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    CHAPTER 1: SNAPPED 
 
      
 
    Jana sat with her knees pressed tightly together, waiting for the psychiatrist to arrive, not sure whether she should be scared or excited.  
 
    She looked at her reflection in the mirror across the room. Five days away from her 23rd birthday, Jana was now leaner and more muscular than she’d been in high school, not so voluptuous – though her breasts were still C-cups. Her features were sharper and the shy bookish girl was gone, replaced by a confident and beautiful young woman. She wore jeans and a tight green t-shirt beneath her leather jacket. Her long honey-blonde hair was back in a ponytail, and her big green eyes looked … tired.  
 
    And sad.  
 
    “Jana!” said Christina King as she strode into the room, tall and regal, her curly red hair bouncing around her head, carrying a tall paper cup of coffee. Christina wore a blue business suit and a white blouse, the 45 year old woman looking no older than 30 and still turning heads wherever she went. “Great to see you again. Sorry I had to step out, the coffee machine is broken.” 
 
    “Great to see you again, too, Christy,” said Jana. “I know I should come more often, but … you know, busy.” 
 
    “I’ve seen you on TV several times,” said Christy, taking a seat. “That case in Wisconsin,” said Christy, with a shake of her head. Recently yet another man had been discovered with two kidnapped girls chained in his attic, along with the children he’d forced them to bear, and Jana had visited a couple of TV news programs to discuss the legal and psychological ramifications. 
 
    Jana sat carefully on the patient’s chair – not a sofa – at an angle to Christy’s. “Yeah, I’m a talking head, now, I guess.” Jana smiled uncomfortably. Jana’s foundation against sex trafficking and her activism for victims of sexual abuse had made her at least moderately famous -- as of course, had her own high-publicity abduction and imprisonment at age 18.  
 
    When her Principal had used her as a sex slave.  
 
    “You’re good on TV,” smiled Christina. “You’re telegenic as well as bright and knowledgeable.”  
 
    “I saw you on that reality show about sex addiction. I walk in your shadow,” Jana said, and they both laughed.  
 
    “Oh, god, reality is the last word they should use about those shows,” Christy sighed and took a long drink of her coffee. “I hope it helps inform people, at least, while they’re watching for cheap thrills and freak show fascination.”  
 
     Christy King was herself fairly well-known in the media. She had first come to public attention in the late ‘80s as a porn star -- and then as a porn star who had been attacked by a crazed fan. As she recovered, it was revealed that she was not yet 18, and had made most of her films when she was 16 and 17. Producers and directors went to court and others fled the country, and Christy’s stepfather, who had introduced her to the business as well as spending most of her money, had gone to jail.  
 
    Christina had pulled her life together and gone back to school. She’d finished medical school and become a practicing psychiatrist, and started a specialty clinic for victims of sexual abuse and people working in the adult entertainment industry. (Of course, they were often one in the same.)  
 
    Jana had been treated by Christy King on and off for the last five years.  
 
    Ever since she’d escaped from the basement of her Principal.   
 
    “Well, Jana,” said Christina, “I’ve known you long enough to see that you’re really upset about something.” 
 
    Jana slumped on the sofa, head in hands, and said, softly, “I lost it, Christy. All these years, five years of trying to make myself into a strong, confident woman, all the years of trying to be in control … and a couple days ago I just … snapped.”  
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
    Two days previously, Jana sat in the living room of the principal’s house, clad in a leather bustier, black panties, and thigh-high leather boots, wondering why she felt so nervous.  
 
    It was just another client, after all. She’d had dozens of them.  
 
    So what if he was a principal?  
 
    But of course she couldn’t forget the Principal, her Principal, the man who had used her as his sex slave, the man who had blackmailed her into the most extreme acts of sex, bondage, and degradation, and who had eventually held her captive for a week. The man who had started her on a life that was, in many ways, still defined by kink and sexual deviancy.  
 
    But Principal Stevens was locked up. As was his wife. As was his son.  
 
    But his stepdaughter Courtney was downstairs, with this principal, this new client, and Jana’s phone buzzed as she got a text confirming it was time for her to come downstairs.  
 
    The principal – not her Principal, just a principal – had his head and hands in an old-fashioned wooden punishment stock. He was naked, bent over a padded wooden saw-horse, and his ass and legs were the first thing she saw. He looked to be in excellent shape, lean and muscular, though he was 43 according to his client profile.  
 
    The same age as the Principal when it happened, she thought, and then took a deep breath and tried to force the thought away. Back to business, she chided herself.  
 
    Courtney was standing in front of the stock, her short dark hair hanging in her pale face, her bright red lips curved in a welcoming smile. Courtney wore an abbreviated schoolgirl-style outfit, a short plaid skirt and a white blouse open to her navel, revealing a red lace bra beneath. Courtney was dancing a little, looking down at the client captive in front of her. She was talking to him in baby-talk, chanting, “Mistress is coming, you’re going to get it, Mistress is coming, you’re going to get it.”  
 
    Jana laid her riding crop on the man’s back, trying to draw upon the feeling of power, the swagger, she usually felt when she worked as a dominatrix. “Hello worm,” she purred. “Are you ready for some discipline? Hmmm?” 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” said the client, the principal, quickly.  
 
    “And what’s your safe word, slave?” she asked. Courtney had explained all that to him, all the rules, while binding him. This client already had his own punishment stock and a good amount of BDSM paraphernalia in the basement, so he was obviously familiar with the scene.  
 
    “Danger zone,” he said. 
 
    “That’s right, little slave.” She slapped him hard on his ass with the riding crop. He let out a hiss of pain.  
 
    “Thank you, mistress, may I have another?” he said.  
 
    She spanked him a couple more times, putting her wrist and shoulder into it, and the red welts were rising on his ass in the dim light. Courtney giggled and clapped and jumped up and down.  
 
    Jana had been working as a dominatrix for more than a year and a half. 
 
    It was all done with the utmost of secrecy; Courtney was responsible for doing the pre-interviews, and negotiating all the contracts and ground rules with the clients. Courtney worked under an alias, too, of course, but Jana was exposed as little as possible, and had a maximum three-meeting rule with each client. As a dominatrix, Jana already had an outstanding reputation and commanded extremely high fees as the mysterious Mistress O.  
 
    This particular client had expressed interest in a few things: schoolgirl costumes, being held in stocks, spanking, interrogation … and a final enema.  
 
    Nothing too unusual, as far as it went.  
 
    Courtney was unsure about the scenario, given their history with her stepfather, Principal Stevens, and the abuse and imprisonment they’d both suffered. But after five years of practicing BDSM in private and occasionally in public sex clubs, Jana had insisted that it was a chance to confront and work through some of those things. To face them again.  
 
    Courtney agreed. She was Jana’s slave, after all. She did what she was told. 
 
     “Thank you mistress, may I have another?” gasped the man in the wooden stock.   
 
    “I don’t know, worm,” said Jana, in her huskiest whisper. “What have you done to deserve it?” She always tried to alter her voice, fearing that someone might recognize it from the TV or radio programs she’d been on in her straight life as a writer and advocate.  
 
    Jana, the survivor. Jana, the victim’s rights advocate. Jana, the anti-sex-trafficking activist.  
 
    And Mistress O, the dominatrix. 
 
    Jana never had sex with any of her clients … in the traditional sense. Most of them she didn’t even touch, except with the riding crop; Courtney handled more personal affairs like administering enemas, butt plugs and dildos.  
 
    But many of her clients achieved sexual release through the things she did to them.  
 
    And of course, occasionally, Jana did, too. 
 
    It was, really, why she’d begun doing it.  
 
    She thought of the orgasms she’d had as Principal Stevens had fucked her. The terror and the soaring release of complete surrender and helplessness. How long had it been since she’d had an orgasm like that?  
 
    “I’ve had bad thoughts,” said the principal, quickly. Not her principal; just a man locked in the stocks. 
 
    Another client.  
 
    Another sub. Another slave. 
 
    Jana was moving slowly around to his side to get a look at his profile. She’d seen a picture of him, of course, in his application, but now she saw more clearly. He did indeed resemble Principal Stevens. The dark hair with the white at the temples, the olive skin … the resemblance was more obvious in profile.  
 
    He was keeping his eyes downcast, like a good little slave, but of course Jana had her usual black wig and black domino mask on anyway.  
 
    She slapped his ass again.  
 
    “I’m sure you have had bad thoughts, little slave. Little worm. All men have bad thoughts, don’t they?” 
 
    “Uh … yes, mistress,” he said quickly.  
 
    “Because all men are worms. Like you,” she said sweetly, rubbing the crop up and down his spine. “Now tell me what your bad thoughts, are, worm.” 
 
    “I … think of my students,” he gasped. 
 
    It wasn’t a surprise of course, but Jana felt that ice-water chill in her stomach again. This is a mistake, she thought.  
 
    She forced on.  
 
    “What do you think of doing to your students, you little fucking worm,” she said, and Jana noticed that Courtney looked at her a little strangely. Jana’s voice had … risen. 
 
    Jana nodded at Courtney and picked up the heavy wooden paddle that was lying nearby.  
 
    “I think of fucking them, oh god, I think of fucking them,” cried the principal.  
 
    Jana slapped him hard on the ass with the big wooden paddle, with a satisfying THWACK and his ass was now bright red. His erection dangled beneath him like a cow’s udder.  
 
    “Just fucking them?” Jana asked. “Tell me more.”  
 
    “Oh god, I love them in their little outfits,” said the man. “I just dream of ripping those little white blouses open and getting those tits out, those budding young tits, putting them in my mouth …”   
 
    Courtney, in her faux-schoolgirl outfit, opened the front of her blouse to show her firm high tits encased in the red lace bra. “Can’t touch these, you dirty worm,” she hissed. “You’re just a slave, just a little worm of a slave.” 
 
    Jana smashed the paddle down again on the man’s ass, putting her weight into it, and the man howled in pain. Courtney again darted a nervous glance at Jana.  
 
    “Fucking worm,” said Jana. “Bad principal. Bad man.”  
 
    “I know it mistress! I know I deserve to be punished! Please punish me for my bad thoughts!” the man yelled. 
 
    Jana hit him again. The paddle made a loud hollow walloping noise, and the man screeched again.  
 
    “You dream of fucking helpless young girls, hmmmm?” said Jana, and let the man have it again, on the other ass cheek. He screamed in a way that sent a thrill through Jana.  
 
    “Oh god yes, I want to rip their little blouses off and suck their teenage tits and get up under those skirts and get those little panties off …”  
 
    “And?” said Jana through clenched teeth.  
 
    “Tie them up and shove those little panties in their mouths and just fuck them until they cry …”  
 
    Jana felt her heart starting to pound and sweat breaking out, and through her tunnel-vision she was aware she was hitting him with the paddle as hard as she could, not just on the ass now, but on the back, on the back of his legs, swinging it like a baseball bat, and he was screaming “DANGER ZONE! DANGER ZONE!” as she finally brought the paddle down on the side of one of his knees, and was rewarded with a loud, brittle CRACK. The man shrieked in agony. 
 
    Then Courtney was wrestling the paddle from her, and Jana shoved Courtney away, and Jana was running outside, hysterical tears ripping through her, up from the basement, and she remembered the other basement, and she remembered the terror, and she remembered the fear … and she couldn’t breathe.  
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    Christina King looked at Jana with her big sad hazel eyes. “Jana, the first thing … you need to know that you don’t have to be in control all the time. You can’t be afraid to ask for help or admit that you need it.”  
 
    Jana nodded. “A master’s in psychology, brown belt in jiu-jitsu, running my own foundation and writing books and running the halfway houses and all that … but I’m … nothing. I’m still just the girl stuck in the basement, waiting for the Principal to come fuck me. Or kneeling on his office floor, with wet panties …” 
 
    Christina shook her head firmly. “Jana, you know that’s not true. None of your fear or your feelings negate any of the great, really great things you’ve accomplished, and all the people you’ve helped.”  
 
    Jana wiped away her tears. “And I get so angry, that I can’t forget about it. That’s the main thing. It’s not the fear or the … arousal, it’s the anger. The more I work with abused women, the angrier I get. It doesn’t make me feel better about myself or about the world in general, I just get madder and madder.”  
 
    “I can see that,” said Christina. “And the man who you … hurt? Did you just leave him there?” 
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
    Courtney ran up beside her, taking her arm and helping Jana out the front door and out to the car. She carried the bag with the props and costumes they’d brought.  
 
    “Jana. Breathe. Breathe. Come on, Jana, I don’t have a paper bag. Close your mouth and breathe through your nose. Belly breathing and diaphragm breathing. All that yoga shit you make me do, come on!” Courtney started the car and pulled out of the driveway as Jana slumped weeping in the seat next to her, still wearing her dominatrix costume and boots but pulling the black wig off.  
 
    “Good Christ, what if we get stopped by the cops,” wondered Courtney as she got on the freeway.  
 
    Jana didn’t answer, holding her head in her hands, still weeping steadily.  
 
    “I guess I’ll say we’re going to a costume party. I let him out of the stocks and gave him a phone and told him to tell the paramedics he fell while doing some creative self-abuse. I’d imagine he won’t tell them what really happened, anyway.” said Courtney. “We’ll refund his money and … I guess we have to scrub the whole website and disappear our dominatrix characters,” she said. “Jesus Christ, Jesus Christ.” 
 
    Jana didn’t say anything.  
 
    “At least we were wearing gloves, no fingerprints. Jana … mistress? Permission to speak freely?” asked Courtney.  
 
    “Of course! For fuck’s sake, Courtney!” said Jana.  
 
    “Mistress … Jana … you’re out of fucking control,” said Courtney sadly.  
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
    Christina looked across the dim cool office at Jana. 
 
    Finally, Christina said, “How’s your relationship with Matt going?”  
 
    Matt, a former Navy SEAL, had helped Jana escape from the Principal’s sexual slavery. They had been living together, along with Courtney, ever since.  
 
    Jana sighed. “Not … perfect. Since I last saw you … a year ago? I … don’t think … we’ve had sex.”  
 
    “No? No sexual contact at all?”  
 
    “He fucks Courtney and I watch. Or I fuck Courtney, and he watches. Or … he spanks me, sometimes. Variations on that.” 
 
    “You suggest that working as a dominatrix turns you on in a way that he doesn’t, anymore.”  
 
    “Yes,” said Jana. “But … he’s not … doing very well, himself. Things were so wonderful the first three years. But I began having nightmares, again, as I worked with more abused girls, and he started feeling more and more … guilty, I guess.” 
 
    “Guilty about what?” 
 
    “Guilty that he didn’t find me until they had me for a whole week. Guilty that his sister still didn’t recover after Principal Stevens went to jail.” Matt’s sister had been in a catatonic state since a suicide attempt following sexual abuse by Principal Stevens. “He feels like he failed.” 
 
    “I’m sorry to hear that,” said Christina. “Maybe he should come in and talk to me. Or maybe you’d like to talk to me together.” 
 
    “And maybe … he feels guilty about the BDSM. That he … brought me into this life.” 
 
    “You know the cornerstone of my practice is no judgements about alternative sexuality practices. But if they’re making you unhappy, maybe it’s time to discuss them.”  
 
    “You talk about me not being able to admit I need help,” said Jana. “That’s Matt all over. Matt can’t get over the notion that he’s got to be the ultimate alpha male. He started accepting overseas contracts with his private security group, and they got riskier and riskier. There were deaths of people who worked for him, and I think that’s making him feel guilty, also.”  
 
    “It sounds like he started doing that at about the same time you started working as a secret dominatrix. Is that a coincidence? Did you discuss that with him?”  
 
    Jana shook her head sadly. “No, I … don’t think it’s a coincidence. But we don’t … talk about it … much.”  
 
    “How does he feel about you doing this, working as a dominatrix?” 
 
    “I … think it … turns him on,” Jana said. “But … he has doubts, I know.” 
 
    “How about Courtney? How does she feel about it?” 
 
    Jana sighed again. 
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
    They switched cars in an underground parking garage, pulling hooded sweatshirts and sweatpants on over their costumes, and got back to the beach house without being stopped by the police. They went and sat on the back veranda and watched the ocean for a while, drinking coffee. 
 
    “Jana,” said Courtney. “I … we never talk about how I feel. That’s fine. That’s my role. I’m your submissive. Your slave. When you and Matt took me in, after my family went to jail, after all the terrible things I did …”  
 
    “We did terrible things together,” Jana said dully. Together the two of them had drugged and raped her stepbrother, as revenge for numerous rapes he had committed. But prior to that Courtney had helped her brother with those rapes. 
 
    “I did terrible things with my brother but I never had … a reason. I never thought about it. It was just an extension of my own pain, anger, and my own self-hatred. But you and Matt … you did those things to stop my family from the awful things they were doing.”  
 
    Jana looked at Courtney, started to speak, and stopped. She looked down. “What’s the hoary old quote from Nietzsche? Battle not with monsters, lest ye become a monster?”  
 
    Courtney took Jana’s hand. “You took me in and took care of me, you stopped my family from hurting me and from hurting any number of other people. Young girls would have been raped and molested and blackmailed and … imprisoned. And who knows what else. You and Matt stopped it, and you gave me a home. You took care of me. You gave me … an example.”  
 
    “We gave you a home and put you on a dog leash and told you what to do while we fucked you,” said Jana, tears streaming down her face. 
 
    Courtney shook her head, tears in her eyes. “And that’s exactly what I wanted, and exactly what I agreed upon, exactly what I needed, and I was never so happy. You had every reason to hate me, but you took me in.” 
 
    Courtney sat close and wiped Jana’s tears away. “Jana, you’re … my hero. I can’t say it any clearer than that. The things you’ve done, the way you helped me, all the people you’ve helped with the foundation and the work I’ve done with you, the … structure you gave my life … you’re my mistress and my goddess, sure, that too, but … you’re my hero.” 
 
    Jana burst into fresh tears, sobbing. 
 
    Courtney moved closer and took Jana’s hand. “You hurt that guy, but … it seems like he deserved it. That stock didn’t have any kind of release. Maybe he was trying to deal with it through having a dominatrix punish him for it, but he clearly was fantasizing about locking a student up down there. Now, don’t think I approve of what you did there, but … the next time he thinks about locking a student up, I think he’s going to remember his broken knee. 
 
    “But you … we …. made a mistake.” Courtney continued. “We shouldn’t have gone there, knowing what we did. We need to stay in control, and we need to stay on the … right side of the line. I was on the wrong side of the line for a long time. And you helped me get on the right side of the line and … I just want you to know that I want to help you stay on the right side of the line, Jana.”  
 
    Jana fell into Courtney’s arms, sobbing against her. The smaller girl wrapped her arms around Jana and held her tight.  
 
    Courtney pulled Jana’s head up and kissed her hard on the lips, smearing the thick red lipstick that was still there from the dominatrix outfit.  
 
    “Get me out of this fucking stupid costume,” said Jana, tears leaving trails of black mascara down her face.  
 
    Courtney unzipped the black leather bustier and Jana’s big breasts sprang free; Courtney’s hands found Jana’s sensitive tits and kneaded them. Jana gasped with a pleasure, her nipples immediately hardening and Courtney’s practiced fingers finding them and stroking them. Courtney awaited no commands, this time, and Jana didn’t give her any.  
 
    Jana pulled Courtney’s head down to her big breasts and Courtney eagerly sucked the hard pink nipples, and Jana moaned in pleasure, loving the feeling of the sun on her face and the darting tongue and hot wet mouth on her tits.  
 
    “Yeah. No stupid costumes,” said Courtney, standing up and stripping off the white faux-schoolgirl blouse and pushing down the short plaid skirt and standing there in the bright sunlight in her red bra and panties and spike heels. “No toys.” 
 
    Jana put her arms around Courtney’s waist and kissed her again, and Jana unzipped her thigh-high dominatrix boots and took them off. “No orders. No rules. No contracts.”  
 
    Jana left the dominatrix gear laying on the back deck, the leather gleaming in the sunlight. The two of them, panting, kissing, holding each other around the waist, walked back inside and into the bedroom. Courtney pushed Jana down on the bed and attacked Jana’s big breasts with her mouth again, tonguing them hard and opening her mouth wide to put as much of Jana’s tit as possible in it, in a way she knew Jana liked. Jana lay on her back, legs spread, squeezing her own breasts as Courtney sucked them, her legs wrapped around Courtney’s trim waist. 
 
    Courtney kissed downward on Jana’s flat muscular stomach, and rubbed her face and nose over the crotch of Jana’s black panties. Jana moaned in pleasure at the pressure on the rapidly-moistening panties, and then she cried out as the crotch of her panties was pulled to the side and Courtney’s tongue slid up and down the wet lips of Jana’s vulva, before finally parting them and finding Jana’s clit.  
 
    Jana spasmed and cried out in pleasure, pinching her own hard nipples and thrusting her hips into Courtney’s face. Jana looked down, over the curves of her own breasts, and saw that Courtney had one hand in her own red lace panties and was moaning her own pleasure into Jana’s cunt, causing more vibrations and more pleasure.  
 
    “Oh, god, I love your tongue in my pussy,” said Jana, and grabbed Courtney by the hair. “But let’s … cum together.”  
 
    Jana stripped off her panties quickly, and with a smooth motion ripped Courtney’s down her legs also, and then scissored their legs together so they were facing each other and their crotches were rubbing together.  
 
    “Oh, mistress,” said Courtney, looking into Jana’s eyes. “That feels so good.” 
 
    Jana reached over and pulled Courtney’s bra straps down so that her nipples were exposed, the breasts thrust forward by the pulled-down cups. “Not mistress tonight,” said Jana. “Tonight call me Jana.”  
 
    “Oh, Jana,” whimpered Courtney, and they slid their hot wet slick shaved pussies together, grinding them with more force and more lust and more love, clutching desperately at each other, playing with each other’s nipples and sucking on each other’s fingers.  
 
    Courtney was close to orgasm, and Jana took one of Courtney’s feet and rubbed and massaged it and then raised it and began gently licking the instep, then took the big toe in her mouth, and Courtney began to orgasm, rubbing her pussy fiercely against Jana’s, the heat and friction building, and Jana came also, tears of pleasure rolling from her eyes.  
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
    Christina looked at Jana sadly. “I was always the toughest bitch in the room, too, Jana. But nobody is tougher than the world, you know. Nobody. But we’re in this … together. You’re not alone. You’ve got a good group around you. Matt and Courtney, and I’m always here.” 
 
    Jana nodded. “I want to stop it, Christina. The dominatrix shit. I want to have normal sex with my friends, and I don’t want to get off on hurting on controlling people, and I sure as hell don’t want to get off on being controlled.” 
 
    “Well you know the first step is identifying the problem. After that … there are a lot of things we can do. There are plenty of support groups, for example. Cognitive behavioral therapy.”  
 
    “I … my birthday is coming up. I’m … doing a BDSM show. As a submissive,” Jana said.  
 
    Christina raised an eyebrow. “Really?” 
 
    “At a sex club in Prague. I’ve done it a few times before, in the last couple years.”  
 
    “Good orgasms?” asked Christina, with a wry smile.  
 
    Jana laughed. “Epic. It’s a birthday present from Matt, actually. He’s going to be the dom and I’ll be the sub. After that, after we do it, maybe that’ll be a good place to … stop with it. I mean, we’re not … kids anymore.” 
 
    Christina smiled. “At the ripe old age of 23. Jana, you’re still very young.” 
 
    Jana stood up. “I know it’s against the rules but … give me a hug?” 
 
    Christina said, “We’re off the clock, the session is over. Come here.”  
 
    Jana fell into Christina’s arms and tried to stop the tears, but didn’t have much luck.  
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER 2: SHOWTIME 
 
      
 
    It had been a long flight and Jana was jet-lagged and irritable. She was therefore not especially pleased to see a stranger in the hotel room with Matt. 
 
    Matt opened the door and greeted her with a warm hug and kiss; he tasted of beer, which was hardly surprising in Prague, and not very surprising for Matt in general recently. 
 
    The stranger behind him was a very good-looking man with light-brown skin, close-cropped hair, and very bright green eyes. 
 
    “Jana,” said Matt. “This is Kevin. We served together.” 
 
    Jana shook hands with the stranger, trying to put a smile on her exhausted face. He was a little taller than Matt, but had similar big strong callused hands. Special Forces hands, she thought. 
 
    He wore an expensive grey suit, in contrast to Matt’s habitual black t-shirt and jeans, but he moved in the same wary, fit way that suggested he was still some kind of operator, private or governmental. Matt’s private security firm had a lot of contacts of both types. 
 
    “Nice to meet you, Jana. Unfortunately, this isn’t really a social call,” said Kevin. “And I know you must be tired after the long flight, but this is about as important as it gets.” 
 
    Jana looked at the coffee table in front of the sofa in the room; the table was covered with files, documents, and some pictures. 
 
    “I’d love to let you rest up, but I think you’d want to know this as soon as possible,” said Matt. 
 
    She just looked at them, and then sighed and sat down. “Well, maybe a drink first?” 
 
    There was a bottle of red wine already opened, and Matt poured her a glass. 
 
    “Jana, you’re in danger,” said Matt. “Kevin has information that somebody intends to kidnap you.” 
 
    Jana just looked at them as she sipped the wine. “Well,” she said finally. “It’s nice to know somebody cares. First of all, Kevin, who do you work for?” 
 
    “I’m a private contractor working for the US government,” said Kevin. 
 
    “FBI? CIA?” she asked, aware that she wasn’t really supposed to ask. 
 
    Kevin shrugged. “It’s rarely so straight forward. Private consultant to a task force made up of CIA, Interpol, and Homeland Security.” 
 
    “I checked it out, Jana,” assured Matt. 
 
    “As well as you could,” said Jana, a bit snappily. 
 
    Kevin spoke quietly. “A contact I have in a Russian human-trafficking gang revealed they were planning to grab you in a couple of weeks after you do a speaking engagement in the Midwest.” 
 
    Jana shook her head. “Why would they do that? Bring such publicity and heat on themselves?” 
 
    “Grigori Petrov, you remember that name?” asked Kevin. 
 
    “Yeah, Russian expat living in London, importing Russian girls for strip clubs and prostitution in Europe throughout the early 2000s,” said Jana. 
 
    “And through testimony gathered from girls that you helped get out of those clubs, when your organization opened some shelters in London a few years ago, he eventually got put away. Still in jail, actually.” Kevin flipped through some files. “But this is his son.” 
 
    Jana looked at picture Kevin had handed him: A cropped headed, high-cheekboned, full lipped man of about 30, with hooded eyes and a slanted smile. Very Russian looking. 
 
    “His son and heir to the family business, Vadim, well, he was a 21st century digital boy. He saw the way the wind was blowing. Why take the girls across borders when you can broadcast them across the world on the internet? He had warehouses full of girls in Kiev and Moscow doing live sex shows of all types. Some of them even got to go home at the end of the day. He made good money off that, more or less legally.” 
 
    Matt got a beer from the hotel room’s refrigerator as Kevin poured himself a glass of wine and continued speaking. “But a couple years ago he hit on a better idea. All the amateur webcam free agents and the proliferation of porn sites were cutting down on profits, so he offered customized abuse. Girls were raped and abused according to the suggestions of viewers.” 
 
    “I remember reading something about it. There was a bust, in the Philippines, wasn’t there?” 
 
    “Yeah, they couldn’t prove it, but that was one of his franchises. Dark web stuff. Deep encryption, stuff that wouldn’t show up on any search engine. The feds have been closing down some deep web sites, some of his guys were arrested, and some of his profits took a hit, of course.” 
 
    Kevin sipped his wine and continued, “But since then, he’s upped the game a bit. He started a service that allows users to peruse files compiled through legal and illegal access to Facebook and Instragram and all the other sites. He made a sort of private illegal search engine. People willing to pay top dollar could find some girl they liked, anywhere on the web … and then Piotr’s guys would find her, kidnap her, train her as they wished, and bring her to them. Custom-order sex slaves.” 
 
    “Jesus Christ,” said Jana. “That would … have to cost a fortune. Kidnapping some random girl, who might have a family, people who’d miss her, and then holding her and getting her across borders? Logistically it’s a nightmare.” 
 
    Kevin shrugged. “We know there’s no shortage of girls willing to sell themselves. Girls with few other options for making money. You can buy a girl outright in Bangladesh or Cambodia for less than a pair of Jordans. Plenty of girls with no home and no families, all over the world. Girls who won’t even be reported missing. Whole villages get abducted in Africa, and don’t get found. Or what’s a few more missing women in Iraq and Afghanistan?” 
 
    “I know all the fucking statistics,” said Jana, crossing her arms. 
 
    “I know you do. You know them better than most. And you know that sex trafficking isn’t like the movies, where some girl from a good home gets stuck in a box and shipped off to a harem. That’s very, very rare. Selling people, it’s not like selling guns or drugs. That’s a one-time cash deal. People, well you can earn money off them until they drop dead. But it’s high maintenance, you know? Got to feed them and house them, or at least cage them. But it’s kind of an economy of scale. They can’t demand top dollar, with girls forced into this shit, so they make it up in volume.” He looked out the window at the festive lights of Wenceslas Square outside, and milling crowds of tourists, and then turned back to her. “But you also know there’s plenty of sick fucks out there.” 
 
    Jana had to nod at that. 
 
    “And some sick fucks have a lot of money,” Kevin continued. “A custom sex slave, chosen by you, any picture of any girl you happen to see in the world, and then trained to your taste? Well now that’s a high-dollar specialty item. The Bentley of sex slaves. And moving one girl is a lot easier than moving ten, as far as it goes. And, also, there are plenty of veterans trained in … rendition and black-bag stuff around these days.” 
 
    “So his clients are a very special kind of pervert, who want a very particular kind of woman,” Jana said. 
 
    “Yeah,” said Kevin. “Somebody fresh. Vital. Healthy. From a good background … so whatever they intend to do … will be that much more… satisfying to them, I guess.” 
 
    “How often is he doing this?” asked Jana. 
 
    “In the past two years, there are at least a dozen I suspect his people of being involved in. Americans, Canadians, Brits, a Brazilian, a couple of Australians. Two of them were fairly well-known models, one was an Olympic hopeful. They don’t mind if they’re high-profile. You know I keep saying girl, but there are at least two guys in this list. They stalk them for a while, and of course social media makes that all too easy. They often wait until the person goes on vacation to snatch them. Clouds the waters a bit more. Grab them drunk off the beach somewhere, or even in a taxi from the airport. Then the state department is blaming the locals, while in fact the victim is already drugged in the bottom of a yacht or a private plane heading to another country.” 
 
    “Who are his clients?” asked Jana. 
 
    ”Well, we don’t know his customer list. We very much would like to. We can assume. Rich Chinese perverts, Russian oligarchs, Middle Eastern princes. African warlords, Mexican and Colombian drug cartels dudes. Maybe some sick fuck Wall Street dudes who get tired of paying for it. Anybody with too much money and too little conscience. Who knows, there might be girls locked in basements in Silicon Valley.” 
 
    Jana looked at Kevin carefully. “Human trafficking isn’t a CIA issue,” she said. “This isn’t national security.” 
 
    Kevin shrugged. “You just heard me describe the client list. Who else has money, and no qualms about keeping and trading slaves? Al Qaeda and Islamic State are very likely on his customer list.” 
 
    “So why me?” asked Jana. 
 
    “Well, we’re not sure about that. Maybe because you helped put his dad away. It seems like this might be a personal thing. Prove that he’s got the juice. Maybe he just saw you on TV and liked you.” 
 
    Jana shivered. “So what’s going to happen? Did you tell Interpol all this? Go find him and arrest him.” 
 
    “Ah,” he said. “Well that’s why I came to see you. The information we have, I could arrest the guys on the extraction team, maybe get to his second-in-command, but not him. And whether it’s fear or loyalty or just plain ignorance, none of the people arrested previously have given up anything on their boss.” 
 
    “Kevin has a job offer for us,” said Matt. 
 
    “Jana, I’ve been working undercover for a while in this world. Gun and human trafficking. They think I’m a representative of a trafficking gang in Chicago. I’m in contact with some of his people, trying to get closer to him, start up a franchise of the webcam venture. I think this is a chance. He hires the best extraction and black-bag guys, and this is a chance for me to step up as one.” 
 
    “Jana, it’s all up to you,” said Matt. “But he’s offered us a chance to participate in catching this guy.” 
 
    Jana knitted her brow and finished off her wine. “What do you mean?” 
 
    Kevin smiled. “I propose to kidnap you first, so he doesn’t have the chance. And then I’ll sell you to him, and put his fucking ass away.” 
 
      
 
    The three of them ordered dinner from room service, as Jana examined the files on Petrov’s organization. 
 
    “I’m in contact with one of Petrov’s extraction guys, and he’s offered me a chance to be on the team that abducts you. They already have a considerable file on you. I hacked into his computer and got a copy of it.” 
 
    Jana was shocked to see surveillance photos of her taken outside the beach house, driving in the city, and giving a book signing. She tried to follow good counter-surveillance in general, as Matt had trained her, but she’d never sensed she was being followed or watched. These guys were professionals. 
 
    As they finished dinner and had more drinks, Kevin explained that the kidnapping would be followed by five days of imprisonment … and worse. 
 
    “It has to look real, Jana. You’ll be on camera the whole time. The bad guys will be watching all of it. It’s like a try-out. To prove we’re for real, he wants video of the abduction and at least three days of … rape and torture. Now,” he said, “I’m planning to take control of the operation and cut out his guys, so any sexual contact will be just with me. I’ll get you my clear medical certificates before we do it.” 
 
    Jana just looked at him. “Why would you think I’d go for this? Why would you think I’d do this?” 
 
    “Well, Jana, with all respect to your accomplishments in your foundation, as well as to your knowledge of tradecraft and covert behavior, it didn’t take me long to find out about the sex shows when I examined the file that the Russians had put together about you. Or about your little side job as a dominatrix.” 
 
    Jana looked at him and knitted her eyebrows. They came to this very exclusive BDSM club rarely – a few times a year, but she hadn’t thought anybody really knew her identity there. The clubs they used were, of necessity, very discrete and anonymous; some very powerful people in the European government participated in them. 
 
    “Oh come on, you think anything is a secret, if more than one person knows about it?” Kevin asked. “Especially in this day and age. But I can promise you that no more than three people outside this room know about it. And one of them is locked away at a black site already. The other two will be taken care of not to talk.” 
 
    “I’m not an agent,” she said. “I’m not a spy.” 
 
    “Well I look at your recent history and I see a capable person. Brown belt in jiu-jitsu, master’s degree in psychology. You’ve taken – and taught -- self-defense courses. Weapons and survival training at various civilian facilities over the last few years. Survive, Escape, Resist and Evade training. How’s your lock-picking?” 
 
    “Better than Matt,” she smiled. 
 
    “See there, you’re better trained than most agents. And clearly motivated, with experience in BDSM.” 
 
    “Extensive experience,” she said, smiling thinly.  
 
    He held up a sealed manila envelope. “And here’s a little goodwill gesture. DNA evidence found at the scene of an assault a few days ago. Guy said he picked up a girl at a club and she was into BDSM, they went into the basement and she turned around and broke his leg. Not much evidence … except a few hairs and a traffic camera photo of a car pulling away from his neighborhood, with two mysterious black-haired women. I had this intercepted at the crime lab. A little gift for you, of goodwill.” 
 
    Jana took the envelope. She felt her heart pounding and sweat starting to break out. She glared at him. “And you’re going to … kidnap me. Torture me. And … fuck me.” 
 
    Kevin shrugged. “If you agree to it. Think of it as a three day BDSM show that has to look very real. It’ll be a deep web encrypted connection with him, and only him, we’ll insist on that setup. Tell him I don’t want him broadcasting my hard work and profiting off it. I don’t want to fuck this up, so I don’t want to try to simulate anything. It’s got to be 100 percent real, for the whole three days. We will work out and agree on what I’m going to do to you, however. No … broken bones or anything like that. All usual BDSM show stuff, I think. And the end of it will be arresting a really bad guy. I’ll insist on delivering you to him personally, and then we’ll get him.” 
 
    “I want to be there for the arrest,” said Matt. “Me and my guys.” 
 
    “That can be arranged,” said Kevin. “Your team has the experience and the credentials to qualify for this.” 
 
    “What if he asks you to pull all my teeth out, or something like that?” asked Jana. “Break my legs or cut off my hands.”  
 
    Kevin smiled. “Why would he damage the merchandise?” 
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
    Later, after a shower, after Kevin had left, she got in bed with Matt, her stomach in knots. 
 
    “This is a nice fucking birthday present for you, I know, Jana,” said Matt, reaching out and putting a warm hand on her back. 
 
    Jana sighed and folded her arms around him. “I suppose it would be a worse birthday present to get kidnapped by the fucking Russian sex slavers next week.” 
 
    “There’s that. But you don’t have to do it, Jana. We can think of … other options.” 
 
    Jana said, “Well, the other option is to go into hiding. Or let myself get kidnapped.” 
 
    “We can protect you, Jana. Me and the Johns will be on you 24-7.” The “Johns” were a group of four men Matt worked with in his private security and military contracting, all of whom had the first name John. They were loyal friends and had also served with Matt in Afghanistan. 
 
    “The money is nothing to … neglect. I mean, we get a bad guy, and we get paid a half million.” 
 
    Kevin had revealed that in addition to the $100,000 fee Matt and Jana would get paid, as independent contractors, there were nearly a million dollars in rewards for information regarding the missing people, which they could probably claim, and split, if they busted Petrov’s organization. 
 
    “We’ve got money,” said Matt. 
 
    But Jana knew that money was more of a worry for him, especially recently. He had made a lot of money in phone apps, but that business was no longer very profitable, and the nightclub that Matt had owned a share in had closed after the trial five years ago. They’d tried to re-open it but never really managed to make a profit, and finally he’d sold his share. And private military contracting was not as lucrative as previously, given the glut of trained veterans available following the American pullout of Iraq. 
 
    “But we could get a really bad motherfucker,” said Jana. 
 
    “Yeah,” said Matt. 
 
    “Kevin … I’m not sure I like him. He’s too smooth. You trust him this much?” 
 
    Matt nodded. “He saved my life, Jana.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Straight up. When we were prisoners in Afghanistan. After the IED that wounded me. The SEALS found us and were storming the place; one of the Taliban came in to execute the prisoners. There were five of us. Kevin jumped right in front of the guy. It doesn’t get much clearer than that. He took the bullets for me, Jana.”  
 
    Jana looked at Matt in the moonlight coming through the window, but he was looking into the distance, lost in a very intense memory. He spoke very rarely about his time as a prisoner in Afghanistan, where he’d be subjected to the most grievous of tortures. 
 
    “I … love what I do with the foundation, Matt,” said Jana. “Helping people. Helping women. But sometimes I want some … vengeance, you know? It’s too rare that I get to see a bad guy go away. Feel like I’m doing something. And it’s only five days,” she said. 
 
    “Five days of sexual slavery,” said Matt. 
 
    “I survived … a lot worse than that. A week in the basement when I was 18, in addition to all the shit that came before.” 
 
    “Jana …” Matt began. She kissed him to stop him saying anything. 
 
    “Now I’m … ready. Experienced. Trained. I think I can do it, Matt.” 
 
    “You think this would be … therapeutic?” he asked. 
 
    She told him what she’d told Dr. King. “I want to change, Matt. All the BDSM is keeping a part of me … down there in the basement. This might be the best … swansong. Do this, and then put it all behind us.” 
 
    He looked at her, and kissed her, and the unspoken sentence lay between them: she could do it … and some part of her would enjoy it. Would fucking love the punishment, the confinement, and the humiliation. 
 
    “Call him tomorrow,” Jana said. “Tell him I want him to be on stage with you for the BDSM show on my birthday. We’ll think of it as a try-out for him. Let’s see what he’s got.” 
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
    On her 23rd birthday, a few days later, Jana sat on her knees on the stage of the basement theater of the BDSM club, blindfolded, wearing a schoolgirl uniform – a real one, from her actual school days. A plaid skirt below the knee, a white blouse. But with black high-heel pumps on her feet instead of loafers. 
 
    She was blindfolded, but her hands were not bound. She bent forward, her hair in a braid that slithered over her neck onto the floor. Her hands in front of her in the usual slave position, on her knees, ass in the air, the wood floor hard and unyielding beneath her. 
 
    She heard the curtain rise and the temperature rose as the lights went up; a change in the shades past the blindfold. There were a slight exhalation, a murmur from the audience; no more than 50 people, but she could hear them even beyond the low classical music that was playing. 
 
    Then she heard steps behind her. Matt, she knew. 
 
    “Sit up, slave,” he commanded. 
 
    She sat on her knees, legs folded beneath her. 
 
    “Stand,” he said. 
 
    Jana got to her feet, only a bit awkwardly in her high heels. 
 
    “Good little slave,” said Matt, behind her, and she sighed and bit her lip. 
 
    His big strong hands reached around her, grabbing her breasts through her blouse and kneading them, and then he unbuttoned her blouse. 
 
    She heard a little intake of surprise when he saw her white bra. She could imagine that it would be practically glowing under the lights. She hadn’t worn white underwear since her week in the Principal’s basement. In the months he had been fucking her, it had been the Principal’s constant command that she must always wear white underwear. 
 
    Afterwards she’d thrown all of her white underwear away and never bought anymore. 
 
    Until yesterday. 
 
    Matt was feeling her breasts through the white lace bra, and she felt his erection pressing against her from behind, through her skirt and the leather pants he wore. She knew he wore leather pants and no shirt, and a leather face mask 
 
    The crowd murmured – in excitement? – as Matt unzipped her skirt and pulled it down, leaving her standing on the stage in her white bra and panties, blindfolded and wearing high-heels. 
 
    “Slut,” snarled Matt, and slapped her hard on the ass with his bare hand. 
 
    “Thank you, sir,” she gasped, standing motionless as he spanked her again, on the other ass cheek. 
 
    “Thanks for what?” he asked. 
 
    “Thanks for spanking my ass, sir,” she said. 
 
    Then she heard another murmur of approval from the audience and heard more footsteps. Kevin must have come onto the stage. He would also be wearing leather pants and a leather mask. 
 
    She felt a hard lash on her ass; a familiar sting, a riding crop. 
 
    “Thank your new master, slave,” said Matt. 
 
    “Thank you for spanking my ass, sir,” she said. 
 
    “Call me master, you little whore,” said Kevin, and slashed her hard on the ass again. 
 
    She yelped in pain this time. “Thank you master!” 
 
    “Pull your bra cups down so everybody can see your nipples, slave,” Kevin commanded. 
 
    Jana whimpered and followed his instructions, enjoying the way the edges of the cup pushed her tits up and forward. She felt her already hard nipples pucker further, tingling. 
 
    “Touch your nipples for us, slut,” said Kevin. 
 
    “Yes, master,” she whimpered, and stood blindfolded, touching her own hard pink nipples in front of the audience, beginning to breathe heavily. She licked her own fingertips and teased her own nipples with them. 
 
    There was another slash across her ass with the riding crop. 
 
    “I didn’t tell you that you could lick your fingers, slut!” yelled Kevin. 
 
    “Sorry master!” yelped Jana. 
 
    “Ask me!” 
 
    “Can I lick my fingers, so that I can touch my nipples, master?” 
 
    “Yes,” he said, standing behind her and rubbing the riding crop over her ass. 
 
    She teased her nipples more with her moist fingers. 
 
    “Little whore,” Kevin whispered into her ear, and she moaned in pleasure, shifting on her high heels and feeling her panties beginning to get wet. 
 
    “Pinch them hard, slave!” Kevin yelled, spanking her on the ass again, and she pinched both of her nipples hard, making herself cry out. 
 
    “That’s it, that’s a good little slave,” said Matt, caressing her ass now. “Such a good little slave.” 
 
    “Put one hand in your panties now, slave. Show us how turned on you are, how you love all these people watching you,” said Kevin. 
 
    “Ohhh,” she moaned and reached into her white panties, reached down past her flat muscular stomach into the smoothly shaved area between her legs, and stroked the wet lips there. 
 
    “Good little slave, good little whore,” teased Kevin, and spanked her again. “Tell us how much you love it when you touch yourself.” 
 
    “Oh master, I love to touch myself,” she moaned, parting the moist pussy lips to find the tender hot wet bud of her clit. 
 
    “Tell us how much you love it when people watch you touch yourself,” said Kevin. 
 
    “Oh master, I love it when people watch me touch myself,” Jana whined. 
 
    “Touch yourself where?” asked Kevin. 
 
    “Ohh, when I touch my nipples and my pussy, master.” She was pinching a nipple with her left hand and now inserting one finger inside herself, arching her back and letting her head fall backwards in pleasure. 
 
    “You’ll cum like a little slut, right here on the stage, won’t you?” asked Kevin. 
 
    Jana moaned, and pushed her finger further inside herself, feeling the hot stage lights on her, feeling her whole body begin to flash hot and break out in a sweat. She was excited in a way she rarely felt, all the deep forbidden impulses, the most primal parts of her flooding to the surface in a tsunami of sensation. 
 
    “Stop!” growled Kevin. “Don’t fucking touch yourself until I tell you to, little slave.” 
 
    Letting out a disappointed mewling whine, Jana said, “Yes sir,” and stood, hands at her side, aware of the audible murmurs of excitement in the audience. Some of the audience members would be masturbating openly; it was accepted and typical at this type of performance. 
 
    “All right, slave, now come with me,” said Matt and he lifted her. She whimpered again as she threw her arms around his strong neck and he lifted her. She was unable to resist kissing him, a hot passionate kiss; though it wasn’t really according to standard procedure in this kind of master-slave show, it sent a ripple of lusty approval through the audience. The audience could appreciate spontaneity, occasionally. 
 
    He laid her face-down on the x-shaped leather table and fastened her wrists and ankles to the supports. 
 
    Then he pulled off the blindfold, and it took her a moment to adjust; but she raised her head and saw the masked faces in the audience, most of them clad in black, some of whom had their hands busily working between their legs. She didn’t think she would be recognized; her eyes and lips were heavily made-up and her hair was colored black, so she didn’t look much like the earnest young Jana who appeared on television occasionally. 
 
    Kevin was wearing leather pants and no shirt; his rippling torso was every bit as impressive as Matt’s. She saw a few tell-tale smudges of the makeup he’d used to cover a few tattoos. Mindful of personal security, that was good. 
 
    “You want your ass spanked more, little slave?” asked Matt. 
 
    “Yes sir, yes master,” whined Jana. He took the riding crop from Kevin and spanked her ass until she was moaning and writhing on the leather table, pulling at the padded cuffs. 
 
    “Do you like that, little whore?” asked Kevin. “Like to have that hot ass spanked.” 
 
    “Oh, yes, yes sir, yes master, I love it,” murmured Jana, panting her pleasure and writhing against her bonds. The table had an x-shape and her legs were spread, and she felt Matt moving between them, his hands on her thighs. 
 
    Then she heard him unzipping his zipper, and the head of his cock pressing against her moist labia, sliding up and down tantalizingly. 
 
    “You ready to get fucked, huh slave?” asked Matt. 
 
    “Oh, yes, please sir.” 
 
    “Please what?” asked Matt and slapped her on the ass again. 
 
    “Please fuck me sir,” she moaned, and was rewarded with feeling the head of his cock press past her engorged labia, and she moaned her pleasure. “Please sir, all of it, give me all of it, I want it so much …” 
 
    He slid it all the way into her, hitting her g-spot, and she cried out, shivering as she had a sudden orgasm, crying out in pleasure. 
 
    “Oh, bad little slut whore!” said Matt. “I didn’t say you could have an orgasm. Bad little slut!” he said, spanking her hard on her burning ass and fucking her harder, making her cry out again, thrusting back against him. “For that, I think I’ll make you suck my friend’s cock.” 
 
    Kevin smiled and stepped forward, pulling his long straight café-au-lait colored cock. 
 
    “Yes, sir, anything sir, please fuck me sir,” Jana moaned, feeling all her self-control, all her self-consciousness slip away into complete abandon. 
 
    Matt was fucking her hard from behind, with a lust and ardor that she hadn’t felt from him in literally years. 
 
    Kevin tilted her head back and rubbed his hard cock against her forehead and cheeks. “You ready? You ready to suck that big cock?” he said. 
 
    “Yes, yes master,” she whined, breathless. 
 
    “You sure? You gonna suck it good?” 
 
    “Yes, I’ll suck it good, please let me suck it,” Jana said, helpless with lust, sticking her tongue out and trying to touch his cock with it, but he pulled it away. 
 
    “Fuck her harder!” commanded Kevin, and Matt grabbed her around the waist and began driving harder and deeper into her, and when Jana opened her mouth to cry out in pleasure, Kevin drove his big dick into her open mouth. She moaned around it and opened her throat, feeling herself beginning to shiver again as hot flashes erupted through her body. She rubbed her breasts against the leather table as Matt and Kevin fucked her at both ends. 
 
    “You’re spit-roasted, you fucking little whore,” said Kevin. “Fucking spit-roasted in public like a little slut.” 
 
    Moaning and gagging on Kevin’s cock, Jana’s whole body to tremor and she began cumming, feeling the room spinning around her, heat and pleasure ballooning up through her, and Kevin forced his cock into her mouth and throat until she couldn’t breathe, and the orgasm seemed to go on forever. She was vaguely aware of Matt pulling out as he came also, spraying all over her back and asscheeks. 
 
    Finally the cock pulled out of her mouth and she gasped helplessly, “Cum on my face,” and Kevin was running his cock languidly through his fist, and then let out a moan of pleasure as hot sticky ropes of white semen sprayed forcefully all over her face, covering her eyes and cheeks and forehead. 
 
    Everything seemed far away, and she was aware the audience was applauding, and of Kevin bending down and speaking in her ear. 
 
    “Did I pass the audition?” he asked. The lights went down, and the curtain descended, concealing them from the audience. 
 
    “Yes,” she whispered. “We’re sick fucks ourselves, aren’t we?” A tear rolled down her face through the smeared mascara. 
 
    He smiled and stroked her semen-splattered face. “Maybe it takes some sick fucks to catch some sick fucks.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER 3: FREEDOM 
 
      
 
    Courtney wept silently in bed with Jana, holding her. The two girls were naked, wrapped around each other, but their legs were tangled in the sheets and their own undergarments.  
 
    “Isn’t there any other way?” asked the weeping Courtney.  
 
    Jana lifted Courtney’s chin and kissed her gently, a few silent tears falling, mingling with Courtney’s.  
 
    “No, Courtney. You know it’s not … something I’d do lightly.”  
 
    “You’re … going on a mission, with Matt. Something came up in Prague.”  
 
    “Yes. But I can’t talk about it.”  
 
    “Is it dangerous?” asked Courtney.  
 
    “No,” Jana lied. Going undercover as a sex slave to catch a Russian specialist in kidnapping and sex trafficking, with a man Matt vouched for, but whom she barely knew, certainly qualified as dangerous. 
 
    “I knew something like this would happen,” Courtney wept. 
 
    “You knew it because you know it’s time,” said Jana.  
 
    “But it’s … so scary,” said Courtney. 
 
    “I know,” said Jana, kissing her tears away.  
 
    “I don’t want to be free!” said Courtney, hugging her mistress tight. 
 
    “Maybe nobody does,” said Jana. “But sometimes there’s no other choice.” 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    A few days later, Courtney was standing in the front room of the beach house, wearing a spaghetti-strap brief red lace top that clung to her breasts and a pair of red lace panties, her black hair in its usual short untidy waves, emphasizing her white skin. She wore black high heels and stockings and a red garter belt.  
 
    She also wore the ceremonial slave collar that Jana and Matt had given her shortly after Jana had consented to their arrangement, three years previously. There was a chain attachment, and it was hanging free. 
 
    The room was lit with a dozen or so small yellow votive candles, and the light danced on Courtney’s fair skin, turning it golden.  
 
    Jana was dressed in a grey business suit, of the type favored by her psychiatrist, Christy King; a matching jacket and slightly-too-short skirt, with white blouse and high heels. Her hair was pulled back in a severe ponytail. 
 
    In her hands, she held 50 feet of thick nylon cord, and a blindfold.  
 
    Jana put the blindfold on Courtney, her heart swelling and throat thickening at the thought it might be the last time.  
 
    Courtney obediently held her hands behind herself as Jana tied her wrists together with the fat nylon cord. Both of them preferred the organic feel of rope and cord to chains and leather cuffs.  
 
    “Remember in the beginning, we didn’t even know how to tie good knots?” asked Jana. 
 
    Sinking to her knees, Courtney said, “We learned. We had a lot of time to practice.” 
 
    Jana continued wrapping the cord around Courtney’s waist, binding her arms against her back, and Courtney sighed in pleasure as Jana wrapped the rope around the bottom of Courtney’s breasts. 
 
    “Five years. But it seems like … no time at all, now,” said Courtney. 
 
    “Or all the time in the world.” Said Jana and pulled Courtney’s hair to the side and kissed her gently on the neck. Jana lovingly wrapped the rope around her, over and under and between Courtney’s breasts. Courtney moaned as the rope crisscrossed her torso, emphasizing her breasts still tightly clad in the red lace top.  
 
    Then Jana lowered Courtney onto her stomach on the  floor, and continued to wrap the rope around her, running it between her legs and then around her knees, and finally binding her ankles firmly, and then running the rope back up to her wrists, hog-tying her. 
 
    Both of them were breathing heavily with pleasure by the time they finished, but Jana avoided touching Courtney’s erogenous zones, though her fingers ached to do so.  
 
    Matt entered the room as Jana put the final slipknot into place. Jana stood and stepped over and put her arm around Matt and kissed him on the lips. “You look so good in a suit; I never get to see you dress up.”  
 
    Matt shrugged. “Another personal development project to work on,” he said. “Okay, ready to start?” 
 
    “Yes,” said Jana. 
 
    Courtney, hog-tied on the floor, said, “Yes, master.”  
 
    “Courtney … how long have you been my slave?” asked Matt. 
 
    “I … have been your slave for more than five years.”  
 
    “And how long have Mistress Jana and myself shared you?” 
 
    “Three years,” said Courtney.  
 
    “Have you been happy, in that period of time?” Matt walked closer to Courtney, taking a riding crop from the coffee table.  
 
    “Yes, very very happy,” said Courtney, choking back a sob.  
 
    “Why have you been happy?” asked Matt.  
 
    “You gave me a home. You gave my life structure. You gave me companionship, friendship, love and discipline.” 
 
    “And the discipline … the punishments we gave you were … consensual, always discussed and agreed upon?’” asked Jana. 
 
    “Yes, master and mistress. I … enjoyed every minute of it. I could not ask for a better master and mistress.” 
 
    “And what was the … purpose of our BDSM lifestyle?” asked Jana.  
 
    “BDSM at its best is about trust and openness, and communication,” said Courtney. 
 
    “But we … all of us … suffered abuse. At the hands of our fathers …” said Jana. 
 
    “Especially at the hands of my stepfather,” said Courtney, through gritted teeth.  
 
    Images from the week in the basement of Principal Stevens’ country house flashed through Jana’s mind. “But that was … not BDSM.” 
 
    No,” said Courtney. “It was abuse. Abuse and rape and humiliation.”  
 
    “Non-consenting. No negotiating. No … agreement. Or … coerced agreement.” Jana felt her face go hot as she remembered her first experiences in the Principal’s office, how he had tricked her into allowing him to spank her, unleashing a torrent or repressed memories and feelings. 
 
    “Using other human beings for self-gratification. It was … bad. Evil,” said Courtney.  
 
    “You did bad things, as well” said Matt, moving closer to her and stroking her ass with the riding crop  
 
    “I did,” said Courtney. “I helped my brother rape women. I blackmailed … Mistress Jana.”  
 
    “Why did you do those things?” asked Jana.  
 
    “I … hated myself. And everybody else. I was full of hate and anger.”  
 
    “Why?” asked Matt. 
 
    “The … abuse I suffered. The family I lived with. I was surrounded by … hate.” said Courtney.  
 
    “Not discipline. Abuse,” said Matt. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “We all did bad things,” said Matt. “We blackmailed. We stole.” 
 
    “We raped,” said Jana. “I raped. I raped your stepbrother.”  
 
    “I … hope we did those things to stop them,” said Courtney. “We stopped them from hurting others.” 
 
    “Do you regret the things you did?” asked Jana. 
 
    “Yes mistress. Yes master. Very much. But I don’t regret anything I’ve done with the two of you.”  
 
    Matt spanked Courtney sharply on one ass-cheek with the riding crop a few times, though as she was hog-tied he didn’t have the best access to it. She let out a moan of pleasure as he spanked her. 
 
    “And you have changed,” said Matt. 
 
    “I changed because you gave me the space and the help and the … example for … positive change.”  
 
    “And you have done things to … make up for what you’ve done?” asked Jana. 
 
    “Nothing can make up for what I did. But I hope my life now has more … positive things to offer.” Said Courtney.  
 
    “What have you done?” asked Matt. 
 
    “I testified in court against my mother, stepfather and stepbrother. I have worked with Jana’s foundation helping abused and trafficked women. I … have been your loyal servant and slave.”  
 
    “You have,” said Matt. “You have been a good slave.” 
 
    “Yes,” said Jana. “A perfect slave. And a good friend, a good employee, and a good companion. But … it is time to … end your slavery.”  
 
    Courtney sobbed quietly and sniffled back tears. “My master and mistress know best.”  
 
    “Yes,” said Jana, a tear silently streaming down her cheek. All this crying lately! She hadn’t cried so much in the last five years. Since the day she’d come out of the basement. “You are no longer our slave, as of tonight. Do not call me mistress, or Matt master. Call us by our first names tonight. We are … freeing you.” 
 
    “Yes, Jana,” said Courtney, her lips trembling. 
 
    Matt took out his knife and severed the knot binding Courtney’s arms and feet, and together, Jana and Matt slowly raised Courtney to her knees, and began to unwrap her. She sighed and murmured in pleasure as the tight bonds fell away.  
 
    “You will continue to work at an office of my foundation, in a different city. There are three to choose from,” said Jana.  
 
    “Yes, Jana,” said Courtney.  
 
    “You will dress as you wish and make your own daily schedule. Exercise when you want,” said Jana. 
 
    “Can I quit yoga?” asked Courtney, and Matt and Jana laughed.  
 
    “Yes,” said Jana, stroking Courtney’s breasts. “You may do your stupid CrossFit or whatever else you want,” and Courtney giggled through her tears. 
 
    “You are not to begin drinking too much,” warned Matt. “You know that is an issue with you.” 
 
    “Yes,” said Courtney.  
 
    “You are not to … self-harm or use drugs. You are to try to have a normal life.”  
 
    “A normal life,” said Courtney sadly. 
 
    “Meet someone you like and … date them,” said Jana. But she heard the doubtful tone in her own voice. They’d been to such extreme places, sexually, how was normal dating supposed to arouse any interest? 
 
    “You are not to contact either of us for the next six months,” said Matt. “The Johns will be your go between. You will contact them, if you need anything.” The Johns were four men who Matt worked with, loyal friends he had served in Afghanistan with, who all coincidentally had the first name John. 
 
    “Yes,” said Courtney, sniffling back more tears.  
 
    Jana also let out a little sob. “And after six months, we can contact each other again … as … old friends. And then … we will see what kind of … normal relationship we can have.”  
 
    “I will be … looking forward to that,” said Courtney. She was totally unbound now, and Matt and Jana helped her to her feet. Jana tugged on the chain attached to her slave collar. 
 
    “Do you have anything you’d like to say, our … former slave?” asked Matt. 
 
    “Yes,” said Courtney. “I … please, Jana, remember … the line, and … you know what side of that line you belong on. You too, Matt.” 
 
    “All right,” said Matt. “Yes, you’re right.” 
 
    Courtney was standing now, Jana behind her and Matt in front of her. They hugged her between them for a moment, and Courtney let out a sob again, “Oh, I love you two so much.”  
 
    “We love you too, Courtney,” said Jana. The first time she’d said it. Not cheap words with her.  
 
    She kissed Courtney’s neck and felt Courtney’s breasts through her bra while Matt kissed Courtney’s face and lips. Courtney writhed and moaned and pressed her ass back against Jana.  
 
    One of Jana’s hands slid down Courtney’s flat muscular stomach and dipped into the waistband of her panties.  
 
    “Ohh, touch me,” murmured Courtney. Jana rubbed Courtney’s nipples through the lace bra as her other hand easily parted the lips of Courtney’s shaved vulva and easily found the slippery wet clit.  
 
    Matt unzipped his trousers and pulled out his cock, which was already throbbing hard. Still blindfolded, Courtney heard the zipper go down, and found his dick with both hands and stroked and pulled it.  
 
    Courtney turned around, her back to Matt, and rubbed her ass back against Matt’s hard-on – her high heels put her at about the right height – and kissed Jana hard on the lips, her hands feeling inside Jana’s jacket and touching her breasts through the silk blouse.  
 
    Courtney, without asking, slid the jacket back down off Jana’s shoulders, and it fell to the floor. Jana gasped with pleasure as the blindfolded Courtney kissed her, squeezing her breasts hard, while rubbing her ass back against Matt’s crotch.  
 
    Jana reached up and pulled her white blouse open, ripping buttons off, and Courtney’s hands moved in and covered Jana’s big breasts in the black lace bra she wore, kneading them passionately. 
 
    Matt removed his jacket and held Courtney around the waist and slipped her panties to the side and slid his throbbing dick into her very wet pussy. Courtney cried out in pleasure and pushed back against Matt, throwing her head back.  
 
    Jana let her blouse fall to the floor, and pulled the straps of her bra off her shoulders, so that her big breasts and hard nipples were pressed up and forward, and she pulled Courtney’s head down to them, and Courtney eagerly sucked and tongued the nipples as Matt fucked her from behind.  
 
    Jana reached down and unzipped the skirt she wore and pushed it down over her hips, letting it fall to the floor around her high heels. She wore thigh-high black stockings, but no garter-belt.  
 
    “The pool table,” said Courtney, raising her head from Jana’s breasts, her lips red and swollen beneath the blindfold. “Fuck me on the pool table.”  
 
    “The request of a woman who is almost free,” said Matt, and shivered with pleasure as he pulled out of Courtney. 
 
    He lifted her, and they kissed deeply as he carried her over to the pool table, still blindfolded, Jana trailing behind them holding the chain attached to Courtney’s collar. 
 
    Matt still wore his suit pants and white dress shirt, but his cock was sticking out in front of him like a flagpole as he put Courtney on the table and ripped her lace top like it was tissue paper, and bent his head and attacked her small firm champagne-cup breasts with his mouth, making her moan. 
 
    With an animal-like growl of passion, he ripped her panties off with equal ease, and attacked her tight slit with his mouth and tongue, with equal passion, until his face was glistening with her juices in the candlelight.  
 
    Jana had climbed onto the table – carefully, still wearing her high heels -- and was kneeling beside Courtney, watching enrapt as Matt ate Courtney out, playing with her own nipples.  
 
    Finally, Matt stood and pressed his cock back into Courtney and she cried out again, and Jana watched Courtney’s face contort with pleasure, reaching down to pinch Courtney’s hard pink nipples.  
 
    When Matt got into his stroke, driving hard into Courtney, Jana pulled her own panties to the side and straddled Courtney’s face. Courtney eagerly pushed her tongue as far as she could into Jana’s cunt, and both of them moaned and squirmed with pleasure.  
 
    Matt pounded Courtney to her first orgasm within a few minutes, and her mouth was working equally hard on Jana’s wet pussy, and Jana came also, riding Courtney’s slick face, squeezing her own big breasts cradled in the black lace.  
 
    After she’d finished shaking, Jana climbed off Courtney’s face and bent and kissed the lips which were slick and glistening with her own pussy juice. Courtney eagerly sucked on Jana’s tongue. 
 
    Jana removed Courtney’s blindfold and said, “Look at the world as a free woman,” and kissed Courtney again. 
 
    “For your first fuck as a free woman, how about if I get the strap-on and me and Matt can do a double penetration?” asked Jana.  
 
    Courtney smiled and kissed Jana again, and said, “No toys, I want to feel … the real two of you.” 
 
    “Whatever you want, Courtney,” said Jana.  
 
    Courtney got on her knees on the pool table, and presented her ass to Matt. “In my ass, Matt. Put it in my ass.” She indicated Jana should lay in front of her, and Jana spread her legs as Courtney again buried her face in Jana’s wet snatch.  
 
    Matt adjusted Courtney so her legs were hanging over the end of the pool table and her breasts and stomach were flat on the green baize; he inserted two fingers into her wet pussy and then gently fingered her tight sphincter, feeling it contract, then relax. He gently and slowly inserted his index finger all the way up to the third knuckle, and Courtney was breathing heavily and moaning as she sucked eagerly at Jana’s clit again.  
 
    Matt withdrew his finger and then placed the swollen purple head of his cock against her anus and began slowly pushing it into her. Courtney moaned into Jana’s pussy, helpless with pleasure, clawing at the green surface of the pool table and rubbing her hard nipples against it.  
 
    As Matt again found a steady rhythm, Courtney slid two fingers into Jana’s pussy, finding her g-spot as she moved her tongue down from Jana’s dripping pussy and swirled her tongue around Jana’s anus. 
 
    Jana threw her head back, crying out in pleasure, her hands feeling her own hard nipples.  
 
    The pounding and the pressure and the heat and the wetness and the love built and built until they were all helpless, the room spinning around them, and they all came together, the room full of their cries of pleasure. Matt pulled out and sprayed all over Courtney’s back. 
 
    Jana moved until she lay next to Courtney and wrapped her arms around the breathless, feverish, trembling girl. 
 
    Jana gently unhooked the slave collar from Courtney’s neck and handed it to her.  
 
    “You’re free,” whispered Jana. 
 
    And now, thought Jana, I will become a slave.  
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER 4: KIDNAPPED 
 
      
 
    The kidnapper grabbed Jana as she walked into the hotel bathroom. 
 
    A large man in a leather jacket, a stocking mask over his face, grabbed her wrist as she, wearing only underwear, stepped through the doorway and attempted to switch on the light. With his other hand, he moved the handheld Taser towards her, 50,000 volts of blue electricity crackling between its electrodes. 
 
    She screamed in terrified surprise and gouged him in the eyes with two fingers as hard as she could. She was wearing only her black sports bra and string panties, and the Taser made contact with her bare shoulder, sending a bright bolt of pain and white light through her.  
 
    She fell backwards as the large man screamed and clutched at his eyes. Jana’s fingernails were not that long, but reinforced with a very strong polymer nail polish, and she had trained long and hard.  
 
    Leaping to her feet, she spun around and ran towards the side door of the large hotel suite, the door adjoining the room of John Lee, her security.  
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
    “This is going to be a rough game, and you have to fight it just like you’d fight a real kidnapping,” Kevin had said, five weeks previously, the last time she’d seen him.  
 
    She had agreed to be kidnapped and held captive as part of an undercover operation to entrap a Russian gangster named Vadim Petrov, who had recently expanded his sex trafficking business into targeted abductions and specialty-order sex slavery. 
 
    “All the security cameras and cell phones around, who knows what might be seen,” added Matt. “We’ll have one of the guys running security with you on your next book tour, as usual, but he won’t know anything about what’s going to happen. If he can stop it, he will.”  
 
    “One of the Johns?” asked Jana, and Matt nodded. The Johns were four men who all shared the same first name, John, all of whom had served in Afghanistan with Matt and were his most trusted partners in the private security company he ran. “What if they manage to stop you, Kevin? What will happen then? The Johns are all pretty tough.” 
 
    “He won’t stop it,” said Kevin, expressionless. “There’s only going to be one of them. Maybe all of them could stop me, but not one of them. I’m very good at what I do, and so are my guys.” 
 
    Jana frowned. He was good at kidnapping, what did that say about him? In addition to serving with Matt in Afghanistan and Iraq in the Special Forces, Kevin had since been working as a private contractor and been involved in many “renditions” – kidnappings of wanted suspects. He was now deep undercover in the world of sex trafficking.  
 
    “Boys play rough,” said Jana with a smile, “but I can play rough too.”  
 
    Kevin nodded. “I’d expect nothing less. That’s why I chose you.”  
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    Jana’s hand, trembling with adrenalin rush, tried to turn the knob of the door adjoining the suite. 
 
    But the door burst open just as she touched it, the edge of it slamming into her head. Another bright flash filled her brain and the next thing she knew she was on the carpet.  
 
    Her swimming vision noticed the large shape entering the room; clad in a pair of maintenance coveralls, and work boots, but his face was covered with a stocking mask, also.  
 
    Kevin, she thought. That must be Kevin. 
 
    She couldn’t believe they’d managed to get into her hotel room. This was not the most expensive hotel in town, not even close, but it was far from the worst. She’d thought the general security was pretty good.  
 
    As usual, the John she was with – John Lee, the Korean-American – had kept a watchful eye on her and her surroundings during the book signing, and on the way home they’d made several U-turns to make sure they weren’t being followed and circled the hotel several times to try to spot anything out of the ordinary. With all clear, she’d changed and then gone down to the hotel gym with John.  
 
    Somehow, they’d gotten into her room in the meantime.  
 
    John had looked into her room when they’d returned of course, and glanced into the bathroom, the door being open, but Jana had urged him to go into his own room, as she had to use the toilet.  
 
    She’d stripped out of her workout clothes and rushed into the bathroom without looking, as John crossed into his suite.   
 
    The kidnapper must have been hiding in the shower stall.  
 
    I was stupid, careless, sloppy, she thought. 
 
    And Kevin had somehow taken out John Lee, too. 
 
    They were very good. 
 
    After all, they were professionals. She was basically just a talented amateur.  
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
    The room seemed to be spinning around her as the man from the bathroom rushed over and sat on top of her in a jiu-jitsu mount, knocking the air out of her and grabbing both her wrists.  Blood was trickling from one eye, through the stocking mask, and she felt her legs being grabbed by the other man and a zip tie securing her ankles together, before she could work on using them to wrap around the man on top of her, getting him in the Jiu Jitsu “guard.” 
 
    She thought of the advice she gave during anti-kidnapping seminars.  
 
    Fighting back can be risky, but your chances of survival decrease if you are taken to a secondary location. Avoid that if possible. Yelling “Fire” can attract more attention than yelling “Rape!” or “Help!” 
 
    She tried to draw breath into her lungs to yell, but she could still barely breathe. Her head felt like it was about to burst, as did her bladder. Her vision swam from the blow to her head, and she struggled to focus.  
 
     One of the more arcane bits of advice given during anti-rape seminars was that wetting yourself might repel a rapist … but the idea of pissing herself repelled her more. The thought galvanized her, though, and she struggled against the man sitting on her, and managed to free one of her wrists, and again jabbed her sharp thumbnail into his eye – the same one that was already bleeding.  
 
    The man shrieked in pain again – while he’d probably trained MMA and Jiu-Jitsu and had plenty of experience subduing people of both genders, a finger in the eye not only caused severe pain and loss of vision, it seemed to ignite a primal panic and flinch reaction in most people.  
 
    Jana had a brown belt in Jiu Jitsu but had also studied Krav Maga and practical Combatives. She’d practiced plenty of eye- and trachea-gouging, with rubber dummies and opponents wearing goggles. She struggled free of his grip and grabbed one of his thumbs and twisted it back; he reared up in pain and she jolted and threw him back, her bound legs making it more difficult. 
 
    But the next thing she saw was Kevin grabbing her ponytail and slamming an open hand into the side of her head and neck. Another bright flash filled Jana’s vision, and everything swam away. 
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
    Five weeks had passed, and Jana was beginning to wonder if the fake kidnapping and undercover operation was going to happen at all. By the nature of things, Kevin could not keep her or Matt informed of what he was planning.  
 
    “The next time you see me, I’m going to be kidnapping your ass,” Kevin had said, before rolling up the window of his Lexus rental car and driving away, leaving Matt and Jana standing in the rain in Prague. 
 
    Matt urged her to consider whether she really wanted to do this.  
 
    “I get to help catch a major kidnapper and sex trafficker, and work through my abuse issues. What could possibly go wrong?” she had joked.  
 
    But he didn’t laugh.  
 
    The book tour took Jana across America, ten different cities, and she knew that by nature she was more vulnerable on the tours than any other place, so she knew it would happen there, if anywhere. This was her third book, about her experiences working in victim’s advocacy and anti-sex-trafficking organizations over the last five years.  
 
    The first two weeks were the worst, with constant tension, Jana watching every face in the crowd and nearly jumping out of her skin at the slightest noise in the hotel rooms at night.  
 
    The third week she was beginning to get into an alert but relaxed mindset and growing more confident. Maybe he wouldn’t be able to kidnap her, she thought. Their security was very good, after all. Or maybe the mission was cancelled for some reason. She saw nothing on the news about the Russian Vadim Petrov, but maybe he’d been killed or arrested for something else.  
 
    The thought that perhaps Kevin had been discovered and killed or imprisoned while undercover passed through her mind, also. 
 
    She spoke to Matt on the phone every few days; he was working a personal security job protecting the family of a government official in Mexico. The subject of the undercover operation could not be talked about on the phone, of course, but Matt did mention that he’d been told that their former submissive Courtney had stopped going to work and moved out of the apartment provided for her in another city. One of the Johns had received an email saying, “I just need to be alone for a while, and I need some space to keep changing. I’ll be in touch soon. Tell Jana and Matt I love them.”  
 
    This seemed worrisome to Jana, but Matt seemed to think it a natural enough response, as did Jana’s psychiatrist, Christy King.  
 
    But Jana was worried. Going to complete freedom like that would have been simply terrifying to Courtney after five years with them.  
 
    And Jana missed Courtney terribly, of course. They shared the special closeness of people who knew the most shocking and terrible secrets about each other.  
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
    Jana tried to rally her strength to struggle, but despite the adrenalin rush, her muscles felt like rubber. A big hand clamped her nose shut and she opened her mouth to scream and a rubber ball went into her mouth and the ball gag was Velcro-strapped into place.  
 
    So quickly, so deftly.  
 
    So practiced. 
 
    She screamed into the gag and was aware that she felt the first sensual pleasure of submission as she struggled. The wet moment of pleasure of complete surrender.  
 
    Oh god, thought Jana. Remember it’s all just fantasy, just an elaborate game.  
 
    Maybe that’s the reason she felt the sexual excitement? Because this was, after all, just a much more realistic version of the BDSM scenarios she’d been practicing for the last five years.  
 
    Master. Slave.  
 
    Victim. Victimizer.  
 
    Only pretend.  
 
    Wasn’t it?  
 
    Kevin put his knee on her stomach, knocking her breath out again, and Jana pissed herself.  
 
    There was a surprised laugh from Kevin. 
 
    A pillowcase was put over Jana’s head, and her arms were wrenched behind her back and quickly secured with plastic zip-ties, cinched cruelly tight. Her dazed mind raced; it was possible to use leverage to break zip tips, or slip the catch with a bobby pin; she kept bobby pins hidden in most of her jackets and jeans, and in her bras; she had one in this bra, she thought, but of course she couldn’t reach it. She was aware of Kevin’s big hands kneading her big breasts through the sports bra, and aware that he was chuckling to himself, and saying, “One bad bitch, man, one bad bitch!” 
 
    The other man was cursing, in a thick London accent, “Bloody fucking slag. I’ll fuck that bitch’s ass right here. Me fucking eye!” 
 
    She felt herself being lifted, as she gurgled into the ball gag, and an arm settled around her neck, and rather calmly and gently squeezed her carotid arteries, and she drifted into unconsciousness in ten seconds or so.  
 
    Blackness, wavering, and her head was spinning. Reality was spinning, warping, wavering. 
 
    She felt the pinprick of an injection in one ass cheek.  
 
    She was aware she was being wrapped in something, wrapped up completely. Mummified. A sheet? It smelled like a clean sheet.  
 
    She was lifted and dropped into a nest of towels and sheets in the bottom of a laundry cart. 
 
    More towels and more sheets were piled on top of her.  
 
    It was actually very comfortable in there, although it was a little hard to breathe. 
 
    She moaned and gurgled into the gag and felt herself drifting, drifting. Almost peacefully. 
 
    Bound. 
 
    She was aware of her pounding heart and rapid breathing … and her wet pussy.  
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    She was pulled out of the laundry cart, still mummified in a sheet, and felt herself rather roughly deposited on a hard metal floor. And then heard a sliding metal door slam.  
 
    Sound of an engine starting.  
 
    She struggled to take some deep breaths and concentrate. But she could already feel the drug – a powerful sedative – going through her. How could you fight against being relaxed? 
 
    She reminded herself that it was only a training scenario. 
 
    She’d had them before. She’d once been handcuffed to a tree on an overnight Survive, Escape, Resist and Evade class, and picked the handcuffs and walked two miles, evading trainers hunting for her with flashlights and night-vision, and spent the night underneath a fallen tree when a surprise hail storm had struck.  
 
    A scary evening.  
 
    But this … this was something else.  
 
    She struggled to listen, shoulders aching, aware of her pissed-in panties. The vibrations and the cold metal floor beneath her suggested a delivery truck.  
 
    The back of a truck. She was in the back of a truck. Like one of those rental moving vans, something like that.  
 
    While there was more room to move than if she’d been stuck in the trunk of a car, she felt there was less chance of escape. In most new model cars, there was an emergency escape latch in the trunk. It usually even glowed in the dark.  Even in older model cars, victims were advised to try to pull out the wires for the brake lights, hoping to attract police attention. 
 
    But a moving truck? Only one door, a metal one, and it would lock from outside.  
 
    She began trying to wiggle her way out of the sheet.  
 
    She writhed, feeling her panties growing cold on her. Her big breasts ached as they pressed against the floor, but she finally managed to roll out of the sheet. She could slip her arms back and under her curled legs and get the zip ties in front of her – she knew she could do it, she’d practiced it many times – but her rubbery muscles didn’t give her much confidence.  
 
    Then the pillowcase was yanked off her head.  
 
    And she saw she was not alone in the back of the truck.  
 
    A green glow stick lay on the floor nearby, shining up into his face, turning his handsome face demonic. A few other green lights were scattered about, turning the back of the truck into a glowing fairy-tale cave.  
 
    “Looking fine, girl, even with the pissy panties,” said Kevin. 
 
    She made a whimpering noise into the gag.  
 
    “Just relax there, Jana,” he said, stroking her hair. She saw that he was using a smartphone to make a video of her. “You just lie there. Try to get out anymore, and I’ll have to give you another smackdown, and neither of us want that.” 
 
    She mewled into the ball gag, her big green eyes spilling with tears. To be so vulnerable was humiliating, of course, but it was even more embarrassing how aroused she felt. It was like glowing ball in her stomach.  
 
    Only pretend … 
 
    “Everything will be just fine as long as you do what I tell you, understand? Nod your head for me if you agree, Jana,” said Kevin.  
 
    She nodded quickly.  
 
    He pulled her ponytail and made her roll on her back, her breasts heaving in front of her and her back arching. He filmed it in the dim green light, chuckling again. “That’s it, that’s my good little girl,” he said. “Not some bad bitch now, are you? You know who’s the boss now?” 
 
    She nodded again. Jana knew that the Russian gangster Petrov would see this video. It wasn’t necessary to act terrified, humiliated and turned on in the right combination that the gangster would like: she really felt that way.  
 
    “It’s all over. All that fighting against your true nature. You’re not some activist, don’t make me laugh. You’re a sweet little submissive, and I’ll do what you dream of most and take your freedom away. I’ll give you the discipline you need, you little bitch.” 
 
    She blinked her eyes, struggling weakly against the zip ties, her back arched.  
 
    He used one hand to feel her breasts, and she moaned involuntarily. He pinched the stiff buttons of her nipples through the thin spandex of her sports bra.  
 
    “Nipples so hard,” said Kevin. “Don’t you worry, Jana, you’re going to get what you need real soon,” he said.  
 
    He put the phone down and pulled out a folding knife and flipped it open and sliced the sports bra off her carefully.  
 
    She moaned helplessly, squeezing her legs together. God, she got turned on when people cut her clothes off. She cursed her nature, and the abuse that had formed it, vividly flashing back to the time her principal had taken her on his desk.  
 
    Kevin wadded the fabric of the bra up and found the bobby pin. “Ah here we go. I knew you’d have one on you somewhere. Silly little Jana, I hope you see you’re not going anywhere. You’re finally the helpless slave you always dreamed of being.” He examined her heaving breasts admiringly, and then gently brushed the cold steel of the knife’s edge against her rock-hard nipples.  
 
    She murmured unintelligibly into the ball gag, shaking her head, tears starting to spill from her eyes.  
 
    “Oh, there there, don’t cry baby,” Kevin murmured. “I’m not going to hurt my little slave, don’t worry. I’ll make my little slave feel good like I know she wants. If I stick my hand in your little soaked panties, I bet your pussy will be so wet, won’t it? And not just with piss.” 
 
    She shook her head, whining into the ball gag. God, being helpless came back to her so easily. All the years of being a dominatrix, of being the one in charge just … vanished. In only a matter of 30 minutes or so, she’d been reduced to a helpless teenage girl again.  
 
    “Tell you what, sweet girl. I’ll put my hand in your panties and check. And if your pussy isn’t wet, I’ll let you go. Okay?”  
 
    She closed her eyes and turned her head away. 
 
    Kevin gently slid one big hand into the waistband of her panties, and she tried to squeeze her legs together but he easily slid one finger into the cleft and stroked her slick pussy lips with his rough finger, and she moaned and writhed, squeezing her tear-filled eyes shut.  
 
    “I knew it,” he said softly, kneeling next to her on the piss-stained sheet, bending to speak in her ear and kiss her on the neck. He smelled spicy and masculine. She instinctively tilted her head away, surrendering her neck and throat to him.  
 
    She whimpered.  
 
    His practiced fingers found the hot bud of her clit, and his fingertip poised on it, making her shudder and jerk against her bonds.  
 
    He pinched her nipple hard and said, “Be still, slave.”  
 
    She whimpered and nodded as the hot, exciting pain shot through her, making her break out in a sweat despite the cold dank truck.  
 
    “Now, let’s see you cum. Show your master how you can cum.” 
 
    He released her nipple and raised the phone with the video camera again. She could only imagine how she looked in the green light in the back of the truck, bound and naked. 
 
    Like the perfect bait to catch a sex predator, she thought.  
 
    But oh God! Kevin had taken her to the edge so quickly!  
 
    “Your master knows just what his slave likes,” said Kevin. “He knows exactly how to get his slave off good …”  
 
    With his other hand – with just one finger – he gently stoked her clit.  
 
    The fire in her belly, behind and below her stomach, started to grow and her breathing kicked into high gear. She squeezed her eyes shut, trying to stay completely still … but she couldn’t stop her whole body shaking, trembling.  
 
    “You’ll cum for me, won’t you little slave? You can cum right here in the back of this dirty truck, on that dirty sheet, and I don’t have to do anything but touch you with one finger. Show me how you like to be humiliated, you little bitch. Show me how you like to be tied up and kidnapped and treated like a little worthless whore …” 
 
    She moaned, a long drawn out sound into the ball gag, and felt it building in her, the heat and pressure, and she tried to fight it for a moment but was quickly swept along in the building volcano of hot humiliated pleasure, and she had an orgasm, shaking and flushing, her toes curling, back arching, straining against the plastic zip-ties that held her ankles and wrists together.  
 
    He bent and spoke in her ear. “I know all your secrets, Jana. I know everything that turns you on, and things you don’t even know about yourself yet. And this is only the beginning, slave. Only the beginning.” 
 
    Jana struggled to control her heavy breathing as the humiliated fire inside her began to burn down to ashes, leaving her cold and empty again. 
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER 5: IN THE BASEMENT 
 
      
 
    Undercover as a sex slave, Jana thought.  
 
    Stupid.  
 
    The thought repeated in her head like a mantra as she lay quietly in the back of the delivery truck, still breathless from the orgasm her captor Kevin had given her, her wrists and ankles bound with zip-ties, still entwined in the sheets that were stained with her own urine.  
 
    She knew it wasn’t the stupidest – or most naïve – thing she’d ever done, but she supposed it was certainly in the top five.  
 
    She couldn’t see; the black crepe bag had been put over her head again, and she wasn’t wiggling against the zip ties that painfully cinched her hands behind her back and secured her ankles. She lay still. 
 
    “You just lie there and think about what’s in store for you,” Kevin had whispered in her ear before replacing the black bag on her head. “If you start trying to get out of the zip ties here, I’ll punch you again. Do you want that?” 
 
    “No,” she said softly, with a submissiveness she didn’t quite feel.  
 
    And then he stepped back, leaving her alone. The rattling and humming of the truck moving beneath her covered up whatever slight sounds he made.  
 
    She imagined him against the back wall of the truck, sitting quietly … watching her.  
 
    Time slowed to a dark, empty crawl, panic gnawing at the edges of the blankness, as she concentrated on her breathing.  
 
    It’s only pretend, she kept repeating to herself. It’s not real.  
 
    But it sure felt real.  
 
    Finally the truck stopped, and she heard his footsteps, and heard the door rattling open … and then slamming closed.  
 
    The truck started rolling again.  
 
    Was she alone now?  
 
    She lay still. Trying to listen.  
 
    She heard only her own breathing, felt only the vibrations of the truck.  
 
    Coldness. Darkness. Emptiness. All around her 
 
    Jana felt the panic rising through the exhaustion, through the drugs in the injection she’d been given. Not just a sedative; some kind of euphoric, also. A combination of things? MDA, perhaps? GHB, maybe. A popular date rape drug. Her thoughts seemed slow and scattered, sounds seemed louder, lights seemed to dance behind her eyes in the darkness of the bag. She tried to take deep breaths but the air was stale inside the crepe bag. 
 
    Drugs. She hadn’t expected that. But why not?  
 
    Kevin had warned her that the kidnapping would be carried out in a perfectly realistic fashion, that they would never “break character” from the moment he tried to abduct her to the moment he met the Russian kidnapper and sex trafficker and arrested him after agreeing to “sell” her to him.  
 
    “Just think of it as the ultimate BDSM roleplay,” he had said in his silky smooth voice, in that clean, warm, tidy expensive hotel room in Prague more than a month previously.  
 
    It was what she’d wanted, after all. The ultimate -- and final -- BDSM role play. She’d hated the edge of weakness in her own voice as she’d asked him, “And what exactly are you going to do to me?” 
 
    He smiled thinly. “I’ll have to surprise you. That’s the only way it will be realistic. I can promise you that only I will have sex with you, and that I will not … hurt you in any … permanent manner. I mean, remember, I won’t be selling a damaged product.”  
 
    It had all seemed so easy, sitting in that comfortable hotel room in Prague, drinking wine.  
 
    But now, the drugs coursing through her, cold and naked and bound, on the hard floor of the truck, she felt the panic rising, the fear, warring with the urge to submit totally. The smell of the truck was metallic … as was the smell of her own piss.  
 
    One thing, and only one thing, calmed her.  
 
    Thinking of the tiny GSM tracking chip injected under the skin of her shoulder, and the man who was monitoring it.  
 
    Matt, the former Navy SEAL, her lover, her friend, one of the few people she trusted completely.  
 
    She concentrated on trying to calm herself and steady her breathing. The inside of the bag was full of her own hot breath, stale with fear. 
 
    She’d spent the last five years training for this, after all. To deal not only with physical threats but also to control her own deepest and worse urges: the terrible, shameful sexual arousal that she got from humiliation.  
 
    Now was time to use it.  
 
    Showtime, she thought to herself.  
 
      
 
    She passed into a delirious half-conscious stupor, her thoughts racing. She was back in the ocean outside the beach house, swimming, free. She was back on stage in Prague, so hot as Kevin and Matt fucked her hard as strangers watched. She was a scared child waiting in her room for her father, drunkenly laughing outside with his friends. “Come dance for us, Jana.”  
 
    Come dance for us.  
 
    She was alone in the dark and the silence. The vibrations, the rattling had stopped. Her arms and shoulders ached beneath her. The truck had stopped. She strained to listen. The metal doors of the truck rattled open, and she heard footsteps.  
 
    She was lifted in powerful arms – not Kevin, a different smell, some unpleasant cologne that even overpowered the smell of piss. It was difficult to smell anything through the bag, though –the inside of the bag was now moist with her own foul condensed breath, but her mouth felt dry. Her back and shoulders ached, and her throat ached with thirst. It must have been hours now, since they’d taken her from the hotel.  
 
    The primal helplessness of being carried, especially while bound, made her let out an involuntary whimper.  
 
    She heard Kevin chuckle, speaking softly not far from her head. “Just relax, Jana. Everything is going to be fine. Everything will be just like it should be.”  
 
    She, not for the first time, reflected on why abusers and predators were so fond of whispered assurances and endearments. Part of their own internal narrative in which they were doing something good, she supposed. They rarely saw themselves as villains. Twisted bastards.  
 
    She sensed that there were at least three men around her, including the one carrying her. She heard the one with the London accent say, “I’m off. My fucking eye, still hurts like fuck, can’t see at all out of it.” The one she’d stabbed in the eye with her fingernail. Jana felt a little savage pride at that.  
 
    “Yeah, get that taken care of,” replied Kevin.  
 
    The person carrying her walked down some stairs; this would be the time, if she was going to do it, to kick and fight, and hopefully knock both of them down the stairs, but she knew a fall down the steps with her arms and legs bound would probably severely injure her, as well.  
 
    She was placed in a hard wooden chair, rather carefully, her arms and shoulders now screaming with pain as they were pulled behind her over the back of the chair. She grunted and whined in pain.  
 
    “God the fucking tits on this one,” said the guy who had been carrying her. A strangely high-pitched voice for a guy who seemed to be quite large.  
 
    “Hands off,” said Kevin sharply. “Mine. And only mine. Got it?” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” said the other guy. Clearly a guy with a lot of military training.  
 
    At that a large hand settled on her bare breasts, squeezing it and kneading it. Her sensitive big breasts; a blessing and a curse, they always had been. Jana involuntarily hissed in air, a thrill running through her. She would have crossed her legs, if they hadn’t been tightly bound together with zip ties. The hand squeezed both her breasts tenderly, first the left then the right, and Kevin spoke again. “Allll mine. All this wonderful girl, to do with as I want. All mine. At least until we sell her. Isn’t that right, Jana?” 
 
    She didn’t answer.  
 
    A thumb and forefinger grabbed one of her pink nipples, which were taut, pebbled with fear and from the chill of the room, and said, “Answer me when I ask you a question, or I’ll pinch this nipple as hard as I can.”  
 
    Jana opened her mouth, and then closed it, aware that her reactions were hidden inside the black bag. That was about the only good thing about having a bag on your head, she thought.  
 
    She knew it was time to be submissive, to convince her captors that they she would not be a threat, to make them lower their guard. But suddenly she felt defiance swelling up in her. “Fuck you,” she blurted.  
 
    “Oh, you just want your nipple pinched, hmmm?” said Kevin, letting out another low laugh. “Well that’s an old joke, isn’t it? Hurt me, says the masochist. No, says the sadist. I wanted you to answer me, and you did, so that’s all right.”  
 
    She sighed with relief, her chest heaving, and he reached down and pinched her nipple hard, until she hissed in pain. She bit her lips to keep from screaming. 
 
    “But I’ll pinch you, hurt you, feel you, hit you, and fuck you, WHENEVER I WANT!” he yelled, and slapped her head open-handed -- lightly but still jarring her, and a bright flash filled her head. “Understand? Huh?” He slapped her head on the other side, lightly but still hard enough to bring tears to her eyes and a bright flash behind her closed eyes. “Answer me!” 
 
    She didn’t answer.  
 
    There was a pause, and then her other nipple was pinched, hard, by something cold and metallic. A clothespin?  A nipple clamp? No, she thought as the pain raced through her.  
 
    Pliers, she thought. Pliers.  
 
    She screamed aloud, this time.  
 
    “Yes,” she said, through gritted teeth. 
 
    The metal grip released her nipple. It throbbed with pain. 
 
    “All right then!” His voice was jovial again. “We understand each other. Communication is important, don’t you think? Even in a kidnapper / victim sort of relationship. Okay, then, Jana, I’m just going to tape you up here and then we’ll leave you alone for a bit to think. I’m sure you could use a little me time, right?” Kevin asked, and she heard the all-too-familiar ripping sound of a strip of duct tape being pulled away from the roll.  
 
    And then the oddly sensuous feeling of the end being stuck to her bare stomach. 
 
    Her breathing hitched up again and she was aware her breasts were probably heaving on her chest with her heavy breathing as the duct tape was wrapped around her body and around the chair, and she could hear Kevin’s murmur of pleasure as he took loving care in wrapping her up in duct tape. The tape was wrapped around her waist and the back of the chair, and then her legs, which were still bound together by a zip ties, were wrapped from ankle to knee, and then bound to the left leg of the chair. Her arms, draped over the back of the chair, were then savagely squeezed together until the elbows were almost touching, and then tape was wrapped around the wrist all the way up the forearms. 
 
    Secured, thoroughly wrapped, she felt an odd moment of euphoric well-being. The drugs, certainly, but also all the times she’d be wrapped up before sexual encounters with Matt. It was a pure Pavlovian reaction; her pussy was wet again, and she was aware her small black sports panties were still damp from earlier.  
 
    I’m going to get a diaper rash, she thought with amazement, and almost giggled, feeling the drugs.  
 
    Something hard rubbed against one of her swollen breasts and stiff nipples; she knew it was a cock and she made another involuntary whining sound. 
 
    “Sorry, I just gotta bust a quick nut here,” said Kevin’s voice, and the cock danced over her bound breasts, slapping them, hot and hard, and Kevin grunted as he expelled a hot jet of semen, which he distributed onto each nipple, as well as into her cleavage. 
 
    She let out another sob. The hot cum soothed the sore nipple he’d pinched with pliers.  
 
    “All right. So we’ll leave you alone here. And I’ll take the bag off, okay? Because you see, we’ve got a really special surprise for you. I think you are really going to like this, I really do.”  
 
    He pulled the bag off, but the room was still dark. But then the lights flashed on, bright overhead fluorescents, and her eyes filled with purple as the walls lit up.  
 
    She was back in the Principal’s basement.  
 
    Tears welled up in her eyes and her throat closed, and squeezed her eyes shut, and then opened them again. 
 
    Her mind struggled to comprehend what was happening. How could it be?  
 
    The Principal’s basement.  
 
    Purple walls. Wooden frames. Sex toys on the wall.  
 
    The basement under the white house in the country where she had been held by her Principal and the corrupt police officer Schmidt.  
 
    The purple walls were spinning around her as she felt herself beginning to hyperventilate, and she forced herself to scream just so she could keep breathing, and once she started it was hard to stop … until her throat closed from dryness. 
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
    But of course it wasn’t the same place.  
 
    It couldn’t be. The property had been seized, and all the things in the basement taken away as evidence and after the trial the house had been torn down and the basement filled in, the property sold off.  
 
    And, when she calmed down and looked around, she saw a lot of details were wrong. Primarily, the stairs were in a different place. And the bathtub was different. The cabinets were of a different type, but they were the same color, and mainly in the same place.  
 
    But those fucking purple walls.  
 
    The exact same shade.  
 
    All the hours she’d spent staring at them, waiting for her abusers to come down, she’d come to loathe the color, and afterwards, occasionally felt panic just seeing it. The white underwear the principal had always insisted she wear, too. Nothing in her entire wardrobe was purple, and none of her underwear was white.  
 
    She steeled herself against the drugs and the exhaustion and the terror.  
 
    It had been recreated from crime scene photographs, she supposed. Just to lend her torment here an extra layer of pain. To make her panic and fear more realistic.  
 
    But it was only a stage set.  
 
    Because it was just a game. A performance. She was just the bait in a big trap. A few more days, and then Matt would take her out and she’d start her life again – a normal life, with all this BDSM behind her -- and a dangerous Russian sex trafficker and kidnapper would be put away.  
 
    Matt had told her she could trust Kevin, and she knew Matt would never betray her. Matt had come to get her out of the Principal’s basement, and he’d keep anything from happening to her here.  
 
    She got her breathing going smoothly again, and forced herself to relax, and tried to clear her mind.  
 
    Matt knew where she was. The GSM chip. Even if its signal couldn’t be picked up underground, he’d know her last location above ground.  
 
    Wouldn’t he?  
 
    Yes. He would. He was among the best at this stuff. A former Navy SEAL and now a personal security expert and military contractor. Among the best in the world.  
 
    Her breathing slowed and steadied, finally.  
 
      
 
    But of course, being tightly bound to a wooden chair, her limbs at odd angles, it was impossible to relax for long.  
 
    So thirsty. Surely they’d come down and give her something to drink soon? Even the Principal had given her water shortly after her arrival in the dungeon.  
 
    She flexed her limbs gently against the tape, feeling for areas where it would give, feeling for areas of slack. The areas of slack were there; they were always there. It was surprisingly difficult to bind somebody thoroughly.  
 
    She looked over and saw the bed, and the bathtub not far from it. Not really a bed; a futon mattress on the floor. No frame. No springs or wires inside it. That detail, they’d gotten right. It looked exactly like the bed in the Principal’s basement, but it lacked sheets. The linoleum flooring was almost the same, too. The drain in the floor was in a different place, and the metal staple and attached chain was screwed into the floor in a different place. She supposed there was water there, if nowhere else.  
 
    She’d taken classes in how to bind and secure people, both in her Escape and Evade classes and in some training courses she’d taken in BDSM skills in learning how to be a dominatrix. Tape and rope were fine for securing somebody quickly, short term, but the human form is flexible and lithe, capable of an extremely wide range of movements, and it has its own natural lubricant in sweat and skin oil. It was hard to keep somebody secured that way.  
 
    She looked around and saw the black circles where cameras where undoubtedly watching everything she did. Jana wondered idly if there as a live hookup. Was the Russian watching her now? She supposed he probably was.  
 
    Fuck it, she thought. I’m thirsty.  
 
    Hope you enjoy the show, fucker, she thought.  
 
    She began wiggling against the tape, first rocking her legs gently, trying to stretch the tape that was binding them to the left chair leg. No need to panic nor jerk as hard as she could; just gently rocking her legs back and forth, creating a little slack, then a little more. The she started an up-and-down motion, and she finally felt the tape starting to pull away, tugging at her skin, at the follicles there.  
 
    Glad I waxed my legs recently, she thought.  
 
    Finally she had the tape slid half-way down her leg, with considerable slack, and using leverage, she twisted it until the remainder snapped.  
 
    Legs free, but ankles still wrapped with zip-ties. The zip ties were digging painfully into her skin, and she flexed and straightened her feet, rubbing them against each other. Her arms hurt even more, as did her back, from the pressure she’d put on them while pulling her legs free.  
 
    She began to repeat the same process with her arms, but it was much more difficult and painful. She felt for slack in the tape-cocoon around her forearms; there was more, but the motion of pulling her elbows together and apart and up and down was painful indeed from the cramping of being in that position for so long. She began rubbing the tape holding her arms against the edge of the frame of the back of the chair, and finally it caught and began to stretch and separate, and finally she had rubbed the tape apart.  
 
    Though of course her wrists were still zip-tied.  
 
    Her head was beginning to throb as badly as her shoulders and back, which now ached with a pain that felt cold and metallic, agony stabbing between her shoulder blades. Once the tape was off, a little pressure was removed, but only a little. Her hands were going numb, but she stretched her arms out and rotated them as much as she could, trying to ease the pain. Strips of torn tape clung to her arms like leeches.  
 
    Almost there, she thought.  
 
    Her torso was still bound to the chair, but there was a lot of slack there. She forced herself to stop, because she felt herself about to panic again, to give up, to just start screaming and thrashing.  
 
    Breathe in. Breathe out. Breathe out the pain and stress. Breathe in health and life.  
 
    So easy to say that sort of thing in a yoga class, she thought. Not so easy locked in a basement.  
 
    When she was calmer, she started wiggling her body against the slack in the tape around her waist, rocking backwards and forward while rotating, using her feet to help her, and fortunately she found the back of the chair began to rattle and wiggle in the wooden sockets that held it to the base of the chair. Like a lot of modern furniture, it was of smooth, aesthetic, and functional but not-especially-sturdy construction, and she began rocking back hard against it, using her feet to help her, and the back of the chair gave way before the tape did.  
 
    She fell to the ground, the broken back of the chair still taped to her torso. More pain shot through her arms, and she lay exhausted. She rolled onto her stomach and managed to get her hands over the back of the chair until she could use them to pull it down; the tape tugged and tore at her skin.  
 
    She took a deep breath and rocked the back of the chair, using it like a lever until the tape began to peel off and slide down, again rocking it gently to avoid straining anything. She pulled at the slack until the tape had bunched around her waist in a thick, messy, sticky loop.  
 
    Sitting up, awkwardly, ankles still bound, she caught a loop of tape against the base of the chair and twisted until it began to tear quickly, and she finally wormed her way free, the tape tearing painfully off her skin as she rolled away from the back of the chair.  
 
    She lay on the cold linoleum floor, panting, shoulders still aching and her head throbbing. She was free of the tape, but still bound by the tight plastic loops around her feet and ankles.  
 
    What the fuck have I done, she thought. Why have I done this to myself? The Principal put me down in a place like this by extortion and threats … but this, I did of my own free will.  
 
    She rested for a while, waiting and listening to see if there was any reaction to her “escape.” 
 
    She heard nothing at all except her own breathing. The adhesive residue on her skin from the tape stuck gently to the cold linoleum beneath her.  
 
    She realized she was still in her urine soaked panties, and she felt a surge of renewed anger at the humiliations she was being subjected to.  
 
    The ultimate BDSM roleplay.  
 
    Come dance for us, Jana.  
 
    Her mind reeled from exhaustion, and drugs, and she took deep breaths, feeling like she would be crying … if she wasn’t so dehydrated.  
 
    She wiggled her arms and rolled onto her side and thrust her ass back and, straining against the lightning pain in her shoulders, passed her bound wrists down and around and under her ass, and finally managed to curl her legs up and get her bound wrists in front of her.  
 
    The relief of stress in her shoulders, the lessening of pain, felt almost like pleasure. Jana heaved a deep sigh of relief.  
 
    She stretched and flexed her arms, over her head and back and around, trying to work the pain and stiffness out. She curled and uncurled herself, rolling on the linoleum, luxuriating in the mobility.  
 
    But still cold and naked and bound.  
 
    Come dance for us, Jana.  
 
    She remembered it so clearly it was like her father had spoken in her ear.  
 
    Voices in her head? Hallucinations? Memories? Ghosts?  
 
    In her drugged, dehydrated state, she wondered if there was even a difference.  
 
    Getting out of zip-ties required either something small and thin and flat to slide into the tiny locking teeth, or strength and leverage to break them. Jana didn’t have either, at the moment. But after some water, she knew, she’d feel a lot better.  
 
    She rolled over to the bathtub, heart hammering in anticipation, and pulled herself up onto the edge of it and twisted one of the taps open eagerly.  
 
    Nothing.  
 
    No water.  
 
    She stuck a finger up inside the tap; not a trace of moisture. 
 
    She sank back onto the cold hard linoleum, lower lip trembling, and then the lights went out, plunging the room into complete, absolute darkness, and she heard laughter. She was pretty sure it was real laughter, through a speaker, somewhere.  
 
    Kevin.  
 
    Or maybe it was ghosts.  
 
    Or was it her father?  
 
    Dance for us, Jana.  
 
    I can’t, Daddy.  
 
    She whimpered and closed her eyes and curled into a ball on the linoleum in the darkness, and cried without tears.  
 
      
 
    Nobody came.  
 
    She waited for the door to open, as she had when she was locked in the Principal’s basement. 
 
    But nobody came.  
 
    Hours passed. In her delirium and agony, time seemed to slow to a crawl, but she was still vaguely aware a lot of it was passing.  
 
    Hours passed, and Jana passed in and out of unconsciousness. 
 
    Nobody came. Nobody spoke.  
 
    Nobody touched her. 
 
    She lay alone, whimpering, and she would have been completely unresisting to anybody who had come to and tried to use her, no matter what they tried to do to her.  
 
    But the time passed and nobody came.  
 
    She crawled in the darkness until she reached the bed, hands and knees still bound, until she managed to get onto the bed.  
 
    Oh, god, the bed was so soft and comfortable, even if only when compared to the floor. She mewled in pitiful relief.  
 
    The darkness was so total. The Principal’s basement hadn’t been this dark; there had been one small, very dim nightlight near the toilet. A little light. Just a little.  
 
    Which was far, far, better than this complete and total darkness.  
 
      
 
    Reality swam in and out. But her dreams did not transport her; they tormented her. Sometimes she seemed to be running and falling, but then she would thrash in her sleep, the plastic zip ties digging into the raw tortured flesh of her wrists – the zip ties had drawn blood, by this time – and she was all too aware that she was bound and naked in a cold basement.  
 
    In the Principal’s basement?  
 
    No. This was not even real.  
 
    She’d wrapped herself in the sheet but it was still cold down in this basement, this stage-set replica of the place she’d first been tortured.  
 
    No. Not the first place … 
 
      
 
    She knew she was talking, yelling in her delirium sometimes. She seemed to remember this had all been a game. How had it all turned into reality?  
 
    When she was awake, lying miserable and sore and dehydrated in the darkness, she tried to remember if she’d said anything that might make the Russian watching her realize this was some kind of trap. That, surely, would be dangerous for Matt, and she didn’t want that. Would all this be for nothing? All the suffering she’d already done?   
 
    Then she began to think: what if they’re dead already? Matt and Kevin? What if the Russian found out what they were doing and sent men around to … kill them? Or what if Matt and Kevin had to go away and just …left her here? What if they’d forgotten about her, somehow? 
 
    She lay in the miserable dark, for an eternity.  
 
      
 
    The lights came on.  
 
    She struggled to focus, and she heard footsteps. The slow, measured, heavy footsteps. They sounded the same as in the Principal’s basement – although she was beginning to wonder if she was still in the Principal’s basement, if all that stuff about getting out and sending the Principal to jail and becoming a writer and activist and so forth had just been a dream.  
 
    She sat up, pain shooting through her back and her raw, bleeding wrists, and saw the broad-shouldered, smooth-headed silhouette of Kevin.  
 
    “Good morning, Jana. Having fun?” he said, cheerfully.  
 
    She just looked at him, eyes bleary and head aching.  
 
    Kevin, her captor. The federal agent, she reminded herself. Or independent contractor working for the fed, anyway. Matt’s friend. The undercover sex slaver. Tall and muscular, with smooth golden-brown skin and big green eyes, almost as bright green as her own. Smoothly shaved head. Looking down at her, a close mix of amusement and contempt in his face. He wore a tight black t-shirt and black gym shorts.  
 
    He held a bottle of water in her hand, and her stomach gurgled audibly when she saw it.  
 
    He smiled. “Nearly 30 hours now. Imagine you’re pretty thirsty?” 
 
    She tried to say yes but she just emitted a raspy squawk. 
 
    “Three days is about all most people can survive without water. Such a simple basic thing, and pretty much nobody every thinks about it. I’m sure you’re aware of this, you’ve taken those civilian survival classes.”  
 
    She looked at him, and nodded.  
 
    He shook his head. “Probably thought you were ready, didn’t you? Never be a victim again. Never beg again. Sure you told yourself that, huh, all that jiu-jitsu and whatnot?” 
 
    She just looked at him. All those hours on the mat, training, fighting, and they’d subdued her in a matter of seconds.  
 
    “Funny how quickly all that stuff can go out the window once your basic human needs are taken away. I mean, just water! Three days! Hell, people live for weeks without food, but take away water, man.” He shook his head.  
 
    He paced in a thoughtful circle, looking at her and at the remains of the chair and the tape. “Good job on the tape. That was … mighty sexy, watching that. Bet you thought we’d have raped your fine ass a dozen times by now, didn’t you?”  
 
    She didn’t answer, but indeed she had thought that. She’d expected a lot of things, but not being left alone for so long.  
 
    “Those dipshits that abducted you before,” Kevin continued, “they wanted to fuck you, and control you, but they didn’t really want to break you, did they? They kept you fed and watered, at least. Had no idea what they were doing, really.”  
 
    He took the cap off the water. There was still condensation on the outside of the bottle. She blinked; her eyes felt gummy and her throat was closing, as she imagined the taste of the cold water.  
 
    “They threatened your mother, hmm? That was how they mainly controlled you, eh. Yeah, I read all the court transcripts. Easy to get hold of that stuff. Well, I can’t threaten your mother now, can I?” 
 
    Jana’s mother had died of lung cancer a year and a half previously. It was a particularly aggressive form and she was dead within six months of diagnosis. 
 
    Jana looked away from Kevin.  
 
    “Which is why I dug up her corpse and stuck it in that cabinet over there,” said Kevin.  
 
    Jana jerked upright, eyes wide, but Kevin burst into laughter. “No, Christ, I’m just fucking with you. Jesus, come on, Jana!” 
 
    Jana just blinked at him, opening her mouth to speak, but then closing it again.  
 
    “Now, your daddy, I could threaten him. But he’s in bad old Saudi Arabia, isn’t he? Been there teaching English for five years now. Funny because he seemed to enjoy his life teaching English and fucking young girls in Eastern Europe. Wonder what could have happened to send him to Saudi, huh?” said Kevin, smiling. 
 
    Jana croaked, “Something bad, I guess.” And managed a smile, though it hurt her cracked lips. 
 
    Courtney and Matt had tied up Jana’s father up and beaten him, while Jana searched his computer for evidence of his numerous sexual encounters with young girls in Prague. Jana had then told her father that if he got a job teaching in Saudi Arabia and donated 25 percent of his money to Jana’s foundation, she would not turn him into Interpol for statutory rape.  
 
    Her first step into life as a secret outlaw. 
 
    And look where that had led her. 
 
    Another fucking basement.  
 
    Kevin took a sip of the water and said, “I bet you’d suck my dick quite happily for some water, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    Jana blinked again. 
 
    “Think a cup of cum will slake your thirst? Oh, it just might. You’d fuck me good. Or try, anyway. You’re so dehydrated I imagine your pussy would be so dry it’d be like fucking a knothole. I could take your ass, anyway. You’d let me fuck your ass for some water, wouldn’t you sweetheart?” 
 
    Jana was aware her lower lip was trembling. 
 
    Kevin shook his head, pacing in a semi-circle around the bed. “It’s why I see all this bullshit on TV with the torture, all those spy shows, they shoot somebody in the leg and then stomp on it until the bad guy tells them what they want to know. I mean, shit! Shoot somebody in the upper thigh, there’s a huge fucking femoral artery there, they’ll bleed out in less than a minute. And if they don’t, probably go into shock and lose consciousness. Such bullshit! ” 
 
    She rolled her head to watch him as he languidly paced around the basement dungeon.  
 
    “Let me tell you a little bit about myself, Jana. All these years you’ve been training to resist abuse, and help people who’ve been abused? Well, I’ve spent a bit more than those number of years learning how to abuse people. I worked directly for the CIA for a while, but then it became more politically expedient to sub-contract those bad ol’ harsh interrogation methods out to contracting companies when that became … controversial.” 
 
    He picked up the remains of the chair and the strips of tape and took it over to the other side of the room and locked it in one of the large cabinets.  
 
    “I have to tell you, I learned a lot about how to hurt people. A lot. You’ve probably read a bit about it. Amnesty International reports on sexual abuse of prisoners at Abu Ghiraib, waterboarding at Guantanamo, etc. But whatever you read, I tell you that … you don’t have any idea.” His bright green eyes bored into hers like emerald lasers. “You simply have no idea of the … fucking nightmares we were creating, day in and day out, at secret prisons all over the world.” 
 
    She stared back at him. She didn’t feel impressed. She’d heard plenty of stories of nightmares from abused women and girls from all over the world, in most cases from their own family.  
 
    He paced in a thoughtful circle. “But hurting people, that’s not the best way to get people to do what you want, you know?” he continued. “You hurt people enough, they’ll tell you anything to get you to stop. They might even tell you the truth. But generally, why should they believe you’ll stop?” 
 
    He approached her again, taking another leisurely sip of water.  
 
    “But take their basic needs away – especially sleep, water, food and then to a lesser extent shelter and dignity –and they will do anything they can to get that shit back, you know? It doesn’t really take that long at all, actually. Although maybe longer than your average 45 minute TV show has to invest in showing it.” 
 
    Jana took her eyes off the bottle and saw that he had something else in his hand; the same knife he’d sliced her bra off with earlier.  
 
    “Now hold your hands out, Jana, and I’ll get those ties off you,” he said. “I know you aren’t going to be stupid enough to try any bullshit jiu-jitsu tricks. You’re weak as a newborn kitten, you’re so dehydrated.” 
 
    She knew it was true.  
 
    She held her arms out and he sliced the ties off with a deft motion. She whimpered in relief, and began rubbing the circulation back to her hands, rubbing the chafed and bleeding wrists.  
 
    She held her legs out and he did the same, and she again whimpered in relief as the blood flowed back into her feet. 
 
    He stepped back to the cabinet and brought out a few gauze bandages and ripped the paper coverings off them, tossed them to her.  
 
    Wincing, she pressed them against her raw wrists.  
 
    “I know it’s hard for you to talk right now, Jana. But I want you to say, please master, can I have some water,” said Kevin.  
 
    “Please master can I have some water,” croaked Jana.  
 
    “Good,” he said.  
 
    Kevin handed her the water bottle, and she made another squawking noise as she upended the bottle and poured it into her eager mouth. She could practically feel her stomach, her organs, her cells, expanding as the water entered her system. Blood spread on the gauze bandages wrapped around her wrists. 
 
    Kevin smiled at her, and then crossed his arms. Then he stepped back to the cabinet, yet again, and brought out a small plastic bag. “This is for you, slave.” 
 
    He spread the contents at the foot of the bed where she lay: a pair of snow white lace bra and panties, and a white blouse and plaid skirt. “Are you ready to get dressed, slave?” Kevin asked, almost absently, bending to pick the sliced-through strips of zip tie off the sheet.  
 
    She suddenly yelled, “FUCK YOU!” and hurtled herself off the bed at him, her fingers clawing at his eyes.  
 
    He barely moved; simply jabbed the extended fingers of his left hand into her solar plexus, and she crumpled breathless back onto the bed, gagging. 
 
    “All right, no problem then,” said Kevin, taking the key and locking the cabinet again, making sure everything was tidy as Jana lay gasping on the mattress. “You just need to cook for another day or two.” And without so much as a glance back at her, he walked up the steps and through the door, which closed tightly behind him. 
 
    And then the loud music started. Loud industrial rock music, seeming to come from all around her, boring into her. 
 
    She curled up on the bed, naked, and pressed her arms around her ears, but it didn’t help much. The vibrations of the music seemed to come through the mattress into her.  
 
    She had a little moisture to cry now, but not much.  
 
      
 
    Time slowed to a crawl, but Jana was sure that the hours must have stretched into days. Jana was only aware of her agony, of the constant darkness and the din which stopped only occasionally for a few precious seconds as the song changed.  
 
    She couldn’t sleep, of course, but fell into a semi-conscious delirium, dragged insistently away from dreams by the loud music. The thirst and the gnawing hunger returned; but mainly the thirst. Eating was the last thing on her mind.  
 
    She explored the area around the bed in the dark, crawled around on the floor like a dog, but there was nothing but chains and tables to be chained to. Tables bolted to the floor, metal loops bolted to the floor. She crawled up the steps and lay at the door – so well-designed and sealed that there wasn’t even a crack of light under it or around it – and tried to feel for any way out, resisting the urge to bang on it and scream, until she finally gave up and crawled back into the bed. The bed seemed to be the only soft and soothing thing around. She rolled the ends of sheets into balls and forced them into her ears but again, it didn’t help much.  
 
    There must have been more drugs in the water. More mind-bending, reality warping drugs. Lights danced in the darkness. Ghosts. Memories. Voices.  
 
    Without any sleep, in the complete dark, she felt her willpower, her mind, her very sanity, draining slowly away. Like sand through an hourglass. Slowly, but steadily. So, so slowly.  
 
    Finally she became enraged at not her captors, but at herself. Why hadn’t she just done as he’d asked her? Why had she fought at all? Indeed, why had she ever fought the Principal in the first place? He’d treated her fairly in her captivity. He’d made her cum, again and again. She could still be there, and at least she’d be eating. Not like this one who held her now, leaving her all alone in the screaming terrifying dark, rolling filthy and tangled on the sheets.  
 
    “I’m ready!” she screamed. “I’m sorry! Please turn it off! I’ll do anything!”  
 
    But the music didn’t turn off and the lights didn’t come on.  
 
    Jana, come dance for us, said her father.  
 
    Daddy, I can’t.  
 
    Come on, do it, he said. Those ballet lessons were expensive. 
 
    Okay, I will.  
 
    Put on your ballet outfit. 
 
    But I’m too … big for it now.  
 
    It doesn’t matter, he said, eyes glazed with alcohol. Put it on anyway.  
 
    Was he here? Had they somehow gotten her father, and brought him here, put him in the basement with her?  
 
    For a while she thought so. She cowered, thinking he might reach out and touch her.  
 
    Or was he still in her mind? A memory? A ghost?   
 
    She’d hide from him, when he got drunk and insisted he dance for him and his friends. But there weren’t many places to hide in that dark little apartment.  
 
    Sometimes she’d hide in her wardrobe. No closets in Russian apartments. Hiding in the dark that was somehow comforting and familiar, unlike this terrifying loud emptiness she was now trapped in.  
 
    But he’d find her. She was just waiting for him to find her. Waiting in the dark.  
 
    She remembered the smell of that house; cigarette smoke and beer. She couldn’t be there now, this place smelled different. Like sweat and cement and … piss.  
 
    She felt the plastic bag with the school uniform and the bra and panties in it, and clutched it tight in the darkness, and finally took it out, and carefully put it all on.   
 
    Finally it stopped.  
 
    The lights came on.  
 
    Kevin came slowly down the steps. “Hello, slave. How are you feeling?” 
 
    Jana lay trembling, semi-conscious, blinking.  
 
    “You’re in shock, pretty much. Dehydrated. Low blood pressure. The effect of lack of sleep are pretty much equivalent to schizophrenia, you know. And of course the drugs. My own special cocktail. Hallucinations, delusions, paranoia, profound depression and mood swings. Are you ready for that to end?” 
 
    Jana just stared at him. He wasn’t real, she thought. Not real at all. 
 
    “Well?” he asked.  
 
    “Please daddy, I’ll dance,” she croaked.  
 
    “Daddy?” he said, smiling. “Don’t be silly, girl. I’m not your daddy. I’m your master. Your daddy, he was a stupid drunk. A fuck up. And that principal guy, he was an amateur. He rolled high school girls around. Anybody can do that. Now, me, I’ve beaten and broken extremists, terrorists, highly motivated professional criminals. I’m a crime fighter, you know? A master you can respect.”  
 
    Crime fighter. Is that why I’m here? Because of the crimes? Beating and blackmailing her father? The principal’s son? The man in the basement, her client whose leg she’d broken? 
 
    She closed her eyes.  
 
    She felt the sheet taken off her and looked down at herself, clad in the white blouse and plaid skirt. She didn’t even remember putting it on.  
 
    Kevin fastened a collar around her neck as she whimpered and moaned, shivering on the bed.  
 
    Then she struggled to stand as he tugged on the leash attached to the collar.  
 
    He placed a blindfold over her eyes as she sat up. The kind they give you for free on airplanes.  
 
    “Just one more thing, Jana,” said Kevin. “You’re almost ready, I think.” 
 
    She whimpered as he tugged on the leash, the collar cutting off her air momentarily, and her muscles trembled as she lurched forward and crawled off the mattress.  
 
    She didn’t even try to stand; she walked on her hands and knees, painful and cold on the concrete floor, blindfolded, as he pulled her by the collar, her hair tumbling over her face, her muscles aching, the cuts on her wrists and ankles burning.  
 
    “Okay Jana,” he said, speaking in a low soothing voice. “Right here. Want you to sit for me, okay? Good little bitch dog.” 
 
     He led her over something round and leather-covered, some kind of object, about one foot by two feet, sort of round, some kind of cushion or something, and then he pulled up on the leash and she sat up, as he pushed it between her legs. She was sitting on a … bicycle seat? Some sort of protrusion between her legs.  
 
    And then she realized what it was, even in her barely coherent state.  
 
    A Sybian.  
 
    A vibrating saddle on a padded semi-circular mount.  
 
    They came with a dildo attachment, but the vibrating saddle alone was more than sufficient to drive most women into intense orgasms.  
 
    Straddling it, she felt the textured surface pressing against her pussy through the white lace panties she wore.  
 
    She felt the leash being pulled taut over her head; she had to sit up straight on the device or risk being choked.  
 
    She tried to speak again, but her voice was gone; only a raspy whisper emerged. 
 
    “Shhh, Jana. It’s okay. You know what’s coming, don’t you? You know that everything is fine. You’re going to get just what you want now.”  
 
    Then she felt him strapping her ankles against the floor, on either side of the sex toy.  
 
    And the soft seat beneath he began to vibrate.  
 
    Jana tried to raise her pussy off it; the straps around her ankles prevented her. The vibration was slow at first, simply a mild tingle, but then it began to increase until it was making her whole body shudder with pleasure.  
 
    “I’m not going to make you sit on the cock, not right now,” he said, close to her ear. His breath smelled like mints. “I know you’re too dehydrated. It might hurt. And I don’t want you to hurt. I want you to feel good.”  
 
    She whimpered as the vibrations increased, as her pussy and clit and then her whole body began to fill with the warmth. She let out a mewling sound of pleasure and whipped her head back, beginning to pant. She felt the tension beginning to build, to build, as the orgasm ballooned inside of her. 
 
    “Come on, Jana. Don’t fight it. Why would you even want to? How can you fight against something that feels good?” 
 
    She could only pant and whine in response, as the vibrations dialed down, and the orgasm began to subside. She was aware she was pushing her pussy down harder on the saddle, now, and her hands were clutching her own breasts through the blouse and bra.  
 
    “You’re being watched, Jana, does that turn you on? Does that make you hot? Your future masters, Jana. The men I’m going to sell your ass to. They’re watching you now, watching me train you, watching how hot you are, watching how you fucking love to cum.” 
 
    Jana pulled the blouse open, and thrust one hand inside her bra, squeezing her own big tit hard, feeling the nipples still covered with dried cum and sore from being pinched hard earlier. The chain connected to the dog collar around her neck rattled and she was momentarily choked, then sat up straighter.  
 
    “Go ahead, Jana, show them how you love to be humiliated. How you love to cum, how you love to be a slave. Don’t you, girl? Don’t you love it?” 
 
    Jana shook her head, but couldn’t stop grinding her pussy down on the saddle as the vibrations slowed. 
 
    Then the vibrations began to come up again, and Jana threw her head back in pleasure again, moaning helplessly.  
 
    “Just let it go, Jana. All this bullshit. Activist. You know you’re nothing but a little slave girl. A helpless little bitch who deserves to get fucked like a helpless little bitch. Isn’t that right?” 
 
    Jana shook her head, rubbing her clit against the vibrating saddle, aware of her dry cracked lips as the breath sucked in and out over them, and she peeled both lacy bra cups down and grabbed handfuls of her own tits, panting. 
 
    The vibrations rose up and up until Jana was shaking helplessly, right at the edge of orgasm, and Jana was aware she was mouthing the words, “No, no, no” but nothing was coming out through her dry throat. Her heart was hammering and her whole body flushed hot and cold.  
 
    Then the vibrations subsided a little; and the blindfold was removed from her face.  
 
    Kevin stood in front of her, naked, chiseled and gleaming with sweat and oil in the dim purple light reflecting off the walls, his cock thick and straight and long in front of him, not far from her face.  
 
    In one hand he held a bottle of water. “Just say yes, master. That’s all you have to do, Jana.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” she rasped, eyes rolling 
 
    “Here, Jana. Take the water.” He opened the bottle and poured it over his cock.  
 
    Without even thinking, Jana took the big hard wet cock into her mouth, licking the water eagerly off the shaft. She moaned in relief as the moisture eased her parched throat, her dry lips, and Kevin laughed at her eagerness.  
 
    He thrust his cock into her mouth, filling her throat with it, and she gurgled and moaned around it.  
 
    “That’s it. Suck it good. That’s where the water is, slave. And I know you’re not stupid enough to bite me. I’ll leave your ass down here on the Sybian until you die of thirst and exhaustion.” 
 
    He pulled his cock out and doused it again with water, and she eagerly lapped the cool water off the shaft, drinking the life-giving moisture off his throbbing-hard dick. He pulled her hair and tilted her head back and poured water directly into her mouth and she gasped with pleasure as she drank it down.  
 
    Then he pushed his wet dick into her mouth again and she eagerly sucked it, feeling her own tits as she pushed her pussy against the Sybian, and the controller in his other hand clicked and the warming buzzing vibration began again, and this time she felt her toes curling and knew she was cumming, and she gasped helplessly around the dick filling her mouth and throat.  
 
    “Ohh, you suck my cock so good Jana. So many guys these days love fucking the asshole, think that’s the ultimate in control. But me, nothing I love more than seeing my cock go in and out of your pretty little mouth, your pretty little green eyes filled with tears.”  
 
    Jana blinked tears, looking up at him, moaning around his big cock, and began to cum, in shame and humiliation and terror and exhaustion, but cumming, cumming, her entire body shaking, pinching her own nipples as she came, hard and hot and long, the Sybian vibrating under her, and then Kevin’s cock twitched and pulled free from her mouth and then the head pushed past her lips again and began expelling hot loads of cum, which filled her mouth and throat, and she swallowed every drop.  
 
    Kevin turned the Sybian off and then grabbed her hair and tilted her head back and kissed her now moist and sticky lips and face tenderly. Deliriously, she kissed him back, using her tongue. 
 
    He took another small bottle of water and unscrewed the top and gave it to her, and she eagerly drank the whole thing, aware of the collar – still pulled taut, connected to a hook on the ceiling above her –as she swallowed. 
 
    Then he smiled at her, stroking his deflating cock. “That was very good, slave. I think after a few more hours on the Sybian, you’ll be the absolute perfect slave.”  
 
    She looked up into his eyes, dazed, with dawning horror.  
 
    His eyes were as blank and emotionless as a doll’s eyes.  
 
    This was not the same person she had spoken to previously. This was an … empty shell.  
 
    He pulled her blouse fully open to better see her tits, then stepped behind her and pulled her hands behind her back and cuffed them together.  
 
    Stepping back in front of her, he almost tenderly placed a plastic clothespin on each hard pink nipple. 
 
    Jana hissed in pain, already becoming breathless from the pleasure of the vibrations between her legs.  
 
    “I think you’re ready for the cock, now, don’t you?” 
 
    He affixed the plastic phallus to the vibrating seat of the Sybian, already slick with lubricant, and pulled her up by the hair until it was under her pussy, and then he released her, and she let out a long loud breathless moan as it filled her. 
 
    Then he smiled, Kevin’s familiar slick smile, a mask clicking back into place, and he turned on the Sybian again.  
 
    He walked up the steps, turning out the lights again as he disappeared through the door.  
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER 6: LITTLE DEATH 
 
      
 
    Approaching her fourth breathless, helpless, trembling climax of the day, Jana couldn’t help but remember the French expression for orgasm:   
 
    Le petit mort. 
 
    Little death.  
 
    Strapped onto a Sybian masturbation machine, drugged and powerless in the basement of her captor, all the mistakes and abuse in her life flashed before her eyes as she slipped in and out of consciousness, the machine humming into her sopping wet crotch.  
 
    Little death.  
 
    Nothing felt very little about this experience, however.  
 
    She seemed vaguely to recall she had agreed to act as bait in an undercover operation, but all of that felt a million miles away now. She was aware of nothing but the sensation, the maddening vibrations, the plastic dick stretching her as the fourth orgasm began to overtake her.  
 
    Dehydrated and exhausted, her knees and ankles strapped on opposite sides of the leather base of the vibrating saddle, Jana was aware of the dog collar around her neck, chafing and choking, attached to something above her. Her captor, Kevin, had turned out the lights before he’d gone back upstairs, and images and hallucinations played before her eyes.  
 
    More drugs, she thought. There had undoubtedly been more drugs in the water Kevin had given her. Something hallucinogenic, she was sure.  
 
    She’d begun to grow numb after the second orgasm, but the machine was set on some kind of timed pattern, the vibrations decreasing to almost nothing and then increasing again. Or perhaps it was remote controlled, some remote control she couldn’t see. Either way, the numbness would after a while increase to a tingling again, and then the vibrations would pick up in intensity and begin carrying her away. 
 
    Her hands were handcuffed behind her back, but not secured to anything, and she reached down to feel the small padlocks on the nylon straps that secured her legs on opposite sides of the device. She was a reasonable lock pick, and it was fairly easy to get out of handcuffs with a bobby pin, but it required steady hands and the lock-picking bobby pin she’d always kept on her person had been taken from her when she’d been stripped after the kidnapping.  
 
    She rode the waves of vibrations, too intense after a while to be called simply pleasure anymore. They took away her ability to breathe, her ability to think. She was aware of pain – pain in her legs, her back, her neck, muscular aches, and of course in the clothespins pinching her nipples hard, but it all paled compared to the electricity, the red hot coals of sensation burning between her legs.  
 
    How much time had passed? An hour? Two? Three? More? 
 
    And how many days had it been now?  
 
    Come dance for us, Jana. 
 
    She actually spun her head around, gagging as the collar choked her, thinking her father had spoken in her ear.  
 
    * * *  
 
    Her father had been a young American man teaching English in her home country of Russia, only 22 when he had married her 18 year old mother. She remembered the small dank apartment they’d shared, and while she’d been repelled by the constant smoking and drinking of her parents, she’d adored both of them. She remember walks in the parks nearby, the big square grey buildings around them, even weekly trips to the forests around the city.  
 
    But also the loud parties, the drunken fights, the stink of stale beer and cigarette smoke and cheap food.  
 
    Things had started to change when she was 12.  
 
    Her father and mother were drinking and arguing more than ever. Her mother and father each sought the favor of their daughter. Her father, who had never been very physically affectionate, began hugging and tickling her more and more, buying her gifts.  
 
    At this time, her tits had become rather embarrassingly big for a girl her age … and father had expressed great interest in helping her buy bras that fit, taking her shopping while her mother was at her job as an accountant.  
 
    * * *  
 
    Jana couldn’t cry out anymore; she just threw her head back and panted breathlessly, voicelessly, as another orgasm consumed her.  
 
    She tried to push thoughts of her father out of her mind. But she hadn’t thought of him much, not since the abuse by the Principal, since the week of imprisonment had pushed most of those early uncomfortable thoughts away. After all, it wasn’t like her father had raped her or beaten her. Some … inappropriate behavior. But that had all been dwarfed by the later experiences she’d had. 
 
    And what’s more … she’d had her payback against him.  
 
    The last time she’d seen her father, he’d been tied to a bed in his apartment in Prague, Courtney spanking him, while Jana had searched his computer to find pictures of him having sex with his 16-year-old “girlfriend.” She’d given him a choice – jail or move to the Middle East to teach and devote a considerable portion of his income to Jana’s foundation against child sexual abuse. 
 
    She hadn’t thought much about him since, having Courtney deal with depositing the monthly checks and making sure her father wasn’t going anywhere too interesting on his holidays.  
 
    She hadn’t thought about him much at all.  
 
    But now, with the drugs, the exhaustion, the torment, the second time in her life she’d been imprisoned in a basement, she strangely couldn’t stop thinking about him. Like he’d popped up out of some trapdoor in her mind.   
 
      
 
    The trips to the store to buy bras had been an exciting outing for her at first. It made her feel nice and adult, a growing young woman. They hadn’t had much money, of course, and most of her clothes was cheap imported stuff from Turkey and China. 
 
    But she blossomed so quickly she’d skipped right over training bras. And her father had taken her to comparatively expensive shops to buy “big girl” bras and panties. In the malls, new in Russia then, rather than the kiosks and outdoor markets that they’d usually shopped at.  
 
    He’d help her pick out different things, and then go into the dressing room with her and watch her try them on.  
 
    She was aware of the occasional odd looks from the people in the shops, but it was her father, after all, what was the problem?  
 
    So many ways to twist people, Jana thought. And so many ways people are twisted.  
 
    She felt herself sagging, and the dog collar tightening around her throat … black roses bloomed in her vision as the air was cut off, and bells began ringing in her head … 
 
    Then the lights were on again, and Kevin was standing next to her, and she could breathe again, as the collar was released.  
 
    The vibrations ceased between her legs, leaving her sitting on pins and needles of numb legs and tingling pussy.  
 
    “How are you, Jana?” asked Kevin.  
 
    She just looked at him, gulping in oxygen.  
 
    He opened one of the cabinets and took out a framed metal mirror, and placed in on the wall in front of her so she could see herself.  
 
    Jana sobbed, seeing her mussed blonde hair hanging in her pale face, eyes underlined with shadows, lips cracked and swollen, the schoolgirl skirt hiked around her waist and her sodden panties pushed to the side as she humped the Sybian. Her white schoolgirl blouse was open and her swollen tits were visible, the cups of her white lace bra pulled down around them, clothespins pinching her sore nipples. 
 
    A victim again.  
 
    She looked up at Kevin, who looked handsome, well-rested and relaxed, dressed again in the basketball shorts and tight dark t-shirt.  
 
    “Hmm, my new little slave? Are you feeling a little more amenable to your master now?” 
 
    Jana blinked, and managed to rasp through her aching throat: “Fuck you. You’re not a master. You’re a rapist and a kidnapper and a predator.”  
 
    There was a brief flash of dark anger in his beautiful light green eyes – but that was immediately replaced by his erupting into deep, sonorous laughter.  
 
    “You’re the best, Jana. And worth every penny that we’re going to sell you for.”  
 
    Jana closed her eyes as he bent down and undid the padlocks around her ankles and legs. Then he unfastened the leash from the hook on the ceiling and pulled it.  
 
    Jana struggled to stand from the Sybian, the leather cover of which was sticky with her juices. She’d squirted during her third orgasm, the first time she’d done so. She’d read numerous studies that had concluded that it was basically just urinating, but it had felt a bit different.  
 
    Jana tried to stand, the hard silicon cock of the Sybian pulling out of her, and she fell in a graceless painful heap on the cold linoleum floor of the basement dungeon.  
 
    Kevin laughed and tugged the collar. “Come on, slave. Let’s get you cleaned up. “ 
 
      
 
    He led her to the bathtub, and now the water worked. She undressed, slowly and painfully, and eased herself into it as he watched, sitting on the steps nearby.  
 
    The water was warm and she nearly wept in pleasure – real pleasure, real comfort, not the exquisite torment of the extended multiple orgasms.  
 
    “Go ahead,” said Kevin. “Take your time. Wash yourself good. I’ll go up and have a beer. You can drink that water, too. It’s well water, actually, very nice.” 
 
    Jana washed herself with shampoo and lotion from little plastic hotel packages. It felt so good, so normal, that her tears were now of relief. She drank handfuls of warm water to soothe her aching throat, and the water she sat in worked its magic on her sore back, legs and crotch. Jana lowered her breasts into the water, and the water on her nipples stung briefly but then eased the pain.  
 
    Jana leaned her head back and felt herself drifting away again, colors swirling behind her eyes … 
 
      
 
    He came back down after a long pleasurable while, as she stewed in the tub until her fingers were wrinkled.  
 
    He handed her a meal-replacement drink in a plastic bottle.  
 
    She quaffed it down and then climbed out of the bathtub, drying herself with the thick terrycloth towel he provided.  
 
    “See, Jana,” he said. “It’s not the torture that gets people to tell us what we want. It’s when we stop. They don’t give in because the pain is ongoing, they give in because it stops. You understand what I’m saying, don’t you? Another old joke. It feels so good when I stop.” 
 
    She nodded, and took the small plastic bottle of water he offered her and drank it down.  
 
    “Your new master will be here tomorrow.” 
 
    Jana remembered the Russian gangster. It seemed impossible, now, that this was anything other than Kevin’s way of amusing himself. Whatever happened when the Russian sex trafficker arrived, it would certainly not end with him being arrested and Jana being released.  
 
    How had she been so stupid? How had they been so stupid?  
 
    She remembered the tracking chip hidden in her armpit, and looking at the walls around her, she knew that the signal could not possibly be penetrating the thick cement of the basement. At what point would Matt come looking for her? After a week? Two? How many days had passed already? Five? More? It could already have been two weeks, for all she knew.  
 
    “Put the bra and panties back on.”  
 
    She slipped into them, and as she fastened the bra over her sore tits, she realized that Kevin had made a mistake.  
 
    A mistake that could save her life.  
 
    She let her hair fall over her face so he wouldn’t see any change in expression, and then pushed the thought from her mind. 
 
    “Schoolgirl outfits have never really done much for me,” he said rather thoughtfully, picking up the white blouse and plaid skirt. “I do like your nice underwear, though.” 
 
    She didn’t answer. The panties were a bit sticky from the squirting she’d done, and she noticed the musky smell now compared to the clean scent of her shampooed hair.  
 
    She supposed he didn’t mind that.  
 
    “Lay down on that table over there,” he said, and Jana complied wearily, without a word. “I don’t think I need to secure you right now, do I?” 
 
    Jana again didn’t answer. The table was padded like a doctor’s table, leather, comfortable enough that she almost immediately felt herself drifting away again.  
 
    Kevin’s big strong hands began kneading the muscles in her neck, and she let out a loud involuntary groan of pleasure. It felt so good, so comforting, compared to the searing intensity of the orgasms. 
 
    “Oh, Jana. You are such a fine piece of meat. It’s been my honor to take you. You’re the perfect slave, I think.”  
 
    “I’m not your slave,” she murmured. “BDSM, master-slave, is about trust and loyalty. I’m just your … victim. Your plaything.” 
 
    “Well, Jana, it’s you BDSM people who co-opted the word slave and master, don’t you think? Not me. I’m talking slave in the old school sense of the world.” 
 
    She sighed. It was certainly true.  
 
    “Three days, almost four, without food, not much water, tied up, and plenty of orgasms. How does it feel?” 
 
    “People have long weekends full of clubbing and end up much the same way by choice,” she said weakly. 
 
    Kevin laughed at that, his big hands easing knots and pain out of her sore back. “That’s about the size of it, right? Kids sitting home with the lap top open masturbate until their cocks are raw, don’t think of it as torture at all. People fuck strangers off of phone apps, just trying to feel something.”  
 
    Jana thought of all the sexual encounters she’d had over the past five years. Most of them with Matt, and Courtney, but also with his friends the Johns, and occasionally with strangers.  
 
    Just trying to feel something.  
 
    Dance for us, Jana. 
 
    “You know the videos still exists, Jana? All copies of the one of you getting fucked by the principal got erased, but that one of you getting an enema from the principal’s wife? A copy of that one survived, they found it when they raided the spa where she worked.”  
 
    She’d supposed one of the several videos must still exist. She wondered how many people had seen them.  
 
    “You told her a story,” Kevin said as his hands dug expertly at the sore spots in her lower back. “About a guy who molested you, back in Russia. Was that true, or did you just make it up? Your little cover story when you were playing spy?” 
 
    “No,” she said. “It happened.” 
 
    Her father had made her dance for his friends at small drunken parties in their dark flat, wearing her too-tight ballet costume, her tits barely contained in it.  
 
    After one of the parties in which her father had made her dance, she’d gone to bed, simultaneously warmed and ashamed by the hot moisture between her legs after she peeled herself out of the tight ballet outfit.  
 
    Then she was aware she was awake, and big gentle hands were feeling her tits.  
 
    One of her father’s friends. A Russian man named Ivan. Handsome enough, high cheekbones. Quieter than some of the other ones. She’d always liked him.  
 
    She’d been touching them a lot herself recently, her big sensitive new breasts, the nipples which got rock hard at the slightest attention, and she looked up at the man, not sure what she should do.  
 
    It felt good. She was scared but … it felt very good. He was very gentle.  
 
    The guy feeling her up had disappeared from the room as suddenly as he’d appeared, leaving Jana, feeling like it was a dream. 
 
    But the hot wetness between her legs was back and she couldn’t sleep until she touched it.  
 
    “And that’s when your mother brought you to America, huh? To protect you from the bad old men who wanted to feel your big sweet tits?” 
 
    “Not just that,” said Jana.  
 
    “No?” he said. “Turn over.”  
 
    Jana turned over, weak as a newborn kitten, and Kevin’s strong hands began rubbing her legs, the inside of her thighs. “It wasn’t that that made her leave. She caught me masturbating. She really freaked out about that.” 
 
    “Oh really? Huh. Russians not into masturbation, huh?”  
 
    “I think she knew what I was thinking about. There was a lot of … inappropriate sexual stuff going on in that house. In Russia, in general, at that time. I told a girl at school about the guy who touched me and she said her cousins fucked her all the time, and she advised me to relax and enjoy it.” 
 
    “But Mommy was mad at you, huh, not Daddy?” 
 
    “Both of us,” she said. “But when we got to America the only job she could get at first was a stripper. She kept me protected as well as she could, but how could I not know?” 
 
    “How’d you feel about that?” 
 
    “When I was fourteen, I told her I wanted to be a stripper like her when I grew up, and she finally stopped. After that, she never drank a drop and made me study constantly. No sex. No masturbation. Don’t mess up your life, she said. Stay pure.”  
 
    “But it was too late,” said Kevin, squeezing the sore muscles of her inner thighs. “You never felt pure, did you? You felt like a dirty little slut, didn’t you?” 
 
    “I wasn’t,” said Jana between gritted teeth. “I was a little girl.” 
 
    “You read the psychology; you know that all little girls want to fuck their daddies.” 
 
    “Freud is bullshit,” said Jana.  
 
    “Ha-ha, I bet you liked Sabrina Spielrein though, and her fling with Jung. There was a girl who could appreciate a good spanking, apparently.” 
 
    “He fucked plenty of other psychology students, not just her. Maybe it’s the responsibility of authority figures to not fuck girls they have power over, rather than the responsibility of girls to fight them off,” hissed Jana.  
 
    Kevin responded with another rather tender chuckle and bent down and kissed her on her swollen chapped lips.  
 
    “Yeah,” said Kevin. “Maybe so. I love these tender moments. With the people I torture, I mean. This is love, Jana. It truly is. Honesty. All the bullshit pulled away. Interior bullshit and exterior bullshit. Just … two people. Master slave, torturer and tortured. Power exchange. Isn’t that what life is all about? We do what some tell us, make others do what we want them to do.” 
 
    Jana said nothing.  
 
    “You’ve felt it, Jana, I know you have. All that dominatrix stuff, of course. But that’s mainly play-acting. Before that, when you fucked the principal’s son, didn’t you feel good? Watched him squeal. Watched him beg, while you fucked him up the ass with that strap-on.”  
 
    Jana stiffened. She had felt very good, doing it.  
 
    “Oh you wondering how I knew about that? That had to stay out of the court transcripts, didn’t it. Of course he wasn’t going to tell anybody. Well, I know everything about you, Jana. More than anybody else, I’d imagine. More than your father, more than your fans, certainly. How does that feel, Jana? I made it a point to learn everything I could about you. Can your boyfriend Matt say that?”  
 
    Jana didn’t answer.  
 
    “They all think you’re the advocate and writer,” Kevin continued, rubbing her feet now. “They all think you’re the advocate and writer and good girl who got tortured. We know different though, don’t we? Do you feel like … oh, I don’t know, like Bat Man with his secret identity? Or do you feel like a fraud? A fucking lie, an evil bitch masquerading as a champion of the oppressed?” 
 
    Jana didn’t answer, but a tear rolled down her cheek.  
 
    “He’s a bitch in prison, did you know that? The principal’s son, I mean. Speaking of bitches. A jailhouse punk, if you understand. I understand he even takes hormones so he’s got a full set of tits now. He’s come to love sucking cock to survive. Master and slave again, see? He loves it, and you will too, after a bit more time. Your new master will give you the finest things, but if you ever stop fucking him like you love him … he’ll shoot you in the brain and bury you.” 
 
    Jana turned her head away as Kevin felt her big tits through the bra. “I can’t get enough of these tits. You wouldn’t fight me if I pulled those panties off and fucked you, would you?” 
 
    Jana didn’t answer, but she was aware she was breathing more heavily now, her eyes squeezed shut tight.  
 
    “I think you wouldn’t fight, but you’d lay there. You might cum – I bet I could make you cum, I think I already know your body well enough by now. But you’d lay there and work hard not to respond. Of course, that wouldn’t mean that I wouldn’t like it. I’d like it quite a bit.”  
 
    He stepped away from her. 
 
    “But no, Jana, that’s not what’s next. No, remember that guy you poked in the eye? Scratched his cornea. He’ll never see right again.” 
 
    She heard the door open at the top of the stairs, and footsteps.  
 
    Kevin bent down and whispered in her ear. “Fair fight this time. Make me proud and kick his ass.”  
 
    Jana struggled to sit up, adrenalin washing through her suddenly, and heard boots thumping down the steps. There he was, the man who’d grabbed her in the hotel bathroom, now not wearing the stocking mask, but with one eye covered with a gauze pad. He had close-cropped reddish hair and a boxer’s nose and cauliflower ears.  
 
    He rushed across the room at her, snarling with anger.  
 
    Kevin stepped back, laughing, as Jana rolled off the table, falling on the other side of it, putting it between her and the red-haired guy. He hit it at a run and aimed a left jab at her head, which she managed to duck away from.  
 
    Jana’s heart was pounding and the tunnel vision of adrenaline rush was overpowering the drugs and exhaustion. Her limbs felt like rubber, though, and a cold sweat broke out all over her. The guy ran around the table to grab her, and she threw herself under it; he managed to grab one of her ankles and she kicked him hard in the elbow, and scrabbled forward towards the other end of the room, towards the bathtub and bed.  
 
    She was vaguely aware of Kevin howling with laughter.  
 
    The red-haired guy vaulted over the table and when he hit the ground, she kicked him hard in the leg again and he fell, mostly on top of her, knocking the wind out of her.  
 
    He grabbed one arm and pulled the other fist back to punch her, but she wrapped her legs tight around him and butted her head into his face, and he grunted and loosened his grip. She clawed at his face again, pulling the gauze pad away from his eye, eliciting another angry grunt of pain.  
 
    She focused on clinging to him as he tried to rear back to punch her, trying to stay close, because if he got in a solid blow she would be finished. She tried to butt him in the face again, but he raised up and slammed both of them on the ground again, again knocking the breath painfully out of her – she was aware of how vulnerable, how exhausted and drugged, how naked and weak she was.  
 
    His chest was on her face as he began crushing her head against the floor, using his weight, an old judo trick, smashing her nose and mouth with his chest, cutting off her breathing.  
 
    But anger was boiling up in her. All the training she’d done, just to be used and fucked again? 
 
    She let out an angry screech, and sank her teeth into his chest, somewhere in the area of his nipple. His thin t-shirt provided very little protection, and he screamed and reared backwards.  
 
    He yelled in pain and she released him enough so that he had room to try for a punch, as she pulled one leg forward. His fist plowed into her face but she managed to turn into the blow, though it sent stars flying through her head, and his fist cracked into the floor.  
 
    She grabbed the arm in both hands, found his index finger, and pulled it back hard until it cracked.  
 
    He yelled again and pulled backwards, but she held onto the hand, at the wrist, and rotated her legs around his arm, pulling it between her legs as she rolled away from it and he rolled over too but she pulled hard, applying as much force as she could, straining all the muscles in her back and shoulders, letting out another angry war cry that did not cover the loud crack of his forearm breaking in two places as she hyper-extended it. 
 
    He shrieked like a girl, but Jana did not hesitate; she rolled forward and wrapped her other leg around his neck in a triangle choke, all the hours on the mat flooding back in pure reaction, pure muscle memory. The linoleum was cold on her back as she put pressure on his windpipe, his carotid arteries, between the powerful trembling muscles of her legs. Her whole body was shaking with adrenalin rush.  
 
    She saw the man go limp, unconscious from oxygen deprivation, his face purple, the gauze pad pulling away from the swollen eye she had gouged.  
 
    “Good job, Jana,” said Kevin behind her. “That’s my girl. Kill his worthless ass.”  
 
    Come dance for us, Jana.  
 
    Jana unwrapped her legs and crawled away from the man, shaking all over. The man’s legs were kicking from oxygen starvation as he spasmed on the floor.  
 
    Her stomach roiled and she gagged, dry-heaved.  
 
    Kevin looked down at the red-haired man, then at Jana. He shook his head. “Fucking worthless.” 
 
    Jana pushed herself into a corner near the massage table, and curled her legs in front of herself.  
 
    “What’s the matter, Jana? Don’t you want to kill him?” asked Kevin.  
 
    She hesitated, blinking at him, her breath coming quickly, feeling like she’d soon hyperventilate. “No,” she squeaked. “I don’t want to hurt anybody.” 
 
    Kevin smiled patiently at her. “No?” 
 
    She shook her head.  
 
    “Want to fuck him up, then? He’s unconscious. You could take his other eye out. You know how many women this guy has raped? He’s one of Petrov’s dudes. Shit, Jana, thought you were the righteous fist of vengeance. Or the righteous thighs of vengeances, anyway.” 
 
    The man was already regaining consciousness, sprawled on his back, his broken arm splayed out to the side. He made childlike gurgling sounds.  
 
    Kevin stood over him. “You awake? Gonna live?” he asked 
 
    The orange-haired man made a confused moan and looked up, trying to raise his head.  
 
    Kevin drove his foot down on the man’s throat.  
 
    There was a moist rippling crack of crushing cartilage and popping bone; the man’s eyes bugged open, as did his mouth, but he didn’t make a sound in the minute or so it took him to shudder out the last of his life and die. 
 
    Kevin turned to Jana and said, “I think it’s time for me to rape you, Jana.”  
 
    Jana curled into a tight ball and closed her eyes. She had no strength left; her back and arms were burning with muscle strain. She felt like she could barely raise her arms.  
 
    “See how it is, Jana. You have two choices in life. Fuck, or get fucked.” Kevin strode towards her slowly, removing his t-shirt and revealing his sculpted chest and washboard abs.  
 
    “Those are … the choices men have given me,” she said softly, staring at the corpse. She looked up at Kevin. “The choice … you have given me.” 
 
    “That’s right,” he said, smiling thinly.  
 
    Jana stood, weakly, and took off her bra. She didn’t want him touching it again.  
 
    He might realize the mistake he’d made. 
 
    Looking down, not letting him see her eyes, she took her full, sore tits in her own hands, letting her hair fall over her face.  
 
    “I don’t want to … hurt anybody,” she murmured again. 
 
    Kevin picked her up gently, carrying her like a child in his arms, and put her on the massage table again.  
 
    She squeezed her eyes shut as he pulled her panties off and climbed on top of the table. 
 
    “Yeah, you know, it’s easy to kill people. Easy to hurt people. You see that,” he kissed her flat stomach between sentences, and she shivered, keeping her arms at her side.  
 
    She didn’t answer. 
 
    “It’s convincing people that they want to be hurt, that takes a little more time. You had a chance to step out of this world, Jana. Get out of that basement and never look back. But you couldn’t do it, could you?” 
 
    “No,” she whispered.  
 
    “You could have walked away, been a normal citizen. But you put on the dominatrix shit, and of course trained like a fucking Spartan, Jiu jitsu and everything else, because you couldn’t leave it behind.” 
 
    “No,” she said, more firmly. “I couldn’t.” 
 
    “And why the fuck would you want to, anyway? What’s outside the basement anyway? People waiting to die, that’s all. Trying to feel. You definitely feel, don’t you? Whatever else. You feel.” 
 
    “Yes,” she whispered, closing her eyes again.  
 
    “Turn over, sweetheart. Turn over and give me your ass.”  
 
    Jana turned over and rested on her stomach. 
 
    “Tell me how Daddy spanked you,” he whispered in her ear.  
 
    She took a deep breath. “He never spanked me when I was little. But then … about the time I hit puberty … he started doing it.”  
 
    “For what?” asked Kevin.  
 
    “Once it was for knocking over a beer bottle. He made me dance, and I knocked over a beer bottle, and he pulled my ballet tights down and spanked my bare ass, right there, right in front of his friends.” Her voice was small and far away.  
 
    Then the first slap, as he spanked his hand down hard on her ass. 
 
    Jana grunted and squeezed her eyes tight, biting her lip.  
 
    More hot whacks of pain as his large hand hit her butt, hard.  
 
    “Did you cry? Did you cry when he spanked your ass like that?” He bent down and spoke in her ear.  
 
    “Yes,” she said.  
 
    His hand released a flurry of hard slaps on the cheeks of her ass, and she buried her face in her arms. 
 
    “Did you beg him to stop?” 
 
    “Of course,” she hissed. 
 
    “I don’t know what turns me on more,” said Kevin. “When you scream, or when you try your hardest not to scream.” 
 
    He slapped her ass until she finally let out a yelp of pain.  
 
    “Was he hard? Could you feel his hardon, when you were lying across his lap?” 
 
    “Yes,” said Jana, feeling her head spinning in the darkness.  
 
    Kevin chuckled, and she felt his hands tenderly caress her burning ass.  
 
    “I tell you, it just mystifies me. It was considered good parenting to sexually humiliate your children for a while! Absolutely amazes me. I mean, I know, I guess the idea was that the big muscles of the butt wouldn’t be damaged by a few slaps, but really! Such a sexed-up ritual it was! I mean you could just as well punch a kid in the shoulder and not do any permanent damage, but why do that when you can make them pull down their pants and ask for another smack?” 
 
    Kevin laughed, sounding very pleased.  
 
    She felt … lips on her burning ass.  
 
    “You know, I might well be the world’s foremost US authority on torture. I mean there are probably people in North Korea or the Middle East somewhere who know more about it than me, but I have studied this shit. I literally wrote the book, you know? My techniques and experiments have been disseminated by the agencies I work for.”  
 
    Then she felt him spreading her ass cheeks and then the feel of his spit warming her anus. 
 
    Then his tongue dancing over her tight ring. 
 
    “Just a little lubrication, hmm? Just a little because you know I love you so much. I can’t take your pussy, you know. I promised the guy I’m selling you to that I wouldn’t. He doesn’t go for the ass, though, so I can take that.” 
 
    She felt the head of his cock pressing against her butt, felt her sphincter contract and then stretch, and she gritted her teeth and closed her eyes. 
 
    “You know kids today don’t even consider anal sex to be real sex? The exception used to be the blow job, but that’s about like a kiss on the lips now. Ass sex is the loophole, these days, what do you think about that?” 
 
    She gasped and bit into her own forearm as his cock slowly filled her ass.  
 
    “Just more male propagated bullshit, huh? Like I said, convincing people they want to get fucked, that’s the hard part. But it’s not even that hard. I mean, look at all the bullshit on the best seller lists these days? Billionaires tying up and fucking college chicks. Teenage girls fucked by 100-year-old vampires.” 
 
    He stepped up his stroke, pounding in and out of her rectum hard as he spoke into her ear. 
 
    Jana squeezed her eyes shut tight and thought of Matt. 
 
    “At least no babies, huh?” gasped Kevin. “Personally I don’t get it. All that breeding shit. Why would you want your sex slave to get all fat and puffy and give you another mouth to feed? But still, different strokes for different folks, hmm?” 
 
    He pumped hard into her ass, his muscular chest pressing against her back, crushing her breasts against the leather.  
 
    “This is what you get, you lying bitch. Bitches had it a lot worse than you, they left it alone. But you couldn’t. Lying little whore …”  
 
    She stayed still, trying not to breathe hard or whimper. It was just pressure. She felt no sexual arousal, just exhaustion and discomfort.  
 
    It didn’t take long until he blew his load in her ass. 
 
    “Now get some sleep, Jana,” he said, as he pulled his shorts back up, climbing off the table.  
 
    He looked thoughtfully down at the dead man in the center of the room.  
 
    “I’ll just leave him here so you remember what time it is,” Kevin said as he stepped over the corpse and walked up the stairs.  
 
    After a time, Jana got shakily off the table, the linoleum cold and hard on her bare feet, and staggered to the bed. She tried not to look at the dead man.  
 
    So cold! The temperature in the room hadn’t been that low, but she felt like she was freezing to death. There was no blanket, but she pulled the white blouse and skirt and the bra and soiled panties around her on the bed, and curled into a ball and closed her eyes tight, tight, tight.  
 
    * * *  
 
    She hadn’t fallen asleep; she’d simply passed out from exhaustion and the sheer mind-numbing horror that had consumed her.  
 
    When she regained consciousness, she experienced a moment of pleasure, of lightness, of not knowing where she was, before the pain in her body and her memory of where she was enveloped her like a suffocating hand.  
 
    Her back, her shoulders, her head, her nipples, her legs – everything felt strained and bruised. Her asshole. Her throat was dry and her tongue felt thick and furry from the drugs.  
 
    Kevin was standing in the room, and she crawled out from the white blouse and skirt she’d used to cover herself. The dead body was gone.  
 
    “Good morning, Jana.” Kevin beamed at her, that stunning smile with beautiful white even teeth. “It’s time for breakfast. You might like some fresh clothes, I’m sure.”  
 
    He tossed a couple of things on the bed; a fresh pair of white panties and a skimpy spaghetti-strap top and a pair of shorts.  
 
    She painfully pulled them on, aware that the side of her face was swollen from the punch she’d taken. Her arms and back flared in pain as she turned her back to him and dressed. She got to her feet, painfully and slowly.  
 
    He watched her with a patient look on his face, seeming very pleased with himself.  
 
    “Today’s the day. Your new master will arrive this evening. Come on upstairs and we’ll all have a nice breakfast together.” 
 
    He walked up the steps and opened the door at the top, and stood waiting as she gingerly, heart pounding, moved up the steps and through it.  
 
    The bright sunlight that filled the room was like knives in her eyes after the dim lights in the basement; the smell of bacon and coffee was intense after days of smelling nothing but her own musky body in the basement. Her stomach gurgled.  
 
    As her eyes adjusted, she saw the room around her, the large windows, the pine trees outside. And a table set in the center of the room. Plates of bacon and eggs. A pot of coffee. Even flowers in the middle of the table.  
 
    “Hello Jana,” said a quiet, familiar voice, and Jana saw the beautiful, elfin, pale face of Courtney, sitting at the head of the table, eyes downcast, across from a very large and tattooed Hispanic man.  
 
    “Courtney?” asked Jana, dazedly, unsure if she was dreaming.  
 
    Her heart spilled with pleasure at the thought of seeing Courtney, but then immediately the terror returned. What was Courtney doing here? Her eyes were vacant and her expression blank, but her face was unmarked. She wore a red-t-shirt and black shorts, and sat still in her chair, hands in her lap.  
 
    The third man at the table was not immediately recognizable to Jana, because his face was swollen and purple and covered with dried blood, and he was wrapped up with duct tape. 
 
    But she quickly recognized that it was Matt.  
 
    Kevin smiled at her and pulled out a chair next to Matt. “Have a seat, Jana. We’ve got a lot to talk about.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER 7: CHECKMATE 
 
      
 
    Matt.  
 
    Stepping through the doorway from her basement dungeon, Jana tried to rush to Matt’s side to see if he was alive, to see if he was okay, but the Hispanic man immediately grabbed her and locked his arm around her windpipe in a brutal rear choke hold. His arms felt like tree trunks, and almost immediately consciousness blurred around the edges. The hold was also known as the “sleeper” hold. 
 
    The next thing she knew, her hands were pulled behind her back and handcuffs were slapped quickly around her wrists. She was then deposited in the chair next to Matt.  
 
    The cuffs weren’t double-locked, Jana realized. That would require inserting the handcuff key again and giving them another turn. 
 
    Another bit of carelessness, she thought. A clear thought in her whirling, muddled, fevered brain. They think I’m broken. 
 
    Jana gasped for air, seeing that Matt has turned his head towards her and was looking at her with his bloody bruised eyes. “I’m sorry, Jana,” he moaned quietly.  
 
    Kevin was standing next to Courtney, who had yet to raise her eyes from the floor.  
 
    “Courtney, why don’t you step over there and feed Jana a bit? I’m sure she’s thirsty. She’s earned some good service, but I don’t quite trust her with cutlery just yet, even the plastic kind.” 
 
    Courtney said, “Yes, sir,” and stood up, rather slowly and painfully, and moved towards Jana, limping.  
 
    “What did you do to her?” Jana asked. A pointless question, just something to give voice to the hysterical hopelessness she now felt. “What did they do to you, Courtney?” 
 
    Kevin smiled thinly at Jana. “I did a lot worse than I did to you, I have to say. She fought like hell at first, but she learned her place much more quickly than you did.” 
 
    Jana just looked at him, beginning to shiver again, a coldness soaking into her bones. 
 
    “Just relax there, Jana. Just relax. Take a few deep breaths. Courtney, give her a bit of coffee and some bacon. Nothing in this world a little coffee and bacon can’t cure, am I right?” 
 
    Jana looked up at Courtney, but Courtney still had her eyes fixed on the floor. Her face was unbruised, but Jana saw ligature marks on Courtney’s wrists and welts on her shoulders and neck. 
 
    “Courtney,” said Jana, feeling her throat closing and tears overflowing.  
 
    Courtney did not respond, but raised a coffee cup to Jana’s lips. Jana closed her eyes and drank the hot coffee, trying to hold still although her body felt like it wanted to shake apart, to totally fall to pieces.  
 
    Courtney then held a piece of bacon to Jana’s mouth, and Jana chewed it gingerly, feeling the swelling on the side of her face, but her body craving calories, craving the salt and fat. The food energy rushed through her like a stimulant. Her throat hurt but Jana knew she needed whatever nutrition she could get.  
 
    Kevin had a leisurely drink of coffee and then some eggs and bacon, savoring the moment of quiet and his moment of triumph, she supposed. The Hispanic man paced behind Matt and Jana, a bit more than an arm’s length away, and Courtney stood still, trembling a bit, as Jana swallowed, and then provided a spoonful of eggs.  
 
    Finally Kevin began to speak.  
 
    “Matt and I are actually part of a fairly rare brotherhood, in that we were prisoners of war in Afghanistan. Not too many POWs with the Taliban, you know. Or in Iraq. Less than 20, last time I checked. Various reasons for that, but there you go. The Islamic State has a good sideline in kidnapping, these days, but that’s not really the same thing, is it. Problem with us, was, we were on a mission on the border, heading into Pakistan, so they couldn’t publicize the search for us too much. Our transport got blown up and everybody except Matt and I got killed.”  
 
    That much Jana knew. And she knew Matt had been subjected to terrible tortures that he refused to discuss.  
 
    Kevin stood up, and she could see his agitation in his body language and he recalled the events. “All the beatings and stuff, I mean, all other things being equal, that’s not so bad, right? But the shrapnel wounds. Infected. Exhausted. The heat. The fucking heat, Christ, you can barely imagine that. The diarrhea! I mean, a bad case of the shits takes a lot of the willpower right out of you, you know? When I was torturing people, I always tried to induce dysentery. It took the wind out of people’s sails way faster than waterboarding did, let me tell you.”  
 
    “The Pashtun that held us were not too bad, as far as it goes, but they sold us to some bad boys. They actually called themselves that, the Bad Boys. They were connected to Al Qaeda at that time, but this was the new breed. Young, Western-educated, an independent cell, grew up seeing a generation of their relatives and Muslim bros getting killed for no particular reason. Probably took plenty of shit for being Muslim in Europe, too. Radicalized, but without any of the honor and … well, for lack of a better word, hospitality of the tribesmen. Plenty of bad Western influences in their childhoods. Bullying, video games, horror movies, porn, all that shit. They weren’t just defending their home country; they wanted fucking revenge on the world. School shooter mentality, but with a mission, you know?” 
 
    Jana just looked at him. His green eyes were blazing.  
 
    “And Matt and I weren’t in much shape to defend ourselves, were we?” said Kevin, patting Matt on the head.  
 
    Matt looked at Kevin, but he didn’t speak. Jana saw his jaw trembling.  
 
    “You want to tell her, Matt? I mean, I know you never could have told her.” Kevin spoke softly, kindly. 
 
    “He said they did things to you,” Jana said. “Sexual things.” Her own voice sounded like it was coming from a million miles away.  
 
    Kevin laughed. “Yeah. Well, that’s part of the story. You want to tell her the rest, Matt?” 
 
    “Kevin, you … saved my life. I did … what I did … to save your life.” 
 
    “I did! I jumped right in front of those mother fuckers, when they came to kill us. While the Delta Force was storming the place. Funny, huh? I didn’t think about it at all. But what did you do to me, Matt? Go ahead and tell her.” 
 
    Matt looked down, blood dripping from his split lip. 
 
    “Go ahead, tell us, Matt. Tell us.” Kevin looked at Matt, sneering. 
 
    Matt didn’t speak.  
 
    “Tell us, or I’m going to put a bullet in Jana’s brain right here and now!” yelled Kevin, pulling a handgun from his shorts and pointing it at Jana.  
 
    “I fucked you,” murmured Matt.  
 
    “Say it again, Matt, I don’t think they heard you.”  
 
    “I fucked you. They told me to fuck you in the ass, and I fucked you,” said Matt. “Kevin, we both needed antibiotics, we had badly infected injuries, and we were both going to die! You told me to do it, at the time!” 
 
    “Yeah, I did, didn’t I?” said Kevin, thoughtfully. “I mean, funny the things you’ll say and do when you’re about to die. But man, did it stay with me! I mean, when I was torturing all those people, you know. I mean, I was like god there. But that. That just kept nagging at me, you know? They watched and jacked off on us while you fucked me. I sure wasn’t God that day.” 
 
    “So you did this?” asked Matt, still looking down. “All this?” 
 
    “Well, it was a pleasant coincidence, really. A chance to balance it all out, you know? Everything else I told you was true. Oh, except, well, I mean, the custom order sex slave business? I kind of started that myself, before I got in with Petrov. I mean, I had to establish my cred, you know? I’ve been running it right out of this very house. Undercover, baby! But it pays well, better than private contracting, I must say.” 
 
    “Kevin, please … let Jana and Courtney go. They have nothing to do with this,” said Matt.  
 
    “Oh, they do. They do. I mean, of course, I fibbed a little bit about all this, but I’m really going to sell you to Petrov, and you know who he’s going to sell you to? A Georgian arms dealer, who is going to give you to Bad Boy Baqir.” 
 
    Matt looked down into his lap again, more blood dripping.  
 
    “Baqir was one of the guys who tortured us,” said Kevin. “He was a newbie then but he’s done very well for himself these days. Kidnapping journalists, aid workers, contractors, and so forth. He’s a good little earner for the militants.” 
 
    “I’ve seen his videos,” said Jana. “Beheadings, crucifixions.”  
 
    “Disembowelments,” said Kevin. “He’s famous for his disembowelments. Baqir actually means to rip open, in Arabic. That’s just his nickname. Like I said, he’s the new breed. He’s all about the branding and the viral marketing. Anyway, when I find him, he’ll take a long while to die, you better believe that. No telling what he’ll do to Jana before then, but hey, you can rest easy that I’ll do worse to him.” 
 
    “We were soldiers,” said Matt. “We were … brothers. I barely remember it, I had such a fever. We’d both be dead now if we didn’t agree to it. They did this to us both. They did this to you.” 
 
    Kevin laughed. “Don’t know what you’ve been doing for the past few years, Matt. But I’ve been learning that it’s got shit to do with loyalty and country. It’s got everything to do with power. They want it, we want it, we have to take it and keep it.” 
 
    “You’ve lost your fucking mind,” said Matt.  
 
    Kevin regarded Matt calmly. “Don’t feel bad that I fooled you two. I can beat any lie detector. Pretty much nothing makes me sweat anymore. I mean, it took a while. Years. I had to learn that. Hard not to feel empathy, pity, when people are chained up under you begging for their lives, begging you to stop hurting them. Or stop hurting their families. But you can definitely learn it. 
 
    “Courtney, clear some of this shit off the table, please,” said Kevin. Courtney moved some of the paper plates of food and the pot of coffee, setting them on a sideboard nearby.  
 
    “Because that’s the best way to hurt somebody, isn’t it? Hurt their families. Matt got to watch while I tortured Courtney, and he got to watch you suffer live on video, Jana.”  
 
    Kevin grabbed Matt by the hair and pulled him up out of his seat, lifting him. Kevin smashed Matt’s chest down on the stout wooden table, leaving his legs hanging over the side. 
 
    Then Kevin took his folding knife from his pocket and flicked it open, using it to slice Matt’s jeans down the back and pull them down around his ankles. 
 
    “No,” whispered Jana. 
 
    “Oh yes,” said Kevin.  
 
    Matt grunted and squeezed his eyes shut tight. “I’m sorry, Jana,” he said again.  
 
    Kevin pulled his pants down, unleashing his fully erect cock, and used some butter from the table to grease his cock up.  
 
    Jana closed her eyes and whispered, “No,” again.  
 
    “Now, you keep your eyes wide open Jana. You watch what I’m doing here. This is your man, after all, huh? You want to watch this and see what a little bitch he really is.”  
 
    Jana squeezed her eyes shut tight, tight.  
 
    “Open your fucking eyes or I’m going to shoot him right now!” yelled Kevin, holding the gun in one hand as he began forcing his cock into Matt’s ass, pressing Matt face-down against the table with the other hand. 
 
    Matt was grunting muffled agony, refusing to scream.  
 
    But finally, as Kevin drove his cock all the way in, as their balls slapped together, Matt let out the scream, a bone-chilling wail of pure hopeless horror. 
 
    Kevin smiled. “Those wails become music to your ears after a while. Like a sign of a job well done.” 
 
    Jana swung her eyes away from the horrific spectacle to Courtney, who was standing blankly nearby, looking at the floor, wringing her hands together.  
 
    “Courtney,” said Jana. “Abuse, not discipline.”  
 
    Courtney’s eyes, dancing with pain, met Jana’s for a moment. Just a moment, and then she looked back at the floor.  
 
    “Keep your fucking eyes on me, Jana,” said Kevin, driving into Matt’s ass. “Courtney, you stand there like a good little slave. That bitch, that bitch left you, you know? Who’s the fucking master here, huh?” 
 
    “You are, sir,” said Courtney.  
 
    “Not this punk on the table, either?” 
 
    “No sir. You’re the master,” said Courtney.  
 
    “Good. I’ll keep you around like a good slave, once I’m done with these two fuckers who threw you out on your ass.”  
 
    “Yes, sir,” said Courtney.  
 
    Matt looked up once, eyes also burning with shame, defeat, and agony. “I’m sorry, Jana,” he gasped before burying his face in the table again.  
 
    It didn’t take long, but the minutes stretched into another eternity. Jana’s ears rang with Matt’s screams, each one cutting pieces off her soul.  
 
    Kevin’s face was contorting as he doubled his thrusts, pounding into Matt’s ass, and he threw his head back as he came.  
 
    “Yeeeahhh!” said Kevin. “You don’t know how long I’ve been waiting for that.”  
 
    Jana looked over at Courtney again, standing near the sideboard; Courtney’s eyes were still down, but tears were falling down her face now.  
 
    “Now come give me a hand, Esteban, I’m going to need both my hands for this,” said Kevin. 
 
    The large Hispanic man, eyes flat and uninterested, stepped over towards Kevin and took the handgun Kevin handed him, barrel down. He put his own gun back in a belt holster, where he also had a fixed-blade knife clipped. 
 
    “Now hold him still there,” said Kevin. Esteban tucked the gun in his belt and used both hands to hold Matt still against the table as Kevin took more butter from the table and began rubbing it all over his fist.  
 
    “Let me show you a little magic trick, Jana,” said Kevin. “It’s called the disappearing fist.” 
 
    “No,” said Jana again.  
 
    “Get your fucking eyes on me, Jana, or Courtney’s next.” 
 
    Tears of pure horror were flowing from Jana’s eyes now, and she heard a high squeaking noise coming from her throat, as Kevin thrust one buttery finger into Matt’s asshole … and then another.  
 
    “Oh, yeah. I imagine Matt’s had a few things in his ass before, a finger or two, maybe even a strap-on? Huh Jana? You ever use toys on your boy here?” 
 
    Jana said, “Stop. Please. Don’t do it. I’ll do … anything. Please.”  
 
    Kevin just smiled, as a third finger of his hand began forcing its way into Matt’s ass … and then a fourth.  
 
    Matt flopped and struggled on the table, but Esteban held him flat against it.  
 
    Jana watched breathlessly, feeling like she was suffocating.  
 
    Kevin stared raptly at the progress his hand was making, the fingers formed into a cone-shaped wedge. He grunted with effort as he forced it in farther. “I hear you can get in up to the elbow, with a little practice.” 
 
    Even the impassive Esteban’s eyebrows raised as Kevin’s hand began disappearing into Matt’s ass. 
 
    Matt was no longer screaming, just releasing a ghostly, hollow moan, beyond pain, beyond anything, quivering on the table, eyes rolled up in his head. 
 
    “Ohhh, man, so warm in there!” said Kevin.  
 
    Jana watched, but she no longer saw. She took a deep breath.  
 
    Behind her back, Jana took the small piece of wire from inside the waistband of her panties. 
 
    She had removed the underwire from the bottom of the cup of the bra the night before, doing it carefully, under cover of the white blouse, so the cameras wouldn’t see her. She had broken it in half and hidden on piece in the futon and another between her legs before she passed out. Then she had palmed it and slipped it into the back of her panties, between her ass cheeks, when she got dressed today.  
 
    The one thing Kevin had forgotten. She supposed he’d probably mainly tortured men, and a few Muslim women, who didn’t wear Western style bras. 
 
    The thin piece of flat wire, about three inches long, would work very well as a “shim” to open the handcuffs.  
 
    It had a piece of molded plastic on the sharp edge of it, but Jana had picked it off yesterday. Her fingers felt numb, her head spinning with drugs and exhaustion and horror, but she had practiced this many times, and she imagined the cuffs behind her, hearing her heart beating, and she fumbled it once but then slid the wire in between the pawl teeth of the ratchet and the arm of the cuff. 
 
    The cuff sprang open immediately.  
 
    Jana looked at Courtney and said again, “Abuse, Courtney. Not discipline. Abuse.”  
 
    Courtney twitched visibly as Jana spoke. Jana saw the tears, sparkling in the sunlight coming in through the window. 
 
    Jana squeezed her eyes shut, again, and Kevin worked his fist inside Matt as he helplessly squirmed on the table, and again a howl of Matt’s agony filled the room.  
 
    “Jana … I told you to watch, bitch. Esteban, go over there and hold the bitch’s eyes open. Pull them open with your fingers, if you have to.”  
 
    Esteban approached Jana, stepping past the impassive, still, weeping Courtney, and reached his hand towards Jana. 
 
    Jana sprang up and swung the free end of the cuff into his face with all her might, catching him in the eye and nose with the metal bracelet. The large man let out a sudden hiss of pain, as Jana leapt forward, grabbing for the gun in his belt, but his big hands blocked her.  
 
    Courtney let out a banshee scream as well, and tossed the open pot of hot coffee into Esteban’s face. Now, the big man shrieked, his hands rising to his scalded face. She rushed forward, leaping onto Esteban’s back, grabbing at his arm that tried to protect the pistols in his belt.  
 
    Jana pulled Kevin’s pistol free from Esteban’s belt and aimed it at Kevin, who was motionless with surprise ... trying to pull his fist out of Matt.  
 
    Jana fired the gun, a Glock, a gun she’d used many times; no safety, a round already in the chamber, and she didn’t aim, she just pointed it with both hands and fired, a clear shot over Matt and into Kevin’s upper body, and pulled the trigger again, and Kevin fell backwards, disappearing behind the table. 
 
    Esteban, blinded and scalded by coffee, was nevertheless on top of Jana, grabbing at her, and Jana pulled the gun around but Esteban locked his hand around the slide and twisted it to the side.  
 
    He was still carrying Courtney on his back, however, and he was pulled backwards by her; Jana saw that Courtney had taken the knife that had been clipped to Esteban’s belt, a fixed five-inch blade, and was stabbing him repeatedly in the back and neck with it. She was still screeching like a banshee, her face red with fury and veins standing out in her neck, and finally the blood began flowing bright crimson from the multiple wounds and Esteban fell to his knees, his limp hand falling away from the gun. 
 
    Jana pulled the gun back from Esteban, her legs shaking and tunnel vision forming, all the exhaustion and the horror and the pain and the fury crystalizing into one thought: Kevin. 
 
    She circled around the table and saw Kevin on the floor, squirming, clutching his arm, his handsome face and jade eyes and he opened his mouth to speak, those beautiful white teeth, and she raised the gun and put the front site on the bulk of his central body and fired at him. 
 
    She heard nothing but a ringing in her ears. All her attention was on the front site and the blur of a body beyond it. She pulled the trigger until the gun was empty and the slide locked back.  
 
    Lowering the gun, she focused again on Kevin, his back to her now, crawling away, and he crawled a few more feet, but then he collapsed flat on the carpet, which was staining dark red around him, and lay still. 
 
    Jana looked over at Courtney; Esteban fell face first onto the carpet, blood spraying from severed arteries, and Courtney continued stabbing and hacking at him, shrieking and pounding at the dead man, but then rose, looking for Matt, for Jana, for Kevin, the knife in front of her.  
 
    Jana was aware she herself had fallen to the carpet as well, and that she couldn’t stop shaking.  
 
    Jana’s stomach roiled and she vomited up a thin bile.  The smell in the room, coffee and bacon and gunpowder and vomit and shit and blood, wrenched past her nose into her brain.  
 
    “I didn’t want to hurt anybody,” she said, her voice that of a ghost in her own ears.  
 
    As her hearing returned, she was only aware of Courtney still screaming.  
 
      
 
    After some time, Jana stopped shaking enough to stand up.  
 
    She saw Courtney, lying in a heap, covered with blood, next to Esteban, staring at his body, her mouth open but her screams now nothing but a hoarse rasping noise.  
 
    Jana offered Courtney a trembling hand, and helped her stand.  
 
    “Jana? Mistress?” Courtney’s face was coated with blood, but Jana felt sure it was all from Esteban. 
 
    “Courtney … there were only three of them, right?” 
 
    “Yes,” said Courtney. “Three. And they took the one out yesterday. Buried him in the backyard. They made me … they made me …”  
 
    “Shhh. Shhh, Courtney. Not now. Don’t think about it now.” She held Courtney’s blood-covered hand. “Are you … do you have any … injuries? Are you bleeding?” 
 
    Courtney shook her head and said, “I don’t … think so.” 
 
    Matt lay on the floor, having slid off the table. His hands were still cuffed behind his back and his torso was still wrapped with duct tape, his jeans still around his ankles.  
 
    “Matt?” said Jana, softly. “Matt? Are you …” 
 
    Matt opened his eyes and looked up, pupils dilated, one larger than another, face pale. He was in shock, clearly, his breathing shallow.  
 
    “I have to … call the ambulance,” said Jana. “You’re … hurt … I need a phone, is there a phone …”  
 
    “Call my guys, call the Johns,” said Matt. “Don’t call the ambulance. Petrov is coming tonight. Call my company. Call the Johns. The Johns will know what to do.” 
 
    “Fuck him!” said Jana, tears flowing. “You need a doctor.”  
 
    “It’s … too late, Jana. This can’t be for nothing, Jana. This can’t be for nothing. All of it. Catch Petrov. Stop him. Stop all of them.” 
 
    “Matt,” said Jana softly, bending down to kiss him, pulling the duct tape away.  
 
    She saw that he already had a bullet wound beneath the tape, in the side of his ribcage, a hastily plugged with a field dressing. And cuts, barely scabbed over. His torso was covered with blood. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Jana. For everything. I love you,” he said again. 
 
    Jana looked down and saw the widening blood stain on the carpet under him. 
 
    “I love you too, Matt,” wept Jana. “Don’t leave me …”  
 
    Courtney knelt next to him and put her head on his chest. “I love you, Matt.” 
 
    “Don’t let it be … for nothing,” he said again. Matt took a deep breath, and his body trembled, and then he breathed no more.  
 
    Jana wrapped her arms around him and looked in numb horror at his pale face, which for all the bruising and swelling, looked relaxed and at peace.  
 
    “Jana … CPR … I’ll get a towel to stop the … bleeding,” said Courtney.  
 
    Jana put a hand on Courtney’s arm and shook her head. She’d had enough emergency medical care lessons to know. Matt had already bled out. 
 
    Courtney just nodded, tears streaking through the blood on her face.  
 
    Courtney took a cell phone from Kevin’s corpse, but her fingers were so covered with blood and she was trembling so badly that she couldn’t dial it properly.  
 
    Finally, Jana took a deep breath and took it from her and sent a message to the Johns, checking the GPS on the phone to make sure it was broadcasting the location they were at.  
 
    Jana looked around her at the blood, the carnage, then out the window at the bright clear day.  
 
    “It won’t be for nothing, Matt,” she whispered, and knelt next to him and closed his dead eyes.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    My name is Jana.  
 
    I always wanted to be a good girl. 
 
    But the world wouldn’t allow that. People I trusted would not allow that. They used that very term to coerce me into being the girl they wanted me to be.  
 
    I never wanted to hurt anybody.  
 
    But the world wouldn’t allow that, either.  
 
    Matt’s four partners from the security company, the Johns, arrived a few hours ago, and they bit down their grief at the sight of Matt’s corpse and immediately began securing the area of the house.  
 
    Then they wrapped Matt’s body in a sheet; it’s now in one of the upstairs bathtubs.  
 
    We are waiting for the arrival of Petrov. A text message on Kevin’s phone confirmed the time. He will be here within the hour.  
 
    John Lincoln, our tech expert, has made a preliminary examination of the computers that we’ve found here and although he hasn’t gotten through all the layers of encryption yet, he says that there seem to be records and files recording the abduction of the missing men and women Kevin told us about, and the people who bought them.  
 
    There is also the book which Kevin mentioned, his manual for torture techniques, and information about where he worked and the contracting company that he worked for, as well as the involvement of the US government.  
 
    There is also a safe full of money. They got that open even more quickly than the computer system, and although we haven’t counted it all yet, it is at the very least a few million dollars.  
 
    And of course, Grigori Petrov will be bringing the money to pay for me. 
 
    I’m curious to see the amount.  
 
    We could call the police now, the FBI; we could turn all this over to them. 
 
    I could step out of the basement, once and for all.  
 
    I have a decision to make, but I look at Courtney, sitting quiet, shattered and trembling, and I know that I don’t really have a choice at all.  
 
    My name is Jana.  
 
    My surname is Winters. That’s the Americanized version of my Russian family name, Zimina. We changed it when we got to America so my father couldn’t find us.  
 
    I always wanted to be a good girl. 
 
    But the world wouldn’t allow it.  
 
    So, I will be a very very bad girl, indeed.  
 
      
 
    THE END … FOR NOW! 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Author’s Note 
 
    Thanks for reading! If you enjoyed the book, please leave a review or a rating, on Amazon or on the book / romance forum of your choice. It really helps a young(-ish!) author get established.  
 
    Interested readers can look on YouTube to see a few of the tricks that Jana uses to escape her captors.  
 
    Here’s an example of the triangle leg choke that Jana uses against the red-haired guy, a really reliable way to incapacitate someone who is crawling on top of you:  
 
    https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=4mDKZOaTzBM 
 
    Here’s how to pick a lock with an underwire from a bra:   
 
    https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=wHYQNOKOh4o 
 
    Here’s how to “shim” handcuffs open:   
 
    https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=eXgrdbxzSow 
 
    and here’s some advice for getting out of duct tape:  
 
    https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=pz20nD-n8QE 
 
    If you’re interested in donating money to the kind of foundation that Jana was operating, I can recommend The Wayne Foundation, which works to end domestic sex trafficking of minors.  
 
    Again thanks for reading! Jana and I will hopefully see you again soon!   
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    If you liked that story, you might also like these works by Natasha Stevens 
 
    [image: jana journey book 2 v5.jpg] 
 
    Jana is blonde and beautiful and has just turned 18. She's always been careful to avoid temptation though, so she's still a virgin.  
 
    But everything changes one day after school in the Principal's office, when Jana finds herself forced into a world of dominance and submission, of blackmail and lust, of discipline and bondage and punishment.  
 
    Jana's journey will take her to places which alternately thrill and horrify her, as she is forced to confront the strongest and worst urges of herself and others, and forced to find the boundaries that should never be crossed - and then cross them. 
 
    But Jana proves to be more difficult to control than anyone, including Jana herself, realizes... 
 
    Buy Jana’s Journey here on Amazon 
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    Elena is an underwear model and trophy wife with a dark past. Joshua is a former NAVY Seal with a dark present; he is now a burglar and thief who robs the homes of the wealthy. 
 
    One night he breaks in, ties her to the bed and ravishes her - and she gives her full consent, in order to protect her most important possessions. And that is only the beginning of a cat and mouse game of lust and blackmail that will unite the thrill-loving couple in an attempt to steal a million dollars worth of gold and jewelry from Elena's ex-husband. 
 
    But Elena's ex-husband has some terrifying and dangerous friends, with tastes just as kinky but far more depraved and deadly than theirs ... 
 
    Get  BOUND BY THE BURGLAR HERE on Amazon! 
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    He picks the lock and quietly enters the dark house. 
 
    She awakens to find a man in her bedroom, touching her. 
 
    But he is not a stranger. Not quite. He is the brother of her former boyfriend. The former boyfriend who tried to kill himself, because of her. 
 
    The man in her bedroom wants to get even ... and he wants her. 
 
    WARNING: THIS STORY CONTAINS EXTREMELY GRAPHIC AND DISTURBING MATERIAL It is not a romance, it is a dark and twisted tale of control and compulsion.  
 
    Buy I OWN YOU now HERE on Amazon 
 
      
 
  

 
   
    Or something a bit lighter but no less taboo …  
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    18-year-old Victoria has a problem. Her stepfather won't have sex with her, no matter how many times she parades around the house in her bra and panties or rubs up against him. He won't have sex with her, but he has a lot of other ideas …  
 
    This collection follows the inappropriate but scorching hot relationship between teenage cheerleader Victoria and her good-looking stepfather (and the hot Russian babysitter!) in three stories. 
 
    Buy TEACH ME ABOUT SEX HERE on Amazon 
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    It all seemed like a dream... 
 
    38-year-old divorced former tennis pro Richard is driving back to his beach house one evening when he sees the 18-year-old girl next door, Mia, staggering down the road, wearing nothing but a bikini top and a short skirt, having had a bit too much to drink. And soon she is sitting on the sofa in his living room. 
 
    Can he resist her? Does he even want to? 
 
    What's more, Richard is divorced because his wife Ariel had an affair with Mia's stepdad. And this is only the beginning of a very naughty plan Mia has to get even, and to live out her most forbidden fantasies, and help Richard live out his. 
 
    But as usual in the works of Natasha Stevens, all is not quite as it seems... 
 
    Buy THE NEIGHBOR’S DRUNK SLUTTY DAUGHTER HERE ON AMAZON! 
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    She’s one of the most highly-paid escorts in the world. 
 
    He’s one of the most dangerous assassins. 
 
    He used to love her, but now he’s been paid to kill her. 
 
    He wants to hold her and tell her that she’s safe. 
 
    But that would be a lie. 
 
    If she has to die, she wants it to be at his hands … 
 
    This is another sizzling and sexy dark romance Russian mafia erotic crime thriller from Natasha Stevens. Violent and shocking as well as tender and moving, this is Natasha Stevens at her very best.  
 
    Get THE HITMAN AND THE ESCORT HERE on Amazon now! 
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    An Extreme Horror BDSM Dark Erotica Thriller! 
 
    Tara is desperate to escape from her current life. A mysterious stranger offers her a way out: a completely new identity, a scholarship to a university far away ... and $50,000.  
 
    But in return, she must endure three days of fiendish and twisted and hot and heavy BDSM scenarios, which will test the limits of her desire and teach her new definitions of pleasure and transform her physically through tattooing and piercing.  
 
    Everything will stop if she says one word: mercy. Can Tara withstand their ministrations and find a new life?  
 
    But Tara’s stepfather doesn't want Tara to go anywhere. He wants her all to himself, and he is trying to find her ...  
 
    Buy THREE DAYS A SLAVE HERE on Amazon! 
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    Natasha Stevens is one of the hottest and most uncompromising voices in taboo and dark erotica and this is a collection of eight of her hottest stories.  
 
    A trophy wife gets a visit from a thief who might want more than her valuables. A neighbor sees the girl next door walking home drunk, and can't resist inviting her in. A naive girl wants lessons in the most personal of acts ...  
 
    These stories and others will teach you a new meaning to HOT. Younger men and older women, humiliation and reluctance, bondage and spanking, and other kinky fantasies that push the line -- and then go right over it.  
 
    This book is a sampler of eight stories, introducing the reader to the dark and sexy world of Natasha Stevens.  
 
    Buy NAUGHTY BITS HERE ON AMAZON! 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    ABOUT THE AUTHOR 
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    Natasha Stevens is a bold an uncompromising new voice in dark and taboo erotica. Her Catholic School upbringing regrettably did not stop her from becoming a wanton slut, but she now tries to channel those energies into her erotic writing.  
 
    She tries to leave out the boring parts that most people skip, and establish character and story through dialogue and action. Most of her stories involve older men and younger women, dubious consent and the dynamics of sexual power exchange. Though some of her works can be fairly dark and disturbing, she likes to think the good guys always win. 
 
    Find more works by the author here at Natasha Stevens’ Amazon author page 
 
    Visit the author’s website at http://www.natashastevensbooks.com 
 
    

  

 
   
    LICENSING AND COPYRIGHT INFORMATION 
 
    This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each reader. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to your favorite e-book retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author. 
 
    This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons, places, or events is purely coincidental. 
 
    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. 
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