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Penal Colony - The Fox Hunt

 
Congress established the American Penal Colonies in 2025...four Caribbean islands to hold two million U.S. convicts. The big reason was money, the country was broke and unwilling to pay fifty-grand a year to lock up a convict, but Americans were also fed up with 70% of all inmates returning to jail within three years. The plan was simple: exile all convicts, men and women, to the islands and let them govern themselves...for better or worse, eliminating all parole, work-release, job training, education and other corrective-action programs.
Five years after its inception, President Teddy Callow, the father of the new law, declared it an unqualified success that had saved the country nearly one trillion dollars and reduced recidivism to less than 10%.
The press jumped on the story declaring the penal colonies "the greatest achievement in penal reform since the invention of prisons." Foreign governments joined in praising America's advanced thinking and talking about their own plans for prison islands. Liberal college professors went on TV to explain how the "Revolution in Penology" forced sociopaths to modify their behavior. Harvard even opened a new college called the School of Banishment Science to teach its core principles.
Of course there was some dissent.
An independent study by Guardian, a Swedish human-rights group, claimed that the reason recidivism was down was because the death rate had double. Further, they said, prisoners who fail to appear at the end of their sentence were simply counted as missing. They claimed that the colonies were being ruled by criminal predators who preyed on the weak; that the decision to intermix men and women, rather than foster normal relationships, had resulted in widespread female slavery and trafficking.
"This new American Gulag, with its absolute ban on visitation and inspection, is in the same league with the worst of the Nazis and the Soviets."
This strong rhetoric led to a well-rehearsed congressional hearing in which former exiles testified that life was "hard but fair" in the colony; that it forced them to take responsibility for themselves. "Being unconditionally separated from family and friends was a severe punishment," one former exile said through tears, "but the tough love I found on PC (Penal Colony) Dominica made me a better man."
His emotional testimony reinforced the public's view that all criminals were basically shiftless and that forcing them to care for themselves built character. The real death blow for any reform, however, came from the PRA (Penal Reform authority) Director himself who said:
"If the American public wants us to govern the colonies like prisons, we are going to need a lot more people and a lot more money," he said. "Our mission today is containment. We are no longer babysitting criminals. What happens inside the colony is the responsibility of the Prisoners' Council and the prisoners themselves not us."
"Look," he said leaning in towards the TV cameras, "we're talking about criminals, men and women who have attacked us, stolen from us, killed us, preyed on our children. We don't want them living among us any longer. If they can't learn to live with their own kind then..."
He left the rest unsaid.
Most Americans agreed. Even though there were probably terrible things happening in the penal colonies, they were only happening to criminals
.





Zoey

 

Master, if it pleases you,
 
My hands tremble as I kneel here in your chains. I struggle to gather my thoughts, to remember the details of my story. I am terrified that I will forget something and displease you, but I have no choice but to begin...
 
The following account, written at your order, tells of this slave's recent offense and her just punishment.
 
Before I begin, let me finally admit that my suffering is deserved. I lived selfishly for twenty years, believing the conceit that my beauty warranted adoration and attention. In a moment of blind conceit, I helped to commit a robbery in which someone was killed. I was exiled to Dominica and eventually abducted and sold into slavery. Even then my self-obsession continued as I sought unfair advantage over my sisters in bondage.
One day your stable-master took me off the coffle and chained me by my collar to a ceiling beam. My arms were belted behind at the elbows and wrists. He ran his hands along my body testing the firmness of my breasts, my mound, my ass. He fingered my nipples and flicked my clit. Then he kissed me long and hard on the mouth.
The bondage and his touch excited me in a way that I have never felt before but instead of responding honestly, I shied away, hiding the tremors, withholding my tongue. In effect, I deceived him. Instead of punishing me, he laughed generously forgiving me for my coldness then he began to harness me for a pony cart.
He carefully placed the leather over my head, the bit in my mouth, the belts around my narrow waist. With gentle care he greased the dildo-tail and pushed it slowly and lovingly up my ass then locked it in place with another belt he ran between my legs.
He was being kind and I knew it, but instead of feeling grateful, I felt rage, rage that someone would treat me so casually. Men have always catered to me. Even in my bondage, I expected the same. I wanted to have power over him, to command him, to fuck him on my own terms, to bend him to my will.
I now realize that this was the same perverse emotion that had brought me to this place, but at the time all I wanted was to make register my disapproval in a way that would be remembered and noticed by everyone.
He bent down and carefully pushed my bare foot inside the heavy hoof-like heel then did the same for the other foot. When he was finished he looked up and smiled running his hand soothingly up the inside of my naked leg. There was a tenderness in his touch that I could not abide--I wanted control over him not human consideration.
I lifted my long leg, cocking it at its highest point, and kicked him in the face with the heavy shoe.
Chaos erupted in the stable: blood was everywhere, men were shouting, slaves screaming, the place was reeking of fear and I felt...proud. Finally, I had demonstrated the power that rightfully belonged to me. Whatever the penalty, whatever the consequences, I knew that whoever touched me again would feel afraid. Once again, I was intimidating men!
You were summoned, but even then I wasn't afraid.
You stared into my eyes and you immediately understood that no common punishment would do in the face of such rage. Only an exorcism would allow me to survive in this place.
I expected to be whipped, perhaps even branded as a kicker. This was the normal punishment for such an offense. Instead, you had me put in a birdcage that closed tightly on my neck. My lower body was encased in metal bars, but my head was free.
I was delivered to your room and the cage hung from the ceiling a few feet off the ground. A ball gag was put in my mouth. Later, you came and sat on a nearby chair. Your face was only inches from mine.
"You've heard of someone dying a thousand deaths," you said quietly, "that's what you are going to experience--a thousand deaths."
My eyes widened as an ordinary clothespin closed on my nose. I struggled against the bars, strained my muscles, desperately tried to suck air through my nose and mouth; my eyes locked on yours as my body began to convulse. I felt a final indescribable agony then my eyes rolled up and darkness came.
But I wasn't dead, far from it. After a time my vision cleared and I awoke to find your face staring at mine.
"That's number one," he said, making a small mark on the metal under my face.
The clothespin went on again and I died a second time. He did it three more times that evening until my convulsions were just weak tremors.
"Two hundred days like this," he said, "that's how long it will take for you to die a thousand times.
"Don't worry. I will keep you healthy and alert for that full time. I want you to feel every one of your thousand deaths as if it was your first. Over time your body will make changes to deal with the horror of it, the pain. But I will make adjustments as well"
You put your face an inch from mine.
"It's an instinct you know...your response to suffocation. You can't really control your body's response. Each night you will be strangled and die a kind of horrible death and each day you will wait in this cage anticipating it happening again."
On the second day, I cried and pleaded for mercy. On the third day, I begged to be allowed to suck your cock, your balls, your ass, to grovel at your feet. You laughed. On the fourth day, I promised to serve you, to serve all men to whom I was enthralled in any way they wanted. You listened and nodded then continued to use my clothespin.
On the fifth day, I spoke the truth. I confessed that I was a selfish bitch who even now felt entitled and expected all men to beg for my favor. I admitted that it would take a hard master a very long time to overcome my programming, my perverse will...that perhaps it might never happen at all.
Magically, the cage door opened and you allowed me to demonstrate the sincerity of my words. I was elated, ecstatic when you entered my holes; even in the pain of those penetrations, I felt the joy of salvation. I still do. Through your will, your kindness, I was resurrected from the Hell that I so richly deserved.
I know that my submission is not complete, that I might never be totally submissive and will need to suffer...forever.
However long it takes, I thank you and your assigns for the pain and humiliation you inflict on me and for the sexual activities you allow me to perform. I understand now that these are gifts.
 
Respectfully submitted,
Your slave, Zoey (née Kerstin Landau, recently renamed by your gracious will).
 
P.S. 	And one final admission...my submission has unlocked female instincts of such strength that I am frequently overwhelmed mentally and physically. The thought that those responses might continue to grow stronger is both frightening and unbelievably exciting. Ironically, Master, I have never been happier. I know that this is unimportant to you, but in the interest of telling the full truth, as you ordered, I must declare it.





Marta

 
The spray from the ship's bow wave felt cold on Marta's bare feet. She had been tied on her knees with her back tight against the yacht's rail. They were all bound the same--naked with their arms pulled back over the steel cable then tied to their raised ankles. Twenty girls on each side, a wall of female flesh and flying hair all facing the quarterdeck, the place of punishment.
One of the guards puts rubber pads under her knees to keep them from bruising. It was an obvious act of favoritism afforded only to the most beautiful, the most valuable girls on the cable. The action drew evil stares. Marta was tall for a Brazilian, maybe five ten, with long shapely legs, a narrow waist, and large firm tits that sloped upward towards protruding nipples. Her full lips, almond-shaped eyes, and long thick jet-black hair topped off the package.
She turned away from the jealous stares and looked back over her shoulder. The ocean was so big; she never imagined such distances. In her mind the world had been a small place, not much bigger than Rio itself. Perhaps if she had listened more closely in the Rochina church school, she would have known how big it was, but she had gone mostly for the free lunch. Food was the priority in the favela (slum) not knowledge.
She twisted her young body, trying to ease the pain of the cruel bondage then thought about how much worse it would be with her knees on the ship's teak deck. Fuck them, she thought, it's not my fault that the guards treat me differently. The same thing had happened in the cabin below, where she had been moved from the floor to the bunk, displacing another girl. She had been tied hand and foot just like everyone else; she had no control over who they put where. Whether she was stacked on the on the floor like cordwood or laid in a soft bunk was their decision not hers.
There had been curses even threats when the door was closed but no physical retaliation. The floor girls had no access to her tied as they were. After a while she forgot about their anger and just enjoyed the thin mattress. Even with her hands tied behind and her feet bound, it was heaven compared to being on the floor, constantly pressed and prodded by other female bodies. In this situation it was clearly an advantage to be more beautiful.
Of course, the guarda (guards) couldn't control everything. The woman being punished had fought over a piece of meat. She was to receive ten strokes of the whip. Her victim was also being punished. She would receive five. Marta wondered why the victim was being punished at all; she had only been defending herself. But no one had offered an explanation and no one had asked.
The idea of corporal punishment wasn't new to her; when she was growing up on the streets, the strong often punished the weak physically. She had once watched a shopkeeper suspend her friend Carlota by her wrists and beat her with his belt. He had left her hanging in the back alley for the rats which were nipping at her toes when her friends managed to cut her down.
The incident had stayed with her--the image of the girl hanging helplessly as the belt tore into her naked flesh...her writhing, her screams, her breathless pleas for mercy. It was obvious that she would have done anything to avoid the torture, anything. What was it like to lose all control like that, to be totally under the power of someone else, to feel so overwhelmed that...?
She would probably find out soon. She was a ciroula now, a slave.
Abduction and imprisonment was common in Rochina. Pimps were always on the hunt for new club girls and the police turned a blind eye as long as the victims were at least eighteen. That was a good rule, she thought, a civilized sensible rule--most girls like her were not fully ripe until they were eighteen. Harvesting them too early was vergonhoso (disgraceful) and trouble for everyone. That's what everyone said anyway; the pimps were just part of life in the favela.
She had been orphaned at eight. Her mother had simply gone out one night and never returned. For ten years, she was on her own: scavenging, steeling, evading the police, avoiding the cloying priests and the bullies, and most recently, the pimps. Her friends had warned her, "You're too pretty, Marta, too shapely," they said. "The jaguars have sharp eyes for girls like you. They will take you soon."
They were right. One night, a car door opened and two men dragged her inside. She fought them until the bag was placed over her head and she was tied with her arms and legs behind like a hog for slaughter. That was an accurate description, she thought--a hog for the slaughter only her slaughterhouse was one of the brothels. The pimps had even been kept her in an abandoned slaughterhouse, naked and suspended on a meat hook for days before loading her onto the ship. She could still feel their rough hands on her skin.
She looked back at the sea. Where were they going? She wondered. Ciroulas were always kept in the city's private clubs, often physically imprisoned in small cages until they were selected to perform. It was common practice, known and generally accepted by everybody even the slum people. Why were they being sent out of the city, on a ship, and where were they headed?
Suddenly, a wooden door banged hard against a bulkhead and a pair of flying feet appeared in the companionway. They were bringing the women on deck. One of the ship's guarda was carrying the fighter up the narrow stairs from the saloon. Her arms were locked together in front with a black rope that was wrapped around from her wrists to her forearms. She wasn't beautiful in the classic sense, but there was something about the fierce way she tossed her head, kicked, and struck out with her teeth that made her seem somehow more desirable. Men will enjoy conquering her Marta realized in a moment of sexual insight. Her instinct to fight will stimulate them and make her ultimate surrender all that more exciting for them. She will have a terribly painful life as a ciroula, but also a thrilling one. The evil thought made her shiver...why had she thought it would be thrilling?
The girl bend her lithe body in half and caught the guarda solidly on the side of the head with her sharp heel. Surprisingly, he smiled through the momentary pain and put her gently on the deck then fastened the end of her rope to a metal cleat. A second girl emerged from the companionway tied the same way. She was gorgeous but seemed numb as she was tied to another deck cleat. The first girl twisted naked on the deck trying to reach her with her feet all the time screaming insults.
Marta knew immediately that if she was a man, she would want to fuck the fighter. The realization shocked her, but before she could think about it El Capitão, the Captain, walked through the companionway. He stopped and stared at the screaming girl who quieted under his gaze.
He turned away from her and walked the length of the ship's rail, occasionally pausing to feel the firmness of an extended breast or the hardness of a nipple. Everyone he touched remained quiet, head down. He was a young man, perhaps thirty, but he had the commanding presence of a leader. Everyone kept still, waiting. He took a short whip from one of the guarda and stepped up onto the cabin roof where all the women could see him.
"This is a cat," he said in English, raising the whip. "Anyone who defies us will feel its claws."
Marta looked more closely at the whip. It had nine broad leather strands. They were well separated by the handle so that, she assumed, a single strike would cover a larger area. She imagined what the heavy leather would feel like on a woman's bare skin then glanced piteously at the first girl who was moving again on the deck. Her eyes were still flashing, but now she was unconsciously pushing herself as far from the whip as possible with her bare feet. Marta could feel her terror.
The Captain turned and brought the whip down hard on the cabin roof. There were a series of cracking sounds as the lash ends struck the polished wood. Now everyone was shrinking back as far as possible. Just the idea of being near such an instrument of torture was terrifying. The fighter was mumbling, uttering curses under her breath, directing them at el Capitão. Marta had seen this reaction before, the need to spit in the face of fear. It was the kind of machisma that built street-cred, only this time her body betrayed her as piss darkened the deck under her legs and spread around her like the border around a bull's eye. She had marked herself.
El Capitão smiled and nodded to one of the guarda who freed the girl from the cleat, dragging her to the end of the ship's boom. She kept turning her head as if searching for someone to help. The look of terror and panic in her eyes was intimidating for everyone on the rails, especially after her show of resistance. Everyone imagined themselves in her position, knowing escape was impossible, knowing the fierce pain was inevitable.
The guarda ran the end of her rope through a steel ring at the end of the boom and secured it with a sailor's knot. The girl watched him work in stony silence, shaking, too terrified to move. The guarda smiled at her and pulled on another line with one arm. Slowly, the boom went higher, lifting her onto her toes.
Her compact body was now fully exposed for all to see. Marta noticed that her legs were well-muscled, but not in an unpleasant way. Her ass was hard and round and her tits, even though they were small, seemed especially firm. She guessed that she was about her age, maybe a year or two older. She could see that her labia were quite large and red, engorged with blood. Why were they red? She wondered.
The guarda wrapped the boom line around a capstan then he turned it with a winch handle. The ship was deathly quiet except for the metallic clicking sound, even the ocean breeze and the lapping waves were still. The boom started to rise slowly into the air taking her off her feet. As her feet left the deck the girl came alive again, kicking out violently in all directions as if warning everyone to stay back.
It was a brave but futile gesture. El Capitão had no intention of getting close to her sharp feet. He positioned himself just beyond and shook out the cat. Without any warning, he swung his arm back and brought all nine lashes down hard on her bare skin from her knees to her breasts. She screamed as if she had been set afire. Marta, along with many others on the rail, closed her eyes to avoid the sight of her writhing body.
"The cat will kiss anyone who closes their eyes or looks away," El Capitão shouted in warning to those watching.
Marta opened her eyes in panic and stared at the girl who was now hanging limp.
He pulled back his arm and struck her again. She screamed and bucked like a wild animal. Marta held her breath. She couldn't imagine what she was feeling, the horror of being so helpless. He gave her another terrible stroke then another, ten in all. They all watched in horror as she jerked her body in pain then shuddered massively in a convulsion that couldn't be anything other than a sexual climax.
The cruelty of it stunned everyone on the rail. For the first time, they understood the depth of their captivity and the utter depravity of their captors. The common bond, the thread of humanity that people feel for one another, did not exist between them and these men. They were lesser creatures now, their bondage, their suffering, their desires meant nothing.
The guarda lowered the girl to the deck then carried her below still twitching as the aftershock of her orgasm and her pain passed through her body. The second girl was staring at her with a detached look as if she wasn't actually there. She had pissed herself as well and seemed content to lie naked and numb on the deck in her puddle.
El Capitão took another turn around the deck, allowing the strands of wet leather to brush against the girls on the rail. Those who were touched could feel the fighter's sweat.
"Some girls think that they can resist us. As you can see, it is impossible. Even the strongest will ultimately surrender to the cat."
He continued walking as he talked, all eyes were on the whip.
"Others try to distance themselves from their punishment by taking their mind to another place. As you will soon see, this is no escape either."
"Don't fool yourself. Once you are kissed by the cat, all your strategies for dealing with the pain will dissolve and you will be left with only one reality--to bear the agony. You will have no control over your body even to the point of sexual climax. I can make anyone do anything with the cat. Remember this the next time you think about defying my orders."
He turned to the guarda and nodded. The man took the second girl off the cleat and tied her to the boom. Once lifted, she rotated and swung at the boom end like a piece of beautiful meat.
"She has traveled to another place with her mind," El Capitão said then pulled back his arm and delivered the first stroke.
Suddenly, she came alive writhing and kicking out with the same intensity as the first girl, screaming for his mercy. But there was none, she received all five strokes that she was due.
"Remember this as well," El Capitão said slowly as the girl was being carried away. "We will use the cat every day until we reach Dominica on anyone who feels the need to defy us. Alternatively, we can have a peaceful sail absent the cat's claws. The choice is yours."
He went to the helm and sat, watching as each girl was released from the rail and taken below.
"Dominica...?" Marta thought as she waited. She had no idea where Dominica was. The church school had taught her a little English. It didn't teach geography. Nor had it taught her that there were such evil monsters as these in the world.
"Dominica..." She repeated the name in her head like a prayer.







Purgatory Plantation

 
"The yacht is back, Sarge," the soldier said breathlessly.
Nick thought about walking down to meet the ship then settled back and took a long pull on his cigar. It would be at least an hour before the Freiraum was docked. Anyway, it would be a sin to waste Cuban this good.
He watched as the white smoke snaked over the girl's taut body, curving over her luscious breasts. The plantation still maintained the tradition of a morning whipping, but it was largely symbolic now--there were too many girls in the stables for such ceremonies. Charles usually supervised but he was too busy today. Nick didn't mind standing in, in fact he enjoyed the diversion.
The girl had been tied over the porch rail after her whipping, face-up, with her wrist and ankle on each side strapped together and joined under the rail. The traditional bondage kept her still for the day with her mound and tits fully exposed. It was an effective demonstration of discipline for the others.
She turned her head towards him begging with her eyes. Nick ignored her. He wasn't being sadistic; her suffering served an important purpose. Beautiful women on Dominica had no standing. They were chattel, too valuable to leave unprotected but not possessing any rights of their own. The island didn't have any real laws so the enslavement of desirable women was commonplace. It was a big price to pay for beauty, but at least it protected them from the random savagery.
That was the party line anyway, he thought, the explanation that soothed consciences.
He smiled at his cynicism. What difference did it make? He asked himself. No one cares about these women; they are criminals, society's discards. The rules for them are different...our morals are different here.
He stared off into the distance wondering why he was being so philosophical. The truth was that he was feeling a little useless today. Sure, he had done too good job building plantation's security force and yes he had commanded a number of successful operations, but that was all in the past. What did he have to look forward to...supervising the whip-master? ...presiding over ceremonial whippings? ...endless slave sex? Not much of a future for someone like him. He was still the best shot in the outfit, but so what? That was a very narrow skill. Charles was the outfit's business genius and officers like Keith Jones were much better commanders, much more strategic in their thinking. Despite the title, he was still basically a grunt, a jarhead with some useful military skills.
He stood up and took a step to the girl's side. She was magnificent. He ran his hand over her cunt then separated her throbbing labia and felt inside. It was moist and her clit was hard. He brought his wet fingers to her mouth and moistened her lips with his wet fingers. She breathed harder and her nose flared--sure signs that she was getting off on his touch. He began to finger her rock-hard nipples as she shook her head from side to side in silent protest.
Against what? He wondered. What she didn't realize was that she had already surrendered, that she had already changed. She was no longer some pimp's plaything, she was a slave. Her stony silence on the rail, her stoic acceptance of the pain, her lack of personal animus towards him were all signs of her new personality, her slave personality. Part of it was due to today's whipping, just the raw shock of so much physical pain was transformational, but the environment had an even bigger impact. Just being in a place where nudity, discipline, and forced sex were ordinary made a huge difference in attitude. Social values and fears melted away in days under such conditions. In a week, she wouldn't even remember her past life; she honestly wouldn't know if it was real or a dream. Her slavery would have consumed her memories, it would be the only thing that mattered.
He glanced at the two girls kneeling beside by his chair. Their backs were ramrod straight, but he knew that their minds were working overtime with the news that the ship had been sighted, that Keith was back. Paola especially, she was breathing hard and licking her lips every few seconds. She was Keith's woman; he was just caring for her while he was away. Keith had liberated her from the German businessman who had been foolish enough to bring his sailing yacht close to Dominica's shores. That's why she was so fidgety. The girl, a former escort, was literally vibrating with sexual excitement.
"If you wet your lips again, Paola, I'll have your tongue clamped," he said sternly, settling back into the chair. "You won't look very good to anyone with chapped lips."
Tara, the other girl kneeling by the chair, started to rock gently on her thighs in sympathy with her friend's agitation. Tara was his woman, his personal property, the only physical possession he ever really valued.
Paola blushed fiercely and immediately dropped her head in apology. Having your tongue clamped was no joke. Nick had already done it once before when she had been disrespectful in her tone. He had wedged two chopsticks behind her stud and locked them together with rubber bands then tied her hands behind. The ugliness of it, the endless drooling and mouth pain were a terrible punishment.
"You need to burn off some of that energy," he declared.
"Run down to the stable and have them ready a sulky for me. I'm going down to meet the boat."
The girl sprinted off the porch down the path, her bare feet flying over the soft ground.
"I wonder why she's so excited?" he mused aloud.
Tara smiled and opened her long legs a fraction wider than KNEEL regulations required.
"I don't know, Master," she lied.
Her incredible eyes were bright with happiness for her friend.
"What do you think is causing it," he asked playfully, rolling the cigar in his mouth.
"Perhaps she's looking forward to a night outside your cage, Master...?" the girl answered.
Nick stared at her then turned back towards the girl on the rail.
He had rescued Tara from this very Plantation then again from slavers on Guadeloupe when she had foolishly tried to rejoin him. He had wanted to send her back to the States, this was no place for an innocent beauty like her, but incredibly she had refused to leave even though it meant her enslavement. Her name had been Madison back then; he had changed it to Tara when he took her freedom.
He turned back and stared at her through his smoke. She had chosen slavery to be with him. He had never understood that decision and he never would. Still, it was exciting to know that someone loved you so much that they chose slavery to be close. He would not have done the same for her. He would have died for her, but he would never have chosen slavery. ...Just one of those man-woman differences, he thought.
Paola had been under his care for more than a month. Keith had asked him to watch her while he traveled to Brazil on plantation business. Nick had kept her in a small cage in his room while he and Tara slept in the oversized bed just a few feet away. It would be good to fuck Tara without someone watching, he thought. Even though Paola was just a slave, he was bothered at having her watch his bouncing ass or Tara head bobbing on his dick, especially since he couldn't fuck her as well.
"Yeah, that must be it...she's tired of the cage," he answered, forgiving Tara her minor impudence, knowing that she was also looking forward to being finally alone with him.
And they both knew the real truth--Paola was horny, literally twitching with sexual frustration to be rejoined with her man. It was the submission and the bondage, he thought. Life here on Purgatory Plantation was full of sensual stimulus. It affected everyone, it exaggerated their instincts. More than exaggerated, it excited them in a way that no modern society could understand or tolerate. The affliction often manifest itself in their women as nymphomania, a raging hunger for sexual gratification. They often had to take steps like caging and hooding to cool down their over-boiling hormones, especially the young ones.
"Maybe I should keep her caged another night?" he asked meanly. "Keith is going to be exhausted after his trip."
Tara turned to him with a look of despair then she smiled as she realized he was joking.
"I think Master Keith might have something to say about that, Master."
Keith Jones was his Number Two, Second-in-Command of the plantation's security force and the admiral of their small fleet of sailing yachts and fishing launches. He had been sent to Brazil to pickup new "product." The supply of beautiful convict women on Dominica was no longer adequate to meet the demand. Brazil's slums seemed a perfect alternative.
She's right, he mused. Paola he could cage, but there was no way he could keep Keith away from the girl tonight.
"You're probably right, Tara. But it's a shame to waste the cage. Why don't we see how well you fit into it tonight? I'll find someone else to fuck...a little variety, you know?"
Tara turned towards him. There was a sadness on her face and a small tear forming in the corner of her eye.
"As you wish, Master," she whispered.
"Do it now."
The girl reddened as she got to her feet then she obediently walked inside. He watched her incredibly sexy legs and her perky ass peeking out from under her short skirt. She was the most desirable woman he had ever known.
Tara hadn't done anything wrong, certainly nothing to deserve being caged tonight, but Paola's presence in his room had prevented him from administering his normal maintenance discipline. This was a serious problem that could undermine their special relationship. No matter how he felt about her, she was his slave and needed to be punished periodically to be reminded of that fact.

***

He glanced down the path to the stables. Paola was returning with the ponygirl team he'd ordered. Nick recognized one of them, Zoey. She had fought the harness at first but after a few nights with Charles, she had come around. She seemed a natural now even excited at the prospect of a good run.
At first, he had been appalled by the idea of ponygirls. He thought that treating woman like horses was over the top even for Purgatory. They had argued about it for weeks, but Charles had been right, the girls had taken to it. Today, trained pony girls were one of their most popular offerings.
Young strong women like Zoey with their long legs and uplifted asses looked and acted like they were born for the harness. They even moved like fine horses, with that smooth lilting gait that seemed to embody all the grace and beauty of the animal itself.
It also helped the girls in their transition. They needed a way to burn-off their sexual energy and a way to show off their bodies. Strangely, they were frustrated at not being able to display their bodies once the stigma of nudity had been removed. The practice even had psychological benefits--being treated like an animal made them appreciate their humanity. The more humiliating their condition, the more they welcomed human activity including sex. It was like Marine boot camp, Nick realized; the worse the boot was treated, the better the Marine that emerged on the other side.
He watched the two girls pull the empty sulky up to the porch steps. They moved in perfect harmony, proudly coordinating the long sleek lines of their bodies. He knew what they were feeling. He had been mystified by the response at first then realized women enjoyed attracting strong men and what could be more attractive than nakedness, the display of physical strength and beauty, the explicit submission? They reveled at being freed of societal restrictions.
He inspected their harnesses more closely. The stable-master had put them in simple work leathers. Nick approved; he hated riding around the Plantation as if he was Caesar on parade. Give me two perfect bodies like these with minimal accouterment. He stepped closer. The head harness consisted of belts that held the eye-blinders, the mouth bit, and the reins. The body harness had three large belts wound close around at the neck, chest, and thorax, held by metal rings. The rings were connected to a vertical belt that ran from the girl's collar, between her legs, and back up to the collar in the back. Their arms were locked over the carriage yoke by cinches at their elbows and wrists.
The stable-master had left off any nipple clamps, bells, or feathers, but added a decorative tail that hung down from a dildo in their ass holes. Nick smiled. The tails were an understandable concession to decoration that accentuated the rotation of their hard asses when they moved. How could any man resist such an item?
What he had not forgotten was Nick's preference for a lunge whip. The lunge whip was maybe three feet long, with a lash of equal length and a popper that created a distinctive sound when the whip was cracked. It provided a visual and audible cue for the animals. More importantly, it allowed the driver much more control than a heavy cat or flogger. Those whips were more appropriate for a lumbering ox cart than a sleek ponygirl team, he thought. Driving magnificent and powerful beauties like this needed a more controlled instrument of pain, and a delicate touch. A sharp flick at the right time on just the right spot was the right solution.
He took the reins from Paola. She wasn't wearing a harness, only a tall neck collar that kept her head high and made her look half a foot taller. Her hair was also tied back in a harsh ponytail and there was the hint of rouge on her nipples. Her labia were also bright red as if...
Nick was surprised that the stable-master had stripped her on his own, that he had roughed up her cunt probably with a coarse horse brush. Why would...suddenly he understood. Paola had lied to the man, told him that Nick had ordered it. She was playing a dangerous game, he thought. The punishment for lying was an all-day caning riding the wooden horse they kept in front of the stable.
He looked at her with knowing expression, but didn't say anything. Making themselves more sexually desirable was something that all women, free or slave, practiced with an insane intensity. In the free world, they spent billions of dollars on makeup, clothes, jewelry, etc. Here in Purgatory they risked terrible punishment and used a horse brush on their cunt...same difference.
He pulled her arms roughly behind and secured them with the pair of leather manacles that were laying on the driver's seat then attached a length of chain to her high collar and snapped it onto a ring at the back of the sulky.
"Strange that the stable-master would strip and collar you without any instructions...and use a horse brush on your cunt," he whispered angrily.
Her face turned bright red and she hid her eyes.
"P...please, Master," she whispered, imagining the cane on her back. "I...I...wanted...to..."
Nick laughed inside at her dilemma. He wasn't going to punish her for being in love, for wanting to look desirable for Keith. He should have thought of these things himself. She looked delicious. He knew that Keith would be suitably impressed.
Ironically, the bondage she'd selected, especially the high collar, was more than he would have ordered. It was going to make it difficult for her to run all the way to the cove, he thought. He unbelted the high collar and put it in the sulky's storage compartment.
"We'll put this back on when we're close. I don't want you falling on your pretty ass on the way."
She smiled and flashed her eyes gratefully. Who was he to stand in the way of true love, especially slave love?
He walked back to the front and ran his hands along the flanks of the two ponygirls who would do the actual pulling. He could feel the hard muscle under their soft skin especially in their thighs and calves. It was amazing that they showed so well. If it's done properly, he thought, a girl can have steel under the skin and still be beautiful. He stepped back and admired their long legs standing tall in their hoof-like heels.
Zoey turned her head and looked back at him. She was breathing hard through her mouth and her nostrils were flaring. He thought it might be from the run up from the stables then realized that she was responding to his touch, to his tactile inspection. She was excited.
"Give me a good run to the cove, Zoey," he whispered into her ear, fingering her engorged nipples affectionately, "and I'll let you loose among the rocks."
Ponygirls were sometimes allowed to use the smooth boulders around the cove to masturbate. He had seen some climax so many times on the rocks that they fell over in a sexual faint. It was just another example of the sexual aberration brought on by their captivity.
"We won't let you down, Nick," she answered with blatant disrespect, "but you might need to use the whip more."
Nick stared at her sternly. Sometimes ponygirls got so involved in the role that they became rude and even insolent. They wanted to be treated more harshly. The right response wasn't to give in to their perverse desires, just the opposite, it was to deny them what they wanted most--contact.
"Do you want to spend a day in the sandbox, Zoey?" he asked quietly.
The sandbox was a punishment they all feared even the most hardened masochists. It was a simple wooden box with a layer of sand on the bottom. A hooded girl was bound with a full-body belt and placed inside which was then filled with sand. She could breathe through an air tube, but all normal sensation was blocked. For a slave who was addicted to stimulation, perhaps overdosing on it, it was a horror.
Zoey turned white and lowered her head.
"No, Master," she managed.
The second girl smiled at her partner's fear. She was also twitching with sexual excitement but was smart enough to remain silent.
Nick left the threat hanging in the air and moved to the driver's seat, checking Paola's bondage one last time. He snapped the whip hard over their heads. The popper made a gunshot-like sound and the team moved off with a hard jerk. Nick grasped the reins more firmly and smiled. The sandbox was a necessary evil, but it was there to prevent masochistic extremes, which in the final analysis was a happy problem for a slave.

***

George, Nick's personal orderly, spied Tara sitting naked in the cage as soon as he entered the room. His job was to make Nick's life simple and to keep his belongings, which included the girl, in good order. Tara knew that he was not going to allow her to just sit peacefully in an unlocked cage. It was sloppy, just not the way things were done at Purgatory Plantation.
"No, no, no, no...this will not do, not at all...not at all," he walked around the cage with the fussy affected gestures of a possessive homosexual. "This simply will not do. You cannot just lay there, Tara, like a pig in a pen about to be slopped. It's...unmilitary."
So was he, Tara thought, as she grimaced at the ugly analogy.
George ignored her when Nick was around, but he took every opportunity to make her life miserable when he wasn't. It was as if they were two house pets vying for the affections of the same master. The truth was that Nick needed someone to help organize his personal affairs, someone who had no sexual interest in women. George fit the bill perfectly. He was gay but also an obsessive neat freak. The reason he was caught and sent to Dominica was because he refused to leave his apartment in such a bloody mess after murdering his homosexual lover.
Tara's position as Nick's woman and preferred consort had absolutely no moderating effect on him. Most of the other slaves and even the soldiers kept their distance but not George. He was unaffected by her position or her beauty. To him, she was just another belonging that he needed to manage for his boss.
"You just put your skinny arms through the top bars right now, Tara," he ordered.
She complied with a sigh and he cuffed them together, forcing her to lean forward on her knees. This wasn't going to be very pleasant after an hour, she thought, but he was far from finished.
"Now, bring your feet back."
She groaned silently then obediently inched her feet back until they were touching the bars. He reached inside and grabbed her ankles, pulling her feet outside the cage to cuff them. She recoiled from the soft touch of his hands, but he was surprising strong. Her torso, no longer supported by her legs, was now pulling on her shoulders producing a sharp pain in her shoulders and back. George stood back and admired his work. The girl's narrow waist was now accentuated by having both her legs and her arms cuffed behind. She couldn't go up or down without pain. It was just as he wanted.
Fuck, she thought, this position was going to be excruciating in an hour. George had the same thought at the same moment.
"You know, Tara," he said meanly, "this is going to be too agonizing for you to bear for very long. You're definitely are going to need something to distract from the pain."
It was obvious from his cheery singsong tone that he was enjoying her discomfort. He went to the dresser and found a pair of nipple clamps then held them in front of her face. They were piranhas, an especially painful class of clamps that actually bit into soft skin rather than squeezed.
"Noooo..., please, George," she moaned.
"No?" he repeated, "'NO!' You have the nerve to say 'no' to me? And how come I'm the only one around here you don't call 'master?' Why is that?"
"Please, Geo...Master, there's no need for the clamps. I haven't done anything wrong, Nick...my Master just wanted me to spend some time alone in the cage, to think."
"...To think!" he repeated, seemingly aghast at her resistance.
"You little honey-bitch... I was going to leave off the weights, but since you've got such a fresh mouth and such a persnickety attitude today, you can wear them 'till your lover-boy gets back."
He reached between the bars and she saw flashes of white pain as the clamp's jaws closed on her nipples. He got weights from the same dresser and hooked them on with another evil smile.
"All of you pretty cunts think you are better than me," he whined, "just because you have an extra hole and a pair tits. Well I'm tired of it. If Nick wants me to continue as his man, he's going to need to teach you some manners when it comes to me."
He walked away with an exaggerated swish of his hips.
"And keep your cock-sucking mouth shut, next time," he said, closing the door.
Tara shook her head then moaned and twisted her body trying to disperse the pain in her tits. It felt as if someone were holding a hot poker against her nipples. He was right though, she had completely forgotten the pain in her shoulders.







Homecuming

 
Captain Keith Jones watched as the ponygirl team made their way along the hill road. He could see Paola running behind the sulky and felt the first stirrings of an erection. Even with a boatload of incredibly beautiful women, in all forms of erotic bondage, she was still the one who excited him. He couldn't explain it, maybe she just pressed the right buttons, maybe it was love.
His men were just finishing with the towing dinghies and were rigging the shore lines to winch the Freiraum into the small dock. They used four enormous palms to keep the sixty-four-foot ship centered in the cove. This was always a difficult chore, but the added security was worth the effort. No one was going to take the Freiraum from them while it was protected this way.
He remember the day she had been taken. Her German captain, Paola's client, was too arrogant to heed Navy warnings to stay outside the twelve-mile limit. It had cost him his ship and his girl.
He turned away to supervise the gangplank detail and begin the off-loading of their precious cargo. Nick was just arriving when he finished, expertly maneuvering his sulky at speed up to the dock with reins and heavy use of the whip.
The team was breathing hard; he must have pushed them, Keith thought. Even at this distance, he could see red marks from the popper on their bare backs and legs. He remembered that at first Nick had been adamant against the use of ponygirls, fighting with Charles every evening over the issue. Now he used them all the time.
The two ponygirls were casting furtive glances at the beach just beyond the trees; Nick handed the reins to one of the guards and whispered orders into the man's ear as he dismounted. The man turned the cart and walked the team to the nearby beach with its smooth round stones. The sulky pulled Paola along behind; she kept glancing back at him with her gorgeous mouth half open. He could feel her urgent need and felt and insane desire to run after and fuck her in the street, but duty called...
The first slave coffle was just stepping down from the gangplank onto the dock.
"Careful on the dock, sailor," he called to the guard holding the lead chain, "I don't want any splinters."
"Yes, sir," the man answered smartly.
Nick waited until the line had passed by then stepped onto the gangplank.
"Permission to come aboard, Captain," he said.
Keith smiled and extended his hand.
"Welcome back, Captain," Nick said, smiling. "I can see you were successful. Any trouble?"
"Thanks, Sarge. No, no trouble. The girls were waiting for us in Rio...forty of them. I had to whip two on the trip back for fighting, but other than that it was smooth sailing."
Nick nodded his head.
"Be sure to let the stable-master know which two caused the problem. We can use them as examples...for the whipping tree, you know? Charles still enjoys his traditions..."
Keith nodded. He knew that out of the lot of forty, only a couple of women would be initiated on the whipping tree and spend the afternoon on the Plantation's porch rail. There were just too many to do everyone that way. Most would get their first whipping for cause in the back of the stable, alone with their pain.
"This lot is extraordinary, Nick," Keith added with enthusiasm. "Charles really stepped into it with these Brazilians."
Nick leaned on one of the stanchions holding the lifeline cable and let his eyes travel slowly down the line of female flesh waiting on the dock.
The girls were all incredible beauties with long legs and thin waists. Their new supplier in Rio de Janeiro was proving to be highly adept at finding real beauties in the slums. He had already shipped them more than two hundred girls and according to him there were thousands more waiting to be harvested. The problem was logistics. They didn't have the facilities yet to hold and process large numbers of girls. Not only that, the auction process was a slow and unreliable way to sell the product. Improvements were underway, but they were still struggling with the expansion.
Nick allowed his mind to wonder as he watched.
He had never dreamed that there were so many luscious "discards" in Rio. Incredibly, these beautiful girls were treated as throwaways, unwanted by Brazilian society. He always knew that trafficking for the purpose of local prostitution was ignored, but he never imagined that the authorities would allow their women to be exported. He thought the police maybe even the Brazilian military would harass them at every turn. He couldn't have been more wrong. Not a single captive had ever been traced by anyone, let alone actively tracked. It was a sad statement on the human condition, he thought. This was the real crime, wasting such treasure.
But their loss is our gain. These girls would all find buyers in Purgatory, buyers who would treasure them if, for no other reason, than they had real value, their sale price. Sure, they would be slaves, but he was convinced that the vast majority would lead better lives as slaves than as abused whores in a slum brothel.
Not that he had any illusions about his own villainous role in the process. Even though they only took female convicts, slum discards, and whores, they were stealing their freedom. It was inhuman to put these innocents in bondage, to inflict painful discipline, to sell them like cattle on the blackest of black-markets. He had done it for wealth, power, and...and because...he was needed. This was the main reason, he admitted only to himself. After ten years as a Marine sniper, he had been discarded himself, discharged as a burn-out.
"Coming through," someone said.
The two men stepped back as another coffle walked past them to stand naked on the dock. The girls were all chained together by their collars with their wrists cuffed behind. Someone cracked a whip and they heard a yelp of pain. Posture in the lines immediately improved and they all stood tall and absolutely still. The whip might be an imperfect way to enforce discipline, but it made an immediate impression especially if you were the one on the receiving end.
"This is excellent, Keith," Nick commented, admiringly. "Most of this lot are Prime or Prime-Minus on the basis of looks alone."
Charles had adopted the simple meat grading system to "wring the subjectivity out of the business." It gave each girl a mark for beauty, submissiveness, and sexuality. The buyers needed some way to know what was available at Purgatory before making the dangerous trip to participate in the auction. It was inspired, Nick thought, even though in the end, like any piece of art, the buyers were always swayed by how they felt about a particular girl no matter what her grade.
"Grading them honestly is the only way to grow big, Nick," Charles had said. "Someday, we will need to sell product on a retail and wholesale basis over the internet. Before we can do that, we need to build a great reputation for quality and consistency. The grading system is the key to accomplishing that goal."
Charles was always thinking ahead.
Another coffle passed by. Nick immediately noticed the girl on the end. She was perfect, a step above the others, on a level with Paola or even Tara. He couldn't tear his eyes from her bare ass, her perky breasts, her narrow waist.
"Her name is Marta," Keith said, anticipating his questions. "...Eighteen...five-ten...34-23-35...never been buggered...never been whipped...pretty obedient as far as I can tell. Amazing, right? I knew you would notice her right away. They snagged her in Rio just before a rival group was about to take her for one of their worst whore houses. She should be happy we got to her first."
Nick nodded. A girl this beautiful would be protected for a while in the brothels, perhaps used as a nude dancer or displayed in a store-front display cage, but eventually she would be put on an assembly line for fucking and then soon succumb to AIDS or some venereal disease or just some man's errant fist. The average life expectancy for a whore in Rio was about seven years.
"She's definitely Prime-Plus for looks," Nick mumbled almost to himself. "Once they got to the plantation, he would have her separated from the others. Girls who received the Prime-Plus grade were held in reserved for special customers. Charles wouldn't want to risk her being sold in a listless auction for some low price."
Keith kept glancing at the sulky on the beach as they talked. The ponygirls were on their knees humping the rocks, but Paola was still standing behind the carriage glancing back at the dock. Nick had put her tall collar on just before they rounded the top of the hill. He noticed that her back was straight and that she was holding her breasts high. The collar and her tied-back arms accounted for some of that stiffness, he thought, but not all. Even at this distance, he noticed that her nipples were nearly twice their normal size and black with blood. That didn't happen from just having your arms tied back.
"Looks like someone is about to burst, Keith. Why don't you take the sulky back. I can walk with the cargo...give me a chance to see how they move, how they respond to the whip."
Keith looked at him then back at the sulky.
"Thanks, but that's okay. I can get the cargo bedded down first. It's no problem," Keith answered, always the soldier.
"Give me a fucking break. You've got to get that taken care of immediately," Nick answered, pointing at the enormous bulge in his friend's pants. "You could hurt yourself keeping that kind of pressure bottled up inside."
Keith smiled then touched two fingers to his eyebrow in a kind of salute. Nick didn't require anyone to salute formally, but an occasional acknowledgement was sometimes warranted. He turned away and walked quickly down the gangplank towards the beach. Nick watched as he reached the sulky, passing by Paola as if she wasn't there. He jumped into the driver's seat and viciously whipped the two ponygirls off their rocks. Nick could see an unhappy snarl on Zoey's face, she had clearly been about to climax. Keith didn't care. He savaged their asses with the popper until they had increased their speed to a fast trot. He could see the whip snapping at flying legs and backs as they ran over the top of the hill at a full cantor.
Nick turned away and began to organize the coffles for the walk back to the stable.
Keith pulled hard on the reins as soon as they had rounded the hilltop. The ponygirls were breathing hard and twitching from the lashing they'd received climbing the hill. Paola, still in her high neck collar and arm tie, had struggled to keep pace. Keith was acting like a madman.
He jumped out and whipped the reins around a nearby tree then walked fast to where Paula was standing. She had a sheen of sweet on her upper lip and her nostril were flared. There was a desperate look in her eyes as if she was starving.
"KNEEL!" he ordered and she fell immediately to the soft ground, never taking her eyes off his.
He removed his pant. His cock was huge and throbbing. Without waiting for an order, the girl leaned forward and licked his balls then sucked them hungrily inside her mouth. There was an urgency in her actions but also a need to savor the moment. Her eyes were locked on his as she rubbed her tongue stud hard against his balls. Suddenly, she groaned in animal-like urgency and, again without permission, took his shaft into her mouth, forcing it inside and down her throat until her full lips were touching his balls. He moaned loudly and grunted with urgency then grabbed the sides of her head and ejaculated bellowing a huge bull-like cry of pain and pleasure. She swallowed everything.
They remained in the position for a full minute as she carefully sucked him dry.
He lifted his pants then stared at her for a long moment.
"You seem to have forgotten your manners since I've been gone, Paola."
She smiled shyly but didn't say anything. Her lower lip was quivering. Just having her real name pass through his lips was having an emotional impact. Most men renamed their woman--it marked their rebirth into slavery--but for some reason Keith had allowed her to keep hers.
"I hope my cane has been kept supple. We have a lot of work to do regarding your attitude."
"Yes, Master," she answered, flashing her eyes and unable to suppress her smile. "Master Nick has speared the rod and spoiled the slave while you were gone," she added mischievously in her broken English, managing to put both a misquote and a malapropism in the same sentence.
Zoey turned her head back to the front in shuddered with the orgasm she'd been denied on the rocks.

***

Tara lifted her torso higher to ease the burning pain in her shoulders. The muscles in her back were screaming in pain, but her shoulders were a more urgent priority. It was the same for her tired thighs, they demanded immediate relief. She had been struggling to distribute the pain fairly for more than an hour, but every part of her body was now saturated with agonizing hurt and she was beginning to panic. What was this going to be like when all of her muscle groups were refused to bear any more weight?
"I...I should have stayed...in California," she whispered breathlessly in the dark.
It was a peaceful existence there, full of small pleasures and small pains.
"...small pleasures and small pains," she whispered the screamed, "FUCK!"
Nick had sent her back from PC Dominica to live a "normal" life in the States. He had meant well, but he didn't understand that once someone has experienced the extremes, the extremes of both pleasure and pain, they could never go back to an ordinary existence. Her life in California was...empty by comparison. She had been empty. There was no way she could have survived in California.
 She needed to be with a man who cared enough about her to, well, to hurt her, enslave her, to treat her like shit and at the same time like his greatest treasure. In a perverse upside-down way, she needed to be owned to feel free, free to follow her most primitive instincts.
Another wave of fire spread from her shoulders around to her chest, settling in her aching nipples. The piranhas were still gnawing at her with their insanely sharp teeth. She couldn't even imagine what the pain would be like when they were removed. The agony of blood rushing back into her most sensitive nerve endings was something she couldn't think about now. Her reality was the torture of spent muscles.
Is this really what I want, what I need? She asked herself. Most women sought kindness and love, understanding, affection...a full partnership with an understanding mate. She had purposely come back to PC Dominica to be enslaved...to be dominated in the most outrageous manner imaginable.
Why? Why was she like this? Why was she addicted to such extremes? She groaned miserably then quieted as the door opened. She held her breath. Was it Nick? Was her salvation at hand? She dared not hope--a dashed hope at this point would be too much to bear. Suddenly, she could see his boots. She knew them intimately; she had polished them many times for misbehaving... with her tongue.
"I see George has been busy," Nick said in a matter-of-fact tone as he began to undress.
She could see that he was tired but desperately wanted to scream for him to hurry. Her terrible pain demanded urgency. Her body was being consumed by fire, excoriated layer by layer, while he carefully folded his pants over a chair. But she remained silent. Her pain was nothing. If he wanted her to suffer, she would just have to bear it, to bear the unbearable. That was the way it was here. She shook her head to clear the black spots that kept appearing in front of her eyes.
He walked to the cage and knelt down, inspecting the bondage, watching her lithe body tremble in agony.
"Would you rather spend the night in the bed...?" he asked with infuriating slowness.
"As...as you wish, Master," she managed to gasp quickly.
He laughed.
"Well, I can't release your hands and feet until I take off those clamps...it's too dangerous," he explained in an indifferent tone.
She nodded her understanding. He needed to leave her tied inside the heavy cage for another few minutes. The removal of the nipple clamps would send her bouncing off the walls. The tight bondage would prevent her from injuring herself when that happened. She closed her eyes and tensed. He reached one hand between the bars to her tits and lay the other on the small of her back.
"Don't tense up," he ordered.
"Yes, Ma..."
She screamed as her nipple exploded in a blinding flash of white-hot pain then everything went black.
When she awoke, she was laying on the bed naked under a cool white sheet. She could feel the shackle and chain that held her ankle to the bedpost, but there were no other bindings. Nick was beside her, naked. The cage was a distant memory.
"Keith is back," he said tiredly, "with forty new girls."
"Tomorrow I want you to report to the stable. The stable-master is going to need your help. I want at least half of them trained as ponygirls before next month's auction. That's what the buyers seem to want nowadays."
She turned on her side facing him and worked her body under his arm then reached for his cock. It was limp. Nick worried too much these days, she thought. It was as if the Plantation's demands were draining the life from him. She began to gently stroke his member. She could feel herself getting wet between her legs at the same time.
"Yes, Master," she whispered then reached up and began to nibble on his earlobe then stick her tongue inside his ear.
"Don't let me down," he said.
"I won't, Master," she mumbled, raising her head to kiss him full on the lips, pushing her tongue in as far as she could, using her stud to stimulate the inside of his mouth.
His cock was hardening in her hand, but he made no move on her. She lifted her unshackled leg over his and settled herself on top then guided his cock inside with the palm of her hand.
"Let me do the work tonight, Master. You're exhausted."
She tucked her feet under his ass and began to move up and down on his cock, pulling hard on the upstroke. Her tortured thigh muscles screamed in agony at the twisted position, but she continued through the pain. Her pain was nothing, all that mattered was him. She existed for him. She... She could feel him moving under her. His climax was coming like a slow moving train. She could feel it getting closer, feel its unstoppable weight shaking the ground. He reached up and took her breasts in his hands. She could feel the power of his arms, arms that could crush her like a matchstick. For a moment, she was afraid. She was consorting with a tiger and he was about to...
It was a slow and powerful ending, like a building falling. She could feel the warmth of his cum flowing inside her body and suddenly, she was jerking uncontrollably, suffering her own inevitable finish. She let the shudders flow freely then drew a lungful of air and arched her back. For a moment, she faded out as wave after wave of pure pleasure flowed through her body.
There was nothing like this in California for me, she thought as she molded her body to his and rested. Yes, there were times when she questioned her decision to return to Dominica, to Nick, but in the end she knew that she had made the right choice. He was her man, her master; in serving him, she lived a life that was worth living. 







Beasts of the Jungle

 
Felicia ran along the jungle path glancing back nervously every few seconds. She knew that they would be after her, that her best chance lay in getting as far away as possible. The muscles in her long legs were as hard as steel after pulling a sulky around the plantation for two months.
But distance wasn't her only concern, the real problem was direction...which way to go? Her plan was to make it to Roseau, the island's main city, and hide out with one of the woman's groups. Even if she had to play a lesbian for a while, the city was the logical choice, really the only choice. The jungle was rumored to be dangerous.
She had been processed in Roseau but had only been off the prison ship for a week before someone pulled a bag over her head and sold her to the slavers in Purgatory. She wouldn't let that happen again, that's why she needed protection. We'll see, she told herself as she flew under the overhanging vines, we'll see what happens when I get there. The first job is to get out of this jungle which was proving harder than she thought.
At least I'm out. Purgatory Plantation had been Hell--the bondage, the whippings, the sex...it was too much. She wanted to be free, in control of her own destiny. She had been taking care of herself since she was ten, surviving in one crummy foster home after another. She didn't need to be locked up another day and she certainly wasn't interested in being anyone's slave.
The very idea of it enraged her. Imagine some man owning me! Imagine them thinking that I would suck their cocks, pull their carriages, suffer their discipline...without a fight. That's just not me. Maybe it's welcome protection for those other girls, but not for me. I'm no one's cocksucker.
Those other girls...
She felt a moment of regret. They had covered for her when she'd slipped into the jungle--bunched together to hide her absence, remained silent when the overseer had questioned them. She was grateful for that and hoped that they wouldn't be punished too severely. That's hardly likely, she thought, they were going to be whipped to within an inch of their lives for helping her. That's just the way it was in Purgatory. She comforted herself by thinking that she would have done the same for any of them.
Would I? Would I have done the same? She wondered. It didn't matter anymore. She was out!
She came to a fork in the path. Which way? Am I running in the right direction or in circles? The thought of being recaptured was too awful to consider. Punishment at Purgatory was swift and certain.
Instinctively, she knew that she needed to gain some height to find the way out. The mountain slope that she could see every once in a while through the trees was the answer. I'll be able to get my bearing from up there, she thought. It can't be more than a day's run to the city, but I must know my way.
Once I reach Roseau, I'll be safe...
With a sudden whish of broken leaves, the snare closed on her leg. She had no time to think; one second she was running easily along the path, the next she was upended and hanging from a tree, stunned.
Slowly, she began to think again. A trap...she had stepped into someone's animal trap and was hanging by her foot. She tried to sit up and just managed to touch the rope around her ankle. But there was no way she could loosen the knot with her body pulling it tight. She would need to climb above the knot and reach down to free herself. She was in good shape, but even as she considered the plan she knew it was impossible. She looked around, desperately searching for a realistic way out.
Maybe I can swing enough to reach a nearby tree then use the tree for support to relieve the strain. It was her only chance; the blood was already pounding in her head. She started to swing in a long arc then reached out for the trunk of a nearby palm. She was just touching the bark when she began to descend. So focused was she on the tree that she didn't notice until she was nearly touching the ground.
Someone or something stepped into the path and quickly wrapped a rope around her ankles then her wrists. He stepped back into the trees and lowered her to the ground. It happened so fast she didn't get a good look, only a fleeting glance of naked feet and hairy legs. Without a word, he lifted her onto his shoulder and began a looping run down the path. Felicia bounced along on his shoulder afraid to say anything.
She knew this was no ordinary man. He smelled like a low animal--a rodent of some kind that lived under the ground. He was filthy. The dirt covering his body wasn't just from living in the jungle; it was caked on as if he hadn't bathed in years. And he was buck naked without a single tan line to mark the recent presence of clothing. He also appeared mute. Even in the most urgent circumstances, people said a word. All he had done was grunt mindlessly as if he had long ago forgotten how to speak.
They hadn't gone far when they came to the cave. It was vile like him, just a rock overhang with the broken bones of animals scattered everywhere. He laid her down in a pile of dirty palm fronds near a fire pit. If it wasn't for the fire, this place could have easily been used by an animal. She tried to talk to him.
"I...I escaped from Purgatory...the plantation... Maybe we can help each other...? Who are you?"
He stared at her without understanding as he began to gather small pieces of wood for the fire.
"Can you talk?" she asked, desperately watching him scrape rock against rock for a spark.
He ignored her, concentrating on achieving a flame. When the fire was lit, he turned towards her with the empty look of an animal, devoid of human emotion or feeling.
"Maybe...maybe I could be your...wife," she mumbled desperately. "People think I'm pretty. They were going to sell me to someone for a lot of money. You can have me for free...? I know how to do things...things that will make you feel good...I...I..."
Nothing. There was no comprehension in his eyes, only a need that went far beyond companionship or desire, far beyond any feelings of lust. She knew what it was, he was hungry and she was...meat.
"Pleeeease," she moaned. "Please, I know how to fuck...I will obey you...be your slave. Please!"
Her words had no effect. Slowly, he removed the knife and moved to her side. She was in full panic now but unable to do anything with her arms and legs bound so securely.
"Please, please...I'm a woman, you're a man; you can fuck me. Isn't that what you want to do...first? I can make it good for you...anything, anything you want."
He rolled her onto her stomach then tied her arms straight up behind, securing the end of the rope to a sharp outcropping in the rock above. He took a stick and pounded it into the soft ground between her bound ankles, immobilizing her legs.
Felicia said a silent prayer that he would kill her quickly, but feared the worst. The way he had her tied could only mean one thing--he was going to eat one small piece of her at a time. That makes sense, she thought numbly, killing me right away means that I will spoil fast. If he takes a small piece every day, I could live for a long time. He could have food for a week or more.
She knew that she was going into shock. The body's first defense against trauma or a horror too terrible to consider.
He felt her ass with his dirty hand then squeezed her thigh. She jerked away, recoiling at the touch.
"Please, please fuck me first," she moaned hysterically. "I know...things..."
He picked up the knife and moved it close to her leg. She braced for the awful pain of the first cut. What would it be like to watch him cook and eat her flesh while she still lived? She wondered, closing her eyes.
She felt the splatter of blood on her bare skin but no pain. Why hadn't she felt the cut? Had she been unconscious? The man's hand was still pressing on her back. She looked up at his head. Half of his face was missing. She could see into his brain pan. Had she gone insane with the fear? Was this the way she would cope with such a horrible death?
The overseer from Purgatory walked into her field of vision adjusting the strap on his rifle. He lifted his foot and pushed the creature over out of her view.
"I see you've met one of our local monsters," he said softly, realizing that she was fading in and out of consciousness and experiencing mild shock.
"They have a similar kind of creature in Roseau in case that's where you were headed...lives in the sewers...comes out at night to forage."
He began to untie her bindings.
"Some of the creeps they send to Dominica are psychos. The jungle turns them into beasts. We don't even bother trying to use them as slaves...too much trouble. We figure a bullet in the brain is the best answer for everyone."
She looked up at him with glassy eyes still unsure that she wasn't dreaming, that she had truly been saved.
"No, the only truly safe place for a pretty girl in this jungle is with us, in Purgatory. Do you want to go back? You'll be punished..."
Even in her numb state, she knew it wasn't a real question. He wasn't giving her a real choice. The question was rhetorical. Still, she knew that she had to answer. She needed to admit to herself that she needed and wanted protection. She had been willing to do anything to survive the creature; the masters at Purgatory asked much less. The words seemed to fall from her lips.
"Please...take me back...Master."







The Big Time

 
They walked the path to the stables without speaking. Nick admired the flowers and the lush vegetation that grew on either side of the path. The entire plantation was beautifully kept. Why not? They had a large population of women in need of occupation, the gardens were a perfect answer. Charles has done amazing things with the plantation, he thought. Everything they had, he had carved out of the jungle with nothing more than raw intellect and force of will.
He had been a Wall Street investment banker before being convicted of fraud and sent to the penal colony. A wonk, a nerd, Nick thought, who would have thought that a finance wonk would be the jungle's First Convict. He had built this place, recruited an army, created a lucrative business. It was an astonishing achievement given all the obstacles. For all his evil, Charles had built an empire out of nothing.
Of course in all modesty, Nick thought, hiring him to command Purgatory's security force was his smartest decision. It was the security force that enabled everything else; without it, they would be at the mercy of every boss, every warlord, every marauder, every crazy and on the island. The security force kept them safe from Dominica's many monsters.
Nick glanced at his friend once again. It was obvious that he had something important to talk about, but he was hesitating. As a sniper, Nick knew the value of patience, but he also knew that at some point you needed to pull the trigger.
"Spit it out, Charles. You've been holding something back for a week. I know you have something to tell me. Just get it over with will you. The suspense is killing me."
Deforge smiled and shook his head.
"You're too impatient, Nick. Some things need time to simmer, to mature. Sometimes you need to figure all the angles, all the implications before opening your mouth."
Nick laughed easily.
"Yeah, that's probably true if you're brewing beer or moonshine. In my experience though, most important decisions are made instantly and they come from the gut. People agonize over things a long time, but most of the time the delay is just to make themselves feel better about what they've already decided to do."
Deforge looked at him then nodded.
"You're right. We should reason this out together."
He half turned to his friend as they continued to walk.
"We've done well here on Dominica, Nick. You know that just as well as me. The thing you haven't realized is that we've reached the end of the line for this phase of the operation."
"How's that?" Nick asked, surprised. "We're moving ten times as much product and making a pile of money. Our security is first rate. The government leaves us alone. What more do we need or want?"
They entered the stable and walked into one of the back rooms where a crowd was waiting. Two empty chairs stood against the wall for them and they sat down.
Ten girls were locked in heavy stocks along the opposite wall. The stocks, which locked their wrists ankles, had been arranged so that they all faced the center of the room. Each girl's head had been pulled back and secured to the wood by a belt over her forehead. There would be no looking away from this evening's event.
Five other girl's were hanging by their wrists on a wooden platform that resembled a gallows. They were able to stand on their toes only by extending their bare feet to their limits. A heavy leather hood covered each head. From their muted cries it was obvious that they were also gagged.
"So many to be punished tonight?" Nick asked, surprised.
Usually there were one or two maybe three for evening punishment. Five was very rare.
"One of them ran, a girl name Felicia," Deforge answered. "She's the first in line. The other four covered for her by remaining silent. It took us two hours to find the bitch in the jungle. It was a miracle she wasn't killed. They found her staked out with a crazy about to slice her for dinner."
Nick nodded. The jungles were full of mentally retarded psychopaths who had turned to cannibalism to survive. A choice morsel like one of their girls would have been irresistible. It was stupid for a girl to run off into a jungle unarmed. Not only were the crazies a real threat, but there were also marauders who were nearly as bad. Anything was possible when they caught someone.
The men from Purgatory didn't actively hunt either group, there were too many of them to make any difference, but they killed the crazies and enslaved the marauders to work in the fields whenever there was an encounter. Of course, an encounter with a crazy had its advantage. It usually scared a runner silly and instantly ended any fantasy she might have about getting away.
Deforge nodded to a man on the side then he turned back to Nick to continue their conversation. The man began to remove the hoods.
"You're right, Nick. Things here in Purgatory have settled down and the business is moving along, especially with the connections we're making in South America, but there's a limit on the number of girls we can move this way."
Nick was surprised again. He had not realized that Charles was concerned about the business itself. He had thought the problem was with the Syndicate in Roseau which was challenging them lately with renewed vigor.
"You know that we sell most of the product to warlords who want their own private women. This trade isn't limited anymore to just PC Dominica, we get our fair share of customers from the other islands as well. But the colony market is nearly saturated now. The demand just isn't there anymore at least among those with money. Our prices have started to decline except for the Prime-Plus grade and there are too few of them to make a difference in the bottom line."
The whip-master had finished removing the hoods and the gags and was standing near the back of the platform. He was holding a wide single-tail. Nick knew the whip well; it was terribly painful but it didn't leave any permanent marks.
Deforge stood up to address those in the room.
"Today one of our women ran away and was taken by a crazy. I'm told that she was about to be eaten alive by the man."
He paused, allowing this gruesome report to settle on those in the room.
"She was helped," Charles continued, "by other slaves who remained silent to hide her escape. All of those who were involved are now going to be punished. Those of you in the stocks are here to witnesses their punishment.
"If you dream of such and escape, you should first ask yourself what are you running away from and what are you running toward. You should also watch the suffering of these five carefully and ask yourself if the risk is worth the reward."
"One hour," he said then sat back down in his chair.
There was a collective intake of breath. One hour was a harsh sentence, usually it was half that amount of time. Being whipped for an hour was not something that anyone wanted to experience...ever. It was even difficult to watch.
"Begin!" he ordered.
The whip-master turned over the one-hour hourglass then lifted his whip and struck the first in line who Nick presumed was Felicia, the runner. She screamed and kicked her bare legs then settled back on her toes, trembling as the pain coursed through her tight body. The man moved on to the second girl.
"I'm still not seeing the problem, Charles," he said when the second girl's scream subsided. "So what if prices are flat. How rich do we need to be?"
"This isn't about us getting richer, Nick; it's about us staying alive. The Syndicate in Roseau would love to take over Purgatory. What keeps them at bay is your security force and the fact that we have PRA (Penal Reform Authority) bigwigs in our pocket. How long do you think we can maintain these advantages without the money that comes from growth?
"Everyone we work with is always looking for more," he added without waiting for an answer. "It's just a fact. If we can't increase the graft we pay our 'partners, they will turn to someone who can like the drug dealers in Roseau. Same for the men who defend this place."
Nick was quiet for a moment, watching as the first girl received her second stroke. She started to wail as her body undulated on the rope. He knew that each new stroke would be harder as the girls became inured to the pain. The whip-master would also start targeting the more sensitive body parts as the girls' natural pain-killers kicked in.
"But expansion outside the colonies is tricky," Deforge continued. "We need to be careful that we don't attract undue attention in doing it. Right now, people turn a blind eye because we only take the women no one else wants and we keep the operation internal. If we go outside the colonies, our 'friends' in the PRA would find the resources to close us down."
Nick knew he was right. They existed because the U.S. government was broke and too involved with other things to worry about what was happening inside their penal colonies. If they did care, it would be all over. A division of Marines could end their slaving operation on Dominica in a week.
"So what are you thinking," he asked.
Deforge stayed silent watching as three more strokes were given to the hanging girls. They were all wailing now, dancing on their toes and pleading for mercy. Those being punished knew that there would be no mercy, but they always begged for it anyway. The hour glass was barely a quarter empty. He could see tears streaming from a number of girls in the stocks.
"I've been over this a thousand times," Deforge said. "There's only one solution, we need a partner, someone who can handle outside sales and distribution while we gear up for increased acquisition and processing."
Deforge turned to him.
"I know you are dead set against involving outsiders, Nick, but I don't think we have the luxury of avoiding it any longer. We either throw in with someone or we die; there's no middle ground."
An alliance was something that they had talked about before. Nick had been adamantly opposed to having the mob or any outside criminal group involved in their business.
"You know where I stand on this, Charles," he said carefully. "Once we join with the mob, we're at their mercy. Where's our leverage?"
"I think you're wrong, Nick. Thanks to the U.S. government, we have a real franchise here as long as we stick to their rules, as long as we don't involve people they care about and we stay inside the boundaries of the colonies, we'll be okay. That's our leverage--the U.S. government's blind eye."
Nick looked skeptical as he watched the last girl in the line twist uselessly away from the whip.
"Look, Nick, we're partners. I'm not going to do anything without your okay. You have built the security force that basically enables this business to exist. But we do need to investigate the possibility of getting some help so we can expand."
Nick looked at his face. He knew the man well, there was something more.
"You already have a plan, right?" he asked.
Deforge nodded.
"Right. I want you to go to the States and meet with a Russian organization that I think has the best offer. Listen to what they've got to say. If you think the deal has possibilities then we will go ahead. If not, we'll try to find another way."
"Russians!" Nick spat out. "They are the fucking worst."
Charles sat back and watched as the first girl received another stroke. She was truly terrified now, her eyes darting desperately towards the hourglass. She knew that the bulk of her pain was still to come. It would be a long time before she ran off again, he guessed.
"Why don't you go yourself?" Nick asked. "You're the boss. You make the final decisions."
"I've already made my decision, Nick. Now I want your approval. If you don't agree, I'll go along. There is no way that I can run this place without you.
"It's also easier for you to travel to the U.S. You have never been convicted of a crime and your original passport is still good. I've checked."
Nick looked at him strangely.
"There are at least five good guys who could take over for me tomorrow, Charles. We both know it. I'm just a grunt with good eyesight."
"You're wrong, Nick. Yes, there are people who are smarter and more polished, but no one has the hunter-killer instinct that you have, Nick. This isn't a fucking battlefield, it's a cock fight and I need a fighting cock at my side if we're going to survive."
Nick stared at him, unsure if he'd just received a complement or an insult. It didn't matter, the bottom line was that Charles still needed him. That's what he needed to hear.
He nodded slowly then watched as the whip-master began to move away from asses and legs and concentrate on breasts and cunts. The man was a genius at his terrible trade. The real suffering for these five had just begun. He felt sorry for them and at the same time justified in teaching them a hard lesson. Everything about their new lives would be hard.
"Okay, Charles. Like I said, you're the brains of this outfit. If you think this is necessary then I'll do my part."
Deforge glanced at him and nodded gratefully then turned back to the whipping platform, but his mind was on their conversation. It was true. Nick was an absolutely indispensible part of their operation. He had taken a criminal rabble and turned them into the most effective fighting unit on the island, maybe on all four of the islands that composed the penal colonies. He was also their chief executioner, his background as a Marine sniper made him lethal to any leader foolish enough to oppose them openly. Aside from all that, he also trusted the man's judgment and his instincts. He may not have had the education to play in sophisticated business arenas, but he had enormous common sense. Putting their future in his hands was a smart move. It was the only move.







Positions

 
Marta watched the stable-master walk across the room. There were five of them waiting, all clothed in the plantation's standard dress, a halter top and a skirt. She could feel cool air flowing over her bare ass and cunt, the outfit didn't include underwear.
"You will take the position that Tara is demonstrating," the stable-master ordered in a low voice. It's called WAIT. In this position you to stand with your legs spread and your arms tucked into the small of your back. You will assume this position whenever a freeman is present and no other command has been given."
She was unsure of some of the English words, but she understood the gist of what he was saying. It was helpful to have the slave girl, Tara, demonstrating the positions. She didn't want to make any mistakes; mistakes always meant pain in Purgatory.
She was grateful that Tara moved slowly as she demonstrated. Marta knew that she was the exclusive woman of the General, the one they called Sarge. She was incredibly beautiful with her mane of platinum blond hair and her lithe, cheetah-like body...an appropriate choice for such a powerful man. The only thing she didn't understand was why the woman was just another slave? She should be in a position of power over the ordinary slaves, Marta thought. That's the way it worked in the slums.
"REST," he said. Tara sat cross-legged on the floor with her hands resting in her lap covering her exposed cunt lips. His cane touched various parts of her body as he illustrated ramrod straightness of her back and the unwavering position of her head.
"When you hear the command REAR, you will stand and bend over with your legs together and your hands on your knees."
Tara moved into the REAR position briskly but slowly enough to allow everyone time to take note of the way she lifted her ass in the air exposing everything under the short skirt.
"WALL is similar to REAR, but note that her legs are now spread wide and that she is leaning forward with her hands on the wall."
The purpose of this position was obvious, Marta thought. It gave full access to her cunt and asshole. It also denied a girl the use of her hands which were now being used to balance her leaning body against the wall. No one had penetrated her asshole yet, but she knew that it was only a matter of time. They were being trained to please men and it was obvious that some of them would want to use her from the rear. She wasn't afraid of the anticipated penetration. These men were extremely careful with them; they were valuable property now. It was strange to be so highly valued after a lifetime of indifference.
Life in the slum had always been hard, a struggle for survival. The worst part was the way people had turned away from them. Street people were...invisible in Rio. At least here in Purgatory they were noticed. Even if that scrutiny sometimes meant punishment and excruciating pain, it was better than feeling as if you didn't exist.
"A man might want you in this position to fuck you in the ass," the stable-master added, confirming her own assessment of its purpose. "If this happens, do not reach back for any reason. I don't care if it feels as if he is splitting you in half, never reach back."
He paused to pass his cane between Tara's cheeks brushing it lightly against her anus. The girl trembled slightly but retained her stance.
"Sometimes this position is used for disciplinary purposes as it provides a way to strike your asshole and your cunt. Again, you are warned not to move no matter how much it hurts.
"He might also order you to KNEEL. Keep your back straight, your arms behind at all times, and your head up. This position is used most often for cock sucking and for tea-bagging. We will demonstrate these another time.
"Sometimes, he might just want to view your body. This is often done with the command EXPOSE." Tara moved into the position as he spoke. "For this you will kneel, open your legs, and interlock your fingers behind your head. INSPECT is similar except you will stand with your feet together as Tara is demonstrating now."
Marta was getting confused. How did he expect them to remember all of this? She wanted to be compliant and obedient, she had seen what happened to those who were not, but this was too much for anyone to remember especially in a second language.
"You will be disciplined often," he said, walking slowly behind the line of girls. "Often just by ordering you to assume a painful, hard-to-maintain position. The simplest of these is HANDS."
Tara squatted down on her knees with her arms straight and extended. The squat looked painful.
"Another is ENDURE."
She remained in the squat but opened her legs and interlaced her fingers behind her head.
"Notice that both of these positions involve extreme stress, stress that sooner or later will force you to quit the position. I suggest that you bear the pain for as long as possible. Masters often test their slave's obedience with these positions. Any girl who is lax is likely to receive an impact punishment.
Marta was just listening closely now but unable to remember any more.
"For the purpose of impact punishment, there are several positions. The first is simply called PUNISHMENT."
On hearing the word, Tara went to her hands and knees then put her forearms on the ground in front. Her nipples were just brushing the floor and her hard ass was high in the air. She lifted her bare feet exposing the tender soles. The stable-master stood behind and struck her hard twice, once on each ass cheek. She winced but didn't move her position.
"This position allows your master's whip or cane easy access to your ass. He also has access to the soles of your feet for those times when more severe discipline is needed."
He demonstrated by placing a withering stroke on the bottom of each of Tara's feet. She winced again and moaned but remained in position.
"Moving out of a punishment position for any reason will most likely result in your being bound and given twice the number of strokes originally intended."
"HUMBLE," he ordered and Tara straightened her arms and put her feet down on the ground. Her ass was still high in the air.
"This is used when the total focus is to be on your ass. Again, you are well advised to maintain the position until given another command.
"FLOOR!"
Tara stretched out flat on the ground, face down with her arms at her side, palms down, and her forehead touching the ground. He walked around her body striking each of her calves with a well-placed strokes of the cane.
"Move to the wall and assume the WAIT position," he ordered her.
Tara jumped up to comply. Two of their guards entered the room with crops in their hands. Marta's knees began to shake with anticipating. Three canes in one room could only mean one thing--pain.
"We know that this is a lot to remember," the stable-master said in a surprisingly kind tone. "In fact we have no expectation that you will remember any of what was just demonstrated. Your learning of these positions will come through actual practice. Believe me, by the end of this day, you will all know these positions as well as Tara, as well as any slave on the plantation."
"ENDURE!" he said, directing the order to all the girls in the room.
Marta and one other girl knelt in the correct position. The other three looked confused. They each received a savage cane strokes from the men behind.
"WAIT!"
Everyone remembered this one.
"ENDURE!" Only one girl failed and she received two strokes. Her cries of pain echoed off the wall as the man behind put his full strength into the caning.
"WAIT!" a pause, "ENDURE!" everyone accomplished the sequence.
"PUNISHMENT! WAIT! WALL! WAIT! INSPECT! WAIT! REAR! WAIT! KNEEL! WALL!"
It was a brutal way to learn, but in an hour they were all performing the drill with reasonable precision and speed. In two hours, they were tired but running through the drill with impressive expertise.
"Remember these positions. Go over them in your mind until they are branded on the inside of your brain," the stable-master warned then walked out of the room. He assistants remained.
Marta straightened her body. The stable-master had left them in the ENDURE position on the balls of their feet with their hands interlocked behind their heads. Her feet were beginning to shake and her calves were already burning, but she vowed not to be the first to fall.
She wasn't.

***

They came for Marta in the middle of the night about a week later, two men who she recognized as assistants to the stable-master. Quietly they unlocked her ankle chain and walked her naked out of the stable to the basement of the main house. An open coffin was on the floor in the middle of the room. Marta pulled back in panic.
"FLOOR." One of the men said and she immediately dropped to lay face-down on the floor, her body outstretched to its limit.
Panic was one thing but disobeying a direct order was another. She didn't notice the hypodermic needle filled with pentobarbital until the second man pushed it into her ass. Even then, she held the FLOOR position not daring to move an inch.
"KNEEL."
She got slowly to her knees and put her arms in the small of her back, staring straight ahead but glancing warily at the coffin. She was already feeling light-headed.
"You're going on a trip, Marta," one of them said. "It's going to take about twenty-four hours. We are putting you in a light coma so that there's no unpleasantness for you during the journey. When you wake up, you will be with your new owner."
Marta turned her head towards the man. She had heard the words but didn't really understand their meaning. She stared blankly at the coffin then tried to stand, intent on running as far and as fast as she could and damn the consequences, but her legs wouldn't move, nothing would move. Slowly her arms dropped heavily to her side and she began to topple over. One of the men laid her gently on the ground as the darkness came. The last image she remembered was the wooden box and its heavy lid.
One of the men carried her unconscious body in his arms to the coffin, placing her inside with unusual care. The other began to screw her arms and legs to the coffin floor with U-shaped metal brackets. He finished with larger brackets around her neck and forehead. His partner activated the rebreather built into the coffin's thick walls.
They had used the system a number of times. The rebreather added oxygen and removed carbon dioxide reliably for five days. The drug would keep her unconscious for that full time. If she happened to awaken, the brackets screwed down to the coffin floor would keep her immobile. It worked fine unless there was a delay than she would die very slowly of asphyxiation alone and in total darkness.
It was an expensive but safe way to make a delivery
"She's beautiful. I wonder where she's going?" one of the men asked as he closed the lid and tightened the bolts that held it in place.
"It says Montana on the manifest," his friend replied. "Lonely place..."







Jeri

 
Nick stared out the window as the plane approached Great Falls. He had been surprised to learn that the meeting was in Montana, but the more he thought about it, the more it made sense. The Bratva's U.S. operation needed privacy and Montana was the most private state in the country with only six people per square mile. More importantly, it had a long-standing tradition for individual rights. Basically, as long as you didn't kill anyone, you could do just about anything you wanted.
The Bratva (Brotherhood) was the largest and most powerful of the Russian syndicates. Half of its enormous business was perfectly legal; the other half operated on the fringes of Russian law. Only a small fraction of the Bratva was engaged in hard-core criminal activity and most of that was primarily in support its legitimate business activity.
Contrary to popular opinion, crime didn't really pay very well in Russia. The big money was in oil and gas, gold, space stations, and the manufacture of weapons, trucks, tires, cars, and other articles. This was where the Russian oligarchs made their profits. The problem was that to compete in these businesses in Russia one needed paid-for government connections as well as commercial spies, drugs, murderers...and whores / female slaves. Not to say that these activities were not profitable on their own, they were, but they were also risky. This risk-return analysis made them a less desirable destination for Syndicate investment.
"This is a perfect situation for us," Charles had said. "We can operate under the wing of the Syndicate's legitimate umbrella without becoming entangled in its web."
Nick wasn't convinced. The Russian mob meant trouble no matter how peripheral you were to their main interests. He also knew that the Syndicate's criminal arm was the largest mob in the world outside the U.S. even if it was there mostly for support.
"I agree, it's a risk," Charles had added, "but this is a question of choosing the best of a bad set of options."
The plane cleared the mountains then dropped sickeningly fast to line up with the small runway.
The Bratva had purchased a working cattle ranch of 145,000 acres in the shadow of Montana's Bitterroot Mountains. It was like a small country unto itself. Wisely, they had allowed the ranch to operate normally while they conducted their business in a remote and inaccessible corner of the property.
Nick deplaned and stepped casually into the small terminal carrying his wide-brimmed hat and a small travel bag. Originally from West Texas, he knew how to blend in with the locals in a place like this. From now on, he was just plain Nick Andros, former Marine now working as a security consultant in the Eastern Caribbean, hired to troubleshoot the security on the Bitterroot Ranch. He had devised the profile himself, pleased at how close it was to his real identity and purpose.
 "Mr. Andros?"
A tall girl stood at his side. Nick touched his brim politely with his forefinger in the Western way. He had been told that there would be someone at the airport to meet him.
"My name is Jeri Kerstin," she said softly. "I've been asked to escort you to the ranch if...if that's okay. I brought the ranch's delivery van as you requested."
She made no attempt to shake hands, just stared at him with a neutral expression. He stared back.
She was tall, maybe five-ten, with chestnut hair tied back in a soft pony-tail. The tight pullover sweater she wore accentuated her pointed tits and small waist. For some reason he had the impression that she had unbuttoned her vest in the last few seconds...for him. Her jeans were also tight but not so tight as to attract undue attention. What was attracting attention was her incredible face, especially her full lips and the way her sexy mouth stayed half open. He felt an almost irresistible urge to lean over and kiss her.
They were attracting stares from gawkers walking past.
"Maybe we should go?" she offered.
He continued to inspect her face ignoring the attention. Finally, he spoke.
"You can call me Sarge, Jeri."
She smiled and dropped her eyes.
"I'd prefer to call you Mr. Andros if that's okay," she said smiling.
Nick smiled back in a low-key way, acceding to the request.
"The van is just outside," she added, turning towards the door.
Nick followed a step behind watching her round ass move from side to side.
"We need to stop at the cargo pick-up, Jeri," he said. "I have a small gift for your boss."

***

"How far is the ranch?" he asked as they drove at a steady sixty MPH.
"It's about three hours from here then it's another hour once we reach the property."
"That must be some driveway," he said dryly.
"It's only about ten minutes to the main house," she explained, "but we're going to the mountain house which is another fifty-minute drive beyond that. It used to be used a winter place for those watching the upper pastures. Now it...has a different purpose."
Nick nodded. It was obvious that she had been briefed on what to say and what not to say. He didn't want to push her too hard.
"They would have sent the helicopter, Mr. Andros," she continued, "but they thought it would be better if your visit remained low-key. No one takes much notice of a cowgirl picking up her handsome boyfriend at the airport. A helicopter on the other hand..."
He nodded again.
"What are they afraid of?" he asked casually.
She shrugged and remained silent.
"So Jeri, are you going to call me Mr. Andros for the next three hours," he asked.
She kept her eyes on the road and whispered, "I'll be happy to call you Master if you prefer."
"Master?" he repeated, surprised. "That's interesting."
She glanced over at him.
"I've been assigned to...care for you, Mr. Andros, during your visit to the ranch...if...if you wish."
Nick just stared at her stunning profile. This was getting interesting. Was she a real slave or just an escort with an active imagination? She was an incredibly beautiful girl in the middle of the American Northwest; why would see need to be anyone's slave? He wanted to understand more.
"Does that mean you're a slave, Jeri?"
"We...we don't call it that, Mr. Andros," she said shyly. "I guess I'm more like an indentured servant, but if you prefer the word 'slave' that will be fine."
"Hmmm. Tell me, what does it mean to be an indentured servant' in these parts?" he asked.
"The same as it means anywhere else," she answered tightly. "I'm working off a debt. You tell me what you want and I do my best to see that you get it."
It was obvious from the tightness in her voice that she hadn't completely embraced the role yet.
"I see," he answered. "So for now, how about you answer my questions and do it without the attitude?"
She glanced at him nervously and nodded.
"I'm sorry, I didn't mean to..."
"How did you become...indentured?" Nick interrupted.
She shrugged her shoulders.
"I was a stripper in Las Vegas making good money then I fell in love with a boy from L.A. He was a rock singer, small time, but he had a following. Unfortunately, he was more in love with Blackjack than with his music or with me. At first he won big then he started to lose then he needed to borrow money from the local mafia, mob, whatever. He lost it of course. Later he lost the record contract he was counting on. One night a couple of thugs came to our hotel suite and gave me the choice of working for them for five years or watching while they drowned him in my bathtub. I said okay."
"Is he helping you pay the debt off?" Nick asked.
"Not exactly. He ran off with some bimbo a week later leaving me with his debt. Sad story, right?"
"Very sad," Nick answered.
"Why don't you just walk away? ...Let the sue you? Indentured servitude is illegal in this country last time I looked."
She smiled and turned to him.
"I have sisters, parents, grandparents. They're not very fond of me these days because of the stripping, but still they're family, you know? I don't want them hurt. The Bratva takes their debts very seriously."
He nodded again. Love is a killer, he thought.
"Do they keep many girls like you at the ranch...the mountain house?"
She shrugged again.
"Not too many, just enough to keep the men there happy. The supply of good looking dumbos is somewhat limited as you can imagine. Not everyone in these parts is as stupid as I am."
He laughed.
"I'm originally from West Texas," he replied. "I know what you mean by stupidity.
"You seem to be taking all of this pretty well though. How long you been with them?"
"A year," she answered. "The job has its advantages. I get to meet a lot of interesting people like you, Mr. Andros."
"I'll bet you do," he said casually, knowing he was being subtly worked.
He pulled his hat down over his face and leaned back.
"I'm going to sleep for a while, Jeri. Call me when we reach the ranch. Okay? And take it easy on the bumps. My gift in the back is fragile."

***

Nick was surprised when they turned onto the ranch property. He had imagined a rough service road. Instead, it was a paved two-lane affair that Jeri cruised down at a steady sixty MPH. They passed the main ranch house in about ten minutes. The road narrowed into a single lane, but it was still paved and well-kept. Jeri was still able to average forty. They drove for another forty-five minutes passing mile after mile of rolling hills and woods.
No one was going to happen on this place accidently, he decided. Jeri finally stopped at an unmarked stand of trees and spoke to one of the tree trunks. It spoke back and she drove on.
"What happens if you don't stop?" Nick asked.
"...Don't know. I never tried it...probably not a very nice welcome though."
Nick noticed that there were foot-thick barrier posts buried at strategic locations in the road. Once they were raised, probably pneumatically, it would be impossible to get a vehicle past this section of the road. Smart, he thought: get the opposition on foot then pick them off one-by-one from shooting position in the hills. He was sure that they were being watched by at least a half-a-dozen men. That was impressive security, he thought. I wonder what they are worried about.
Jeri drove on until she reached the circular driveway of a large log house. A man was waiting for them by the portico. He was of average size, but muscular and thick-necked. Nick noticed the way he squared off his body as they approached. That posturing screamed military, he thought, and despite himself he felt an instant rapport. It wasn't anything he could put his finger on, but his first impression was of strength and courage, both useful qualities.
"Welcome, Sergeant. Dmitri, Dmitri Broganovich," he said holding out his hand. "I hope you had a pleasant journey."
"Nick Andros. Please call me Nick."
"And I, Dmitri," he replied with a winning smile.
He stood back to allow Nick to walk inside.
"I have a gift for you from my Boss, Charles Deforge. He took a gift-wrapped box out of his pocket. You'll need what's in here to...activate it. It also needs to be unpackaged right away, perishable, you know. Dmitri smiled and removed the wrapping on the small box. Inside was a syringe."
Dmitri glanced up. He understood immediately.
"Thank you. You must be tired, Nick. Allow us to handle the 'unpacking.' I assume you started with a barbiturate...pentobarbital?"
Nick nodded then turned to walk inside. The Russians had invented most of these drugs. They knew what they were doing better than he did. He walked through the open doorway.
The log house was cool even in the July heat. It was also enormous...maybe thirty rooms. Nick's first impression was that it looked like the Ponderosa, with wood, native-American rugs, and stone floors everywhere. A huge stone fireplace was the center attraction.
"Jeri, please take our guest's bag to his room," Dmitri said pleasantly.
The girl, who had been standing silently at Nick's side, picked up the heavy valise without a problem and walked away moving her incredible ass in that same provocative way as she'd done at the airport. Both men watched as she climbed the wide staircase.
"Beautiful girl," Nick said.
"Yes, a little headstrong though. We have a few others like her if you prefer someone else as your guide," he answered.
Nick nodded acknowledging the offer. Normally he wouldn't accept a..."guide" in these circumstances, but the girl was too tempting to turn down. He didn't want to start off with an issue.
"She'll do," he said in an understated way.
Dmitri smiled.
"Can I get you something, Nick? A drink perhaps...something to eat? Maybe you would like to nap after your journey...?
"I slept on the plane and in the car. I could use a drink though. Scotch if you've got it, neat."
Dmitri nodded and moved to a liquor cabinet. Nick slipped into a comfortable leather armchair and watched as he poured three fingers from a bottle of Whyte & Mackay Original Blend, a very expensive and hard-to-find scotch. Nick took the offered glass and raised it in the air. Dmitri followed suit taking a seat on the other side of the stone fireplace.
"I've been curious to meet you, Nick. You've got quite a life story," he said. "...Decorated Marine sniper with a kill record that still stands, partner of Charles Deforge in the Purgatory venture, creator of the plantation's impressive security force...yes, quite a story. I was pleased that Charles decided to send you, his right arm; it's a sign of respect, you know? We value such things."
"I'm afraid you have me at a disadvantage, Dmitri. You seem to know everything there is to know about me, but I know nothing about you."
Dmitri raised his eyebrows.
"I'm afraid that my story is not anywhere near as interesting as yours. I served in the Russian Army for a while then I went into business with my Uncle in St. Petersburg. I manage Special Procurements for him...very ordinary I'm afraid."
Nick was surprised and pleased. He actually knew a lot about Mr. Dmitri Broganovich. For instance, he knew that he hadn't just "served in the Russian Army," he had been a Major in charge of a Russian Spetsnaz Brigade, that he'd earned a chest full of medals, that he'd been wounded twice, that he had quit the army over a dispute involving a questionable use of his men. (Spetsnaz was the Russian special forces. They had a worldwide reputation for toughness.) He also knew that Dmitri had set up the first Bratva brothel in the Caribbean, specifically the Dominican Republic, and beaten off a determined takeover attempt by a local general. After that, he had taken over the Bratva's trafficking operation from a base in the Caspian Sea and built it into a small but hugely profitable global business.
Charles had summed up the man as dangerous and capable but probably reliable.
Nick took a sip of his whiskey.
"This is amazing scotch," he said quietly.
The other man nodded acknowledging the compliment. He also enjoyed a good whiskey when the time was right.
"Perhaps, if you're not too tired, I can give you a brief outline of our proposal and you can have the evening to sleep on it."
Nick raised his glass again in agreement and glanced at the doorway.
Jeri had returned and was standing quietly, waiting. She had changed into a short chiffon babydoll that barely hid the thong she wore underneath. Nick could feel his cock hardening, the effect softened by the glow of the whiskey.
"May I bring in two friends," Dmitri asked.
Nick looked back at the girl then nodded yes. He was used to having scantily clad girls around during serious discussions. Dmitri waved his hand and Jeri walked barefooted to sit at on the rug at Nick's feet. A second girl walked in behind her similarly clad but with a slave collar. Nick held his breath, she was gorgeous, literally breathtaking. She took her place at Dmitri's feet.
"This is Alyona," he said, running his fingers through her long hair, "...a favorite of mine."
The girl looked up at him with her huge eyes and sensuous mouth. Nick nodded a greeting. Little wonder why she's a favorite, he thought. The girl had an awesome figure and a face that could launch ships. Russian, he thought immediately. For some weird reason, Russia produced some of the most beautiful girls in the world.
"As I was saying," Dmitri continued, trying to regain Nick's attention, "our proposal is to take over the marketing and distribution for the entire Purgatory operation. We already have an extensive following of clients on the Sub-Net and a central pick-up location for clients in Freetown, Sierra Leone. What we lack is a secure and safe location to drop ship our South American product and to prepare the product for our customers."
Nick tore his eyes from Alyona and began to listen closely.
"The 'Sub-Net?'" he asked.
"With the use of highly effective encryption and randomized routing," Dmitri explained. "People can remain absolutely anonymous on the Internet. This applies to both the ordering of merchandise and the payment which is done with the use of alternative money. It all unregulated and electronic but we have a reputation for trust in the community. We can handle an unlimited number of orders with these facilities."
Nick nodded again. He understood enough to know that the Russians' use of the Internet was light years beyond theirs.
"We propose that you continue to handle the South American acquisitions and the pre-processing.
"You may not realize this, Nick, but your operation on PC Dominica is ideal for our purpose. First, the island is protected by none other than the U.S. government. Second, the U.S. government doesn't have the will or the money to interfere with the island's internal affairs. Third, although the crime syndicate in Roseau is much larger than your... organization in Purgatory, its leadership is hopelessly divided. As such, they can disrupt you, but they have no real opportunity to exert strategic influence over your domain in the interior. Fourth, you have recently established ties with several well-regarded firms in South America that have access to a nearly inexhaustible supply of high-quality product. I'm sure that your 'gift' is an example of the quality of such product. You also have a large and highly motivated pool to draw on for muscle. Last and most importantly, you have the leadership in place to make this a reality."
Nick nodded his understanding resting his hand on Jeri's bare shoulder. That was an excellent summary, he thought.
"In our search for suppliers, we have given extra weight to the...management. Between you and Charles and a dozen others, you have the leadership team that can make this enterprise a great success.
"I know quite a bit about your personal contributions to Purgatory, Nick. With the leadership cadre you built in the security force, Charles now has the means to wield substantial power on the island. This equate to enormous influence, political and otherwise. We are also extremely impressed with the quality and the consistency of the product Charles has managed to offer over the last few years. Not many men are that well suited to this kind of business. You have both done well.
"We think that with our help you can do even better."
Nick took another sip of his drink and absently began to fondle the girl's shoulder. The man was smooth and enormously persuasive. He would need to keep sharp which mean no more of his wonderful scotch.
"We have some standards," Nick said quietly, "that I would hate to give up. The most important of these is that we only deal in females who are either convicted criminals, declared prostitutes, or throwaways--girls that society has basically discarded. There are no civilian abductions or kidnappings and no collateral killing in the normal course of business. Would this be a problem for you?"
"Not at all," Dmitri answered while holding his gaze. "In fact we approve wholeheartedly. There are too many beautiful girls in the world for us to go after those that society values. Why bring trouble on yourself when it's not necessary?
"We demand absolute obedience from our women," he added, "but we are also sensitive to their needs. We even have a leasing plan and retirement."
Nick nodded slowly. He could feel Jeri tensing. Dmitri hadn't mentioned indenture as a means of acquiring girls. Nick understood the reason--indenture was temporary, slavery was permanent.
"You're right. This is a lot to think about," Nick said. "Frankly, I'm not sure where I stand yet."
Dmitri nodded.
"We have a few days together, Nick. Let's go over the details together carefully and get to know each other a little better in the process. I always prefer to know the people I partner with personally. It's...safer. I also have ideas for some entertaining diversion, perhaps a little hunting...?
Nick nodded as well. This was exactly what he had been thinking. Proposals always sound good in the abstract, it was the man behind the proposal that really counted.
"Charles told me that you have the authority to sign a final deal for him. So, if you decide that our idea has merit and that we can work together then fine. If not, we will part as friends, potentially to do business at some point in the future."
Nick stood up to leave.
"That sounds good to me."
Dmitri stood up as well and offered his hand again in the European tradition.
"Have a good night's sleep. Jeri will show you to your room."
The girl took his hand and led him upstairs to a massive suite. Nick lay down on the bed and despite his earlier claim that he was well-rested, he fell asleep in seconds from the jetlag. The girl watched his face for a while then pulled her babydoll over her head and undressed him gently. She took her time, scrutinizing his cock, his many wounds, and his enigmatic face.
This one is different, she thought, more complex. She knew what he did for a living and despised him for it. At the same time, she had seen something in him in the last few hours that hinted at more humanity than she expected.
"A slave trader," she whispered to herself in a kind of warning, "an abductor and torturer of young women."
She began to softly stroke his cock until it was moderately hard then bent down and licked the head then the shaft until it was rock solid. Checking to make sure that he was still asleep, she took the entire shaft into her mouth then worked it back into her throat. It felt incredible and tasted like...like a man. She had developed a theory that different kinds of men tasted different. Nick was delicious.
With her hand she gently lifted his balls and began to massage them softly as she rubbed her studded tongue along the underside of his shaft. She didn't want him to wake.
Nick moaned softly and pushed up hard with his groin as if in the midst of a stimulating dream. She knew the reaction; her moves had brought on a wet dream. She wondered who his dream-partner was. It didn't matter, she began to respond to his dream actions moving and sucking as he demanded. In the end his ejaculation was strong and long, a steady powerful flow of pure pleasure. She swallowed everything, continuing the stimulation until his body was totally still then she quietly slipped away to lie at his side.
She nestled herself into the space between his arm and his chest and slept like a baby who had just finished drinking its milk.

***

Marta emerged from unconsciousness with a dull pain in her nipples as if someone had been gnawing on them. She opened her eyes. It was too dark to see anything, but she could feel the chains and the pole. She was suspended off the ground by leather manacles around her wrists and ankles. The pulled her against the pole which was perhaps a foot in diameter and covered in some kind of soft leathery material. She moved one of her wrists higher along the heavy chain and felt the metal ring at the back of the pole. There would be no escape from this bondage, she realized.
Her hands were secured high over her head so that her arms seemed to embrace the pole. Her feet were secured in the same way so that her legs were grasping the pole as well. But what was causing the sharp pain in her nipples? She tried to pull her body up so that she could touch her nipples with her arm, but the chains were too short so she arched her torso back and felt an immediate shock of pain at the tip of her breasts.
A nipple chain...someone had clamped her nipples and secured the chain in the same way as her wrists and ankles. But something was wrong. She had been clamped many times in Purgatory even with piranhas, this didn't feel the same...it was more like the pain was coming from inside somewhere behind the nipples.
Rings! She realized immediately. Someone had pierced her tits and fitter her with nipple rings while she was...sleeping. Sleeping...? That was impossible; the pain would have been...had she been unconscious? The last thing she remembered she was being taken into a room in the plantation house by two of the guards who...
What was holding her to the pole? Chains at her wrists and ankles and... and nipples wouldn't hold her weight at least not without a great deal more pain. She tried to twist her hips. They wouldn't move. She squeezed her legs together. A flat, leather-covered board was between her legs holding her weight. She tried to pull up with her arms then push off with her legs...impossible. She had no leverage in the chains, no way to use her muscles.
She wiggled her body again. There was something inside her cunt, maybe it was inside her ass, maybe both. Where was she?
Please...PLEASE!" she called out, suddenly afraid of the darkness and the strange bondage.
What did they want? Suddenly, there was light and she closed her eyes against its painful assault. She could feel a man's hand running down her spine.
"Krasivyy (beautiful)...krasivyy," she heard someone say.
Her eyes were beginning to adjust to the light. Two men were in the room inspecting her body.
"Do you speak English, girl?" one of them asked in a gentle voice.
Marta nodded then moaned as the movement pulled on her nipples.
"Ah, yes," the man said. They will be very sore for a while longer. We took the opportunity of your unconsciousness to insert gold rings, you also have one in your nose, your lower lip, and one in each your outer labium."
In a panic, Marta extended her tongue to her nose and lower lip and felt the thick metal. Her nostrils flared and her eyes widened in fright.
"Don't be alarmed," the man said. "The rings will break off before your skin. It will be extremely painful to do that, but we don't want you to damage anything. The rings are a kind of insurance. We don't want just anyone diddling a beauty like you. Small padlocks on your mouth and cunt ensure that you are kept...exclusive."
"They also enhance your sultry Latin look. You are quite stunning you know, a very valuable property."
Who was he, Marta wondered. She had never seen him around the plantation.
"May...may I know where I am...Master? Who you are?" she asked boldly but respectfully.
"Not now, later we will give you the more details. Right now, I am consumed with curiosity about my gift. I can see that you are exquisite insofar as your beauty is concerned, but what about your reactions? Are you spirited or dull? As I said, I'm curious."
"I...I am..." Marta started to answer thinking the question was directed at her.
The two men laughed.
"That was not a question for you, my love," he said, taking a small remote-like device from his pocket. "We have our own ways of evaluating responses, very scientific."
He turned a dial and pressed a small red button on the remote.
The electric shock traveled from her nipples through her torso then divided and went to the copper cylinders in her cunt and ass. It's sped through her body was near the speed of light, but her brain processes the pain much more slowly. To Marta is felt as if someone had inserted a red-hot wire into her tits and down to her cunt. Her entire body shook violently and her eyes rolled into the back of her head. Tremors continued for several minutes.
"Excellent, excellent response," the leader declared. "We like to start out with a high level of current for diagnostic purposes. This way we get a much truer reaction, one not corrupted by fear or exhaustion. Your results were excellent. We just have a few more tests, another half-hour perhaps, then you will be able to rest for a day."
He turned the dial down and touched the red button again.
Marta's body began to roll as the electricity passed through in pulsating waves of pain. She could feel an orgasm coming and tried to push it down, but it was useless. The climax set her body undulating in screaming waves of pure pleasure wrapped in withering pain.
One of the men made careful notes of everything from the curl of her toes to the hardness of her clit. The Russians were well known for their attention to detail when it came to women.







Fox Hunting

 
They spent the next two days going over the details of the Russian proposal. The more Nick learned, the more comfortable he was with the plan. But for him the idea was secondary. What really mattered was Dmitri--could he be trusted? If he had learned anything in Purgatory, it was that most criminals were terrific liars and deceivers. It took a lot of subtle testing to find the real truth.
Dmitri didn't act like a typical criminal though. He was more like a soldier, a practical realist who didn't worry about why things were the way they were. That was Nick's philosophy as well--he didn't make the world, he was just trying to cope with what he found the best way he could. Everything Dmitri claimed, he supported with facts, figures, and solid arguments. He was also open and unguarded, answering almost all of Nick's questions about the Bratva operation in the U.S. Surprising, he was also honest about the information that he would not or could not divulge.
Nick liked his no-nonsense, data-driven approach. Dealing with a serious person was refreshing after working with so many flakes on PC Dominica, people who acted on instinct and emotion rather than reason. Dmitri was much more like Charles, a pragmatist.
But the man wasn't all business. It was obvious from the stories he told that he enjoyed life--not a bon vivant exactly, but someone who knew what he liked, most of which was first-class like his scotch.
"We have twenty good men and half-a dozen women in the house," he explained. "Most of the men are involved with communications or security. This is a kind of forward-base for us if you will...very private, very secure, very comfortable for those assigned here.
"Someone at my level would typically work out of Russian--it's just a lot safer for us with your FBI and CIA and relatively incorruptible local police. With today's technology, it's practical for us to guide the business from there. But occasionally, when something important is happening, I make the trip to the U.S. and hang out here for a month or two.
"This time, I came here specifically to meet with you."
"I'm curious about the girl, Jeri," Nick asked. "Tell me about her."
"Our gambling and lending operations in the U.S. produce a lot of deadbeats. Americans are often very naive and give in easily to their addictions. Sometimes, when they are desperate enough and have influence over someone we want, we suggest that they offer up their girlfriends. This was the case with Jeri as she might have told you. Most of the indentured women work off their debt and return home as promised. We typically use them with rich friends in Europe and Russia so there's less temptation to run. It's a good deal for us and our clients who are mostly legitimate businessmen. They love it of course and many of the girls get into it as well."
"By the way, thank you for your incredible gift and please convey my thanks to Charles. The girl, Marta, is magnificent, stunningly beautiful, and spirited as they say. I plan to take her back to Russia with me and put her in front of our board as an example of the kind of merchandise we can expect from this deal."
"You're welcome," Nick replied, "use her in good health. I assume she handled the journey well...?"
"No problems. Would you like to see her before we have lunch?"
Nick nodded and Dmitri led him to another part of the house.
Marta was in a holding cell tied naked over a horizontal copper pipe that ran between her legs. Her arms were tied behind to lift her high on her toes. Her hair was tied back to hold up her head. It was obvious that the muscles in her feet and legs were tired as every few second they would give out and she would touch the electrified copper. The shock delivered to her thighs and sometimes her cunt produced long painful yelps. They could almost see her muscles firming from the exercise.
"Electroshock..." Dmitri said. "We find that it is very effective after a long sleep. The body isn't ready yet for the impact of a whip or cane. It's also good for toning muscles long unused. Your coffin was very ingenious, but it atrophies important muscles that must be immediately restored to prevent lasting damage. We put her on a more normal training regime when we get her back to Russia."
Nick made a mental note of his comments. Electroshock...that made sense after a forced coma of two or three days. He would pass that on to Charles for their own use.
"Marta...that name is a little hard for a Russian tongue, but it's charming. Maybe I'll let her keep it. The card in the coffin also said that she knows her positions. I will check that out for myself tonight."
Nick watched the girl's face as she struggled to stay on her toes. She was using every muscle in her body to keep from touching the metal even though she knew it was useless. She glanced up at him, nostrils flared with exertion.
"You see the look in her eyes, Nick," he asked quietly. "That's what we look for in our women, inner spirit, excitement. We want them to obey but always under a bit of protest. It makes them so much more interesting. We need to be careful though, too much pain can kill it."
Nick was beginning to realize that Dmitri wasn't just a businessman. He took this trade in women seriously and understood things that only years of practice could teach.
"Alyona, for example, still has her fighting spirit and she's been with me for almost ten years.
"She's very jealous of this one," he added, laughing, pointing at Marta. "I will need to punish her soon before her anger gets out of control, perhaps by putting them on the pipe together...let her experience the girl's pain first-hand so that the force of her personality is re-directed back at me."
He glanced at Nick who appeared to be a little confused.
"I know. It doesn't make much sense, but in these circumstances a woman's base instincts like jealousy are greatly exaggerated. Feelings rule everything for the slave and it is necessary to understand that and to counter it directly, not with logic but with pain. It's the only way for such creatures."
Again, Nick was impressed at the depth of his analysis. On the plantation they knew that a girl's personality changed fundamentally once she was in chains, once the whip became her greatest fear, but no one in Purgatory tried to understand why. They just responded to new behaviors in the traditional ways. The mental processes of their charges were still a mystery. It was obvious that Dmitri had gone a lot farther in getting into their minds.
"Ready for lunch, Nick?"
They walked away just as Marta's feet gave out and her labia fell squarely on the copper. She screamed in agony as they walked through the door.
"Don't worry, she'll get a break tomorrow," Dmitri said casually. "We've been working her quite hard with the electricity since she arrived...toning her as I said.
"Perhaps we should take a break as well, Nick? Maybe go hunting if you're up to it. The weather is beautiful and the mountains make for invigorating exercise. We've been cooped up too long inside."
"What is there to hunt around here?"
"Foxes," Dmitri answered shortly.
Nick looked at him curiously. He had never heard of anyone hunting foxes. Maybe this was some strange Russian sport, he thought. Whatever...the exercise from a hunt sounded like great fun. He still ran ten miles a day, five days a week, but the intensity of their discussions had kept him chair bound for most of the days. Getting outside for a day or two would be a welcome change.

***

The next morning he woke to find Jeri missing from his room. He was disappointed. Morning sex with her, especially the wake-up head that she seemed to have mastered, was a great way to start the day. The girl was athletic and extraordinarily flexible; she was also unbelievably talented and engaged.
Frankly, he had been surprised that their sex was so good. Over the years he had found that slave sex was an entirely different experience than ordinary intercourse; it was light-years more intense. And despite her indenture, Jeri wasn't really a slave. The psychological transformation associated with slavery just had not happened in her mind. Yet, they fucked as if it had. It was a mystery.
Dmitri was waiting at the breakfast table, dressed in combat fatigues and boots. Two backpacks and two strange looking rifles were laying on a table nearby along with a Remington 700 and a Weaver Grand Slam 10x50mm scope. He was familiar with the Remington; it was an excellent all-around weapon for a serious hunter.
"Morning," he said. "Have some breakfast. We leave in an hour."
"For our 'fox' hunt?" Nick asked, pouring himself some coffee.
"Of course."
"I didn't know they hunted fox in these parts. How does this work exactly?"
"We track the foxes and if we catch them within thirty-six hours we win. If not, we lose."
Nick looked at him confused, "There's a time limit?"
This was not like any hunt he knew about. Dmitri laughed.
"I'm afraid I've been pulling your leg, my friend. Let me explain. The foxes we will be hunting have names--Jeri and Alyona--and they have claws."
Nick stared at him. He had guessed right, this was some strange Russian sport. Dmitri walked over and picked up one of the rifles.
"This is the M389 Tranquilizer gun system. It consists of a .50 caliber, single-shot, bolt-action rifle, a close range scope, and tranquilizer darts. It has a maximum effective range of about one hundred yards using compressed air that can be manually adjusted for range. The chemical injected by the dart will immobilize a hundred pound animal, including a human being, for ten to fifteen minutes. It does not cause unconsciousness just paralysis of the appendages."
Nick was listening closely intrigued by the idea that they would be hunting their two beautiful consorts.
"To make it interesting we have devised a few rules-of-behavior for the hunt. The two girls who act as our prey get a three hour head start. They are equipped with exactly the same weapons and equipment as we are. They win if they elude us for thirty-six hours or if they take us captive. During the thirty-six hour period, the winners are permitted to inflict whatever penalties they choose on their captives.
"Whatever penalties...?"
"You should know," Dmitri said seriously, "that both of the foxes we hunt are quite athletic; they have incredible stamina; they are now fairly experienced with the game; and they have an intimate knowledge of the local forests where the hunt takes place. In other words, they are very dangerous. The last guest we had at the mountain house came back on a rope leash, naked with his hands tied behind...the leash was tied around his balls. Fortunately, I was not with him."
Nick smiled at the image of Jeri walking a man on a ball-leash. She must have found that satisfying.
"Your guest must have been pissed," Nick said.
Dmitri shrugged.
"As I said, it's a contest and there are risks. Russians are quite fond of taking risks even foolish ones. It's what makes life worth living, no?"
Nick was quiet for a moment.
"Does this game have anything to do with my background...as a sniper?" Nick asked.
Dmitri shrugged again.
"I admit, I am very curious about your...skills. Your reported accomplishments seem, frankly, beyond the reach of a single man no matter how uniquely qualified or talented. A reputation as reported in an investigator's report is one thing, a demonstration is quite another."
Nick nodded. That was a fair comment, he thought. He didn't think much about his past. What he had done in the Marines and on Dominica, he had done out of necessity not to enhance a reputation. In fact, he was a little troubled by the idea that he had "a reputation" and that Dmitri knew so much about his highly classified past. Who else knew about him?
But what he said made sense. Dmitri needed to know how he would operate under pressure. A background check only gave past outcomes. It didn't tell anyone what happened to produce those outcomes. What he wanted to know was the quality of the man behind the results. The truth was that Nick had the same questions about him. He seemed like someone they would want to do business with, but how would he act when the pressure was on?
"Okay, pal," Nick said, "I'm in under one condition--I'm in charge. I'm not betting my balls on someone I don't know...no offense. You follow my orders, agreed?"
"No offense taken," Dmitri answered smiling. "I will consider it an honor to be under your command. You are the expert here, Nick. Frankly, the only reason I'm coming along is to observe. It would be very unfortunate if the boss was to return on a leash."
"What's the Remington for?" Nick asked.
Dmitri shrugged.
"These mountains are also home to bear, cougar, even an occasional wolf pack. I'm afraid our tranquilizers wouldn't be much protection against them."

***

Dmitri walked as quietly as possible on the path Nick had ordered. The idea was that he would act as a target and Nick would provide the cover. It was a risky plan especially for him. He was beginning to regret his offer to follow Nick's orders.
I would have done things much differently, he thought nervously. If I am hit, Nick will be alone against two armed opponents. He swallowed his concerns and his objections. This was serious business and it required his full attention. Besides, this was supposed to be a test of the man's abilities and second-guessing him over tactics was counterproductive to that goal...even if he was risking his balls. He just hoped that Nick knew what he was doing.
What he had failed to mention was that Jeri had taken her time with the last hunter before walking him back to the pickup point. No one had been very specific, but it seems that she had staked him out and beaten him with saplings until he performed certain humiliating sex acts. The man in charge of the mountain house at the time had been forced to step in when the man later demanded retribution.
It was a risk worth taking, he decided. He wasn't doing this for sport or pride. It was important for him to confirm that Nick was as cool under pressure as he appeared. The Americans liked to exaggerate their accomplishments; he needed to be sure that he was dealing with someone who had real balls, someone who wouldn't fold when things got tough not just a legend contrived by someone's overactive imagination.
A flicker of movement off to his side caused him to freeze. His combat instincts, after years of combat in Georgia and the Ukraine, suddenly kicked in. He froze then turned his head slowly in the direction of the movement watching the shadows. Soon enough he caught sight of a something in the leaves that looked out of place. He dropped hard to the ground.
Shit! He was fucked, badly positioned in an open space. If he ran, the shadow would have a clear shot at him long before he could reach the cover of the trees. If he stayed here on the ground, she would just close and shoot him where he lay. He cursed himself for following Nick's plan. He was trapped. Where was Nick anyway? Wasn't he supposed to be covering his flanks from the tree line? Was he out of position? ...Some fucking sniper!
Suddenly he heard the distinctive sound of an air discharge and squeezed his ass together bracing for the impact of the dart. He knew that both girls had the ability to hit a target at this distance.
Nothing...no ass-piercing dart, no sound of leaves moving, no footsteps, nothing, only a total forest stillness that was eerie and unusual. Was he mistaken about the shadow, about the sound of a dart being fired? Maybe it was all his overactive imagination...an animal in the trees perhaps.
He raised his head and carefully scanned every inch of the area when he had seen the movement. Nothing. He crawled forward a few yards and paused to listen then again and again. Still nothing...then he saw the figure on the ground. It was Alyona. Her rifle was missing but otherwise all of her equipment was in place. He moved closer wary of a trap. She was looking up at him with her beautiful eyes trying to move her luscious mouth, the same mouth he had enjoyed so often. A red-feathered dart was sticking out of her luscious ass.
Nick! Nick had dispatched her but how? He had seen nothing. If the man was close enough to get off such an accurate shot, he should have heard something.
Dmitri scanned the surrounding area looking for some sign of the man. He had clearly taken her weapon, but how had he gotten in and out without disturbing a single twig or leaf. Signs of his steps and Alyona's were evident, but there was no sign that Nick had been anywhere close. Slowly, he began to appreciate that Nick was in his element. Stealth wasn't something he turned off and on, it was part of him, part of his nature.
Quickly, he removed the girl's backpack and stripped off her shirt then he roughly pulled her bare arms behind and tied them at the wrists and elbows with plastic straps. He sat back admiring the lines of her upper body as she slowly recovered from the drug. There were a few questions he wanted to ask. After a few minutes, she spoke.
"Ma...Master..." she said groggily.
"Were you tracking me, Alyona?" he asked in a low voice.
She smiled and twisted her body, rising to her knees.
"I had you in my sights, Master, then everything went black," she said loudly.
"I would never have allowed Jeri to leash your balls, Master. I'm too fond of them. I'm..."
Dmitri pulled a rubber ball gag out of his pack and pushed it hard into her mouth then quickly strapping it behind her neck. She was still playing the game, speaking loudly to alert Jeri that she'd been taken. He smiled at her competitive spirit; it was a good reminder that he needed to sharpen his own game.
The leather hood from his pack slipped easily over her head. He strapped it tight at the neck. Clearly Jeri was still out there with her weapon but where was Nick? And what was he supposed to do now?
He pulled Alyona to her feet and tied a short rope around her neck. The girl looked gorgeous and incredibly tempting stripped to the waist in her camouflaged forest fatigues and black boots. He would enjoy snacking on her tonight in his sleeping bag but for now... He pulled her leash and they moved back to the track that Nick had originally set out for him to walk. In lieu of any new orders or new input, he would follow the last instructions he'd been given just as any good soldier would.

***

It was an hour later when something tapped him hard on the shoulder. He dropped immediately to his knee as he brought his weapon to bear. A hand grabbed the barrel of the rifle and pointed it back towards the ground.
"Please don't shoot me with that thing, Dmitri," Nick whispered. "I'm on your side, remember?"
His head was moving back and forth all the time he was talking as if his eyes and ears were radar beams.
Dmitri was astonished. Where had he come from? There was no cover within five yards in any direction. How had he come close enough to kill him without making even the slightest sound...without attracting even a momentary flicker of his attention? Dmitri had heard that such a thing was possible with some of the best snipers, but he had not believed it possible until now. The man was a ghost.
"We're not going to get her...with you walking your pet...like you were in Central Park...Dmitri," he said slowly then smiled continuing to move his head like a radar mast.
"Jeri is a lot better at this than I thought," he added. "You did a good job training her...she knows you're only a decoy dragging the girl around...she keeps circling back...stalking me...not moving until you're long gone.
"We're going to need to change our tactics...I'm going to need your help...but not as a target."
It was disconcerting listening to him speak in short whispered bursts while his head was moving.
"Have you spotted her?" Dmitri asked, moving his own head unconsciously.
"Course not," Nick said, surprised. "If I had spotted her...I would have bagged her...but I have spotted her leavings...her tracks...She's not running...she's continuously circling us at the same time we hunt her...trying for an ambush...She's good...that's the kind of maneuver...another sniper would use."
Dmitri nodded.
"This is like a chess match now...We need two pieces to trap her...otherwise she'll just go to ground...and hope that she can avoid detection until the time is up...That way she doesn't get to fuck with us...but she wins...the, ah game."
Dmitri suddenly realized that this was no game to him. He was treating this as if she was a real enemy with real bullets. There was no way that he was losing, game or no game.
"You need to start hunting her for real...on the left...in a wide arc...I'll do the same on the right...we gradually move closer together...she can't win with two of us after her...covering for each other."
Dmitri knew he was right but Nick had failed to take into account one small detail.
"We can't leave Alyona tied and hooded out here," he said carefully. "Some predator might find her before we can get back."
Nick's head stopped moving for a moment and he looked at him with dead eyes.
"Bury her," he said.
Dmitri wasn't sure he had heard correctly. Nick un-slung the rifle he had taken from the girl then disassembled it in seconds and handed him the barrel.
"Use this for an air tube...Put her at least two feet down...in a hogtie...She'll be okay."
Dmitri looked down stupidly at the black tube in his hand then at the girl standing obediently still. She couldn't hear what they were saying. He turned back to Nick.
"I don't think that's such..."
But the man was gone, disappearing as silently as he'd come. The only evidence he'd been there was some lingering movement in the deathly still forest air.
"Bury her...?"
Alive? Dmitri repeated the words in his mind trying to find some alternative meaning. He sat on the ground and pulled the girl down with him. "Bury her." Was he prepared to do that...to win a fucking game? Nick was a lot more dangerous than he had thought. The man played for keeps even when the contest was for fun. It was obvious that he didn't really distinguish between the two.
Dmitri considered calling the whole thing off. He had the radio; he could call Jeri out of hiding then order an immediate pickup. That's what any sensible person would do. This guy is crazy.
That would make him look weak, he thought miserably. Nick wasn't someone who would work with a weak player. That was the whole point of this...hunt. What was even worse was that he had foolishly agreed to follow the man's orders. If he disobeyed him now for the sake of sanity, he would lose all credibility and their partnership would be over before it began. This was a test of his resolve.
Fuck! He stared at the girl. She hadn't heard anything inside the hood, but she must be wondering what was going on.
I won't do it, he decided.
Nick might be willing to do whatever it takes to win, but he wasn't. He...loved Alyona. She was more than a slave to him, a plaything, she was his woman. Was he willing to risk her life to win this fucking a game and prove his resolve? He thought about it for a few more minutes. Nick was playing for keeps. He didn't care about beating Jeri; he wanted to see how Dmitri handled a bad situation. Jeri's competence had provided the perfect foil. Nick wanted to know that he could count on him to have his back.
Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! He pulled the portable trenching tool from his pack and began to clear away the leaves covering the soft ground. Alyona tipped her head curiously in his direction, trying to understand what was happening. After about ten minutes, he had a hole two feet deep and four feet long.
Gently he pushed her over onto her side and locked her booted ankles in a plastic tie then pulled her legs up to her wrists and used another tie to join them together. The hogtie was especially cruel as the arch in her back caused the plastic to dig into her skin. He removed the belt from her pants and used it to bind both her wrists and her ankles, replacing the plastic which he cut off with his knife.
He turned her away from the hole and moved behind to lift the hood just enough to unstrap the ball gag. Slowly, he pulled the hood back down and retied it around her neck. He didn't have the nerve to look her into her eyes.
Without pausing to think, he dragged her into the hole and dropped her over the edge. She began to struggle and cry out. He unzipped the mouth and gently slipped the gun barrel inside then zipped it up again tight around the barrel. The gun barrel wasn't really wasn't wide enough to use as a breathing tube, but there was no other alternative.
He stroked her bare back, calming her. Her heart was racing under his hand. He leaned over and spoke into her ear through the leather.
"Do you trust me, Alyona?"
"Y...yes," she answered immediately despite her paralyzing fear.
"Nothing on this earth will prevent me from coming back for you, understand?"
She hesitated then the hood moved is assent.
He climbed out of the hole and pushed the loose dirt over her body being careful to keep the high end of the barrel clear of obstruction then he stamped it down and covered the spot with leaves. He put his ear next to the barrel and listened for her breathing. She was making a kind of pitiful wailing noise but also taking in and expelling air in a regular pattern. She had a strong instinct for survival.
He stood up and looked around, noting the few landmarks that marked her...location then tied a rope to a nearby tree. He knew that he would never forgive himself if he couldn't find her so he spent another minute carefully studying the references until he was sure that he could return.
He walked away along the path Nick had assigned cursing the man and thinking that he would not want to be his enemy. 







The Grave

 
Alyona pulled with all her strength on the canvas belt that held her wrists to her ankles as soon as she felt the first shovel of dirt. She couldn't believe it. Dmitri was actually burying her in the ground. She could feel the dirt piling up along the sides of her body and tried to scream through the tube. But it was no use, the dirt continued to fly into the hole. She could feel it covering her, closing over her head. She was instantly consumed by a wave of fear and panic greater than any she had ever experienced. If the breathing tube had not been locked onto the hood with the mouth zipper, she would have lost it in the dirt.
Gradually she began to slow her breathing and think rationally. The tube wasn't wide enough to support deep breaths, only long measured ones followed by a long slow exhale. That breathing discipline, she realized, was necessary if she was going to live.
She remembered other times when she felt as if she wouldn't survive--horrible tortures and privations. But she had survived, even thrived as Dmitri's woman. She would survive again...or die. Those were the only options.
She felt a trembling in the ground then realized that he was stamping down the dirt, tightening it around her body. The action pushed the heavy dirt against every inch of her body and she felt herself panicking once again. She forced herself to think about another time, about her life with this man. The one who had buried her, who had...
She whispered the last words he'd spoken into the hood over and over like a chant. "Nothing on this earth will prevent me from coming back for you." It...he was the only hope she had, the only means of preserving her sanity. She held onto the thought until her body calmed.
For a long time she was in a kind of trance, a coma brought on by the terror of her circumstance. After a while she emerged. She could feel movement in the dirt at her breasts, at her nipples. Worms, she though, again on the verge of panic, worms and forest insects. There had to be dozens of them in this hole with her, hundreds maybe thousands. She resumed her breathing, ignoring the real and imagined creatures crawling over her bare skin.
The total darkness, the dead silence, the suffocating weight of the dirt, the feel of crawling insects against her skin were all excellent reason to lose her sanity, but she knew that her imagination was her worst enemy. He will be back for me, she thought. All I need to do is control my mind, to continue to breathe in the required manner. Fear could literally kill her in this situation.
She forced herself to think about other things. It was a technique that had worked well during her bondage. She thought about Dmitri, about their history together. He had saved her life in the Dominican Republic, risked his own life to do it, and again in Russia when the government had come after them, he had risked everything for her. She trusted him with her life, he would come back for her. All she needed to do was stay alive, to fight the panic, to remain strong. She was his woman. Yes, he fucked other girls and played with them. That was his business. But she was the only one who owned his heart. He was her man. If he needed to risk her life, even if he needed her death then so be it. Her life was his.
She felt a tiny pinch on her nipple and ignored it. She had nothing to fear from worms and insects; she would be long dead before they actually began to devour her flesh, she told herself. Long dead...long dead...long dead.
Her mind focused on the breathing and it helped. She counted to a hundred then a thousand then two. It was the one thing over which she had some control. It was her responsibility to stay alive...until he returned. She would probably be whipped if he unearthed her and she was dead. Whipped...dead. She almost smiled. She would stay alive, for him, for us. There was an unspoken bond between them, stronger than any marriage vow, stronger than any chain or whip. They were two halves of the same coin; she could no more give up on him than he could on her.
This was the thought that sustained her for the three hours she was entombed.
At some point, she felt something scrapping away at the dirt over her head. A mountain lion, she thought! That certainly wasn't a shovel, something was digging at the dirt with paws. She had seen what a mountain lion had done to one of the ranch's cows. Perhaps he would rip at her throat, she thought, before going for my flesh. Being eaten alive by a mountain lion would be an even worse death than being buried alive.
At least I can panic then, she thought in an absurd moment of sangfroid.
The first touch of a hand on her skin released the hours of pent up emotion and she surrendered to hysteria not really knowing what or who controlled her fate.

***

Nick was totally amazed. Each time he circled back, each time he went to ground, the girl anticipated his move. It was eerie how she seemed to know exactly what he was thinking. He had never been up against someone so...so damn intuitive.
That was the secret of sniping--being able to anticipate the actions of your opponent and use them against him. Sure, marksmanship, strength, endurance, courage, camouflage, craft knowledge...they were all important, but the thing that differentiated good snipers from the great ones was intuition. Jack, his partner in the Marines, had had an uncanny ability to psych out the enemy, but...but this wisp of a girl was even better.
Incredibly, he realized that he could lose. He needed to do something...unexpected, something that she would never guess, but what? He closed his eyes and tried to clear his mind. He could still hear the occasional sound of Dmitri moving through the woods. The man was a great soldier and he had courage to spare, but he was a complete dud as a sniper. Jeri would have had him half a dozen times already if he hadn't moved his position to block her.
He closed his eyes again and tried to think.
Alyona...Alyona's weapon...he had removed the barrel to use it as a breathing tube, but he still had the trigger mechanism in his pack. Perhaps, perhaps he could rig a trap with the remains of the gun. If he could get it to fire in exactly the right location he might cause Jeri to make a mistake. That was all he needed, a single mistake, a single wrong step and she would be his.
He began to think about timing mechanisms and suitable blinds.

***

Jeri swung helplessly from a tree's low-hanging branch. Nick had stripped her naked after she'd been hit, tied her wrists and ankles together behind her back then looped a rope on them and hoisted her up like some prize buck. It was a cruel suspension. The long muscles in her thighs, arms, and abdomen were stretched to the breaking point as she tried to keep her back from descending into a sharper V, but there was no sound. Nick knew she was suffering but also resolved to maintain her silence as long as possible. It was a silent rebuke directed at him. She had nearly taken him. That should have earned her some respect, instead, he had put her in this torture. It was unworthy of him.
Alyona was cradled in Dmitri's arms, still shaking from her underground ordeal. He was soothing her, trying to restore her to normalcy.
Nick watched quietly, thinking, decompressing from the unexpected strain.
"She eluded me for six hours and came dangerously close to taking the both of us out," he said quietly to Dmitri out of Jeri's hearing. I must be losing it; in fifteen years no one has ever come that close."
"Yes, she did well," Dmitri agreed quietly. "They both did. Still, you won in the end, and now she's the one suffering in your rope. That's what counts in the end, right?"
Nick stared at him not moving.
"Not really. In this line of work the margin of victory needs to be wide, otherwise you're susceptible to random events. The unforeseen things that happen all the time are killers. Just squeaking by like we did today doesn't count for much."
"Don't beat yourself up, Nick. You're retired, a businessman now. Your sniping days are in the past. You need to find others who can do that kind of work for you now."
Nick looked at him unconvinced. In his entire life the only person whose skills he had completely trusted were Jack Monroe's. Now there was someone else who seemed to be his equal, a fucking wisp of a girl who looked like she belonged on a stripper's pole. The fact was that she had come dangerously close to outfoxing and nailing him in his element. It was sobering to say the least.
And instead of celebrating her achievement like any real competitor would do, he thought, I'm punishing her in this ignominious way. Really, I'm punishing myself through her for my poor performance.
"Call for the pickup," he said in a resigned voice. "There's no need for us to spend the night out here."
Dmitri nodded his agreement and Nick began to gather their equipment for the walk back to the pickup point. The girls would walk back stripped to the waist and leashed to mark their defeat. Again, it wasn't really fair to treat them this way given how close they had come, but as Dmitri said, a win was a win no matter the details, and the losers always suffered in a foxhunt.
"You have a pair of nipple clamps?" Nick asked.
He knew he was being an asshole, but he still felt the need to hurt her. Jeri was the first one in a long time to make him question his ability. She needed to suffer for that. As Dmitri said, in the end she had lost...it didn't matter by how much. Being leashed by her tits would remind her that there were consequences for losing.







The Pick-Up Point

 
He knew there was something wrong as soon as they spotted the SUV. The same driver who had dropped them off was waiting, leaning casually against a fender, but there was something wrong in the way the man was smoking his cigarette. Nick hesitated just before they were about to step out from the woods and gave the universal signal to stop-and-drop. Dmitri fell to his knee without thinking and pulled Alyona down with him. Nick did the same with Jeri, but the hard pull on her nipples caused her to cry out. His hand was over her face mouth instantly stifling the sound.
"What the fuck!" Dmitri said softly from the back.
He had a momentary flashback to his time in the Ukraine when they would stop-and-drop every few yards. In those days a missed signal usually meant that someone died, but this was just a game.
"Something is wrong," Nick said softly pushing Jeri flat on her stomach and signaling Dmitri to do the same with Alyona.
"What's wrong?" Dmitri asked staring into the clearing. "That's Alex, our driver. Everything looks fine to me."
Nick didn't answer. He just continued to stare through his field glasses at the tree line surrounding the clearing. Dmitri crawled up beside him with his own glasses and helped to inspect the area.
"I don't see a fucking thing," he said annoyed after a time, "only Alex waiting by the car. What did you see?"
"Nothing," Nick answered continuing to scan.
"Nothing...you're just jumpy, Nick. It's been a long hard day. Maybe you've forgotten that this is just a game."
Nick ignored him.
"Maybe...," he said, "but I'm here alive and talking to you because I learned to trust my instincts a long time ago. Maybe I am losing it, but something's not right. I can feel it. I'm going to take a look around."
Dmitri scanned the clearing once again.
"Okay, whatever. Take your look. I think it's your imagination, but..."
He turned back towards Nick, but he was already gone.
"I don't know what's going on here, but we're going to do what he says," he whispered to the women in his charge then shoved a towel into Jeri's mouth. She screamed silently into the cloth as he removed her nipple clamps.

***

Ten minutes later, he spotted the first man hiding under some underbrush. He had made a good effort at building a blind, Nick thought, but he had left the soles of his boots exposed. He had lost count of the number of men who had died because of small errors like this.
He studied him for another ten minutes finally identifying his weapon. It was a bushmaster ACR assault rifle. He tried to remember the weapon's specs--5.56mm ammo, muzzle velocity of about a thousand meters per second, 30 round magazine, effective range of 500 meters. A very dangerous weapon, he thought.
And who was he trying to kill? Him? Dmitri? Did it matter?
There was no way he could cross the ground between them unnoticed. There were dry summer twigs everywhere. Usually, he could simulate the sound of the wind and the forest when he moved, but there were limits to the technique. He made a note of the man's location and moved away silently.
In a while he found five others in three different locations. It was a well organized trap, he thought. Someone with some experience setting traps had supervised. The only way for us to defeat it, he decided as he made his way back to Dmitri, was to get them all to pop their heads up at about the same time and there was only one way to do that.
"Five men concealed in four locations. Four of them are armed with the Bushmaster ACR. One just has a sidearm and a radio. He's probably the leader."
Nick was speaking in a whisper and he was spinning his head again like radar. Dmitri's face hardened. The odds were still heavily in favor of the ambushers even though Nick's instincts had saved them from walking blindly into their crossfire.
"Cell phones don't work up here and the only land line within sixty miles is in the mountain house," Dmitri said quietly.
"...the radio?"
"Thirty mile range...it's just for coordinating local activity," he answered.
Nick nodded the resumed his head scan.
"We won't make it to a land line," he declared simply. "There must be more of them at the house and there's a helicopter. If they catch us in the open with the chopper, we're finished. Who are they?"
Dmitri shrugged, "Could be any number of people. This is a dangerous business. Does it really matter?"
Nick smiled. "Does it matter?" That was his thought exactly. When someone is trying to kill you it hardly matters what their reason.
Dmitri has balls, he thought, but are they big enough to do what's necessary? And what about the girls? Will they help?
"Let's not worry about what's happening at the house," Nick said in a flat voice. "Right now, there are five guns pointed at us. This is what we need to deal with."
"What's the plan?" Dmitri asked.

***

Dmitri stepped out of the trees and gave a friendly wave to Alex, their driver, who smiled and waved back. Dmitri walked towards him leading Alyona on her collar leash. The obvious implication was that Nick was still out hunting for the other girl. Alex smiled crookedly and waved again then he took one step forward and shouted a warning. His arms flew into the air like a puppets as a cluster of shots hit him in the back.
Dmitri knew that Alex had sacrificed himself for him. There was no explanation for it, no logic. Sometimes men just did what needed to be done for their brothers. Nick understood, he had been waiting for something like this to happen. They were thirty yards from the SUV when Dmitri hit the ground and pulled Alyona down with him. He knew that their chances of survival were small. Even an expert like Nick could only fire one accurate round every two-seconds using a bolt-action Remington.
Dmitri counted four quick cracks from the Remington in the midst of a fusillade from the four Bushmasters. Instantly, there was an eerie pause then a final shot before everything went silent. He stayed on the ground another minute then crawled back to the trees where Jeri was waiting, holding one of the tranquilizer guns.
"Nick?" he asked.
"I don't know," she answered calmly. "I saw someone running in the trees over there before the final shot but that was all."
Her voice continued in the same flat and even tone. Dmitri wondered if she was in shock, if she understood the implication for her if they were taken. Could she really be as cool as she appears, he wondered. Maybe...the warrior gene often popped up in these kinds of situations in the most unexpected people.
Alyona was breathing hard, her eyes darting from side to side. He quickly released her from her collar and ordered her to get dressed. They waited in silence for twenty minutes then again as if by magic Nick was standing in their midst. His arm was covered in blood.
"It's not mine," he said quickly. "They are all dead. Let's go take a look...collect weapons and ammo, maybe you will see something."
They followed him into the woods as he led them to each of the five bodies. Dmitri ripped the shirt off the leader and examined his tattoos.
"Chechens," he said, the name sounding like a curse. "Fucking Chechens..."
Nick came and knelt by the body.
"Tell me," he said.
"Chechen rats... Of all the fucking vermin we could have faced, this is the worst. They are from Hell. They have evolved in the last few years from terrorists to criminals. Now, instead of fighting the government, they fight us, the Syndicate, for control of drugs, oil, girls. It's a lot more profitable for them than a hopeless revolution."
He stood up, holstering the Glock he'd just liberated from the dead leader. Every one of the five dead had a head wound. Normally soldiers were taught to aim for center mass, to go for the body. Nick had fired five shots, all aimed at the head, all kills. Dmitri knew how phenomenally rare such a feat was in warfare. Nick was more than a simple marksman.
"They must have heard about our deal," he said to Nick, "and decided that it was not in their interests to allow it to be finalized."
Nick waited for more details.
"These are not very nice people. Everything for them is settled with blood and they are excellent fighters. They will be watching the airport and have some kind of shoulder-fired solution for dealing with helicopters. I'm afraid it will be several days before we can expect any help to arrive overland. By the time my people get here, we will probably be dead."
"That's too bad," Nick said dryly. "I was looking forward to a few more years."
Dmitri stood up and smiled.
"Me as well. But perhaps with your help and Mr. Remington's, we can take a few of them with us."
"More than a few I suspect," Nick answered. "This is good. I was feeling pretty rusty...pretty useless after today. I can use the practice." 







Silent Death

 

Dmitri leaned back against a tree staring at the stars. He had always been fascinated by the night sky...so many stars.
"This would be a lot easier with a night scope," he said quietly to Nick who was sharpening his knife. "We could take them tonight...maybe rig up a homemade flash suppressor..."
It was obvious that he was just making conversation to calm nerves. Nick understood, lots of men liked to talk before a battle.
"We'll do okay in the light," he answered. "Those suppressors don't always work right.
Dmitri nodded, "My guess is that we're facing at least fifty men. They would have needed at least that many to take the house, probably used an advance group that traveled over the mountains and opened up the road for the main body."
Nick nodded.
"You don't think we have a chance?" Nick asked softly.
Dmitri shrugged. All Russians were fatalistic, it was in their DNA.
"I don't think we have a choice, Nick. Whether we have a chance or not, that's largely irrelevant."
"Let me tell you a bedtime story, Dmitri.
"When you Russians invaded Finland in 1939, you lost 130,000 men almost five times as many as the Finns. One of the main reasons was the Finish snipers. The best of them was a guy by the name of Simo Häyä. Simo killed more than 500 of you in three months just laying in the snow. And he did it with an old iron-sight bolt-action rifle. They called him 'White Death.' One of the Russian generals said that Häyä was the functional equivalent of a full battalion of ordinary troops. He was the inspiration for the Russian sniper brigade the Germans met at Stalingrad.
Dmitri stared at him then spoke quietly.
"In those days, Nick, the Red Army had a policy of trading lives for territory. The Chechens have a different philosophy. They have no interest in territory; they only want revenge and money. They think they are entitled to both because of what they've suffered at our hands. They think that they are justified in making every Russian they take suffer as much as possible. It's a convenient rationale for the casual murder and torture they practice. To us they are rabid dogs and we kill them out of hand."
Nick turned to the two girls who were preparing their sleeping bags. He spoke softly.
"I don't think much about the reasons for things, my friend. There's always one group or another ready to argue either side of an issue, to declare themselves in the right. Every few decades, for example, America's declares its bitter enemies its best friends and finds someone new to hate. In the end, it's about strength and self-interest.
"It's about a thousand guys like Simo telling you Ruskies to fuck off and having the balls to back it up. People fight to protect what's theirs against those who want to take it. That's the way nature has made us, aggressive and territorial, and no matter how sophisticated we become that's the way it's always going to be."

"I guess that makes you the ultimate pragmatist, Nick," Dmitri said rising to his feet. "We'll see tomorrow if you're right. For now, I'm going to take Alyona into my sleeping bag and fuck her until my cock fall off. I suggest you do the same. Trust me, this is a lot better than a last meal."
Nick laughed quietly then returned to sharpening his knife.

***

Zizig Zakayev stared at the girl. They were in the punishment room. The Brazilian girl, whose name he discovered was Marta was naked, standing in a pair of spiked heels that that lifted the back of her feet almost six inches off the ground. She was bent forward at the waist with her bound hands between her knees and tied to a metal post. Her hair was tied with a rope that ran to the ceiling, holding her head up. She was watching him with the look of a goat about to be slaughtered.
A wooden paddle and an electric Hibachi vibrator were on the ground near his feet.
"I want to know everything about you, Marta," he said without emotion. "How you were taken. The names of the people involved. How you were transported. What you saw on PC Dominica. The details of the plantation they call Purgatory. How you came to be here. Who brought you and how. Who hides from us in the forest...everything. The pain I am about to inflict on you is going to help you remember all of the details which I will record on my small machine from Sony."
"I...I told you everything I know, Master. There's no need to hurt me," she said with urgency, her eyes focused on the paddle. "I'm just a slave, nothing more."
Zizig smiled and stood up, moving the two implements to the floor at her rear.
"I know what you are, but I'm afraid that it doesn't work that way. It's your pain allows me to judge the validity of what you say. Without it, I have no way to know if you are telling the truth, the whole truth.
"I will also tell you honestly that I enjoy hurting women. It is my pleasure to watch such an incredibly beautiful creature like you suffer. I usually do not allow my...enjoyment to get in the way of my work especially in the field, but in your case I have decided to make an exception.
"Suffering makes a woman such as yourself into something infinitely desirable; her screams, her pleas for mercy, her agony is exciting for someone like me. The fact that you also have a lot of information we need in your head is important, but as I said, both goals are achievable. Please, please take your time in answering my questions, we have all night to play this game...all night."
He picked up the paddle and began to hit her lightly on the ass, covering both sides down to the middle of her thighs. For some reason Marta stifled her first screams. His vile nature prompted her resistance. But slowly he began to increase the speed and force of his blows and in a few minutes, her rear was bright red and each stroke was forcing a yelp from her lips. Soon the yelps had turned into painful screams. When they were continuous, he pushed the electric vibrator into her exposed cunt and she exploded in a climax that shattered all of her resistance. He sat back to wait, allowing her a few minutes to recover.
He moved to her rear and ran his hand over her ass, taking care to lightly brush her inflamed cunt with each stroke. She pulled away then began to respond to the calming coolness. His hand felt wonderful on her burning skin. In a while he stopped the stroking and began to paddle her again, gently at first then building to a mind-jarring force and velocity, her second climax was even more traumatic.
The combination of such intense pain and pleasure and the follow-on solace was wrecking havoc with her mind.
He went through the entire process a third time before asking his first question.
"Let us take a break," he said reasonably, "so that you can answer my questions."
She struggled to catch her breath.
"You...you are not my master," she cried. "You are Crouga (a Monster)."
Zizig laughed.
"Excellent, you still have your spirit. Again, it will be my pleasure to break you. I once worked on a woman for a month before she begged me to strangle her."
He stood up.
"However, the rule is that you must pay for every bit of resistance."
He began to paddle her again then cruelly applied the vibrator at its maximum setting. It was ten minutes before she recovered enough to speak.
"Let me explain something, Marta. Each climax of this type causes you to convulse as if you were having a seizure. Unfortunately for you, the effect is only LIKE a seizure. You will keep coming out of it, fully conscious and ready for more. The pain though...well, it will increase, it will feel as if you are being taken apart from the inside out...terrible to watch...for some. I will probably masturbate."
"Are you ready to speak now?" he asked kindly.
She remained silent
He stood up to go for another climax.
"WAIT! Wait, please. I...I...I was taken in Rochina, a part of Rio de Janeiro. I think the man who took me was called Julio...he, he worked for the...cartel called Slumlords."
Zizig sat down and turned on the recorder. He was holding the paddle in one hand and the vibrator in the other.
"Please repeat what you said," he asked.
At the end of her story, he stood up and ignoring her pleas for mercy went through the entire process again. As he'd predicted her convulsions got gradually stronger and longer. She was as weak as a kitten and totally terrified when he finally stopped.
"Let's go over your story again, Marta. In a little while, you won't even remember your name. When that happens, I'll wait a few hours and start again. I'm very curious now."
The girl was choking on her own drool, still trying to catch her breath. Her cunt was completely dry, which made the pain of another climax even more intense.
Zizig went to a small table on the side and wet a facecloth, He wiped away the drool and let her suck water out of the cloth.
"Go ahead now, start again from the beginning. Don't leave anything out."
The girl looked at him with both terror and hatred. Unfortunately for her, she was regaining her strength quickly.

***

The fight started at dawn the next morning. Nick caught a ten of the Chechens outside the house in the open preparing to head into the mountains after them. In the first seconds, three were down. There was a one minute pause then he began to methodically shoot exposed hands, feet, and asses and then to shoot through the mostly wooden cover they had sought for protection. Every minute or so he would change positions to get a new angle and to throw off the withering return fire coming from the house.
Jeri was acting as his spotter. He had gone over the basics with her in between the fucking. She had volunteered for the job claiming that she didn't want to fall into Chechen hands. Dmitri didn't buy it--she had not had any previous experience with these murderers. R%ather5, he suspected that she didn't want to leave Nick on his own. They seemed to make a good team, he thought. Alyona of course was with him no matter what.
Dmitri watched through his field glasses from an ambush site near the helicopter. Nick's phenomenal accuracy was a death sentence for every one of the Chechens caught without adequate cover in the yard. He and Alyona would be called on soon to do their part.
He had sent her to the opposite side of the road to create a crossfire. He knew that even if she performed as well as a seasoned fighter, they had almost no chance. After the initial burst, the experienced Chechens would quickly flank and kill him. He had ordered her to give up if they got close to her hoping that they might spare her for slavery if she surrendered, but that was unlikely. Once their blood was up, the Chechens typically showed no mercy to anyone especially a Russian whore.
No matter what stories Nick told about the value of a good sniper, four of them against fifty hardened and bloodthirsty fighters was not going to end well. He had once lost a dozen Spetsnaz fighters in a firefight with Chechens. They were savages with no regard for human life even their own

***

Zizig ran to the porch window as soon as the first shot was fired but he didn't expose himself. He also stopped others from going to the rescue of those in the yard. He knew from the girl that they were facing the sniper, Nick Andros. It would take brains to defeat this deadly threat not brute force. He had already written off those in the yard; they were dying for his mistake, but there was nothing to be gained by sacrificing any more men.
He had almost fifty fighters. There was no way the sniper could win as long as he remained cool.
"Get a pair of binoculars and watch from a window upstairs," he ordered one of his lieutenants standing at the window. "I want to know exactly where he is. Wait for the shot then scan the area for a rifle barrel."
They had faced snipers before...Russians, Turks, Iranians. The best way to defeat them without artillery or air support was to find their hole and throw a human net around it. Most snipers were too dumb or too lazy to move their location very often. It was often a fatal mistake. Another way to defeat them was with terror--they usually executed the vermin they caught alive with a can of gasoline and a match. Enemy soldiers who came on the charred remains of their snipers didn't often aspire to the job.
He should have gone into the forest last night in force and hunted this one down. They had star-scopes and night glasses; they could have been rid of these pests and headed home. He had hesitated because he wanted to play with the girl. She had distracted him...her quivering flesh, her mouth had taken him from his duty.
Now, instead of him eradicating them, THEY were attacking him. It was a huge mistake, but it hardly mattered, a few lives lost... It would make the attack on the Bratva mountain house seem more of a challenge.
Still, he would make the infidels outside pay dearly if he caught any of them alive. They had plenty of gasoline.
"What about the men outside?" one of his man shouted.
Zizig ran and struck him hard on the side of the head.
"DO WHAT I TELL YOU IDIOT or we will all die. Those men outside are fucked; there's nothing we can do for them! What we need to do is kill this fucker immediately."
This was the problem with soldiers, Zizig thought. They formed bonds. No matter how ruthlessly he disciplined them, someone was always neglecting his duty to help a comrade. Well not this time. None of them quite understood the danger they faced from this man.
He wasn't just a sharpshooter, he was a killing machine. He was the reason that the Charles Deforge and his Purgatory Plantation had become such a competitive threat in the trafficking business. Fortunately, Andros couldn't have that much ammunition; nor did he have a silencer, a Ghillie suit, or most importantly a trained spotter. In the end, those would prove to be fatal deficiencies.
Properly equipped, he might have had a chance to escape them. Now all he could do was capitalize on their mistakes...and on my errors of judgment, Zizig thought.
"Get me Laykhya and the pilot," he ordered and the man who had spoken ran off to another part of the house. He was back in a few seconds with the lieutenant and the chopper pilot.
"Take your machine up, we will mark to general location of the firing with flares, you circle the spot until he runs. We will attack from here to flush him once he is out of his hole. Call us when you spot him then track him wherever he goes. He will try to evade us, but he cannot hide from you. Stay high enough to avoid his fire. You understand?"
"Yes, Sir," the pilot answered.
"Laykhya!" he ordered his lieutenant. "Take six men and escort him to the helicopter...and guard him with your life. I don't care if you lose everyone else, don't allow the pilot to be injured. We can defeat a sniper easily with a helicopter. Understand?"
The man nodded. He understood that he would pay with his life if the pilot was unable to fly.
"And you go up with him to do the spotting. Call me as soon as you find the bastard."

***

Crowding eight men into the small ranch van wasn't easy, but Lt. Laykhya managed. The vehicle flew out of the garage and headed straight for the landing pad on the other side of a stand of wood. Nick and Jeri were on the opposite side of the house. Zizig had told him to keep an eye out for the Russian, but he wasn't worried about a single man even one armed with their captured Bushmasters.
It wasn't until the first shots blew out the tires that Laykhya knew he had made a bad mistake in underestimating the Russian.
"OUT!" he screamed then grabbed the collar of the pilot and pushed him to the van's steel floor.
"You stay in here," he ordered. "If your ass gets shot off, this is all for nothing."
He jumped out of the van and rolled to cover behind a tiny berm. One man was down, a victim of their mad dash from the van, but the others were already returning fire in short well-aimed bursts. They were keeping the enemy's head down as they had done a thousand times before. These were not inexperienced recruits; they were hardened war fighters. The Russian didn't have a chance.
Still, he was doing well, firing in short bursts, waiting for targets, ignoring their covering fire. Laykhya wouldn't underestimate him again.
"Go," Laykhya shouted.
Two men burst to the off to the right, when they stopped two others moved off to the left. The two in the center began a move-and-cover maneuver. They had used these small-unit tactics until they were second nature. One didn't live very long against Russians by just shouting "Allâhu Akbar" and charging. It took actual military skill and tactics to defeat them.
Suddenly, another of his men in the center was hit. The Russian had cleverly changed positions on them while they were firing. Two down, Laykhya thought. This bastard knew what he was doing...but so did they. They almost had him flanked. Once that happened, he was done.
"Right, right," he shouted, describing his new position.
They heard a burst of gunfire off to his left. A second gunman? This changed everything. A second man...or woman could trap them in a dangerous crossfire. Even now, the second shooter might have killed the men on his left flank. Could it be possible...four dead!
That was the moment of truth for Lieutenant Laykhya. If he had kept his head and reinitiated the flanking move, they would have won the day. Instead in his rage he screamed for the center to charge the bastard. It was a fatal mistake. Dmitri calmly took aim and knocked off the remaining men in the center with an accuracy borne of desperation.
If it weren't for the men still flanking him on the right, he might have pulled it off. They took impossible-to-miss aim from ten meters away as he was changing his clip. Dmitri glanced at them and jumped for cover, knowing that he was already dead.
The spray from the Bushmaster's full clip cut them in half. It nearly cut Dmitri in half as well as Alyona continued to spray the bodies and the surrounding forest with deadly bits of lead. He waited until her clip was empty then ran and pulled her to the ground.
"I'm sure they're dead, Alyona," he said.
She stared at him wide-eyed, in shock, then her face twisted into a crooked smile.
The van started up and sped towards the chopper with Laykhya and the pilot aboard. Dmitri ran screaming and firing after the vehicle. They had survived the fight, but had failed in the mission--to prevent the bastards from reaching the machine. Dmitri knew he could not catch up before they lifted off. He had the bitter taste of failure in his mouth.
Laykhya stood on the brakes as they neared the chopper then screamed for the pilot to jump out. He could still salvage this mission. All he needed to do was get the machine into the air. Zizig wouldn't care that he had lost half-a-dozen men. He had in fact already told him that he didn't care.
"Get this fucking thing into the air," he screamed as he climbed into the passenger seat and secured his belt.
The pilot was reaching for the ignition switch when a hole magically appeared in the plastic canopy. Laykhya stared at it then turned to the pilot to ask what could cause such a thing. The man had a bullet hole between his eyes and a look of surprise on his face. Laykhya turned towards the front then pressed the button that released the harness. It was the last act of his life as Nick's second bullet entered his throat and cut his spinal cord. He died suffocating on his own blood, unable to move anything except his eyelids.
Jeri watched him die through her field glasses from nearly three-quarters of a mile away. It had been an impossible shot with a Remington, but Nick knew the weapon by now. That's the only explanation he had offered for his mystical accuracy..."I know the weapon now."
"Holy shit!" she said, watching Laykhya die. "You got them both, one shot each."
"No choice," he answered. "Those were the last two rounds for the Remington."
She stared at him. She knew that she had done as his spotter. The fight had taught her that numbers don't really count when you can stand off and knock men down like targets in a shooting gallery. But now they were out of ammo. Now it was thirty against four without any sniper advantage. Basically, they were dead.

***

"Who are you?" Jeri asked, "...fucking GI Joe?"
Nick smiled up at her as he finished tying the gas tank to the chopper's skid.
"This isn't much of an idea and it doesn't have much chance of working," he said. "The real GI Joe would never run out of good ideas."
She shook her head but there was a definite note of admiration in her voice. Somehow, in the twenty-four hours since he had been pulling her through the forest at the end of a leash, they had become more than master and slave, more than lovers, they were partners.
"You can do this, right?" he asked as he wiped the gasoline from his hands.
She shrugged.
"No choice, right? I'm the only one who's free at the moment."
He nodded and moved towards Dmitri and Alyona, who were packing ammo clips into their backpacks.
"Set yourselves up behind the house like we discussed," he said. "We'll try and force them to you. If we do it. You just shoot at anything that comes out. You've got enough ammo here to last a long time."
Dmitri nodded; Alyona just stared...she was scared to death.
"This is nuts you know," Dmitri said staring at Alyona. "We should just let these two go. They would have a better chance on their own even with Chechens."
"I'm not holding them," Nick answered, "or forcing them to help."
Jeri stepped forward and stood at Nick's side.
"I'm going with him," she said quietly.
Alyona didn't say anything, she just resumed her loading of ammo clips into her backpack.
"Okay then," Dmitri said, hefting his pack over his shoulders. "Give us ten minutes to get into position." He held out his hand. "It was good fighting with you, Nick. See you on the other side."
"The other side..." Nick knew exactly what he meant. They would meet again in Hell.
Dmitri stopped to help Alyona adjust her pack then they both ran off towards the house. Nick turned back to the chopper and Jeri followed close behind. What more was there to say?







Fire From the Sky

 
Nick retested Jeri's rope harness then snapped on his seat belt. He had not flown a helicopter in eight years.
"...Like riding a bike," he said softly then hit the start button.
The rotors turned then accelerated as he adjusted the gas mix. He pulled up on the stick. Incredibly the lift off was smooth. He took one quick practice turn around the field then headed for the house. He didn't want to take the chance that they would hear the chopper from the house and prepare.
Jeri glanced at him with a terrified look then stepped out onto the skid holding a lit signal flare in her hand. It would burn for sixty seconds. Nick looked over at her silhouetted in the red glow and managed a crooked grin. This was nuts! She gave him a thumbs up.
The machine climbed to five hundred feet then started its glide toward the house. He kept his eyes locked on the front porch as they approached. There was no gunfire from the house. He hadn't expected any; this was too crazy an idea for anyone to prepare a defense.
He waited then gave her the signal they'd agreed to start the fire. Jeri leaned over and dropped the flare into the nearly full gas tank from the van. Immediately a yellow flame appeared in the spout.
"LET IT GO!" he yelled and she pulled the end of the slip knot holding the tank to the skid.
The loss of weight caused the machine to buck and Jeri was thrown onto the skid with nothing between her and the log house but a twenty-eight gallon gas tank falling in slow motion. She said a silent prayer of thanks for the harness Nick had insisted she wear and she watched as the tank fell about a hundred feet then smashed into the front of the house. I split open like a Molotov cocktail and split open. Flaming gasoline spread over everything and in seconds the front of the house had turned into an inferno.
Jeri climbed back inside the cabin as white as a sheet. Nick watched her as he fought the controls. For the first time since they'd met, Jeri saw fear on his face and it was for her.

***

The first Zizig knew of the attack was when the front of the house exploded in flames. For ten full second he did nothing, astonished that he was being put on the defensive once again.
"OUT," he finally screamed, "everybody out the back. We're all going after these bastards right now and I'm going to cook every one of them alive."
Men scrambled from every part of the house carrying their weapons in a headlong panic for the back door. They were met with a hail of bullets being fired by people with no regard for conserving ammunition. A number of the men tried other doors, but all the doors not engulfed by flames were within the fields of fire from the ambushers.
Zizig glanced carefully out one of the windows and immediately realized the danger. The fire in the front was growing fast. They didn't have time to set up an elaborate crossfire from the house. There was only one way out.
"LINE UP!" he screamed to the men kneeling in the kitchen. "Every other man out the door runs for his life in an opposite direction."
There was a murmur of dissent and movement from those closest to the door. Zizig removed his pistol and shot one of those moving away in the face.
"Cowards!" he yelled. "Do you want to burn to death?" he screamed. "We need to rush them. It's the only way. They have us trapped in here. Now LINE UP!"
He raised his pistol once again and slowly a line formed.
"NOW!" he screamed and they line rushed outside. The first five men, those in front, were mowed down. The ones behind had better luck; half of them made it to defensible positions around the house. Zizig organized a second line and immediately executed the same suicide maneuver. Another eight men fell. He stared at the open area between them and their assailants. They was no other choice. The ten men he had left needed to rush them in a pincer and eliminate these pests once and for all.
"Organize yourselves into pairs. One fires while the other moves up. Do it now," he shouted.
He waited until the fighters had organized themselves then they began to move forward. This fight would be over in a matter of minutes, he thought. It was incredible, a Russian and an American and their two women had decimated his force. Now he would have his revenge. Anyone who lived would burn tied to the bodies of their fallen comrades. The screams of those who had killed them would give them some solace as they watched from the afterlife, he thought.
Suddenly, he could hear firing from their rear and watched in horror as two then four then five men went down. He understood in a moment what had happened--the pilot, the fucking American sniper, had landed the chopper and was attacking them from the rear. It was unbelievable.
He turned and shouted a warning to his men just as a tumbling bullet ripped into his stomach abdomen. Dmitri burst out of his hiding place charged from the front spraying the last four Chechen fighters with his weapon.
Nick turned to Jeri and screamed, "Stay here!" then ran into the house which was now billowing thick black smoke from all windows. Jeri watched in shock as yellow flames began to appear. Seconds seemed like minutes. Suddenly, one of Dmitri's men appeared in the doorway then a second and a third, all holding girls escape, eight in all. She ran to help, watching for Nick, but there was nothing. In seconds, yellow flames were coming out of every opening.
By this time, Dmitri had run up and disarmed the wounded Checnyans, including Zizig. There would be no prisoners from this fight, but he did have a lot of questions.
"Where's Nick?" he yelled.
Jeri pointed numbly towards the burning building just as a moving rug appeared in the doorway then collapsed on the ground. Dmitri ran up and dragged it to safety then unwrapped Nick and the girl, Marta, from its folds. Jeri kissed him full on the lips then turned to help the others from the basement prison.

***

Zizig regained consciousness in Hell. Someone had started a fire in his hollowed out inside and it was slowly consuming him from the inside out. He desperately wanted to slip back into unconsciousness, but something was preventing that.
He opened his eyes and saw the face of the Brazilian girl, Marta, the one he had played with and fucked the night before. She was mopping his head with a wet towel, and putting water into his mouth one small drip at a time. No water for a stomach wound Dmitri had told her.
She saw his open eyes and smiled.
"You are back with us, Crouga (Monster). That's wonderful. I told my Master that I could bring you back."
Zizig fought through the terrible pain and managed to pass a word through his lips, "Why?"
"Why?" Marta repeated as she cradled him more closely to her breasts.
"If you mean why am I helping you back to consciousness, it's because I want you to suffer. It seems unfair to me that you go to Hell without some Earthly pain, pain that I can witness and enjoy just as you enjoyed mine.
"It is also because my Master ordered me to nurse you back. He has many questions and although he probably can't inflict any additional pain. Just keeping you awake is torture enough. I will enjoy watching that as well if he permits it."
Zizig stared at her in horror his eyes darting from side to side, trying to find some way to stop the flames inside.
"Yes," Marta said. "He punished me as well. He hurt me almost as much as you did. So your question is, 'why do I help him?'
"That answer is simple, "because he won, because I still wear his chains. I help him to hurt you because he ordered it and because I enjoy watching you suffer. In the end, isn't that what it's all about...the current reality?"
Dmitri noticed them talking and walked to their side. He knelt and put his face inches from Zizig.
"I have a proposition for you, my friend. Tell me exactly why you are here and I will let you die. Otherwise, Marta here will continue to nurse you. I'm sure that with her help you can last another hour or two. Is that what you want?
Zizig shook his head and began to speak in a forced whisper into Dmitri's ear. Ten minutes later, the girl was sent back with the others and Zizig was allowed to fall into blessed unconsciousness. He died a few minutes later.

***

Marta sat on the airplane seat with her hands under her legs. She had never flown before--her time in the coffin didn't count--and she was frightened but also looking forward to the experience. She was dressed in jeans and a pullover...a beautiful young Brazilian woman on an excursion to Russia with her Russian boyfriend. Dmitri had secured the travel documents.
That's what she imagined anyway, two lovers off on a romantic vacation. The man next to her was really one of the Russian survivors from the fire. He was young and nice although he never let her forget that she was traveling as a free person only as an accommodation for her troubles in Russia. Dmitri had said that she had earned the right to be free on the journey.
Victor turned toward her. "Don't be nervous, Marta. This plane is like a flying hotel. You'll be back in your chains tomorrow."
Yes, Master," she whispered.
He was nice, this one. Not that he treated her that well, for him she was just another slave, but he was sensitive to her feeling, sensitive and, well, she knew he wanted her badly. Perhaps they could find a time and place where she could...express her gratitude.
She pulled her hand out from under her legs and draped it over the chair arm between them. He took it in his and held on tight while the place roared down the runway into the air. She felt the thrill of the takeoff and the sure knowledge that they would be together soon.
Slavery was a completely different life from the one she had been destined to lead, but it had its moments. 







Goodbye

 
Dmitri walked into the suite and turned immediately to Nick.
"You're all booked. The flight leaves at midnight out of McCarran. We can squeeze in a farewell dinner with the girls then I'll drive you to the airport. It's only fifteen minutes away."
Nick turned away from the Las Vegas strip below and nodded. Dmitri had rented a penthouse floor in the Bellagio to regroup. His team had already been reinforced and the mountain house was being rebuilt...with a new cemetery.
"I got more information on the attack," he said quietly.
"The leader of the attack team, the one who dies of stomach wounds at the house, was a guy by the name of Zizig Zakayev. He works for one of the splinter groups operating out of Chechnya. He and his men are not really affiliated with any particular political or religious faction; they work for hire for the highest bidder, at least they did before...Bitterroot.
"As I suspected, it was the Chechen mob that was trying to stop our deal. They were afraid that it would knock millions off their own trafficking business. They're right, what we have put in place is going to shift a big part of the demand to us.
"I'm afraid that this won't be the end of it, Nick. We are really upsetting a lot of people with this deal. Every criminal enterprise from the Chinese to the Mexicans is going to try and stop us. We're about to corner the market on girls.
"And the opposition won't be limited to crooks. As we grow, governments are sure to get more interested. We need to stick be sure that we don't increase their interest by dealing with anything but throwaways, whores, and convicted criminals. In my opinion, they might make a lot of noise over these people, but no one is going to go to war over them. You're going to need to stay on your toes to make sure we don't catch an illegal fish in our net."
Jeri and Alyona walked out into the living room area. They were both wearing short party dresses that showed off their incredible legs and bodies. Both Nick and Dmitri had been fucking nearly non-stop for the last few days. Dmitri said it was a normal reaction to their near-death experience in Montana.
"Nick is leaving tonight," he announced to the room. "This will be our last evening together."
Jeri, looking sad, sat at his side and took his hand in hers. She didn't say anything, just sat silently. Alyona frowned and pursed her lips, but she also remained silent.
"Did you think he was going to stay forever?" Dmitri said bluntly in the face of their unhappiness. "He's got a hundred girls like you waiting for him in the Caribbean."
Jeri looked even more crestfallen.
"Leave her alone, Dmitri," Nick cut in.
He turned toward the girl and moved her beautiful face towards his.
"I'll be back, Jeri, I promise," he said. "We're starting a new business. It will require a lot of attention and interaction. I'll be back in a few months."
Jeri smiled and nodded. They all knew that it wouldn't be the same after he left.
"Let's go," Dmitri said. "This is our last night of celebration. After this, things go back to normal."
He was staring at Alyona as he said it. She didn't look unhappy at the news.
"I almost forgot, Nick. I got a message from Russia. The girl, Marta, arrived safely at my home in the Caspian."
Nick smiled. Most of the Russians at the mountain house had been killed by the Chechens. Marta was lucky to have only been tortured by their commander for information about Purgatory. He was glad she had survived. Dmitri was a good man; she would be happy with him.

***

Nick held Jeri close as they danced. The only underwear she was wearing was a thong. He could feel her firm breasts and hard nipples through the thin silky material of her dress. His hand was resting on the crest of her protruding ass. Just brushing against her was causing a huge hard-on which he was sure she could also feel.
He felt enormous affection for Jeri, but he was in love with Tara. She was his woman, a part of him like an arm or a leg. He didn't even think about it anymore, together they formed a complete unit; and when separated, they both knew that something vital was missing. The bondage and discipline he forced on her was like masturbation, something natural, something they both needed to maintain the strength of their union.
His feelings for Jeri were completely different. He enjoyed their lovemaking and the bondage play; he felt satisfaction when she acknowledged his dominance over her. But unlike Tara, she would never submit to him totally. They both knew it. She was, for lack of a better word, a warrior even if she didn't know it. He had seen it during their time fighting together; he had seen it when she had, without hesitation, stepped out onto the chopper's skid with terror in her eyes, when she had charged the Chechens.
He pulled her even closer and enjoyed forcing her to her toes so that she was forced to lean against him. He could feel her long legs still moving with his.
He had thought about buying her debt from Dmitri, but the man had been so overwhelmed in the last few days that he didn't think it fair to put such a request on his shoulders. Next time maybe, when he returned in a few months; he would address it with him then.
The music ended and they walked back to their table. Nick sat down but Jeri remained standing.
"I'm not very good with airport goodbyes, Nick. I think I'm going to say goodbye now and head back to the hotel." She turned towards Dmitri, "...with your permission..."
He raised his eyebrows at Nick then nodded to the girl. She had saved his life.
Nick was surprised by Jeri's announcement. He thought they had a little more time together, but he could understand her feelings. Saying goodbye in an airport terminal with thousands of people around was not ideal.
He walked her to the street to have a last private word and help her catch a cab.
"I will be back, you know," he said at the curb, "in a few months. Perhaps, if you're willing we can work out something with Dmitri...something longer term."
It was obvious that he was stumbling for an appropriate goodbye.
"Sure, Nick. That sounds great."
She kissed him quickly then walked reached down and slipped into the waiting cab.
"It's been...amazing, Master," she said quietly then turned her head as the car drove away.
That was it. Nick stood there in shock at her quick exit. He was sad and a little angry. He thought they had meant more to each other than a final wave. He turned and walked back inside.

***

Dmitri walked him to the security gate. He had had Alyona wait in the car. Nick had already said a fond goodbye to her.
"I'll be back once I've put our plan into action in Dominica," he said. "I'm sure Charles will have some ideas about how we guard against Chechens and others.
Dmitri nodded.
"Perhaps we can meet at my dacha on the Caspian Sea next time, Nick. It's a lovely place and the Russian women are, well, they are incredible."
Nick held out his hand. He wasn't all that interested in women right now. The abbreviated goodbye with Jeri was still bothering him. He couldn't figure out why she had been so abrupt with him. He had thought there was more between them.
Dmitri pushed his offered hand aside and crushed him in a Russian bear hug.
"We are brothers now, Nick," he whispered. "We have fought together, risked our lives for each other. You saved my life. That makes us closer than blood. Whatever you need from me, it is yours. Anything, I mean it, just ask."
Nick pushed himself away from the Russian. He felt the same way. A friendship forged in the heat of battle was something very special, something that could not be easily broken or trifled with. He had felt the same about Jeri, but for some reason she...anyway, apparently that was over.
He turned and walked through the security checkpoint glancing back for a final wave, but Dmitri was gone.
He left pretty quickly, Nick thought. What was going on? It seemed as if all of these people were trying to get away from him as fast as they could. He shrugged mentally, handed his boarding pass to the attendant, and walked down the gate into the plane.
Dmitri had purchased a first-class seat for him by the window. The plane's main door closed. No one was in the seat next to his. He was glad. He waited until they had taken off then leaned back and fell immediately asleep. When he woke, the cabin was dark. The flight was a cross-country red-eye to Miami and nearly everyone was asleep. For the first time in years, he felt lonely.
This is stupid, he thought. He was being uncharacteristically sensitive. She was just another girl.
He unbuckled his seatbelt and walked to the head. Suddenly there was resistance as he tried to close the door if someone was holding...
She pushed the door open and slipped silently inside. It was Jeri. He was speechless.
"Are you a member, Sir?" she asked quietly.
"What?"
"Are you a member?"
"Of what? What are you doing here?"
"...The Mile-High Club?" she whispered in his ear, beginning to unbutton her shirt.
"I'm here to initiate you.
"Dmitri thought it would be good," she continued, "if I stuck close to you for a while as a kind of security guard, you know? He has a lot invested in you. He also thought you might continue my training as a spotter...if you're willing?"
He didn't answer; he just unbuckled his belt and let his pants fall to the floor.
 

THE END
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