even without the knife at his waist, at this distance the man would be dead before anyone could get off a shot. Wouldn't he know that...? Nick wondered.
Deforge put his hand on Leslie's trembling ass then ran it down the inside of her thigh. The girl closed her eyes and shivered from head to toe.
"I usually wait until the morning to initiate my training, but in honor of your visit, I decided to break with tradition and begin tonight with Leslie here, who I've decided to rename 'Lynn' ...much sexier don't you think?"
Leslie/Lynn tried to turn her pulled-back head, but wasn't able. Her accusatory eyes focus on Nick and drilled into his head. She had not only lost her freedom, but also her name. Deforge moved a few feet to his left and ran his hand down the redhead's flanks.
"Joanna is here for balance. I don't like to work on one girl by herself. It's much more effective if they can see what happens to someone else before it happens to them." He lowered his voice to a whisper, "Fear is a huge part of...the experience."
"Isn't that right, Joanna?"
"Ye...yes, Master," she answered.
The pain from her nipple clamps was making it hard for her to speak. Deforge smiled and smacked her hard on the ass. The girl winced but moved but only slightly. The shackles held her firmly in place with her ass in the air and her thighs and calves fully exposed.
"Joanna is what I call a pain slut. She is deathly afraid of it, but is somehow compelled to periodically experience the thrill. She can come from the stimulation of the pain alone. That's very unusual. Typically, it's the combination of pain and pleasure that brings on a climax, some of which are quite extreme."
He pulled his arm back and slapped the sensitive inside of the girl's thigh. She yelped then moaned as her weights on her nipples swung back and forth.
"Maybe you can do the honors for me tonight, Nick," he said slowly, holding out the short whip. "Just the ass and legs. Five hard strokes for each then switch off. Fifty strokes in all, ten sets...for each."
Nick looked at the whip then at Deforge's face. He was certain that this was some kind of test, he was equally certain that he would not leave this clearing alive if he refused. Deforge was playing some kind of weird game, and in the course of it, putting himself within Nick's kill circle. Why was he taking such a chance?
"They're only bitches, Nick," he whispered.
"Trust me, most of them deserve to be punished. They are often violent criminals, outcast and rejected by society. I salvage them with pain and humiliation; I make them into creatures of extraordinary value, much more highly prized than the mere women they were. When I finish with a girl, people are willing to pay me large amounts of money to possess her.
He ran his hand along the length of Joanna's bare leg.
"It's a business of course, but it's hard to suppress one's feelings with so much beauty around." He seemed to be talking more to himself than Nick. "There's something magical about a woman, don't you think, Nick?" he asked, moving his hand up and down the girl's quivering thigh. "It's more than nature, more than the normal desire we all have to fuck them. They are pure art, human art, without knowing why we are moved by their curves, inspired by their behaviors, affected by them in a thousand ways we can't possibly understand.
"Despite appearances, I love women, Nick. How about you?"
He touched Nick's hand with the whip handle. It was like an electric shock, but instead of moving away, Nick reached out and took the whip then stepped quickly to the girls' rear.
This was about commitment, he told himself. He'd done much worse to survive.
He started with Joanna, laying five quick strokes on the back of her legs then immediately moving to the new girl, Lynn, and did the same. The sound of the whip and their horrible screams echoed back from the edge of the jungle. He paused with his eyes closed, listening to the echo, waiting the exact right moment to begin again. He laid another series of five hard strokes on each woman taking care to strike only those portions of skin which had not be struck, including the inner thighs.
He waited again to the chorus of their screams. Norberto was watching with a kind of confused surprise. Deforge had his arms crossed and a neutral expression on his face. The third series was just slightly harder than the first two. It was obvious that the two were beginning to become numb to the lash. Nick compensated by hitting slightly harder again.
Lynn was screaming hard now and shaking her head violently, pulling painfully on her ass-hook with each stroke. At the end of the third series, Nick stopped and stroked her backside, running his hand between her whip-seared legs and over her cunt. In seconds she was shuddering in a massive uncontrollable climax, her pain forgotten. He began again. After the fourth series, he stimulated Joanna's hard clit the same way and brought her to a climax that was so violent it threatened to break bones.
By the time the fifty strokes were finished, both women were moaning with a constant sound of impossible agony...and unfulfilled desire. They were in a kind of endorphin-induced coma. Nick reached under and gently removed their nipple clamps then massaged the blood back into each tit. Their screams from the forced circulation were terrifying.
He walked to Deforge and casually handed him the whip. The man smiled
"That was quite interesting, Nick," Deforge said. "You seem to have an intimate understanding of pain and anatomy. Another hidden facet of your enigmatic life perhaps."
He turned and led them inside. Nick followed feeling a strange sense of excitement. He had tortured and killed people before but never in such a formulaic manner. The ritual of it conveyed the absolute power that one person can have over another. This was total unconditional surrender; it was an amazing feeling.

***

"As I said, this is a business for me, Nick," Deforge was saying. "A business with unlimited potential.
"The U.S. government has condemned us to live together without laws, moral boundaries, or social protections. For me, this meant that I was free to trade in whatever commodity I wanted. Of course, I choose the one with the greatest profit potential--women.
"The Dominica trade in women is a gold mine and its chief enabler is the US government and the government bank. Without the bank, the criminal exiles who compose our client base, would not have the money to buy what they need and want.
"And don't kid yourself, Nick, these criminals have money. A lot of it is held by their criminal partners in the States and other countries, but they seem to have no problem getting it here. The government has tried to slow this with its thousand-dollar-a-month restriction, but these guys are creative. The latest I hear is to transfer money to other people then pay them a small fee when you collect.
"I'm selling ten girls a month. I could be selling a hundred. And that's only the tip of the iceberg. Once I get a decent network established, I can double my business by selling to people on the outside. The security perimeter is a joke. The potential for the sale of women from here is unlimited."
“What we have here is a totally free market driven by man's most base instincts. It's perfect."
He paused and turned towards Nick.
"For the first few years, the strong preyed on the weak. But that's all changing, the people here are getting organized, forming groups. The technology is also improving, firearms have found their way to the islands in large numbers. My business is now directly threatened by gangs from the city and tribes that have formed in the mountains.
He was speaking directly to Nick with Norberto trailing behind.
Nick understood the evolution from individual savagery to tribal warfare to warlord society. Most of the time, the commodity that provided the wherewithal for the transformation was drugs, but women were also a motivation, especially in the third world. This was downplayed in the developed countries, with their Victorian attitudes towards sex and submission, but it was real. Apparently, according to Deforge, here on PC Dominica the trade in women was on steroids.
They continued walking, passing by a line of girls who were naked and suspended by their wrists on their toes. They had obviously been put on display for Deforge and his guests. He stopped in front of a long-legged beauty with flashing eyes and a mass of curly black hair. She looked Eastern European maybe Romanian.
Deforge pushed his crop between her legs. The girl spread them immediately.
"Look at this," he said, pointing to a faint stubble of soft black hair growing around her cunt. "If you were a customer, I might lose a sale because of this." He continued walking. "I have a problem with quality and consistency. I can't be on top of everything myself and most of the people around me are careless and undisciplined. Many of them think like street punks, always looking for the quick score."
He used the crop to smack the girl they were passing on the inside of her thigh as if she were to blame for his t4roubles.
"Fuck!" he said, annoyed. "It's terrible to waste such potential for a lack of talent."
They continued walking down the line of women then stopped in front of a gorgeous blond who was bound differently than the others. Her arms were tied behind her back and pulled up high, forcing her to bend forward at the waist; her legs were spread, held open by a wooden pole tied between her ankles. There was a rubber ball strapped in her mouth and sharp-toothed weighted clamps on her nipples.
She was moaning in time to the waves of pain coursing through her body. The three men watched as she moved pitifully trying to escape the pain by standing on her toes. It was no use, every muscles in her body was on fire and she was twisting and writhing in the bondage without dignity.
Nick stared at her without expression, but inside he was elated. It was Madison Monroe, the girl he'd come to rescue.
"This one is fairly new," Deforge said, "but she's not cooperating. I may have to wholesale her soon at a discouraging discount...let someone else try to tame her. I need to keep my merchandise moving."
He stopped and seemed to ponder for a moment.
"I promised you boys the run of the house, so take your pick."
Norberto looked back along the line and moved in front of the black-haired beauty with the almond-shaped dark eyes.
"I'll take this one, Mr. Deforge."
Deforge nodded and turned to Nick. "And you Sergeant?"
Once again, Nick hid his surprise. He had never mentioned his rank. How did Deforge know that he had been a sergeant? And why had he asked him to whip the girls outside? And what was all the talk about? Was he still playing some kind of game with him?
Nick walked back down the line of women, stopping in from of two or three girls to look into their faces, into their beckoning eyes. They all wanted an evening's relative comfort in his bed and were unconcerned about being fucked. He knew the one he was going to pick, but he didn't want to make it obvious.
"I'll take your troublemaker, Mr. Deforge. I have always liked a challenge."
"Be my guest," Deforge answered with a satisfied look on his face. "Just don't mark her. Even in her current rough state, she's worth a lot of money."
Madison looked up from her suffering. Deforge watched her closely. The agony racking her body was written across her beautiful face, but there was no sign of recognition. Deforge seemed to relax slightly.
"I'll have her taken down and rested for an hour so that she's in good shape for you tonight," he said slowly. "Shall we have an after-dinner drink?"
He said a few words to one of the guards and they walked out the same way they had come. The two girls Nick had whipped were laying on the ground being tended by other girls. The Asian, Lynn, turned her head and watched as he walked by. There was no anger in her eyes anymore only a dreamy look and a hint of...desire?
Nick knew it was only the most immediate aftereffect of her torment. She would be resistant for weeks. Still, it was a start.







A Night to Remember

 
After drinks, Nick and Norberto were shown to their rooms. Nick closed his eyes and lay down on the bed still thinking about the way the chestnut-haired girl, Joanna, had moved during her whipping. He dozed off with the memory of her ass puckering in supplication, surprised to feel his cock stiffening in an enormous erection.
The knock on the door woke him. It was Madison. Her guard pushed her inside then laid her on the floor and spent ten minutes tying her in a hogtie with silky black rope. It was a kind of bedtime ritual that they probably went through with the guests. Nick didn't interfere. Madison looked like a sexy Christmas present when he was finished.
He had to admire the man's kinky skill. She was naked, on her stomach in an impossibly painful arc. There was a large leather gag covering her mouth and, from the wide-eyed expression on her face, he was sure that the gag held a dildo against the back of her throat. The man had tied a length of the rope around her waist then pulled it tightly between her cunt and ass cheeks and knotted in the back. The arc in her back was created by a separate rope that pulled her elbows in the direction of a hook in the ceiling. The extreme backward pull on her shoulders must be excruciating, Nick thought.
She turned her eyes towards him, begging for relief. He had never seen anyone plead with more expressive anguish. He didn't move to help; he just sat on the bed and watched as she suffered. He needed time to think.
Her father had been with him since he joined the Marines. They had gone through Parris Island together then to the Scout Sniper Basic Course at Camp Lejeune. They had fought as a sniper team during the entire Pakistani action and chalked up more than 384 confirmed kills. But that had only been the beginning. After Pakistan they had been sent to Indonesia and then to Somalia, racking up another 822 confirmed and 220 suspected kills. Most of their targets were taken with a Barrett M107A1 .50 caliber silenced sniper rifle at a range of one to two miles. It was a new record for the Marines.
Most of those they killed were evil beyond the slightest shadow of a doubt. Examples of their villainy were often found everywhere they went. It was the nature of a strongman to continually demonstrate their power. But every once in a while, they were sent to kill someone whose bad intentions were not so obvious.
Jack was the first to suggest that some of the people they were killing had no military significance. As the number of assignments increased, this become strikingly obvious. They were being used for political assassination; they had become hit men for high government official, terminating anyone who, in their view, opposed U.S. government policy.
Jack wanted to quit once they were sure, to just walk away, but Nick convinced him to wait. They were Marines after all, under orders; they couldn't just stop whenever they wanted. It would mean a court-martial or perhaps even an unfortunate "range accident" if they were not careful.
But Jack was right of course: the politicians were drunk with the life and death power that a top-notch sniper team provided. Thanks to the team's skill, it was possible for them to kill anyone, anywhere, at any time without detection. They were not killing America's sworn enemies anymore, they were killing potentially dangerous ideas and ideals.
The end finally came by dumb luck. They were hiding in a swamp when a squad of enemy rifleman literally tripped over Jack's spider hole. He was tortured on the spot, suspended in an arm-breaking strappado and beaten with rifle butts to reveal the location of his partner, who they knew had to be somewhere in the area, probably within whispering distance.
Jack never said a word even as they broke all the major bone in his body. Nick watched every moment of his torture from his hole. Only in his final death throes, choking on his own blood, did Jack glance at him. That was the moment Nick knew that his career as a Marine sniper was over.
But not before he had killed all fifteen men in the patrol as they marched back to their camp. He did it with a single bullet in the abdomen for each. He wanted them to suffer. The jungle reverberated with their agonized cries for hours. Later, he went back and buried his friend. A month after, he was separated from the USMC on a Medical Discharge and, a month after that, he heard about Madison.
The girl's guttural moans roused him from his memories.
She was incredibly beautiful, he thought. Athletic, with all the right curves and lines, but still soft enough to want to touch. Before he realized what he was doing, he reached out and touched her nipple, running it through his fingers. It was hard like a small rock. She looked at him in despair then glanced at the crop sitting harmlessly on the nightstand. It was obvious that she expected to be cropped...then fucked.
Nick suddenly realized what he was doing and pulled his hand back from her tit in shock. He shook his head to clear out the evil. This was Jack's twenty-year-old daughter, his blood, and he was touching her sexually, allowing her to suffer while he reminisced.
He quickly unstrapped the gag and removed the dildo then took her out of the hogtie, neatly wrapping the ropes into bundles as he worked. It was impossible not to touch her as he removed the ropes; it was equally impossible not to look at her exquisite body. By the time he was done, he had another hard-on that just wouldn't quit. He pulled a sheet off the bed and handed it to her with his face turned away. The girl scurried into a corner of the room and wrapped the sheet around her body.
"I'm...I'm not going to hurt you," he said carefully.
She stared at him like a deer caught in a trap.
"Listen to me, Madison. I'm a friend of your father's. I came here to take you home. Your conviction has been overturned and the sentence commuted. They found evidence that your boyfriend had planted the drugs in your room. You're free, we just need to get you out of here."
Madison stared at him blankly. After all these weeks of torture, her mind worked differently.
Nick came closer and sat cross-legged on the floor at her feet. The girl drew her long legs up, trying to stay as far away from him as possible.
"I'm not going to hurt you. My name is Nick, Nick Andros. I'm a friend of your father's. He might have mentioned me? We served together in the Marines. I...I was there when he died. When I heard about your trouble, I got a Senator to pull some strings so that I could get into Dominica and find you. It's all arranged, you're going home."
The girl looked at him with uncomprehending eyes.
"You...you touched me!"
Nick recoiled as if she had slapped him in the face. He had touched her, sexually.
"I...I...forgive me. I forgot who I was, who you were for a second."
Why had he done that? He usually had more control.
"You left me hogtied and watched me suffer," she added.
He stared at her. She was right. There was no excuse for his behavior, no good reason. It wasn't the basis for trust. He remained silent for several seconds.
"I'm here to help you," he repeated lamely. "Maybe I'm not a very nice person, but I am here to help you. Your...your father sent me."
"No he didn't," she answered bluntly. "I never knew my father. He spent all of his time away, on duty. He was never home, never there for me."
"Maybe not, but he thought about you. He talked about you all the time," Nick answered lamely.
None of this wasn't going the way he'd imagined. None of this fit the traditional model of a courageous white knight recuing a damsel in distress.
"He loved you...in his own way."
"Bullshit," she said softly. "He was a killer, that was the only thing he ever loved, killing, like you..."
Nick stared at her. She was right again. As Deforge had said, he had killed, abducted, and abused innocent people to get here...all to complete a self-imposed mission to secure her freedom. How many others would he kill or hurt before he was finished. She was right, he was a predator just as Jack had been.
But this wasn't about him or Jack, it was about her.
"Fuck this," he said angrily. "We don't have time for you to make judgments about my behavior. Do you want to get out of this situation or not? If you do, I'm your only chance."
She didn't say anything.
"You need to start cooperating with me, Madison. I may be a son-of-a-bitch like your father, but right now I'm YOUR son-of-a-bitch. That's what should be important to you. Think about it."
He moved back to the bed and closed his eyes. This had been one Hell of a difficult day.

***

He dozed off again. When he opened his eyes she was lying on the bed next to him wrapped in the sheet.
"Yes, I do want to get out of here," she whispered, answering the last question he'd asked. "But that's not going to be easy. Deforge knows about my sentence being commuted; he knows about the publicity. He's not going to want me to go back and tell the press about his trafficking racket."
Nick was mesmerized by the movement of her full lips then surprised by the meaning of her words.
Deforge knew about her? How was that possible?
If he knew about her, he wasn't going to let her go back to the States. She knew too much about his operation here in Purgatory. Did he know that he and Madison were connected? Probably not. The only one who knew was the Warden. Deforge had investigated his general background, probably based on a tip from one of the PRA people. If he knew his connection to her, his reason for being here, he would be dead and she would be back on the rack.
 "There's no way for you to get me out of this place," she said quietly.
"It’s fortress. He's got armed men everywhere. The jungle is full of marauders and insane criminals. This is literally Hell on Earth."
Nick turned towards her to hear better. For some reason, she was speaking in a low whisper.
"The only way is to wait until I'm sold. The people who buy Deforge's girls are nowhere near as careful or as smart as he is and they don't have anywhere near the kind of security he does."
Nick nodded.
"That could mean an awful lot of pain for you between now and then," he said.
"Including...tonight," she whispered.
He turned on his side towards her, not understanding.
"You will need to punish me...ah, Nick. If there are no screams from this room, if I don't come out looking as if I've been well used, he's going to know that something is wrong. It's not easy to fool these animals about pain."
"You're also going to need to...to fuck me," she said softly. "I don't think they have sophisticated listening devices yet, but I wouldn't be surprised if he has one of his men watching us right now. It would be very suspicious if you didn't do that..."
Nick was silent, literally floored by the brutality of her logic. It wasn't often that someone asked to be tortured and fucked.
"It's okay, Nick. Everything we do here tonight is to survive. I know you wouldn't do it otherwise. It's necessary, believe me."
He knew she was right. As a sniper, he had had to do things that other people would have simply refused to do even if it meant death. She was Jack Monroe's daughter alright. She had his brains and his guts.
"I...I told you, I was Jack's friend. I'm not going to torture and fuck his daughter no matter what the circumstances.
"Then we're both dead," she said with finality.
He lay back and tried to think.
"You're sure?" he asked after a long while.
She nodded in the dark.
"And you need to do it right. Our lives depend on it. They will smell a rat if you hold back."
He paused again then reached slowly across to the night stand and took one of the black ropes he'd wrapped so carefully.
"You will do what I tell you to do, bitch," he said loudly, loudly enough to stir anyone who might be watching them.
He rolled over on top of her, pinning her arms to her sides with his legs. In seconds, the ropes were around her wrists then spread out to the bedposts. He did the same to her ankles, pulling her legs down so hard that the bones of her rib cage were showing.
"Let go of me you fucking pig," she screamed convincingly.
Nick was on her in a second, shoving the gag with the dildo back into her mouth and fastening it behind her neck. It would have been easier for him to pull a pillowcase over her head, but for some reason he wanted to see her eyes...as he hurt her.
His torture wasn't very creative by Deforge's standards. He just took the crop he found on the nightstand and began to slowly, even softly whip the insides of her legs and her underarms. In ten minutes, the sensitive skin was red and every touch was agony. In twenty minutes, she was twisting like a wild animal and gasping for breath. Nick continued with the cropping until her endorphins, the body's natural painkillers, had kicked in and she was floating in a kind of self-induced coma.
As every interrogator knew, the best way to bring a subject out of such an endorphin-induced coma was with a sudden terrible injection of dopamine, the body's pleasure drug. He undressed and mounted her, sticking his cock into cunt without any of the usual foreplay. In seconds, she was moving frantically with his same rhythm. They came in a sudden tightening of muscles and an explosion of grunts and fluids. Madison's eyes rolled into the back of her head and she fainted from the intensity of it.
Nick repeated the torture and the sex four more times. By the time they fell asleep, the girl was mumbling incoherent pleas for mercy in between screams of pain and sexual ecstasy. He closed his eyes.
 The last thing he saw before falling off into an exhausted sleep was Jack Monroe's fearsome war-face.







The Proposition

 
The Marine Corp teaches men how to think for themselves and to react instantly, Nick remembered, but this situation would challenge even the most adaptable of them.
In five minutes, Deforge had turned the plan that he and Madison had hatched the night before upside down. It was time for him to adapt, to come up with something new. The problem was that new input was coming at him too fast.
"I want you to join me, Nick," he said simply.
"I know you. I know your war record. I know why you quit the Corps. I know why you're here, and I know how you got in. I know what you've been doing. So, let's stop fooling around. I have a serious business proposition to discuss."
The Warden! Nick deduced instantly. The fucking Warden of PC Dominica himself was on Deforge's payroll. How stupid of him to trust a bureaucrat, even the top dog.
"I can use someone like you, Nick, someone with your training and experience, someone with your discipline. I told you yesterday, the thing that's holding me back here is the quality of the people around me and the emergence of the gangs. I need to have someone around me with hard fighting skills, someone reliable."
He sat back, took another sip of coffee then continued.
"What have you got waiting for you back in the States? I know you don' have any family. I know that you have a PTSD medical discharge--one of those service separations that leaves everybody wondering if you're crazy or just burned out. Who's going to hire you...a disabled vet...maybe still showing symptoms, maybe even a psycho? It's hard times back in the states even for people who haven't been labeled as sickos. You'll be lucky to get a job cleaning up the shit and vomit at some God-forsaken VA hospital."
Nick just stared at him. He was having trouble processing what he was hearing.
"I intend to take over this fucking island, at least the jungle part of it; there's nothing to stop me if I have the right help. You can be standing at my side when I do if you've got the brains to join me."
Nick sat back in his chair. He had not anticipated any of this. Of all the possibilities that he had weighted last night, this one just had not occurred to him.
Deforge had asked Norberto to wait outside. It was just the two of them drinking coffee and staring out at the image of a crystal clear Caribbean sea and sky. Nick knew that the idyllic scene held many dangers; nothing was every the way it seemed. Still, Deforge was right in many of the things he said.
There was nothing waiting for him back home, nothing but years of disappointment and frustration. All he knew was how to kill. But he couldn't do that for the government any longer. According to them, he was unsteady, unreliable. Not that he wanted his old job back--he had seen the abuse first-hand; he had seen how the leadership used people then discarded them like so much garbage...like Jack.
How many innocent people had he killed in the name of political expediency? Was Deforge any worse? He preyed on the weak in the same way that American politicians preyed on their enemies. They had used him as a pit-bull and he was tired of it, tired of all the duplicity. Some of Deforge's honest villainy might be refreshing for a change. At least it would all be out in the open.
"I'm here for the girl," Nick said. "Her father was my partner. He died saving my life. I owed him."
Deforge nodded.
"I know all of that, Nick. The only thing I don't know is why you fucked her last night, why you whipped her..."
Nick's face turned bright red. Madison was right, one of Deforge's men had been watching them.
"We thought we needed to do something to throw you off," he mumbled stupidly. "The plan was that I would take her as soon as she was sold. We figured that you wouldn't want her to go to the papers with what happened to her here."
Deforge smile then laughed out loud.
"You two have thing all wrong. I don't give a fuck what gets reported in the US press. What can the government do? The country is broke. That's why they sent us here. They are not going to send in the Marines...against two million criminals. They are not going to nuke us. The U.S. government and the American people want to forget about us and their fucking penal colonies. We are the trash, of course we smell. We would have to physically invade America to get their attention at this point."
Nick looked as if someone had punched him in the stomach.
"What...what about the Warden? Won't he want to protect himself?"
"Leave him to me. He's a degenerate gambler. He owes the Chicago mob more than he could pay back in a lifetime. If he wasn't on my payroll he'd be dead now. He's not going to say anything."
Nick leaned back and thought about what he had heard. Deforge poured them more coffee.
"I...I can't agree to anything until she's free and back home with her family," he said finally.
"That's fair enough," Deforge answered.
"The girl is yours no matter what you decide and I promise to do what's necessary to get her back home. I want you, Nick, and I'll do whatever I can to make that happen."
“I admire the toughness I saw yesterday when you whipped those girls. I also admire your loyalty to your friend--even if you did whip and fuck his daughter. That's the kind of person I want working for me."

***

Nick sat across the campfire from Madison.
"Tomorrow we go into Roseau and you get shipped back to the states...you'll finally be free."
"Why aren't we leaving together?" she asked slowly.
"I made a deal with Deforge. I need to go back and work it out with him. But you'll be home Madison. You can go back to college...start up your life again."
She looked down at her bare feet. Nick had given her one of the short tops and skirts Deforge's girls wore before they had left the plantation. Norberto was sitting several yards away, keeping guard. Deforge had offered to send along some armed men, but Nick had refused. This was something he needed to do himself. The intimidating presence of Deforge's men would have spooked Madison. He knew that she needed some time to adjust to the changes.
"What...what happened to my father, Nick?" she asked.
He looked at her. She had been through too much to hear the terrible details of his death.
"A lucky shot through the head...he died instantly...never knew what hit him."
She nodded gratefully.
"I can't believe that this is all over," she said. "I was beginning to think...to think like a slave...to believe that I should adjust to the reality of my situation. If you hadn't come for me, I would have lived an entirely different life, a horrible life..."
She spoke with a flat tone as if she wasn't sure of what she was saying. Nick attributed it to shock.
"I...I forgive you for the other night, Nick. I know that you only did it because you thought it was the only way to get me out. I...I...forgive you."
Nick looked at her. There were tears in her eyes. He felt another wave of revulsion for his behavior. He had punished and fucked his best-friend's daughter...and enjoyed it. That was the part he found most revolting--HE HAD ENJOYED IT. Not just enjoyed it, it was the best fucking sex of his life.
It was good that she was leaving, he thought. It was also good that he was staying. He had more in common with Deforge than with the normal people he had encountered in the States. Madison would be better off without him, better off back with her own kind. This was no place for someone like her, a civilized person. She deserved a sane life. He owed it to Jack.
He lay down and pulled a blanket over his body. It would be time for him to spell Norberto on watch soon. Madison sat staring at him for a while then lay down and slept herself. She felt strangely disconnected from what was happening as if she was floating.
In the morning, she knocked on the door of the PRA exit-processing center. She was processed off the island in time to make the morning ship back to the U.S.
There was a small article in the Miami Herald regarding her return from PC Dominica ("thanks to the efforts of its Warden"), but that was it. No other news service picked up the story. The public outrage over her tragic imprisonment was finished--it was old news which no one cared to resurrect.
Two days later, she appeared before a Federal Judge and was freed with the apologies of the government. Her mother was there to support her during the hearing which again was not covered by the press. Madison was never even asked to tell the story of her imprisonment or her escape. As Deforge had predicted, no one was interested.

***

Nick returned to Purgatory as soon as he saw the girl board the ship.
"First thing, we need sniper rifles," Nick said, "to enforce the peace in these parts, a Barrett M107A1 and an M110 Semi-auto will do nicely. The two will set you back almost a hundred grand."
Deforge nodded as he took notes.
"I'll also need three of your best men to train as spotters. When we find someone who's a good marksman, I'll train him as a backup sniper as well."
"Done," Deforge declared. "I can have the guns here within a month."
"Rifles," Nick corrected him.
"I will also need a Glock Model 17 automatic pistol for my personal use. It's the only handgun that will stand up to the corrosive weather conditions around her--polymer frame and synthetic parts. I suggest you adopt it as a standard for the men. Having everyone running around with a different sidearm is a mistake."
"That kind of decision will be up to you, Nick," Deforge answered.
Nick nodded.
"Right. Which brings me to my main point. What is my specific areas of responsibility?"
Nick poured himself a cup of coffee and sat down at the table.
"From what I've seen," he said, "you have some pretty tough characters working for you, but they are sloppy. A sloppy outfit can foster terror for a while, but not accomplish much in the long-term especially against a determined enemy."
Deforge nodded, accepting the criticism.
"What about a small outfit that has discipline and purpose?" Deforge asked.
Nick glanced out the open French doors at the island scene spread before him.
"It can conquer the world," he answered without hesitation.





 Sarge

 
"I can't train them like Marines," Nick told Deforge after one week.
"Marine training is about striking a balance between teamwork and individual initiative. Most of these guys are either too distrustful of other people or too dumb to come in from the rain, or both. We're going to need to find the exceptions, the real leaders, and build combat teams around them like the Germans did in World War II."
Deforge shook his head. "Don't you think I've been trying to do that, Nick? I've been scouring Roseau for capable men. Why do you think I took such an interest in you? I have the Warden send me the background of everyone who is sent here and so far the pickings are sparse."
Nick nodded then leaned in to speak more emphatically.
"Let's face it, Charles, were dealing with a lot of anti-social people. Many of them have brains and courage, but we're never going to turn them into angels. We need to work with those parameters. We need to offer them something they want and they can't find on their own."
"What would that be?" Deforge asked skeptically.
"Women," Nick answered. "It's the currency of value in this place and you've got a near-monopoly on the women trade, at least here in the mountains. We need to incentivize our capable men with women and provide the security to enjoy them."
"Give the product away...? What will we sell if we do that?"
Deforge's normally placid face was strained.
"If I do that, we will have no revenue coming in. The women that I sell provide the operating income that keeps this place alive. If I lose that, we will get ground into the dirt."
"...After a time," Nick added.
"Look, we need to buy ourselves some time, maybe six months, so that I can build a core defense force. Once we have that, we will have the foundation to expand. This is your vision, remember? Did you think it was going to come for free?"
Deforge stared at him, thinking.
"Think! You need to build the foundation of a real organization, one that is loyal even in the face of real setbacks. You don't have the raw material to do that based on patriotism or any other normal reason. We need another incentive.
Deforge nodded then grabbed a nearby pen and paper and started calculating.
"I have enough money stashed away to keep the place running for six months without revenue. Is that enough time? There's also money available from New York and Moscow from people who see the potential here."
"If you let the mob in, we'll be finished," Nick answered immediately. "They devour everything. I'd rather go to one of the Islamic terrorist groups. At least with them you know where you stand."
Deforge laughed then paced the room again.
"Six months...," Nick muttered, thinking.
He pulled the pad away from Deforge and began to do his own calculations."
"I don't know," he finally answered. "Maybe, with some luck we can have the core of a fighting unit in place in that time. If we don't get hit before then..."
"What choice do we have?" Deforge answered. "Okay, Nick, we'll do it your way. I'll keep the place running and keep a good supply of women on hand for the leadership team. You focus on making it the best it can be. The officers and non-coms who you think are worth the investment will each get one of the girls and a small hut for joining up."
"We're also going to need capability on the water," Nick added. "If we succeed at this, a lot of people are going to come for us. We need to have some way to operate at sea. We also need a way to get to North and South America. The supply of good-looking women on these islands is finite. Not only that, if we're successful, there's going to be more demand than ever for clean women--those who haven't committed a crime."
Deforge nodded, clearly impressed at the scope of Nick's thinking.
"What do you want the men to call you, Nick? ...General?" Deforge asked, joking.
"'Sarge will do fine," he answered.







Raising Cain

 
Maximilian Koch squinted as he stepped through the companionway door. The Caribbean sun was blinding even in the early morning. He put his soap and towel on the boat's transom and stepped onto the swim platform. It was his habit to take a morning dip then wash using the handheld showerhead built into the boat's stern.
He spread his legs and began to exercise, glancing at the two other sloops anchored in the cove. He was totally nude, but he didn't care. In his view, the Caribbean was one of the few places left on Earth where a man could do what he wanted. This was why I come here, he reminded himself, for the freedom and privacy to do whatever I fucking want.
That was the real reason many rich men sailed the Caribbean: they were out of the range of the planes, the cruise ships, and the ferries that brought the tourists; they were beyond the fuel limitations of the power boats, floating microwaves he called them, and the hordes of sycophants they carried. This place was as close as one could get to real freedom.
The opening of the US penal colonies on the islands of Martinique, Dominica, St. Lucia, and Guadeloupe had put a damper on some of this, but there were still hundreds of private places to visit. In some ways, the U.S. colonization had made these islands even more exclusive as the smaller boats were too small to make the long trip past the Windward Islands without stopping.
Max dove head first into the sparkling clear water and swan out fifty yards then turned and swam back. When he came up for air, Paola was sitting on the swim platform. She was also naked with her long sexy legs drawn up against her chest.
"I help you wash, Max?" she asked playfully in her broken English, their one common language.
She was one of the three Italian "escorts" he'd hired for the trip. The $3,300 their agency was charging per day was excessive in these hard times, but he had to admit that they were worth the money. They were all beautiful and "seaworthy" for women. He'd been on other trips where the whores never stopped complaining about the rough conditions.
This was especially true of Paola, who was easily the best looking of the three. She might be the most beautiful woman I've ever fucked, he considered, including his wife and all the incredible German models he'd fucked over the years. He had always considered Germans to be the top of the pussy pyramid, but he was beginning to reconsider. Perhaps it was the Italians as most of his friends claimed. There was something very special about them, he mused while treading water.
He lifted himself onto the swim platform and gave her a full-mouthed salty kiss on the lips. Her breath smelled like fresh mint. She has already brushed, he thought, how thoughtful. He stood up and faced out towards the open sea enjoying the sight. She rose as well, grabbed the bar of soap and began to rub it on his close-shaved head.
"Close your eyes, Amore Mio. Let me do the work. Remember, I am your slave."
His cock responded immediately to the suggestion. Maybe for a few weeks, he thought, then she's back to Rome and I'm back to Berlin. He had been thinking about keeping her as a full-time mistress, but it would be expensive maybe three-hundred thousand Euros a year.
That's really not that much money to possess someone like her, he thought. Having Paula waiting for him in Rome or Venice anytime he wanted was a deliciously tempting idea.
The girl was working the soap into his chest, reaching around from behind. He could feel her hard breasts pushing against his bare back. She was lifting herself up on her toes, ostensibly to reach around, but he knew that the real reason was to grind her bare pussy into his ass. Paola was a tease, one of those women who enjoyed the effect of her sexuality and the idea of being caught and "punished" for it.
A man's head popped out of a hatch on one of the other yachts. He stared at the big German and his Italian whore showering au naturel then waved and ducked back inside. Max returned the gesture. Paola saw him as well but didn't stop or hide what she was doing. Max had already lectured her on the Caribbean yachting traditions at least the way Germans defined them.
"Our neighbors are awoken, Max. We must be quick."
She knelt down and quickly sucked his cock into her gorgeous mouth then began to move her head vigorously. Max reached down and slowed the movement of her head.
"Andare lentamente (go slow), Paola. I don't care who sees us. You're a beautiful whore and I'm on vacation. What difference does it make? Not only that, the boat is flying a French flag. They will understand."
Paola stiffened. She knew she was a whore, but she didn't like to be called one. Fucking Germans, she thought. Suddenly, Max shuddered and she felt a spurt of his warm cum in her mouth. She looked up at him then swallowed in a series of long deep pulls.
"The breakfast from champions," she said laughing lightly.
He smiled as she began to soap him again then wash him off with warm water from the boat's showerhead. A film of oily soap spread out from the stern as he dried himself with the towel.
"I think you love the taste of cum in the morning, Paola," he joked then realized that she had probably never seen Apocalypse Now. "I feel purged of all waste, ready to face the new day."
She looked up at him and smiled broadly then kissed his limp cock.
Fucking Germans, she thought again. Leave it to them to say just the wrong thing at just the wrong time.
"When will your little man return, Max?" she asked in a sexy voice. "I already miss him."
He smiled again. She was good, very good. He knew that she was just playing a role, but it didn't matter. For three weeks this summer she was his sex toy, his sex slave. A little silliness from a creature like that was expected and appreciated. That's part of the fun of buying your own woman.

***

Max glanced down at the boat's instrument panel--nine-point-five knots.
He grinned. Getting almost ten knots out of a pleasure boat like the Freiraum (Freedom) was extraordinary. He was pleased.
They were sailing from Antigua to St. Vincent in twenty-one days...a gentleman's cruise from the Leeward to the Windward Islands. Nothing very strenuous or dangerous, but challenging enough for a crew of such limited experience. Maybe next year he would try the same passage on the Atlantic side. The winds and currents there would make the sailing much more exciting.
Every year he invited two of his top executives to come along. The company's sailing yacht, the Freiraum, was an excellent way to get to know the young movers and shakers. It was a rite-of-passage into the senior ranks. Everyone knew it was a man-trip, filled with women, whiskey, and gambling and, of course, no one ever refused or objected. A bareboat cruise with the boss was part of his legend.
The Freiraum was a two-million dollar Hinckley Sou’wester sloop, sixty-four feet long with a raised center cockpit. She had three enormous staterooms, a large galley, a dining area, and a salon. Her best speed was a respectable ten and a half knots under sail and five under the power of her single diesel engine. Max had bought her for his elevator-electronics company after their first IPO.
"It's a requirement for a company like ours," he told his well-stacked board, "...an asset. We will use it for executive meetings, comps, entertaining clients, things like that."
Of course, it wasn't used for any of those things. It was his personal Xanadu, his Shangri La; his floating one-hundred percent tax deductible sex palace.
This season his guests were David Neumann and Tim Schäfer, both rising stars, and of course their escorts--Paula, Concetta, and Elena. That was the entire crew, all novices.
After this trip, he reasoned, after being fucked for three weeks by some of the best pussy in Europe, these two would be loyal to him. Loyalty was important in a public company especially one as large as his. There were sharks circling him all the time.
"David, trim the jib, it's fluffing. Get Elena to help you," he yelled over the wind.
One of the young men lying on the deck turned over and faced aft. He was obviously confused by the order. The topless girl next to him turned as well, equally flummoxed by the order.
"I'll get it, David," Paola said happily, grabbing a winch handle and jumping forward to crank the starboard winch and quiet the flapping sail.
Max took note of the man's inattention. He should know how to trim a sail by now. Competence in the face of a tempting distraction was one of the tests he conducted during the cruise. David was failing miserably. He only had eyes for Elena.
Who does he think is going to sail the ship? Max wondered while he is playing with his squeeze.
Paola walked aft, swinging topless on the taut lines to show off her amazing body, then stepped barefooted with amazing agility into the coxswain's pit. David and the others put their heads back down on their towels and fell back to nap, lulled by the rocking motion of a sailboat under sail.
"They are not so good sailors," Paola whispered into his ear. "I hope we continue the beautiful weather. I would hate to see what happens when the wind blow hard."
Max nodded absently. She was right, both men cared more about having their cocks serviced than attending to the ship.
"I want you to take me again, Max...sailing that is, maybe in the Mediterranean. I would be your crew during the day and your slave at night."
She reached around from behind and stuck her hands inside his shorts and began to play with his balls. Underwear was optional on a cruise.
"This ship doesn't belong in the Mediterranean, Paola," he answered, feeling his erection pushing against her long fingers. "She's too big, the dock fees would bankrupt me, and I'd need to hire a crew. The Europeans have strict rules about boats."
"Max...you are rich," she cooed in his ear, now fondling his balls. "What does the cost matter to you? And think about this, my Captain. If I did something wrong, you could tie me to the mast and flog me, maybe hang me by my wrists off the boom."
The size of his hard-on instantly doubled. She was always talking about bondage and the different punishments she imagined were appropriate on a sailing ship. He knew that she was working him, trying hard to make the trip more exciting, but it was also possible that she had a real yen for S&M. At her age, she couldn't have had much experience. She must be curious.
He had hidden a length of rope in his room. One night before they finished he intended to use it on her, to see how far she would really go. He had always wanted to try bondage with a willing and beautiful participant. Maybe, if she was good enough, he would set her up in that apartment.
That's what she really wanted of course--to be kept by some rich man. That's what all these spectacular hotties wanted--a private arrangement.
"You told me this was the cock...pit, right, amore?" she asked, slipping off the bottom of her biking. "With such a name, it can only be for one purpose."
"I said it was the coxswain's pit--the space for the helmsman, the man with the tiller," he answered.
"Ah, si," she answered, putting her tongue inside his ear, "the tiller--a giant wooden pole of such largeness and girth that it would split a small girl in two..."
Max laughed at her sexual reference. She put her leg over his legs and worked his pants open until his prick was released. He wasn't worried about the propriety of fucking her in the open. David and Tim were his subordinates, they would be discrete.
Paola's cunt muscles sucked him inside then closed hard on his cock. She didn't move, just allowed the gentle rolling of the boat to move her up and down on his lap. It was the kind of effortless fuck that could go on for a very long time. He closed his eyes and felt for her nipple with one hand. The need to maintain the wind in his sails was the only thing that kept him from throwing her to the deck and fucking her properly. It would be embarrassing though for them to fall off and lose the wind, but it was hard to concentrate with her hard ass moving against his bare legs.
"You know, Paula, someone who distracts the helmsman is usually punished. It's not safe, we could capsize...injure people."
"I know that, Capitano," she whispered in his ear. "Tonight perhaps you must use your hidden rope and give me the paddling I deserve. I see pictures on the internet, you know, of girls tied. I want to try this with you."
His mouth went dry. Tonight...tonight he would master this bitch once and for all. He could actually feel his cock growing larger inside her cunt, banging into her inside parts. It was an incredible feeling.
He turned his head and looked at the distant shore of Martinique about five miles off the starboard beam. These were prison islands now. Landing anywhere on these shores was forbidden, even sailing in these waters was not recommended.
He shuddered and his arms muscles tensed, mashing the girl's thin body against his. He could feel her muscles pulling harder on his cock, squeezing him in time to the passing waves. She was something special, this one, he thought. Maybe he should give some serious thought to an apartment. Perhaps he would bring her back to the Caribbean with him in a few months. Maybe their BDSM play would have progressed by then so that he really could suspend her from a spar...watch her legs kick wildly as he lays the whip on her legs, her ass...

***

The Freiraum was five miles off the coast of Dominica when Max spotted the skiff heading in their direction. They had spent the evening in Montserrat, drinking with other yachters, talking about their boats, everyone showing off their wives and girlfriends…all in all, an orgy of Romanesque proportion.
When they returned, he had put Paola in a hogtie and paddled her as he'd promised. After, he'd used her mouth while she was still bound. It was an incredible experience, something far beyond normal sex. He was anxious to try it again...tonight. Maybe they really could sail the ship themselves in a few months...and maybe an apartment and an allowance for her was something he should definitely do.
Tim, resting in the passenger well, pushed Elena's sleeping head off his lap and stood up to get a better look. The couple had spent the night sleeping outside on the deck, too drunk to make it to their bed.
"Who are they?" he asked groggily.
"Local fishermen, I’d say," Max replied. "They probably want to sell us some of their catch. A fish dinner might not be a bad idea; we have another full day of sailing before we get to St. Vincent."
There were no anchorages open to them until St Vincent.
"That's the coast of Dominica, right, Max? I thought the Americans had relocated everyone. There are only criminals there now."
"Criminals need to eat, Tim, and I suspect fish is a mainstay of their diet," Max answered with a nonchalant air that put the other man at ease.
"Don’t worry, we won't heave-to until we see what they want. Please ask the girls to put on their tops though. No sense waving beautiful Italian tit in their faces. I doubt they see many of those in that Hell-hole."
Slowly the skiff pulled up alongside. Both vessels were still traveling at about six knots--too fast for boarding. Max felt safe. There were four fishermen inside the launch, all waving and smiling, one of them lifted the tail of a medium-sized bluefish. Max waved them off. It would be good to have fresh fish for dinner, but it was too dangerous to stop for strangers in these waters. The three girls were waving and laughing at the men. Max knew that he should have ordered them to stay below, but he didn’t want to kick up a fuss now. David and Tim leaned cautiously over the rail and just watched.
The man at the skiff's tiller gave a friendly wave and turned obediently away. Suddenly, he was caught in a wave and pushed toward the yacht's hull. Max spun the wheel to avert a collision, instantly losing the wind. A grappling hook appeared out of nowhere digging into the boat’s teak deck. In seconds the skiff was banging and scraping the polished black hull. Before anyone could react, three of the men from the skiff had leaped over the side and were on the yacht's deck. They were all armed with automatic handguns.
One ran down to the radio room and pulled out the main circuit-breaker. Another stepped into the open cockpit and ordered the two men and the three women to the floor. The third man went aft to speak to Max.
"Heave-to, Captain," he ordered calmly, "and don't even think about jibing. I won't hesitate to put a bullet into your brain if that spar moves."
Max scanned the man's face. He knew serious men and immediately turned the boat back into the wind; the sails went completely dead. The heavy hull sank into the water and groaned then slowed from ten knots to zero in a few seconds. The man gestured for Max to join the others in the cockpit.
"You," he said, "pointing his weapon at Paola, "get the passports."
Max stood up. "They're in a locked safe," he said. "I'll need to get them."
He had the half-baked idea that if he could get to the radio..."
The man nodded and Max stepped down the steps into the office. The first man, the one who had disabled the radio, trained his gun on him while he got the passports.
Max moved to close the safe.
"Leave it open," the man ordered, spying the two $10,000 bands of bills inside.
Max stepped outside and handed over the passports. Just a robbery, he though desperately. They want our cash. Maybe some supplies or equipment....maybe they will want to rape the girls?
That’s not a big problem, he thought, they're just whores. He will pay them a bigger bonus for their trouble and they’ll be happy.
The leader opened each passport and read it thoroughly.
"None of you are related, right?" he asked the group. They all shook their heads.
"These are your girlfriends?" he asked with a knowing smile on his face.
David returned the smile, nodding. Max stood perfectly still. These were not the kinds of questions a robber or even a rapist asked.
"You three," he said pointing at each of the men, "into the dingy."
We aren't leaving our...," Tim started to say.
One of the boarders struck him from behind by a winch handle.
A stream of blood immediately began to pour down the side of his face.
"That's enough," the leader ordered sharply.
The man with the winch handle stepped back immediately. Max admired the discipline it took to achieve such instantaneous results under these conditions. These were not thugs; they seemed more like, well, like military.
"Get in the dingy, please," the leader said with finality.
It was obvious that this was the last time he was going to ask. Max moved quickly to bring the boat's dingy near the swim platform and step inside. David and Tim, holding a towel to his head, joined him inside and sat on the gunnels.
"The launch is going to tow you into the shore. A guide is available there to take you to the government station on Roseau. The guide’s fee is $10,000 per person. I recommend that you hire him. It's a very dangerous journey from here on your own."
He slipped the dingy line and threw it to the man in the skiff.
"Your fine yacht is being commandeered."
"What about the women?" Max asked, to his credit.
"They are our guests now," the leader said.
Max could see the girls being handcuffed and stripped of their bikinis as the dingy drifted away. Paola looked across the water at him, terrified. One of the men was cuffing her wrists behind her back, forcing her incredible breasts to push themselves out. Concetta was being tied by her ankles to the base of the main mast with one of the spare lines. Max watched as the other girls were similarly secured. He knew that they were better off traveling on deck. Being tied in the cabin while the boat was under sail was a sickening experience. Tying them to the mast indicated some level of concern for their well-being. He felt better.
"MAX!" Paola yelled as they pulled away. "Max, please, please help us."
He had the fleeting thought that he perhaps should have bargained for their freedom, but somehow he knew that that would not have been useless. The lives of men could be bought with cash; the women were a different story. 







The Recidivist

 
Madison sat on the couch with her feet tucked underneath facing her psychiatrist.
"You've gone through an enormous trauma, Madison," she kept saying. "The mind needs time to heal just like the body. We are accelerating the healing process with your therapy but still, it takes time. Don't get discouraged. Have you been taking the medication I prescribed?"
She nodded in a kind of stupor and her mind drifted as the doctor droned on about getting in touch with her real feelings.
Madison knew that the real problem was not something that a psychiatrist could help with. There was something missing from her life, something important. That's what was causing the nightmares from which she would awaken in a cold sweat, pulling frantically at the nonexistent ropes holding her arms and legs. It was always the same--terror accompanied by a nocturnal orgasm. She couldn't focus on school, on men, on her relationships with family and friends. Her life had deteriorated to the point where she spent most of her time alone in her room, sleeping.
"She needs more help," she had heard her mother saying one night. "Anyone who has gone through what she's gone through would need a lot of help and time to adjust."
"Gimme a break," her new husband had replied. "She's been given every advantage, every opportunity. What more can we do for her. Her fucking shrink is costing me $500 an hour. Money isn't so easy to come by these days. We're going to need to find a more permanent solution for her, Maggie, and soon," he added. "I just can't afford this much longer."
"Take it easy, Frank," her mother had said in a sexy voice. "Let's worry about it in the morning..."
She could hear the panting sounds of them kissing then the click of their bedroom door closing.
It was true. Her mother was fucking her stepfather so that he would be more patient with her. She had lay back down on the bed and stared at the ceiling trying to shut out the sounds of their creaking mattress.
"I don't want her fucking him for me," Madison muttered out loud. "If anyone is going to fuck anyone on my behalf, it should be me. I should just get married to some schlemiel and just fuck my own way to a good life. God knows, I've had plenty of propositions. It's just that it feels like they are all offering, well, a kind of death, like being buried alive."
"So why do you feel disconnected?" the doctor asked, confused.
“Disconnected?" she stared at her then answered her own question. "It can't be them who solves my problem. Everyone, including you, can't be so fucking...inadequate. It's got to be me. Look at my school work. I used to be a straight-A student . Now I'm just squeaking by. Nick would be pissed..."
"Nick…?" she asked making a frantic note.
Madison ignored the interruption.
She had tried not to think about Nick. He had come for her when everyone else in the world had written her off. He had come. He didn't even know her. He had come out of some sense of loyalty to her father. Who does that anymore? Who makes that kind of sacrifice for someone else?
Yes, he'd done things to her that were terrible, but it was necessary. She was the one who proposed it, not him. Her hand moved absently to her crotch as her psychiatrist watched and made hurried notes. Sure, he was older, maybe by twenty years, but his body was hard, as hard as steel under the skin and his mind was agile.
He was a soldier, a Marine, like her father...Nick! She shuddered as a tiny climax caused her to tremble. She opened her eyes and saw the doctor watching with an open mouth. More outrageous behavior from poor sick Madison, she would report. So, what else was new?
Nick had fucked her, tied her to the bed so tightly she couldn't move then whipped her and fucked her. She could still remember the excruciating pain, the hair on his legs abrading her skin, the feel of his cock rubbing against her cunt, parting her lips and pushing its way inside. A small tremble, a kind of aftershock passed through her body.
She remembered the strappado when she had first seen him. Her terrible, unbearable pain and the words, his words that had saved her from that torture--"I'll take your troublemaker. I have always liked a challenge."
The doctor was reaching for a pill bottle on his desk. She didn't want to be further desensitized. She didn't want to relearn how to live in their world. She was past all of that. She was...
Could that be it? She asked herself. Could my funk be a kind of bad reaction to my current situation. Is it possible that somehow I miss...that place? ...that I miss...him?
She stood up and walked past her shrink to the door, spilling his pills on the floor.
"Madison, Madison! I'd like to start you on a new prescription. We've got a lot of work to do...Madison!"
She walked barefooted out of the reception area and into the elevator lobby.
Could that be it? Could I really miss it...him? Am I...submissive? ...a slave?

***

She held the weapon on the bank teller with a steady hand.
"Just put the cash in the fucking bag, lady," she said sternly, "and no one will get hurt."
"The woman looked into the gun's black hole then raised her eyes and stared into the steely blue eyes of her young assailant."
"...just fill the bag with the cash and you won’t get hurt," Madison repeated calmly, annunciating each word.
The teller nodded then raised her foot to set off the silent alarm. A man would have intimidated her to the point where she would have been too scared to act, but a woman…a girl? The gun was frightening, but the girl seemed calm, even pleasant. There was nothing to fear from her.
A small red light in the ceiling began to blink and the guards moved casually into position. This branch had been targeted twice this year and they were well prepared to deal with another robbery. Everyone in Palo Alto knew this except, apparently, Madison.
She took the cash and shoved it into her bag along with the gun.
"Thank you, Ma'am," she said politely.
The teller responded with an automatic and surreal, "you're welcome, Miss…and good luck to you."
Madison pushed open the door and felt the euphoria of the open sky. She had done it! She didn’t even notice the guard who tackled her from behind. Instantly, half a dozen guards and cops were cuffing her and feeling around her body for other weapons. It was only a few seconds before she was roughly thrown into the back of a police car.
When the officer checked the gun in her bag, he was surprised to find it empty.
"It's still armed robbery, bitch, he yelled into the back with sadistic glee. You can kiss the States goodbye for a few years. They are going to send you to Devil’s Island for this, to one of the fucking penal colonies. You know what they do to pretty women there, right?
She certainly did know. That’s why she was here.

***

"I know about your background and about your father’s service,” the Judge said, “but I must act without consideration or mercy in this instance. These kinds of dangerous crimes must stop. The next time you want money, young lady; work for it or ask your parents. Don't go waving a gun in someone's face.” He made a note then turned to face her. “For the crime of armed robbery, you are hereby sentenced to fifteen years in the penal colony of Guadeloupe."
Madison turned in panic towards the lawyer hired by her stepfather who just shrugged.
"But your honor," Madison said, "my plea deal calls for me to be sent to Dominica. It's the place I know...the place I..."
"I considered that in my sentence, Miss," the Judge answered, "and I decided that sending you to the same place where you picked up such bad habits would not be in your interests...or ours."
"But...but..."
"Guadeloupe!" the Judge said, banging the desk with his gavel.
Madison slumped back into her chair. She had gambled everything on being sent back to Dominica. Guadeloupe was nearly sixty miles away from Dominica and almost five times bigger. The chances of her getting to Dominica, of ever seeing Nick again were zero to none.
"Why didn't you say something," she screamed at her lawyer.
"I don't fight with Judges," he answered, "besides it was only a recommendation."
Recommendation, her mind screamed. It's a death sentence for me.
You lose, she thought as the bailiff cuffed her wrists and ankles and pulled her away.
So far you have been sent to prison twice for crimes that really were not crimes. This must be some kind of record. She glanced back at her weeping mother, who was being comforted by her step-father, who seemed…relieved.
At least someone is getting something out of this, she thought, as she shuffled out of the courtroom in her new bondage. 







The Attack

 
The attack took place four months after Nick took charge of Purgatory security. A force of more than four-hundred White Supremacists, armed mostly with pistols and knives, climbed the cliffs on the eastern shore and traveled undetected to the compound's sparely defended western perimeter.
The first guards were killed at 3:00 a.m., allowing the attackers to take the women's stables. The second and by far the most important objective was the security barracks and officer’s quarters. Once these were subdued, it would be easy to capture the plantation house where Deforge and Nick resided.
Nick knew that this was the only sensible plan-of-attack. He also knew that they couldn’t defend every part of the plantation every minute of the day, so he had purposely moved guards from the stables to the barracks, which was why it was so easy for them to take the stables.
The barracks, however, were another story. Within seconds of the alarm sounding, combat teams had formed and were beginning to flank the attackers. The Purgatory leaders didn’t need to be told what to do or to wait for orders. They just did what they thought was right. It was a testament to Nick’s leadership that during their first real emergency, he was barely needed.
 The Supremacists had assumed that they would be able to fire the barracks then take the house during the ensuing confusion. Instead, they ran into the buzz-saw of a hundred determined soldiers armed with modern weapons. More than 150 were killed and almost 100 taken prisoner in the first half hour. The losses for Purgatory were eighteen men killed and ten wounded.
It was a victory despite the loss of the stable building and forty-five woman, who were being readied for auction. They had been led away by the one-hundred attackers who had escaped. Deforge was furious at the loss.
"We need the revenue from those sales to stay in business for another two months, Nick," he said in a low voice. "Let's go after the bastards. We can't let them get away," he whispered urgently, waving his pistol in the general direction of their retreat.
Nick put his hand over the weapon and pushed it down so that it was facing the ground.
“Take it easy, Charles. We’re not sending anyone charging after these pricks in the middle of the night. That’s a sure way to get ambushed and killed.”
“You want to let them go?” he asked incredulously.
“No, there's no we can’t do that. We need to kill them all except a few to carry back the news, and we need to do it in a way that people will take notice. I estimate that there about a hundred of them left.
“We also need to get back our girls. I understand that they represent the future of this place.”
“So what are you thinking?” Deforge asked.
“I’ll do it, me and a spotter.”
“You’re going after a hundred armed men by yourself?” he asked.
“Listen to me, Charles. The most difficult mission in jungle warfare is search-and-destroy, the easiest is ambush. If we go running after them in force, we are giving them the advantage. If I can get to the high ground while they are trying to make it down to the beach, I can pick them off one by one. And I can do it in a way that will frighten off other ambitious competitors for a long time.
"The girls will slow them down. We have time.”
Deforge looked skeptical then shrugged. Nick was an expert at this. This is what he had hired him to do. It certainly wasn't the time to be questioning his judgment.
“Okay, Nick, this is your show. Who are you taking with you?”
“Keith Jones,” Nick answered without hesitation. “He’s cool under pressure. Plus I noticed that he has a thing for that Italian girl, Paola, the one he took off that yacht last week. Getting her back will be added incentive for him.”
Deforge stuck out his hand. “Good luck or should I say good hunting?”
“Neither,” Nick answered, “I've had it with luck.”

***

The women had been formed into eleven coffles of four for transport back to the boats. Each girl wore a rope collar that was tied to the bound wrists of the girl in front. This binding slowed them down some as the girls we not able to run as far with their arms behind but Spaulding, the leader, wanted to be sure that not one escaped. They were worth a small fortune and earmarked to give a shot in the arm to the slaving business run by the White Supremacists.
The Supremacists were the major power in Roseau, but they were feeling pressure from Deforge, who offered a better quality product at a lower price from the safety of the jungle. This raid was their opportunity to slow him down and to advance their own agenda.
Spaulding was worried. The loss of more than three-quarters of his men was not going to be received well by the bosses. His only hope for redemption lay with the women he'd captured. If he could get all of them back intact, all would be forgiven.
Towards this end, he had left behind a number of ambushes for the Purgatory men. He knew they would follow; they were not going to simply let him walk away with more than a hundred grand of their property. Getting them back was their opportunity to even up the score.
“Take a break,” he said, halting the slave column in a small clearing about five miles from the water. He moved up and down the line to inspect the exhausted girls. They were all beauties, the kind of women that men would kill for. No wonder Deforge was moving ahead; with a stable like this, men would be begging to give him their money.
Several of them were bent over, moaning in pain. He had ordered them to be whipped if they slowed their escape. Near the front were five women who had been actively resisting. He had had them removed and assigned to a single man. They would need to be sacrificed now as inducements for the others...too bad, they were real lookers, but he needed everyone motivated to move fast these last few miles.
He grabbed one of the resisters by the hair and pulled back her head.
“Since you don’t want to run, you can serve as an example for the others.
“Tie her to a tree and gut her," he ordered the man holding her collar rope. He turned to the others. "Watch closely, this is what I want done every mile to these four. The ones behind will get the idea as they pass by.”
The first man took the screaming girl and pulled her arms back around a huge tree and tied them off. He quickly did the same for her legs, suspending her with her legs open and her back to the tree. There was no gag, they wanted her to scream. The effect of having her abdomen cut open and watching her guts fall out onto the trail would drive a spike of fear into those behind. Everyone would know that a cut like that was a death sentence in the jungle...a slow death probably aided by the sharp mouths of small jungle creatures. It was hideous to think about.
The man in charge of the girl took a knife from his belt and showed it to the girl. He wanted her to know what was happening. She stopped screaming and stared at him, petrified, shaking her head.
"Don't...please, don't do it, she begged. I'll run for you, I'll run faster than anyone."
"Too late, pretty. We have another job for you now.
He leaned in close to whisper in her ear.
"Don't worry. I'll just cut open the skin, it won't be deep. I'll leave it to the wild pigs to pull out your guts. They'll be along as soon as we leave.
The girl was shaking her head, unable to accept that the fate he was describing.
Suddenly his face went blank and he collapsed at her feet with blood was pouring out of his groin. Everyone stared at him, confused. A second man, who was holding another resister, suddenly fell as well nearly on top of his partner, both struck by the same mysterious malady.
“Take cover,” Spaulding screamed. “It’s a sniper.”
He was spraying the surrounding jungle with his weapon. The rest of the men followed suit. The gunfire lasted for thirty seconds. It was another thirty seconds before the leaves and branches stopped falling.
Spaulding duck-walked down the line, ordering his men to their feet.
“Get moving,” he screamed. “Stay close to the girls. There’s someone with a sniper rifle and a silencer out there. He won't be able to target us if we use the bitches as a shield.”
The column moved off. They had heard nothing, seen nothing. One minute the man were standing, the next they were on the ground, gut shot and writhing in pain. It was terrifying.
A hundred yards down the trail, another man dropped, shot first in the foot and them in the groin as he lay writhing on the ground. No one stopped, the column moved even more quickly to the sound of whips and screams. A hundred yards later, another man was shot in the same way. Again, no one stopped to carry or help the wounded. Their injuries were obviously mortal. Carrying a dying, gut-shot colleague down a dangerous mountain trail was not something that anyone was ready to do.
The wounded me were just left to die, some in minutes if they were lucky enough to have severe blood loss; some in tortured agony hours later, alone except for the flies, the ants, and the pigs.

***

“Left ten, down five,” Jones whispered softly as he peered through his telescope selecting targets. They had already tagged at least fifty of Spaulding’s men without one of the women in the coffles suffering a scratch. Jones was astonished. He knew that the Sarge was an excellent shot, but he never imagined that he was this good.
The girls were still being used as human shields, but everyone knew that their naked bodies were no protection. Spaulding’s remaining men were now using nearby trees and rocks as protection rather than trying to match their steps with the slaves. Nick was targeting feet and knees now and there were at least a dozen who had already left behind limbs and were bleeding to death in the sand.
Two of the men had tried to turn back with their string of girls as a peace offering. One had been shot in the back by Spaulding, his coffle abandoned. The other was shot by the sniper. The message was clear--no surrender, no prisoners.
“Take the M110, Keith, and get ready. They are going to break for the boats in a few seconds. You take the ones who try to run across the sane. I’ll focus on those who stay behind. There are bound to be a few who think they can still use the girls as hostages.”
Jones picked up the M110 and set the sights for 400 yards. He was a decent shot, nothing like Nick, but good enough to hit a man running in sand at this close range. In a few seconds, he had his chance. Most of the remaining Supremacists abandoned their coffles and made a mad dash for the boats. Jones picked off most of them. Five made it to the boats and struggled to get them out to sea and out of range. Nick was busy chopping off the feet and legs of those still trying to hide behind the naked and screaming girls.
“Let those last few go, Keith,” he ordered. “They will do us a lot more good telling others what happened to them here. There’s only one that we can’t let escape.”
Nick put his eye to his scope and fired. Jones watched through his telescope as a large man fell into the water, his arm severed at the shoulder. The sharks, already feasting in the surf, detected his blood in seconds and were on him, ripping and tearing at the flesh that was left.
“That was their leader. He might have come back just for revenge. Let’s go.
They turned to collect the coffle ropes.
"You know that Italian you took off the yacht, Keith? The one you can't take your eyes off of…?”
The man nodded cautiously.
“She’s yours now. Good job.” 







Madison Again

 
Conditions in the city of Roseau continued to deteriorate. The gangs were everywhere and they ruled their territories with an iron hand, meeting out horrible punishments to anyone who failed to toe the party line. A lot of men began to yearn for the relative safety of prison life.
The Supremacist's attack on Purgatory illustrated that there was an alternative in the mountains for anyone with the balls to strike out on their own. Recruitment soared as more and more men saw the mountains as their last hope.
The despots in Roseau shut this option down as soon as they perceived the threat. Too many good men were deserting for the mountains. Anyone who was caught beyond the city limits without permission was killed, usually by crucifixion to show how serious they were to prevent the “guerillas" from gaining more strength.
The truth was that Deforge had no intention of disrupting the status quo in Roseau. He was taking a long-term view. Roseau was a steady source for new girls and new men. He didn't want to interrupt that. And yes, it was dangerous to work around the gangs, but they performed a very necessary function in Deforge's eyes--they kept the mass of exiles in line. Without them, he would not have had a source for his product or a place to market it.
"This is a business, Nick. We buy low and sell high and take our profits on the difference. Anything that disrupts that cycle is bad for us. Anything that adds to it is good. Let's not get distracted by the silly distractions of other, lesser men."
Nick's plan to offer the men of the Purgatory Security Force personal security, a domicile, good food, and access to woman was working brilliantly. All they asked for in return was loyalty, reasonably civil behavior, and a good attempt to complete whatever task they were assigned. Nick had either banished or killed the few dissenters who were unable to fit into that model.
Of course, the men were also asked them to accept the slave culture that they needed in the bush to survive. The rules were simple. Any attacker or marauder who was captured was offered the ancient choice of slavery or death. Almost everyone took slavery. And beautiful women, who were the most valuable commodity on the island, were automatically considered the slaves of whoever was strong enough to take and hold them captive. It was a cruel but necessary reality.
As Nick had suggested, officers were given actual ownership of women as a reward for their service. This, more than any other single initiative, ensured their allegiance and allowed him to create the strongest security force outside Roseau. Eventually, his men ruled over 90% of the island's land area with less than 1% of the people.
Personally and professionally, Nick was everything Deforge had hoped--military leader, teacher, inspiration, recruiter, and sometimes executioner when the job called for his expertise as a sniper. There was no conflict between them as Nick had no interest or capability with the political and economic matters and Deforge soon realized that he had no real interest or capability in running the security group. It was a partnership made in heaven...or Hell, depending on your perspective.
Within two years, Purgatory was functioning like a well-oiled machine and co-existing nicely with Roseau which was also settling into the steady-state of a large and depressed third-world city.

***

"I'm almost afraid to tell you this, Nick," Deforge said over morning coffee.
"Afraid to tell me what?"
"Before I tell you, promise me that we will discuss what you want to do before you do it."
"Cut the crap, Charles," he answered. "If you've got something to tell me then spit it out."
Deforge looked at him and smiled.
"Remember Madison, the girl you came to Dominica to save?"
Nick didn't answer, but it was obvious that he was listening closely.
"She committed an armed robbery four months ago in California and was transported down here, to the penal colonies."
"What!" Nick responded loudly. "An armed robbery...Why? She was never guilty of the drug charge. Why would she do something like that?"
Deforge shrugged his shoulders.
"Why did any of us do what we did to end up here?"
Nick turned away and stared off into the distance for a minute.
"Where did they send her?"
"Now you see, Nick, that's where the problem begins. If they had sent her here, you...we could have helped her, but they didn't. She was sent to PC Guadeloupe."
Nick looked down at his hands then at Deforge.
"I need to find her, Charles, to try and help her if I can..."
"Again...," Deforge said slowly. "How many times are you obliged to save this girl, Nick? She's obviously a fuck up. Let her deal with her own life. What kind of debt do you owe her father?"
There was logic but a lack of enthusiasm in his argument. He already knew what Nick was thinking.
“It seems to me that one life-threatening rescue is what you owed her and what you delivered," he ended.
"It's simple Charles. If it wasn't for him, I'd be dead. So, I owe him my life. Since I can't pay him back, the obligation is inherited by his heir, Madison.
"She's my responsibility for life."
"Uh ha," Deforge muttered sarcastically. "That's the dumbest thing I've ever heard."
But there was no conviction or anger in his voice. He knew Nick well enough to know that arguing values with him was useless. Nick had his own values and he acted on them instinctually whether it meant delivering a bullet in the head or rescuing his partner's daughter. Deforge knew that he would need to work on modifying and moderating whatever plans Nick might make so that they were more consistent with Purgatory's and his interests.
"Okay, so what do you want to do, Nick?" he asked.
"I need to go and find her and bring her back here; then I need to figure out what to do with her. If she's been convicted of a crime, I can't send her back to the States, it will have to be a foreign country..."
He was thinking out loud trying to make plans on the fly.
"Let's just get her back first, okay? We can worry about where she should go later.
"Let me make some inquiries with my PRA contacts...spread some cash around. Guadeloupe is more than twice the size of Dominica. We're going to need some help narrowing down her location.
"And you're not going alone, Nick. You're too important to us here in Purgatory to let you get killed on some personal suicide mission. Pick a small team. You can use the Freiraum for transportation. It should be safe to sail there as long as you stay close to shore and travel at night. You're going to need someone who can sail."
Nick nodded. Everything that Deforge had said made sense. He wanted to go after Madison immediately, but he knew that he had to wait for more intelligence and that he needed to prepare. He also needed to take the emotion out of the problem and to confront his feelings, the feelings he had suppressed since she had sailed away. He just prayed that she could hold on until they were ready to act.

***

It took a week for Deforge to find the information they needed.
"She was in Pointe-à-Pitre until two weeks ago then she disappeared. The Warden on Guadeloupe thinks it was The Lords, a powerful Black-Spanish gang that has been dealing drugs and girls for a few years out of a fishing village on the east coast."
Deforge leaned over the table and circled a small inlet on the map.
"Their place is heavily defended by about four hundred men armed with automatic weapons."
Nick stared at the map, thinking.
"Are there hills near the village? ...Another anchorage not far away?"
Deforge nodded and sat back in his chair. A young girl of about twenty was kneeling at his side wearing the traditional outfit of a brown top and short skirt. It was Concetta, one of the Italians they had taken off the yacht. She had been held back by Deforge. Her long brown legs were neatly tucked under exposing only the white soles of her feet.
"What are you thinking," he asked.
"We'll need a diversion," Nick said slowly, "something that will allow us to get a few good men into the camp."
"What kind of diversion? These guys are experienced, they are not going to be easily fooled..."
"Yeah...," Nick mused. "There's only one thing that will really bring them out in the open is..." he hesitated, “the promise of more girls."
Deforge ran his hand through Concetta's hair then let it settle on the back of her neck. She was a kind of Chinese Ball set for him, something to touch when he was thinking.
 "I'll need to use the sailboat, the Freiraum, and three girls who look like the kind of girl that would be with some rich guys on a sailing trip.
His eyes moved to Concetta. She had an amazingly small waist and an incredible ass. Deforge took a deep breath as he began to understand.
"I'm still not sure why you're doing this, Nick--maybe it's some kind of Semper Fi Marine thing--but I do know that we are big here because of you. Whatever you need, you can have, including my personal bitch."
The girl's eyes dropped.
"Just don't get yourself killed. Okay? I have big plans for this place and I need you."
Nick nodded. "I have a few plans of my own."







Guadeloupe

 
Madison lay panting on her stomach. She had tried to escape the village and Pharaoh had ordered her chained on the discipline box. It wasn't much of an escape attempt. She had just run when her guard turned his back. The leg irons had prevented her from taking much of a stride and the hanging vines had whipped her naked skin mercilessly. Still, even now under punishment, she was glad that she had tried.
The box stood in the exact center of the village fully exposed to the merciless sun. It was made of wood and covered with leather. At each corner was a metal pipe that stood upright about two feet above the top surface. The posts were connected at the top by heavy chains that formed rectangle.
She had been pushed down on her stomach and her shackled legs pulled back and attached to the side chains. Her manacled arms were stretched back to her ankles and chained. Ropes held her knee open. The belt that held the ring gag in her mouth was chained to the back, holding her head high and straight.
The device left her mouth, her asshole, and her cunt open and hanging over the edge so that she was fully available to any man in the village. At least twenty of the animals had already used her in the three hours she had been chained.
The worst part was the paddle that hung from a pole in the back and the short whip that hung from the one near her head. Pharaoh had told the men that they were free to whip or paddled her if she didn't perform to their satisfaction. At least half of them had taken advantage of this and her ass and thighs were burning from their savage attention.
A pair of heavy boots appeared to her front and she raised her eyes. It was him--Pharaoh, the commander of the village. He knelt down so that his face was inches from hers.
"Have you had enough, beauty?" he asked gently.
She stared at him wide-eyed. Of course she had had enough. She could still taste the vile cum in her mouth from the last animal and her asshole was still puckering in spasms. She had never wanted anything more in her life than to be taken down, to be put back in the slave hut. But the smug look on his face was too much to bear.
He wanted her as his personal slave, he wanted her to cater to his every whim like a house pet. It was no secret. When she had arrived twenty days ago, Pharaoh had declared that she was the most beautiful girl in the camp and that accordingly, she would kneel at his feet. That was a mistake; she could live with the slavery, that was the way it was in the colonies for any attractive girl, but she wasn't going to literally kiss his ass just because he asked.
She had fought him every moment since then, even trying to escape twice. Her resistance made him look bad, like he was inadequate. Nothing, none of his whippings or other punishments had changed her attitude. Finally, he had put her on the box.
"I don't want to kill you, Madison," he continued reasonably, "but you are not giving me any choice. A woman like you can only be a slave in this place, nothing more. But there are degrees of slavery. As my woman, life would be easier for you.
She continued to stare at him indicating nothing. He wiped a line of cum from her chin.
"You need to understand something," he said. "Having declared you to be my slave, I must either tame you or kill you. I cannot send you back to be with the others. I must maintain my authority. You understand?"
Her reached up and pulled the ring gag out of her mouth and down to her neck. She spit and moved her mouth then spoke.
She spoke softly and clearly which made her words even more powerful. "I would rather die than be with you, Pharaoh. The idea of fucking you makes me sick. You are an animal in human form and I don't fuck animals.
Pharaoh took a step back as if afraid that she might be able to reach him with her teeth.
"It won't be an easy death, bitch. I cannot tolerate any rebellion among those who serve us, especially those who try to escape. I will have you hogtied and put in a wooden coffin then buried alive. Can you imagine the terror of being alive under the ground, unable to move, in total darkness, waiting for your air to run out, waiting to die. Some have lasted for hours before they went insane. How does that sound to you?
She felt a wave of fear pass through her body. What he described sounded like the worst death imaginable and she was sure he was serious. She had seen how he disciplined the slaves; she had even seen him decapitate one of his men. He wouldn't hesitate to make an example of her. She thought about it for a moment.
"Life in the place, especially as a slave to you, just isn't worth that much. So don't think that you are taking something of great value from me. You are a fucking coward and a sadist. You'll be doing me a favor by killing me. Anyway, you will be dead soon as well, I can feel it," she ended.
She actually believed in part of what she was saying. It would be a slow, terrible death, but in the end, it was an escape of sorts from his intolerable captivity. She had taken a big risk in coming to the colonies and she had lost. That's just the way the cookie crumbles.
Suddenly, there were shouts from the docks. Pharaoh turned his head and looked in the direction of the commotion.
"Such a shame," he said, rising, "Such a shame to bury such a beautiful creature in a jungle hole, but if that's what you want than that's what you shall have...later tonight. These will be your last hours on earth, enjoy them."
He walked away towards the docks. She tried to turn her head, but the chain still held her fast. Buried alive...she started to shake, imagining the horror of those final hours.

***

The massive sailboat was drifting three miles off the east coast of Grand Terre, being blown towards shore by the westerly trade winds that were constant in these latitudes. The boat was obviously in distress with her mainsail in tatters and her engine sputtering and coughing, unable to catch.
"Can we help?" Pharaoh yelled across an open stretch of water. "We can provide you a tow into our fishing village while you complete your repairs."
One of the three white men on board the sailboat, clearly the Captain, looked hesitantly over the water. The other two were standing on deck holding assault rifles--surplus M16's. They both looked nervous. Three young women were seated in the cockpit glancing nervously over the ship's side at their potential rescuers.
"We're okay," the Captain shouted with a distinct French accent. "We have a spare sail forward and we're working on the engine."
Pharaoh shrugged, "As you wish," then gave the order to turn away. The small fishing launch putted away back towards shore.
There was no way that he was going to abandon such a prize, Pharaoh reasoned, but the presence of automatic weapons complicated things. He wanted the men alive to use as hostages, they could get a huge ransom for anyone important enough to be sailing such a prize yacht. They could also get a good price for the safe return of the ship itself. It was a real beauty. But what he really wanted was the women. They represented the currency-of-power on Guadeloupe. They were the booty that his men wanted; that he needed to maintain control.
He watched from a distance as they struggled to make the repairs. If they were successful, he would have no choice but to attack. If not...
An hour later the crew was still struggling to rig the spare mainsail and the engine was as quiet as a tomb. Pharaoh had his launch pull alongside a second time no more than thirty yards from the boat's port side.
"Captain, I suggest you take our line. You are not more than half-a-mile from the reef. I would hate to see such a lovely boat sink in sight of our peaceful fishing village. We only want a small salvage fee, perhaps $12,000 to tow you into the village dock. We can help repair your engine and have you back on your way by morning."
"Please wait," the Captain shouted then he had a hurried conversation with his friends.
"We will pay you a $12,000 salvage fee to tow us to a safe anchorage while we rig a new mainsail. No one will board our ship." He hesitated, trying to put more strength into his voice. "We are well-armed and trained in the use of firearms. Is this agreed?"
"Of course, Captain, for $12,000 we will even throw in some fish for your dinner," Pharaoh answered cheerfully."
By three in the afternoon, the boat was safely anchored in a cove half a mile south of the village. At four, Pharaoh pulled alongside to collect his money and deliver the promised fish. By four-fifteen the three men were laying in the bottom of the fishing boat with their wrists tied and their naked women were screaming as Pharaoh's men took turns fucking them on the warm deck.
He left two of his men to guard the boat and the rest piled into the launch for the short trip back to the village.
"We have a special event planned for tonight," Pharaoh said cheerfully as they motored to the dock. "It should convince you that we are serious about your ransom. Take careful note, the same terrible fate will fall on you if we don't get our money."
The men left on guard duty on the Freiraum waited patiently for Pharaoh's boat to round the spit of land that separated them from the village then, instead of tending to the rigging, they broke open the liquor cabinet and began to celebrate.
In an hour they were drunk. So drunk the hardly noticed the five men who crawled out of the ship's bilge; so drunk, they hardly felt the knives that cut their throats cut from ear to ear. The team was led by Keith Stevens, the same Purgatory man who had captured the ship from the German. Ten minutes after dumping the bodies, his team was ashore and moving cautiously overland towards the village.

***

Keith arrived with one hour of daylight left. They had spotted at least ten guards along the path to the village. An impossible number for them to overcome without raising the general alarm. But it wasn't his job to take out the guards. He just waved his arm and each man's head exploded as if by magic. Within fifteen minutes they were all dead and he had free access to the village.
They moved inside, hiding behind the houses that framed the village square. Keith spied the three men from the sailboat hanging from a fishing rack near the dock, guarded by two more of Pharaoh's men. The girl they had come for, Madison, was tied to some kind of punishment rack in the middle of the square. He could see one of Pharaoh's men thrusting his cock into her mouth. A second man was fucking her from the back as he paddled her ass. The girl's body was jerking from the pain and the double insertion.
There was nothing to be done about that now. He had his orders. He sent a man to free the three from the boat and two others to the other side of town, creating a crossfire then he waited for the artillery.
Two minutes later, the man fucking the girl in the mouth began to climax then he seemed to collapse. The man poking her ass looked down at his friend as the ground turned red. He didn't have time to call out as his head exploded in a spray of blood and brain fragments. Three other men moved closer to the girl to investigate and they fell as well in quick succession. Pharaoh, who had been inspecting the girls they had taken off the yacht, was the first to react in any sensible way.
"TAKE COVER!" he shouted. "It's a fucking sniper."
Men ran for their weapons. Most of them were cut down in the crossfire from Keith's team. The two men guarding those hanging on the fish rack were taken out with two well-placed shots to the chest. Keith's man quickly passed them the extra rifles and ammunition he was carrying and they took cover, serving as the third point in the crossfire.
"Don't anyone move," Pharaoh screamed from his cover. "We will wait until dark then rush them."
He knew that the eight men he faced could not stand against the two-hundred or so he had in the village. More importantly, he reasoned, the sniper in the hills, as good as he was, wouldn't be able to see them in the dark. He settled back to wait, thinking about the satisfaction he would feel when he buried the survivors in the hole with the girl.
"Then I will crucify the one in the hills, the coward with the rifle," he said to himself.
Keith also settled back in his well-covered firing position and signaled for his men to do the same. They had one more surprise.
Madison looked down at the dead man who lay just under her nipples. She was enough of a Marine brat to know that there was only one weapon in the world that could kill so quickly and quietly. She also knew that her father would not have partnered with anyone who didn't have balls and brains. She began to hope against hope that she was right.

***

Pharaoh begin his attack on Keith's men in the darkness between sunset and moonrise. He was in front, keeping in the shadow of the huts, confident that no sniper could possibly see them advancing. He had twenty armed men to his rear and twenty more on the other side of the street.
No one noticed when the last man in each file sank to the ground; or when the next in line fell, or the next, or the next. Pharaoh turned and stared dumbfounded as another man from his attack force fell silently to the ground. He opened his mouth to shout a warning when the bullet ripped off his balls and a baseball-size chunk of his groin. He collapsed in a blaze of pain so intense that no other thought and certainly no other words were possible. The man behind made a move to signal a retreat and he was cut down as well with a bullet to the side of his head.
The rest of the men stopped, frozen in place. Keith braced for the attack. If they decided to rush forward even Nick's Barrett and his 80x night-scope couldn't save them.
But they didn't attack. No one thought enough of Pharaoh to risk their life for his revenge. The mad rush was to the rear. The panic was so complete that it drew others out from their hiding places. Soon the entire village was running for the relative safety of the jungle.
Keith moved quickly: he removed Madison from the discipline box then he ordered four of his men onto the fishing launch to retrieve the yacht. He collected his men and Madison and started back down the trail they had come. Suddenly, he had an idea, an idea that was to earn him a promotion and a second woman. He order the huts searched. In a few minutes, they had located the women's quarters and nearly thirty terrified beauties chained to their bunks. With a few well aimed hammer blows, they were gathered together and running down the trail to the cove.
Nick and his new spotter covered their retreat then joined them at the cove.
"Looks like you picked up a few more passengers along the way," he said, handing Keith his weapons and jumping aboard the Freiraum.
"We had plenty of time thanks to you," Keith answered. "I figured, why leave this valuable treasure behind for the animals?"
"You figured pretty good," Nick answered. "Deforge will probably kiss you full on the lips, assuming we make it back."
"We'll make it, Nick. This time we're on the side of the angels."

***

Nick sat down on the deck next to Madison while his men rigged the spare mainsail. In a few minutes, they were at sea making ten knots with the trailing night breeze. He had ordered all the women to be left unbound until they got to Purgatory. He didn't want them drowning like rats if the ship was sunk.
"Why are you back here, Madison? ...in the colonies?" he asked.
It was the question that had plagued him since that morning when Charles had given him the news. She turned to him. Her hair was still wet from the swim she'd just taken.
"I robbed a bank," she said simply.
"Why are you here, Nick. Is this just some amazing coincidence?
"I came for you...again. I have to tell you though that rescuing you is getting a little old."
"Sorry...," she said quietly. Sorry I've caused you so much trouble. I...I just needed the money."
He knew that was bullshit. Beautiful woman didn't rob bank just for the money. There were lots of easier and less risky ways for someone like her to make money. Why hadn't she just married some rich guy? There must have been dozens of them hovering around her in California especially in Silicon Valley. She should be rich, driving around in a red Porsche not chained to some torture box being fucked by a bunch of lowlife crooks.
"That's bullshit," he answered. "I think I deserve the truth."
She looked at him and shrugged. "You couldn't handle the truth, Nick, not yet at least."
She stood up and stepped down lightly into the cockpit then into the overcrowded lounge. He watched her move feeling a familiar tightening in the groin. 







Strange Choices

 
"Now what?" Deforge asked. "What are you going to do about this girl?
"We can't have her walking around here free as a bird, there's no precedent for it. Beautiful women just can't be free in a place like this. It's not possible...fuck, it's not natural!"
"I know, I know," Nick answered sullenly. "But she's the daughter of a friend...what else can I do? I can't send her back to the States this time. She still has fourteen years to go on her sentence. They would just ship her back again if she was caught.
"I can't even set her up in Roseau. Someone like her would just be abducted again and be back on someone's chain sucking cock in a few days."
Deforge stared at his friend and shook his head.
"Look, Nick, I admire your loyalty, I always have, but this is too much. She can't stay here as a free woman. It just violates too many rules. Someone is sure to make a grab for her, even when she's under your protection then you would need to kill them. It's just not possible."
Nick nodded his head but didn't reply. He just stared out at the jungle and the sea beyond.
"Such a beautiful place," he mumbled, "for there to be so much pain and trouble."
"NICK!" Deforge yelled. "Snap out of it for crying out loud. You'll be reciting poetry next.
"Just put her in your collar then fuck her until she's moaning your name. That will solve all problems."
Nick stared at him with a deadly look. Deforge backed up a step.
"Okay...forget it. It was just an idea.
"Look, we're selling the boat, the Freiraum, to a mob guy from Argentina. He's sending some men here in a week. I can add the girl to the deal. You know, to transport her to Rio. You can set her up there with the money you've saved. Even if they find out, the U.S. government won't bother to extradite. She's just a kid who made a mistake. I have lots of friend who made it to Rio with serious ill-gotten gains. No one has ever bothered them.
Nick stared at him with a strange expression then nodded.
"That makes sense," he said. "Thanks, Charles, thanks for everything. I'll let her know."

***

"I don't know anyone in Argentine and I don't speak Portuguese," Madison said in a huff. "Why can't I just stay here? I'm not bothering anyone."
"You know why," Nick replied.
He didn't want her to go either, but there was no choice.
"Beautiful girls don't exist as free-women in the colonies. You know that. There no way that I can protect you all the time, and, and I don't want it to come down to me having to kill someone because they steal you. That's something we do for a living here."
"Isn't that noble," she answered sarcastically, "you don't want to kill someone for enslaving one of your private women."
"You're not one of my fucking women," Nick shouted in frustration. "God damn it. You're the daughter of my best friend, a man who died a terrible death to save my life. I OWE HIM!"
"A terrible death...?" she said softly. "You told me it was a bullet in the head."
Nick just stared at her. She was tougher now, but no one needed to hear such details.
"You are not one of my women," he repeated quietly. "I owe your father a debt. Let me pay it."
"So I've heard," Madison screamed back. "You're so busy feeling guilty about him and noble about me that you can't see straight. Well, FUCK YOU, I don't feel the same way and you're not in charge of me...as you keep pointing out."
She stormed out of the room.
"You're going," Nick shouted to her retreating back. "One week then you're going."

***

On the day the Freiraum was to sail, Madison went missing. Nick launched a massive search of the entire plantation then had patrols comb the surrounding jungle. By the afternoon, the Argentines had had enough and told Charles that they were leaving with or without the girl.
"We can't hold them up any longer, Nick. The bribes I placed will keep the Navy away for today only. These guys need to get clear of the reef before nightfall. We'll just have to find another way to deal with the girl."
Nick nodded, enraged.
"That fucking brat," he screamed. "When I get my hands on her, I'm going to tie her to the fucking bed. What does she think she's doing? Finding another way to get her out of here is going to take weeks or months."
Charles nodded disgustedly. He had also had enough of the girl. He said something to one of the guards and the word was quickly passed to the waiting boat. They stood on the porch and watched silently as it sailed off.
"You know I love you like a brother, Nick," Deforge said seriously, "but you've got to get this girl out of your mind. Whatever debt you owed her father, it's paid and done. If you ever find her, you need to look at her as just another woman."
Nick nodded and moved to the door.
"Like I said, Charles, thank you. I owe you for this."
"Not another debt!" Deforge answered smiling.
"You don't owe me anything, Nick. It's me who owes you."
Nick looked at him. They were both acting weird today. It was the girl, she was driving them crazy.
He climbed the steps to his room like an old man, tired and depressed. He would begin the search again in the morning. There was no point trying to find someone in the jungle at night.
Why had she run off? He couldn't figure it out.
He opened the door and caught a flash of movement in the moonlight. His knife seemed to fly into his hand. He wasn't alone. He closed the door and stood still, waiting for his eyes to adjust to the darkness. Something was moving on the bed. In an instant, he was there, holding the point of his knife to a throat. Slowly, he felt moved his free hand until it touched...naked skin, a breast, a flat stomach.
He removed the knife and lit the lamp next to the bed. Slowly, Madison's face emerged in the light. She was naked and spread-eagled on the bed just as she had been that first night. He sat there astonished.
"What...what are you doing here?" he stumbled as he moved to untie her ropes.
"Don't you want to fuck me first, Master?" she whispered.
He stopped and stared down at her beautiful face, at her incredible body.
"I came back for you, Nick. I robbed that bank to be with you, to be your woman or at least one of them. There's nothing for me in California...
"If you don't want me, Charles has agreed to let me join the other women in the slave pens. I'll sell quickly, he says. That is, if you don't want me..."
Nick just sat there for several minutes then he began to undress.
"Does this mean..." she began to ask.
"Slaves don't speak unless they're given permission," he answered sharply. "You have a lot to learn, Tara."
"Tara...?"
"That's the name I've selected for you," he answered, climbing on top of her.
"Yes, master," she whispered as he slipped his cock into her wet pussy. "Tara..."

 

THE END
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