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Part One

 

Fall From Grace






  







Chapter One

 

Hello diary. Sorry to have neglected you so long.  I used to spend many evenings pouring out my thoughts on paper, back when I was married to Raul. (That shit!) His philandering drove me to confess my worst fears and most evil wishes to the one listener who would neither tattle nor judge. You were my friend in need, forgotten on better days.

 I didn’t talk to you about Howard, not even while he lay dying.  Money is a real comfort in times of grief, and dear Howard did leave me quite a pile.  Of course, there were plenty of lovers to console me. Money attracts them the way shit draws flies.

Through all those years of cheerful prodigality and debauchery, and the inevitable ennui that followed, I never had a word to say to you.

Now I find myself in this empty cell with nothing to distract me from my dread.  The view from the window is tedious, nothing but a mowed field all the way to the razor wire.  There are no bars on the window, but it doesn’t open, and the Plexiglas is at least an inch thick. You can bounce a chair off of it. I’ve tried. The walls are concrete block, painted a drab shade of institutional green that makes me itch to hire a decorator. Some former tenant has scratched an editorial on the wall. “Welcome to Hell.” 

There is no closet to hide in. It doesn’t matter. I haven’t a thing to wear- literally. There is only a desk, (It’s built in, I can’t use it to barricade the door.) a chair, (No knob to wedge it under, just the key way of that fucking, double lock.) a stainless steel toilet, (No seat) a mattress on an iron cot, (No pillow or sheets) and bare, little me. There is a porthole in the door. Anyone who walks by can look in and see what I am up to. Overhead, a video camera assures my lack of privacy. From time to time, the intercom beside it crackles with static, the preamble to one way communications I don’t want to hear.

The notebook and pen were waiting when they brought us in from the exercise yard this morning. I suppose writing is part of the therapy. I will have to assume that anything I say can and will be used against me. Everything else seems to be. (Will that last sentence earn me swats? Probably, they don’t need an excuse anyway.) The pen is a potential weapon, but I can’t see myself battling my way to the main gate with it. I would have one chance to poke someone. I don’t want to think about what they would do to me if I tried.

I did fend them off with the chair one night, like a lion tamer. But these lions always come in pairs. They have training and guile, and they are the ones with the whips. They found my rebellion amusing. I was quickly overcome, cuffed and collared, and led away on a leash. Digging in my heels meant choking and inviting the lash. They had a tearful apology from me by morning.  The chair is still here though; perhaps they left it here to tempt me. 

 

It began, as so many bad things do, with a dare.

Muffy and I were having Bloody Marys at the club one morning, something we had been doing more and more often lately. Boredom breeds vice, they say. So far, we hadn’t crossed that fuzzy, gray line into problem drinking. Muffy’s vices were food and thrills, mine were men and nicotine.

Not that Muffy was fat. Back in the fifties, when the physical ideal was Marilyn Monroe or Betty Page, she would have been considered “a dish”.  By way of contrast, there was me, Regina Snow, ex model.  Since retiring, I had adopted a less anorexic regimen. An extra fifteen pounds had taken me from gaunt to merely slender, but at five ten, I looked willowy beside poor Muffy.

Muffy’s real name was Margeret Greedley. (Of the Boston Greedleys) When she wasn’t stuffing herself with éclairs, she was finding creative ways to risk her life. She had tried sky diving, hot air ballooning, and white water rafting. I was never sure if she was suicidal, merely lonely, or just plain bored. At least all that activity kept her from turning into a real pudge.

I was not so different, I suppose. Men were always a high-risk endeavor, more so now than ever. I had never really been able to get past Raul. I loved the gentle force he took me with, his habit of pinning my hands to the bed with his own while he drove deep enough to hurt. Howard had been too awestruck by his own good fortune. He never had any delusions that I loved him for himself, but he was utterly devoted to me anyway. I met his sexual demands cheerfully and completely, but felt nothing in return. He was gentle and considerate in bed. I wanted a Cossack.

Muffy seemed to have her own problems with the male species. I had never known her to pursue a relationship beyond the second date. She had plenty of friends, but I had known her since college, and I couldn’t say that she had ever been in love.

 

“You really ought to quit, you know.”

I looked at my cigarette as though I had just become aware of holding it. “Of course I know. I have quit, several times. I tried everything from support groups to the patch.  Nothing works.”

Confronting me with my own shortcomings is the surest way to get my back up. I watched the half-eaten sweet roll she was gesturing with and thought to myself that she was hardly a model of self-control herself. “I’ll quit,” I sniffed, “if you lose twenty pounds.”

She didn’t snap back with the answer I deserved. Instead, she looked thoughtful and nodded.  “I have been considering something along that line. Have you heard of a place called The Last Resort?”

“I suppose that I am about to.” I rested my chin in my hand and stared around the room, preparing myself for a long discourse on her latest enthusiasm. The room was filled with women just like us- spoiled, bored, and over groomed, discreetly eyeing the waiters while we pretended to attend to our tablemates’ vapid conversations.

“I found some interesting Spam waiting in my E-mail last night, advertising their website. It’s a spa of some kind, but with a twist. They specialize in changing bad habits. They were rather vague about their methods, but they guarantee results. They promise a whole new attitude within three months. We could sign up together. If you give up the cigarettes, I’ll lose some weight.”

“This isn’t another one of those support group things, is it? I’ve had my fill of all that self absorption and hugging. It’s done to death. We all walk out filled with positive affirmations and firm resolutions that last about a week. I couldn’t stomach anymore of that psychobabble crap.”

Muffy shook her head, suddenly serious. Life was always a soap opera for her, full of crises and high drama, but now she seemed even more intent than usual. “This is different, I think, more like boot camp and less like summer camp. They take complete control and enforce strict discipline. You shape up or else.”

I should have asked about the “or else”, of course.  We both should have. We had been overprotected children in an over permissive culture all our lives. No threat was dire enough for us to take seriously. That’s what we paid lawyers for. We both assumed that we could just leave if the situation proved unpleasant, probably with a full refund.

In my case, however, there was something else at work. Perhaps her phrase “strict discipline” triggered it. Maybe it was because my parents never made me toe the mark. I was a beautiful child who grew into a beautiful woman, and all along the way I had lived easily and well. Everyone thinks that pretty girls have everything, but other girls always resented me, and boys could never treat me like a real person. I never related to anyone in a genuine way. I could get away with anything, but I needed to know that someone cared enough to smack me when I was out of line. 

Whatever the cause, I have always nurtured secret fantasies. Strange things turn me on. I get hot watching military recruits standing at attention, or political prisoners marching under guard.  Even as a child, I was bored by happy ever afters. It was the dark side of the fairy tale that fascinated me—the cruel stepmother, the captured princess, Hansel and Gretal in the cage.

I suppose Raul represented my own version of Prince Charming. I was looking for a man who would love me enough to put his hand on the nape of my neck and steer me in the right direction. I wanted to be kept like a dog, spanked when I deserved it, and treated like a sex slave in the bedroom. Raul got the bedroom part all right, but the rest of the time he was as much of a child as I was. I was more realistic by the time I met Howard, but the fantasy never died.

I told Muffy to send me the address, just to shut her up. It was lurking in my E-mail the following morning. The web site was vague and not particularly well designed.  The company name was Behavior Modification Research Enterprises. There was a form to fill out, and an application processing fee that would have been daunting to a woman of more modest means. It was still less than I had spent to attend the film festival in Cannes, certainly less than I had blown during my side trip to Monte Carlo. I gave them a credit card number, E-mailed the completed form and thought no more about it.

Then my life started getting very strange. I would be sitting by the pool, pretending to sun myself, but really enjoying the way the pool man’s jeans tightened across his ass as he stooped to work, when I would feel a prickling sensation in the back of my neck. I would turn and see a van parked by the gate with its engine idling. The van would glide away just as I was about to ask the pool man how long it had been there. I would see it cruise slowly past my bedroom window late at night. I would be window shopping downtown, and see the van reflected in the glass.

An old friend called, and discreetly asked me if I might be going through another divorce. I laughed and told her that there hadn’t even been anyone serious in my life since Howard died. She said that she didn’t want to alarm me, but someone had been asking her a lot of questions. She joked about an IRS audit when I pressed for details and ended the conversation with a guarded warning. I noticed an odd hollow sound in the phone and stayed on the line after she had disconnected. A few moments later, I heard a faint electronic beep. I was beginning to feel like the protagonist in a Kafka novel.

The call woke me late one night.

“Are you Ms. Regina Snow?” asked a male voice.

“Yes?” Drowsily, I fumbled for the cigarettes on my nightstand. My first thought was of an Aunt on my Mother’s side. She had been ill. Late calls seldom bring good news. 

“Write this down. The address is 6616 Preview Drive. It’s a boulevard west off of Division. Park in the back. If you meant what you said about giving up your smoking habit, I will expect you in half an hour.”

“Wait a minute.” I turned on the lamp and went through my nightstand drawer, looking for a paper and pen. “Do you know what time it is?”

“It’s time for you to change your attitude.” He said tersely. “Do you have the address?”

“Sorry,” His tone of voice made me oddly contrite. How long had it been since anyone had spoken to me that way? “Could you repeat it?”

      He did, snapping out his words in a way that told me I was already off to a bad start.

 

      It was an unmarked steel building in an industrial park. I drove past it twice to check the address. It had rained earlier. The wet pavement stank of diesel fumes.

If I had thought about it at all, I would have expected something more upscale—a suite of offices downtown, with carefully tended plants in the foyer, a cheerful receptionist, soothing muzak, and a high-pressure salesman with color brochures. There was only one other car in the lot, probably belonging to the person I was about to meet. I parked beside it. A dim bulb burned over the gray, steel door, luring moths.  I stood before it, looking around uneasily, still wondering if I had come to the wrong place. The voice startled me.

      “Come in.”

      I jumped a little, saw the intercom speaker above the security camera, and giggled at my nervousness. The door buzzed briefly when I opened it.  Beyond the door was a dim hallway, illuminated only by the light spilling from an open doorway at the far end. I walked toward the light.

      “Come in, Regina,” said a deep, male voice.

      He was sitting behind a folding table with his fingers steepled under his chin. My first thought was that he resembled my high school vice-principal. He had the same humorless eyes. His mouth was a ruthless line, like a tightly stitched wound. The shade on the desk lamp was tilted, casting him in shadow and glaring on me.

      “I don’t believe that we have been introduced,” I said stiffly. No one but my close friends had addressed me by my first name in years. Even my surname had remained inviolate through two marriages. The familiarity was unwelcome.

      He laughed. “No. We haven’t,” He extended a pale hand into the light and touched a thick file folder on the table meaningfully. “I already feel that I know you, however.”   

      I looked down at the folder, seeing my name written on the tag. A chill crept down my spine. What the folder contained, I could only imagine- school records, my resume, divorce transcripts, credit reports, my medical history, perhaps.

      “You have been investigating me,” I said.

      “Thoroughly,’ he nodded. His hands came together under his chin again.

      I looked around for a place to sit, thinking that I couldn’t deal with this standing. This felt too much like a trip to the vice-principal’s office for disciplinary action. Perhaps that was his intention. There were no other chairs in the room, in fact, the room was practically bare, as though it had been furnished only for this interview, with no thought given to my comfort. 

      I folded my arms in front of me, partly because I was angry, and partly because I realized that he was blatantly staring at my breasts. I had dressed in haste, not really considering my choices. Now I had reason to wish that my sweater wasn’t so tight, or my skirt so short. I had given up bras long ago, and my nipples suddenly seemed a little too prominent for comfort. 

 “Why?”

“Hands at your sides!” he barked suddenly. Startled, I obeyed without thinking.

He chuckled. “You see how well I know you,” he said. “If we are to alter your behavior, we must understand your motives, your needs, and …,” he paused for emphasis, “your fears.”

      Fear was exactly what I felt at that moment, yet it was an odd sort of fear. I didn’t think that I was in any physical danger, at least not immediately; though I was alone with a creepy stranger and no one else knew where I was.

      I wasn’t afraid of blackmail either. When a supermodel marries a Spanish playboy, and divorces him again six months later, the tabloids uncover every newsbyte and make up a few more. Very little of Howard’s respectability had rubbed off on me. It wasn’t my reputation I was worried about. 

      It was the dossier itself that frightened me. I suspected absurdly that these investigators knew my most private thoughts, that they had lifted my public mask and gazed at the frightened child beneath, that I had revealed myself through unconscious actions, and they had deduced even my masturbatory fantasies. 

      Yet with the fear came a sort of perverse exhilaration, as though sharing the secret would liberate me somehow.

      “Do you want to quit smoking, Regina?” he asked softly.

      “That’s what I said.”

      He studied me intently. “Is that really what you want?” There was a smugness in his voice that raised my hackles. His slow grin revealed teeth that gleamed through the silhouette of his face.

      “Yes!”

      He was suddenly businesslike, opening the file and removing a packet of legal papers. “Very well, sign these.”

      I scanned the papers. Most of them were waivers of liability, contractual obligations, standard legal stuff.

      “Here is how it works,” he said. “You will pay us one million dollars, in advance. You will be allowed to quit on your own. Use any methods that work for you, support groups, gum, the patch. Your progress will be monitored. If you fail, you will be taken to a treatment facility where a strict regimen will control and modify your behavior.  You must agree to this treatment in advance, there will be no second chances, and no opportunity to change your mind later.  These forms authorize us to use any means necessary to correct your faults, including restraint, confinement, and physical discipline.” 

      I looked up from my reading, swallowing hard. “Physical discipline?”

      He nodded gravely. “If you should be so foolish as to backslide, you will find yourself in a situation that will resemble the conditions in a high security prison, where all of your civil rights are waived, including your rights to privacy, liberty, and freedom from physical duress.”

      “You’re telling me that if I start smoking again, I will be scooped up like a felon, incarcerated, and abused?” I was incredulous.

      “That’s a rather dramatic way of putting it,” my bluntness irritated him. “We prefer to think of it as a stay in a strict rehabilitation center. The usual time required is ninety days, though it has been extended in more difficult cases. You must understand that signing these papers waives all of your rights to further appeal. We do make two guarantees. You will not come to permanent physical harm, and you will quit smoking.”

      “How about my money back if I’m not satisfied?” I tried a smile to lighten the mood, but my smile faded when he failed to return it.

      “No one has ever asked for a refund,” he said dryly.  

      My head was spinning. I looked down, and my glance fell on a form I hadn’t noticed earlier. It was a letter to my lawyer, informing him that I had, after careful consideration, decided to check myself into a private clinic, where I did not wish to be disturbed. It asked him to handle all of my affairs during my absence, and deduct whatever expenses and fees this involved. It was, I realized, a blank check on my future. There was no date on the page. At any time, I could simply vanish, and my disappearance would be officially explained

      “Naturally,” I said carefully, “I will want to have my lawyer look these papers over before I sign anything.”

      He shook his head. “Everything must remain here. You sign now or leave. I might remind you that we present you with a rare privilege. Very few who apply are even offered this opportunity.”       

      I snorted at his blatant appeal to my vanity, but a reckless mood seized me, and I picked up the pen he offered and signed every page. I dug out my checkbook and signed a check as well, thinking as I did that I would have to cash in some stock to cover it. My hands shook as I wrote. This was madness! At the time, I could not have explained my motives for going along. Since then, I have learned to deny nothing.

      “Give me your purse,” he said

      I put a protective hand on the strap of my shoulder bag. “What?”

      “It’s a little late,” he reminded me, gathering up the papers that I had just signed, “for you to start asserting your rights.”

      Reluctantly, I slipped the bag from my shoulder and handed it to him. He snatched it and dumped everything on the tabletop. He took my cigarettes and lighter and pocketed them, scooped up everything else, and stuffed it back into the purse. Handing it to me, he smirked, “Congratulations, Regina, you just quit smoking.”

      The impact of what I had just signed away finally hit me. This confiscation was so brutal and abrupt, like sudden death. I had planned the moment I would enjoy my last cigarette, lighting it up with a little ceremony and smoking it slowly while something appropriately soothing played on my CD. I would hold a Cognac in the other hand and toast the passing of an old friend. This was the least of the things I had just given up.

      My hand trembled slightly as I accepted my desecrated purse. There was no irony in my voice as I mumbled, “Thank you, Sir”

      “My name is Mr. Gates,” he said. “If you see me again, I will not be so cordial. Now go- and sin no more.” He smirked again, looking up at me with eyes that already saw through my thin resolve as well as my clothing.

 Could he read me so easily? Did he know that I was already remembering the emergency pack I had stashed in my glove compartment? If I lit up in my car on the way home, who would know? 

      I harbored a suspicion that his threats were mostly bluff.  No one could have the resources to watch me twenty four hours a day. There were too many places where I could be completely alone, and my source of supply was as close as the nearest party store.

      He put the documents back in the folder and pocketed my check. “Good luck.”

      I had been dismissed. I staggered slightly on the way to my car, and fumbled with my keys. Two blocks away, when I was sure that no other cars were behind me, I parked and opened the glove compartment.

      It took me five minutes of searching to realize that my stash was gone.






  







Chapter Two

 

I have to write standing up today. My chair was gone when they brought me back to the room. Not that it mattered. I failed to address one of the guards properly and was punished severely for it. Sitting now would only aggravate the welts covering my ass and deepen the penetration of the plugs locked inside me. I’m having a little difficulty concentrating, but I’ll do my best.

 

I met Muffy for lunch at the club the next day. She seemed strangely subdued.

“I notice that you ordered the diet plate,” I murmured. 

She looked up sharply, then glanced around the room as though she was afraid that we might be overheard. “I noticed that we are sitting in the non- smoking section.”

“Did you get a call last night?” I asked.

She nodded and hugged herself. “That woman gave me the creeps.”

“What woman?”

“The woman who called. She had me meet her in some warehouse. She told me that I had friends who could help me lose weight, but she didn’t seem very friendly. She reminded me of a strict, black nanny I once had. She turned me into a child again. I felt as though I had no right to refuse her.” 

“It was a man that called me,” I said. The thought occurred to me that our interviewers had been selected because they were the authority figures most likely to strike a chord with us. “Did you sign anything?” 

“I’m afraid that I did.” There was a tremor in her voice. “ It seemed like a challenge at the time, but all morning I have been remembering her threats. She gave me a diet to follow and told me that if I didn’t lose twenty pounds in four months, that I would be sent to a place where my food intake would be controlled for me. She promised to take a personal interest in my case. I think that maybe she already had a personal interest, if you know what I mean.”

I nodded, thinking of the way the man had leered at me. I squirmed in my seat as his words replayed in my head. I had been hearing them all morning, like a mantra- restraint, confinement, physical discipline. I couldn’t allow myself to dwell on the dark images these words conjured, and had to keep reminding myself that the reality would probably be far less pleasant than my fancies. Nothing in my experience had ever been so repellant and so fascinating.

“They are just trying to put a scare into us,” I patted her hand to reassure her and was surprised at the way she snatched it away.

“That’s easy for you to say.” Fear made her snap at me. “All you have to do is stay away from cigarettes. It gets easier each day. You know how hard it is for me to lose weight. I’m starving, but I started out this morning with nothing but coffee and aerobics.” Tears welled in her eyes.  

“Oh Regina! What have we done?”

 

Just stay away from cigarettes.

The first two days were surprisingly easy. I was a little fidgety, but I took long walks and drank a lot of water to flush the nicotine out of my system. I told myself that this was just the incentive I needed to quit for good. 

The third day was hell. It all began when I went out to get the morning paper and saw the crushed remains of my beloved cat lying in the street. I buried her with a private ceremony out by her favorite tree. 

When I got back to the house, the phone was ringing. It was my housekeeper, Marietta, a woman who had been with me longer than both of my husbands.  She was calling me to say that she couldn’t work for me anymore.  Flabbergasted, I offered to double her salary.

“It isn’t the money,” she sounded close to tears. “It’s personal reasons. I’m really sorry. I really like you, Ms. Snow. Please take care of yourself.”

That was that. After Howard’s death, the cat and Marietta were all the real family I had. Now I suddenly found myself alone in the world. I don’t have to tell you that I was already in a sour mood when Raul called.

It was ten in the morning, but he was already drunk. “Gina, how’ya doin’?”

“What do you want?” I sighed wearily. He never called unless he needed something, usually something I didn’t want to give him.

“Is that any way to talk to an old fren’? I was worried about you. Some people been commin roun asking alotta questions. I thought maybe you was in trouble of some kine.”

It was hard to remember when Raul’s accent had seemed charming. Now he always made me think of Ricky Ricardo. “You gotta lotta esplainin’ to do, Loosie” I almost laughed at the thought.

“What did you tell them?”

“What do you think I tole them? I said you was an angel, the only love of my life. I said I would take you back in a secon’ if you only said the word.”

“What happened to Yvette?” I asked coldly.

“That slut! She don’ hole a candle to you, Gina.”

“Dumped you, didn’t she?”

 He was whining now. Pleading always came first. The empty threats usually followed. “Hey! C’mon Gina! Whataya gotta buss my balls for?”

I didn’t have the patience for this. I suddenly wanted a cigarette very badly. “Goodbye, Raul.”

“You bitch!” he screamed suddenly, “Maybe nex time those people come roun’ I tell them what a puta you really are! Maybe I tell them how much you like to take it up the ass!”

Hanging up, I thought of the odd, hollow sound in my phone and reflected bitterly that he probably already had. 

I spent the rest of the day prowling the house and slamming doors. I managed to stay out of the kitchen at least. Previous attempts to quit smoking had taught me that food was a dangerous crutch. Toward evening, I couldn’t take the empty house anymore and drove around until I was satisfied that no one was tailing me. I hadn’t seen the van pass my window all day and was beginning to think that the whole sordid melodrama I had experienced over the last few days had really been nothing but a clever con game. Only my imagination had blown it into a vast conspiracy out of a B movie.

 I found a cocktail lounge that didn’t look too seedy. I sat at the bar and ordered a martini. When I was halfway into my second one, a man came in and sat down two stools away. I discreetly checked him out in the mirror as he rubbed the exhaustion from his face with the palms of his hands and ordered scotch on the rocks.

“Rough day?” I asked. I liked his looks. There was nothing special about him. He appeared to be a salesman or a middle manager, well dressed, but not too well, approaching middle age, but fit from hours spent in the company gym.

“The roughest,” he said. “Sometimes I think I ought to pack it all in.” He fished a pack of cigarettes out of his pocket and lit one. He started to put the pack away, then, as an afterthought; he extended the pack toward me.

Without thinking, I started to reach for it, seeing one of the cigarettes spilled halfway out of the pack, inviting my touch. I pulled back quickly. “I don’t smoke.”

I looked at him sharply in the mirror, thinking that he might have been sent to trap me, waiting for him to coax me and tip his hand, but he just shrugged and put the pack away.

“Did you quit?” he asked.

“Yes, a few days ago.”

He moved to put his cigarette out in the ashtray. “I’m sorry. This must be bothering you.”

I put a hand on his sleeve, partly to stop him, and partly to let him know that I might be available. “No, I don’t mind, really.”

“Are you sure? Usually when people quit, they can’t stand the smell anymore.”

“I guess it hasn’t been that long for me,” I said. “I still like the aroma.”

He smoked. We drank. Neither one of us said anything for awhile. I enjoyed the sweet incense of his second hand smoke.  “So what do you do?” I asked finally.

“I’m a headhunter,” he said.

The first thought that came into my mind was a comic image of my drinking companion squatting in a thatch hut, wearing bone jewelry, and surrounded by grisly trophies. I giggled at the idea. “Who do you work for?”

“An outfit called B.M.R.E. You never heard of it. The joke at the office is that it stands for Big Money Runs Everything,” He put out his hand. “I’m Judd Wily.”

“Regina Snow,” I said. “It must be fascinating work, helping people get into the position where they belong.”

He shook his head sadly. “It isn’t all fun and games. Sometimes I have to misrepresent myself, or persuade others to make choices that may not be in their best interest.”   

He turned to face me suddenly, stabbing a finger into the air. “Hey! I know you! Didn’t I see you on the cover of Cosmo?”

I flushed. After all this time, I am still embarrassed when someone recognizes me. “Elle,” I said. “I was never good enough for Cosmo.”

He grinned. “So! Could a lowly headhunter buy a supermodel a drink?”

I hesitated. Two is usually my limit, but this was a three drink day if there ever was one, and I didn’t want him to think that I was rejecting him. “Sure.”

We shared another drink. He told me a joke about an old man who shambles, stooped and bowlegged, into an ice cream parlor where he orders a sundae. Judd slipped off of his barstool to imitate the old man’s stance. 

“‘Crushed nuts?’ asks the waitress.” Judd assumed the posture and manner of a young girl when he delivered this line, then returned to the old man’s crouch and croaked the punch line.

“Arthritis.” 

 I gave the joke more laughter than it deserved and punched Judd lightly on the shoulder. If he wasn’t getting my signals by now, he was a dead man.

Three drinks loosened my tongue and my morals. I told him how unglamorous the life of a supermodel was; that I survived on diet pills and coffee, lived out of a suitcase, and smiled when I didn’t feel like it. All the while, I flirted outrageously 

He was appropriately sympathetic. He told more jokes and talked me into one for the road. When he left, I was leaning against his arm.

“Do you have a car?” he asked. “I came in a cab.”

I staggered slightly. “I’m in no shape to drive, are you?”

“Sure, I haven’t been pouring them down the way you have.”

I squinted at him to see if he was as sober as he claimed, nodded hard enough to make my head spin, and dug the keys out of my purse. “The red Beemer over there,” I pointed vaguely.

I thought about giving him directions to my place, but I hadn’t cleaned up since Marietta quit, and I was afraid that a sink full of dirty dishes would spoil the mood, so I just rested my head on the seat and let him drive.

The motel was on the edge of town, a four story, brick building between a truck terminal and a discount tire store. The “No vacancy” sign was lit, along with a security light by the main door. Other than that, the place was dark.  The entire first level of the motel was a parking garage. I was surprised to see so few cars in it. 

“If the motel is full,” I asked, “where do you suppose everyone is?”

“My company owns this motel and maintains it for employees and…,” he threw me a smile, “special guests. I get to stay here free. The security system is excellent.” 

Judd helped me out of the car and leaned me against the wall while he swiped his key card through a coded lock that brought the elevator down.  I was impressed when he explained that his company ID doubled as a motel key, among other things. He directed me as I wobbled my way down the hall to room two forty three.  When we were inside, he used the card again to lock the door behind us.

 I glanced around the room. It was furnished in the cheerful, innocuous fashion of motels everywhere. The seascape over the dresser was the same one that I had seen hanging in motel rooms and reception areas everywhere. Cigarette burns etched the nightstand. The bedspread was polyester. The only surprise was the bed itself. The bed frame was iron, fashioned in the old style, with spindles at head and foot. “Just like Grandma’s house,” I muttered.

 He pocketed his key. “Excuse me?”

 I waved at the bed. “My Grandmother had a bed like that.” I noticed the headboard had been enameled white, but the paint on the center spindles was scratched. I thought of the women who had gripped those spindles in the throes of passion and grinned. With any luck, I would sign that guest registry with a few claw marks of my own. 

 I felt him close behind me. His arms encircled my waist. “What beautiful eyes you have,” he murmured in my ear. 

 I turned my head slightly, leaning back against him, and feeling him stiffen against my buttocks. I flashed him a drunken grin. “The better to see you.”

 He was good, I could tell by the way that he brushed my ear with his lips instead of going immediately for a kiss. His hands moved up toward my breasts. I covered them with my own, not to check his move, but to encourage it. I tilted my head back for his kiss. It was long and deep, his tongue was more inquisitive than demanding. I closed my eyes.

“You don’t have to seduce me,” I urged. “Let me be your whore tonight.”

He released me and stepped back a pace. I thought for a moment that my directness had offended him, but he was just getting into character. “All right,” he said, in the peremptory tone of a paying customer, “let’s see the goods.”

Laughing, I did a little pirouette, staggering slightly and overstepping my mark. I removed the belt from around my skirt and let it dangle from my finger, while I grinned up at him like a slut. I dropped the belt and kicked off my shoes. I wasn’t wearing stockings. My legs were too tan to require them. I did a little bump and grind while I unbuttoned my blouse, teasing him with my cleavage before peeling my blouse open to show him my breasts.

He stood back with his arms folded to enjoy the show. When I started to drop my skirt, he commanded, “Turn around first.”

He was an ass man. That was so much the better as far as I was concerned. I peeled off my skirt and panties together and shook them down to my ankles, enjoying his swift intake of breath as my best feature was displayed.  Raul always liked the way my cheeks separated just above my thighs. He said it was an open invitation.

I felt his heat as he covered the distance between us. His arms came around from behind me again, but this time he had no patience for caresses. His rough palms gathered up my breasts to squeeze them as he took my nipples between thumbs and forefingers, pinching hard and lifting until I was forced to my tiptoes to ease the strain. My fists remained clenched at my sides, resisting the natural temptation of self-defense. 

“My whore.” His voice was husky.

“Your whore.” I hissed through my teeth with delicious agony, as he raised me another inch.

 This gentle lover had transformed in moments into a brutal ravisher. Though I knew that he was only taking the role I had assigned him, I suspected that this beast I had aroused was closer to his true nature than any face he had shown me tonight.

Abruptly, he released his grip and pushed me forward. I tripped over my skirt and toppled onto the bed, flinging my arms wide. My panties fettered my ankles. I kicked free of them and sent them flying into the corner. I spread my legs slightly and arched my back to raise my hips. Behind me, I could hear Judd’s heavy breathing as he tore at his clothes. Looking over my shoulder, I had a quick glimpse of his naked body, his well-muscled chest and shoulders, hard stomach, his cock, fully charged now, an angry red. 

Then he was on me. Turning me with a hand in my hair, forcing my head up and back as his mouth sought mine. He raped my mouth with his tongue. I felt his teeth close softly over my throat before working lower to worry my nipples. Meanwhile, the hand that was not gripping my hair was busy below, spreading my lips and dipping into the furrow to find me sopping. I raised my legs to allow him access. He rolled between them, forcing them farther apart. I could feel the blunt tip of his thick cock probing for the opening. I raised my hips and gasped as he began to glide slowly in. Opening my eyes, I saw his mouth set in a tight line, his eyes lit with arrogant glee. With only a few words of encouragement, he had become my conqueror.

His thrusts were gentle and slow at first, as he fed his length to me a little at a time, letting me think that I had all of him inside me, then surprising me with another inch, and another. I whimpered with heat. Then he gripped my shoulders and drove himself into me, to the hilt, hard and fast, until I clawed the bedspread and matched his rhythm with tiny, breathless yelps.

I came hard and soon, overcome not so much by the raw physical sensation as by the ruthless way he was taking me. 

“Wait, wait!” I moaned, needing a moment to recover, finding the sensation too intense in the aftershock of orgasm. 

He was heedless, and his thrusts became more violent, more demanding. I curbed the urge to push him away and surrendered instead, feeling my excitement rise with my submission. He buried his face between my breasts and shuddered as he pulsed within me. I threw my arms around him and clutched him to me, bucking my hips to wring a second orgasm for myself out of his last spasms.

We lay there for a long time, until our breathing slowed and the sweat drying on our bodies began to cool us. I nudged his shoulder finally, and he rolled away. Rising from the bed, he found his coat on the floor and fished out his cigarettes, lighting one and arranging the ashtray on the nightstand before flopping down on the bed beside me. He dropped the open pack and his lighter on the bedspread between us. 

“That was incredible!” He blew out smoke around the words.

I hardly heard him. I was staring at the cigarettes so enticingly near. My brush with Mr. Gates, if that was even his real name, seemed like a fading dream now, an absurd bit of melodrama. In my alcoholic haze, continued abstinence seemed silly. If I had just one at a time like this, who could possibly know?

“I thought you quit,” he murmured, as I picked up the pack.

“I’ll quit again tomorrow,” The smoke was sweet and satisfying, a shudder ran through me with the first hit, as every cell in my body celebrated the return of an old friend.    

No alarm bells went off. No health police came bursting through the door. I laughed and took another drag. We lay silent for a time, smoking together, until our cigarettes were only stubs. I leaned across him to put mine out in the ashtray, and he licked the underside of my breast. Looking down, I could see that his cock was beginning to stir.

“You’re not ready again so soon!” I grinned down at him.

He grinned back. “I just had a dirty idea.”

“And what might that be, Sir?” I mocked a tone of offended dignity.

“I’ll show you,” He moved to rise, and I rolled away to let him up, enjoying a view of his naked backside as he went to the dresser.

“I picked these up today at a pawnshop, of all places.” He turned around and dangled a glittering pair of handcuffs from a forefinger. “I had a feeling that I might meet a willing playmate tonight.” He looked like a naked schoolboy standing there, somewhat abashed to be making salacious suggestions to a lady. His dick made a liar out of him. Obviously he wasn’t proposing a bit of bondage just because he thought the idea might be a turn on for me.

“Do you think that you have?” I teased.

“You don’t trust me?”

“I hardly know you.” I tittered, that’s the only word for it. I giggled like a nervous virgin. When fantasies are touched, the child inside is touched. I couldn’t admit, even to myself, how much this was turning me on.

“Are you afraid I’m going to rape you?” he joked.

“Probably.”

“Is that so bad?” He was moving toward me.

In a daze, I extended one wrist to be cuffed. The shackle was cold and hard, closing around my wrist with a cruel grasp. I shivered. He straddled me and lifted my arm to thread the cuffs through the headboard spindles. I closed my eyes as he murmured reassuringly in my ear. 

“Don’t worry. I won’t hurt you.”

I raised the other arm, placing it in the open jaws, hearing them snap shut.

“They will take care of that at the camp.”

Alcohol had dulled my wits. Realization dawned slowly. It occurred to me, too late, than he never told me who he really worked for.

B.M.R.E.

Behavior Modification Research Enterprises.

My eyes flew open, and I saw the broken mask of his smile drop from his face. I fought the cuffs, knowing as I did that there was no escape from them. 

“I’ve changed my mind, Judd. Let me go.” I tried to keep the fear out of my voice, clinging to a slim hope that this was still just a game.

He ignored me and stood up, smirking down at me as he picked up the phone and punched in a three-digit number. “Room two forty three,” he said. “Ready for processing.”

“Whatever they are paying you,” I begged, “I’ll double it.”

He laughed into the phone. “No. She was no trouble at all. Sometimes this job is just too easy.”

“You bastard!” I snarled.

“She will be waiting,” he told the phone.






  







Chapter Three

 

      Brant has called for me today. The guards didn’t need to tell me that. The plug that distended me yesterday afternoon should have been warning enough. My enema this morning was very thorough, another sure sign that my services would be required. They told me anyway, grinning maliciously at the apprehension I couldn’t hide.

So I’m writing this morning to distract myself. Waiting is part of the torture.

 

Judd grinned down at me as I tugged uselessly at my handcuffs. “I don’t suppose it will help my situation any to tell you that this is kidnapping?”

He shook his head. “You have already forgotten that we have your prior consent, signed and witnessed. Just what was it you thought you were agreeing to? You rich bitches annoy me. You think that your lawyers and accountants can defend you from reality. That the rules don’t apply to you. You have been living in a dream world. It’s time to wake up from that dream. You’re in our world now” 

“Can’t you see how absurd this is? You can’t just imprison someone for smoking a cigarette! It isn’t fair!”

He shrugged. “Life is unfair. Adam and Eve got booted out of the garden for eating an apple.”

He sat beside me on the bed. I squirmed away from him, my anger giving way to sudden fear. He reached out and tweaked my nipples, toying with them while I looked away and tried to shake his hand off, straining to protect myself with my elbows.

 “I’ll scream.” Under other circumstances, it should have been enough of a threat to make him leave me alone, but he was certain of his total power over me, and only chuckled and tightened his grip on my nipples until I whimpered. 

“Scream all you like. The walls are soundproof and the windows are thick. You might be heard in the rooms next door, but no one there is likely to come to your rescue. It’s more likely that they will only be annoyed and come in to shut you up. You had better get used to being handled. Where you’re going, you won’t be able to refuse us anything.”

I turned my head to look into his eyes, searching in vain for a sign that he was only joking. Ever since the night I signed the papers, I had been in denial, refusing to consider the implications of the documents I had so hastily scanned. They had carte blanche to do whatever they pleased with me. With an attractive woman under their complete control, why wouldn’t they feel free to indulge any perverse whims they might have?

“Are you telling me that I might be raped?”

“It isn’t rape if you consent.” He reminded me.

I looked at the wall again, hiding my terror behind anger. “Fuck you! Fuck you all!”

He chuckled again, his hand sliding down to clutch my pussy while I crossed my knees and twisted sideways to deny him. “You have it backward, sweet buns.” He took his hand away, and I had a second to celebrate this small victory before he picked up his trousers and slipped the belt out of them. I cringed, guessing his intention. 

  “Roll over and show me your ass.” He held the buckle and wrapped the belt once around his fist.

      Defiantly, I stared at the ceiling.

      “Front or back,” he said softly, “it’s all the same to me.”

He didn’t give me time to think it over. His arm moved so swiftly that I didn’t even have time to react. The belt whistled down and snapped across my belly, just above the pubic hair. As I curled up with a gasp of pain, I had a few seconds to realize that he had been merciful, that he might have easily aimed lower. Then he changed the angle of his swing, aiming for the new target I offered, striking across the back of the nearest thigh. 

I kicked out at him. He sidestepped with a laugh, enjoying the sport, amused by my rebellion. I only managed to leave myself open for another shot. This one caught the underside of my breast, the tip curling viciously under my arm to lap the thin, tender skin over my ribs. I clenched my teeth against the bright, blazing pain.

He stepped back. He was sweating, grinning, and savagely erect. I knew that begging for mercy at this point would probably only turn him on even more. I wasn’t being whipped because I had insulted him. This was foreplay.

“Roll over, bitch”

I bit my lip and went rigid on the bed, on my back, legs straight and together, eyes shut tight, stoically prepared to endure his worst.  He gave it to me. My determination not to scream became the focus of my thoughts as I attempted to block out what was being done to me, but the pain eroded my will. I waited for each measured blow with dreadful anticipation, never knowing which spot he might select to receive the next strike, and the next.

It was a costly insubordination. My breasts were delivered to the whip. The elbows that I hugged against my ears were unable to defend anything lower than my chin. If I reflexively raised one leg when the belt sought my pubic mound, the next shot would find the inside of my thighs. 

I opened my eyes, thinking wildly that it might be better to see what was coming, perhaps roll with it, or at least prepare. My eyes were blurred with tears I had been unaware of till then. 

“Roll over and show me your ass.”

“Please,” I whimpered “Think about what you’re doing!”

“I’m doing you a favor,” His voice was quiet and even, a contrast to the violent punctuation of his belt  “The sooner you get off your high horse and get with the program, the better off you will be. You’re going to learn to take whatever we give you, and thank us for it, and beg for more. Now roll over and show me your ass.”

“Please!” I repeated. Yet even as I implored him, I found myself turning on the bed, displaying the backside I had refused him before. 

He aimed for the cleft between my cheeks. “Raise it up, come on!”   

If I thought that compliance would earn mercy, I was soon disappointed. He took a position behind me and to my left. The belt whirred and snapped. I made a ball of my body, my knees were under my breasts and my head was between my prayerfully extended hands as I gripped the bed spindles and held on. My resolve crumbled as I shrieked desperately into the bedspread.

“Stop! Stop!” I sobbed. “Why don’t you just fuck me and get it over with?”

But the rain of blows continued to fall, scorching my ass, driving home the lesson that I had no power to end this. My body seemed to surrender to the steady jolts. “Ask me nicely!” he said.

“Please fuck me!” It slipped out before I had time to restrain my tongue. At the time, I thought he had driven me to a final surrender. I couldn’t imagine sinking to a lower point.

The belt clattered to the floor and I felt his weight settle on the bed behind me. I glanced down at my body to see how badly I had been damaged, and was surprised to see nothing worse than red welts. Awful though the pain had been, I saw no torn flesh or blood. Nothing, in fact, that wouldn’t fade in a day or two. In his eyes, this had been a minor correction, a little reprimand for the sin of pride. In a few moments, using nothing but a strip of leather, he had mastered me. With a shudder, I realized that I could have taken a lot more punishment without injury. There was no reason to believe that I wouldn’t be expected to later.  

I felt his hand exploring between my legs, finding me wet. “I think the lady protests too much,” he mocked. 

I bit back an impulsive retort, fearing the lash. “We just had sex,” I reminded him. “I’m still damp from that.”

He kneaded my buttocks with rough palms that rekindled the fire in them. “You’re not the first uppity bitch I had to take the belt to. Most of them get off on it—sooner or later.”

He was hard, harder than he had been the first time. As he thrust himself brutally into me, enjoying my sharp cry of protest, I realized that his first erection had been inspired by the knowledge that he was about to betray me. He must have been amused when I played the whore for him, knowing that the pretend rape was only a prelude to a real one. I set my jaw and tried to deny him the satisfaction of any response, but this scene was too similar to my darkest fantasies, and the insistent prodding soon had me whining behind pursed lips. I felt myself quickening.

“Don’t hold back,” he said with surprising gentleness, “Just let go and enjoy.”

Damning myself, damning both of us, I did. I clutched the bedspread and uttered a hoarse cry of self -loathing as I shuddered out an orgasm.    

Ashamed, I buried my head between my arms and let his thrusts rock me until he was finished. When he pulled out and rolled off the bed, I threw a frightened glance over my shoulder, thinking that he might be reaching for his belt again. He caught my eye and smirked at me, using my silk blouse for a rag to clean his dripping cock. “Maybe I’ll visit you later at the camp. I haven’t tried your ass yet. They tell me you like it that way.”

I collapsed on the bed, drained by shock and pain. I listened as he went in to the bathroom and showered. He took his time. I was staring coldly at the ceiling when he came out and dressed.

“They will be around later to collect you,” he said. “Don’t piss them off. Just do what they tell you, and it won’t be too hard. If your personality profile is correct, and this little performance gives me reason to believe that it is, you might even like some of the things they do to you.”

I didn’t answer him. He turned off the light on his way out the door.






  







Chapter Four

 

 It has been two days since my last confession.

 I wonder if they come in to read you, diary? The cell door is open to everyone except me, it seems. I have lost count of my visitors, a seemingly endless parade of anonymous strangers, male and female, who come to use and abuse me.

 Sometimes I entertain them in my cell, chained face down on my bunk with a cushion under my ass to raise it. At times I am kneeling to take the men in my mouth, or crouching on the bed to lap pussy while someone penetrates me from behind with a hand, a cock, a dildo, or any other object they may fancy. Other times I am led away—to the huge tiled room they call “the waterworks,” or to the cellar for disciplinary sessions.    

Two days ago, I was taken to attend Brant while he did the business of the camp. He was as ruthless and relentless as ever. I knelt under his desk while he worked at the computer, stretching my jaw around that monstrous stalk until my head ached and the pressure against the back of my throat was priming tears. I posed for him, in awkward and humiliating postures, bending, stretching, and spreading until my joints sang and my knees shook, becoming a living statue to decorate the office while he made calls and conducted interviews.  I buried my face in my palms to muffle my screams while he lashed my upturned ass. I spread my cheeks to invite his ramrod cock and thanked him for his kind attention.

So forgive my neglect, dear diary, but I really have been busy.

I know that they are reading this. Being voyeurs is their job, I suppose. The better they know me, the easier it is for them to turn me inside out. 

 

The sudden light startled me out of my nightmare haunted sleep. I tried to sit up in bed, only to have the handcuffs bite into my wrists and remind me that the real nightmare was just beginning. The room stank of semen, sweat, and fear. My bladder was a dam about to burst. The chill of the air-conditioned room had penetrated my flesh, turning my fingers and toes into icicles.

Three men had entered the room. I recognized Mr. Gates. When he interviewed me earlier, he had been sitting down, and I had failed to notice that he was not a tall man. He stood over the bed looking down at me with pursed lips, rocking up on the balls of his feet the way short men do, his hands clasped behind his back. It was a pose my vice-principal had favored. I remembered how he would stand before the study hall and snap his fingers to gain the attention of unruly students, then stab his finger in their direction to warn them.

The other men were much larger. They wore black, military style uniforms, with epaulets and pocket flaps on their shirts, and stiff, high caps with visors shadowing their eyes. Their garrison belts were heavy with pouches and equipment. 

“I knew you wouldn’t be able to exercise self discipline, Regina,” said Mr. Gates. “Now the time has come for discipline to be imposed upon you.”

“You tricked me!” My voice was quaking.

He shook his head. “We only provided temptation. You chose to yield to it.” He took a small, black box out of his pocket and showed it to me. “Do you know what this is?”

I squinted at it. My eyes weren’t accustomed to the light yet. “It looks like a TV remote.”

He held it closer to me, so that I could see the metal prongs sticking out of the end. “If I press this button and touch you with these prongs, your body’s electrical system will be short circuited. You will lose all muscle control for several minutes. They tell me it is quite unpleasant. We all carry them, but we only use them in extreme circumstances. I am presenting you with a choice. You can come with us quietly and co-operate, or we will carry you.”

I licked my lips. “I need time to use the bathroom and get dressed, and I could really use a shower.” I wanted to get Judd’s smell off of me.

“All in due time,” he said. “These are things you no longer have a right to demand or bargain for. We will decide what you need and when you need it. Your life will be much more pleasant if you simply follow orders without asking foolish questions.”

I glared at him. He stared back until I dropped my eyes. He gestured to one of the uniformed men. “We will be removing those handcuffs now. They are impractical for long term wear. Your wrists are already severely chaffed.”

The guard took my shoulder. I didn’t resist as he flopped me belly down on the bed and opened one cuff. When my wrist was free, he snapped the empty cuff around the bed frame so that I was still tethered. He folded my free arm up between my shoulder blades and buckled something around my wrist. “These are nylon,” Gates explained. “They are soft but unbreakable. Unlike steel or leather, they won’t shrink, rust, or rot when wet.” 

At the time, his meaning escaped me.   

The guard buckled another cuff below the shackle that joined me to the bed. Then he released that wrist so that he could lock my wrists together behind my back. I remained passive throughout this operation, but turned my head to examine the guard more closely. 

His trousers, I noticed, had no fly. Instead, a sort of vee shaped codpiece attached to the front with metal snaps. It meant that he could expose his entire crotch quickly, without fumbling with a zipper or tangling his pants around his knees. Several items were buckled around his waist, close at hand. I recognized the stun gun, a handcuff case, a radio. This was all standard, security guard gear. I also noticed a heavy, leather strap hooked to his belt.  His sheathed truncheon appeared to be made of black rubber, thicker than a standard police baton, with a ribbed shaft. I didn’t have time consider the meaning of these oddities, only observe them. 

The guard produced a length of chain and draped it over my head like a necklace. It was a choke collar, the sort that dog owners use to teach unruly mutts to heel. He gave it a brief tug to let me know how effective it was.  I coughed as it tightened against my throat. I forced my stiffened legs to stand as he dragged me off of the bed. 

“This isn’t necessary,” I tried to keep my voice reasonable and calm, thinking that betraying my fear might provoke them to violence. “I’ll go with you.” Standing, I was able to see myself in the mirror over the dresser. My hair was a tangled mess. Tears had turned my makeup into a clown mask.

“Of course you will,” Gates flashed his smirk at me, as he led the way toward the door. I couldn’t believe that they were going to take me out of the room naked, but they made no move to retrieve the crumpled clothing from the floor. I threw a frantic glance toward the open bathroom door. “At least let me pee!” 

The second guard, the one who wasn’t holding my leash, unhooked the leather strap from his belt and slashed me across the ass with it. I yelped and jumped forward, glaring back at him over my shoulder to let him know how outraged I was and trying vainly to protect myself with my bound hands. There were just too many targets available. He hit me again. “March!”

The two guards took my elbows and half carried me from the room. We stepped out into the hall and headed toward the elevator. It was like a scene out of a bad dream. The hall carpet was bright and soft. Tasteful wall sconces provided muted lighting. Muzak played overhead, an orchestral version of the old Beatle’s tune, “Ticket to Ride.”  This setting seemed too safe and familiar for an abduction.

 When we were halfway to the elevator, a door opened ahead of us and a woman stepped out. She wore a suit and carried a flight bag. Apparently she was just another business traveler headed out to a conference or hurrying to catch an early plane. She glanced up at us as she was using her key card to lock the door. 

My first response was embarrassment.  The changes had come into my life so swiftly that I was confused.  All I could think about was how humiliated I was to be seen naked and looking a fright.

 Then I realized that discovery could mean the possibility of rescue. I waited anxiously for her horrified reaction. Even these three men could not subdue her without raising a general alarm. If she acted swiftly, she might even be able to lock herself in her room and dial 911 before they stopped her. 

She only looked me up and down briefly before smiling at the men. “Good morning.”

I remembered Judd’s comment of the night before. I was in their world now. It was a world where a bound woman might be paraded down a motel corridor wearing nothing but welts, a world where smoking a cigarette was treated as a felony, and grim men could appear without warning to drag a helpless woman out of bed and take her away. All the rules had been changed and normalcy redefined.

She followed us into the elevator. I stood between my captors, feeling their grip on my arms, too stunned to speak. 

“One please,” she said brightly.

Mr. Gates pushed the button for her, and she thanked him.

“Do you know if it is supposed to rain today?” she asked Mr. Gates. “I have a golf date I would hate to cancel.”

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I haven’t heard a weather report today.”

I wanted to scream at her. “Can’t you see that I am being kidnapped? This could be you! Help me for heaven’s sake!” 

Her insouciance made me hold my tongue. Judd said that B.M.R.E. owned this motel, and employees stayed there. I thought of all the times I had chatted with friends, oblivious to the hired help that swarmed around us, never wondering what thoughts they had, never caring that they might have private burdens or secret pain. They had been invisible to me. I was simply beneath this woman’s notice. If I asked for her help, she would only be offended by my bad manners. I already knew what sort of reprimand I could expect.    

When the elevator stopped at the parking garage, I watched her walk off toward her car. She used her remote to unlock it, and it chirped a greeting. I saw an empty spot where my car had been. Had they confiscated it, or simply returned it to my garage? I didn’t ask. I already knew better. The elevator door closed, and we descended.

When the door opened again, we faced a utility corridor. The walls were concrete block. Electrical conduits and pipes crawled up the walls and across the ceiling. Bare bulbs burned overhead in wire cages. Mr. Gates tugged on my leash, and the guards pushed me ahead of them. The concrete floor was icy under my feet.

I clung to denial. This was an elaborate joke concocted by Muffy and a few friends. Any moment they would jump out with champagne and party streamers shrieking “Surprise!” Dirty Harry would burst through the door with a steely glint in his eye and a Magnum in his hand. I would wake up safe at home with a hangover.

Mr. Gates stopped me in front of a green, steel door and used his key card to open it.

The glare inside was blinding at first. Then my eyes adjusted. White, ceramic tile covered the floor and continued halfway up the walls. The wall above it was white as well, not some soft eggshell, but a high gloss finish that reflected me as a pink blob. A bank of blue-white, fluorescent lights blazed down on us. There were three women in the room, in starched white uniforms, cleaning and preparing equipment. Two of them ignored us. The third came to greet us. She wiped her hands on a towel and looked me up and down. Her eyes were cold. A plastic I.D.tag was pinned over her breast pocket. I saw that her name was Joyce Uber. 

“You’re a little early,” she said, still looking at me.

“You still have one more to do after this one,” said Gates. “A recidivist. I figured you wouldn’t want to waste any time with the routine stuff.”

The ice in the woman’s eyes caught fire and burned. “Oh yes,” she hissed, grinning. “I will be looking forward to that. Run along boys. This one won’t give me any trouble,” she patted her hip where the stun gun was holstered. “Will you, dear?” 

It was a challenge. My options flashed through my mind. Money wasn’t going to buy my way out. These people were apparently fiercely loyal, well paid, and in love with their work. They seemed oblivious to any appeal to logic, pity, or moral sense. Could I snatch the stun gun away from her and battle my way to freedom like a film heroine? How many doors were there between this underground room and the street? Every one of them would be locked. I had already noticed the video cameras that watched every corridor. I was surrounded, outnumbered, and bound.

I shook my head, looking at the ground to avoid her disturbing eyes.

“No, Matron,” she prompted. I saw her hand move, not toward her stun gun, but toward a leather strap clipped to her other hip.

“No, Matron!” I said quickly. 

She barked out a laugh. “Get used to the taste of those words, honey.” She turned to Mr. Gates. “What’s the story on this one?”

“Regina Snow,” he said. “Ex-supermodel, a divorcee and a widow, no children, no known health problems. She is going in for a smoking cure, the standard program.”

I took advantage of their conversation to steal a quick glance around the room. It was on odd mixture of salon and examination room, a large room with a high ceiling, sterile in every sense of the word, like a surgery or a room for wrapping meat. There was an open shower to one side. The drain and showerhead were oversized and a length of stainless steel chain dangled overhead. Along the wall were spigots and hoses. There were attachments on the hoses, spray guns, and large, douche nozzles.  A stainless steel ring was bolted into the floor. On the other side of the room was a chair that combined the features of a dentist’s chair with a gynecological examination table. It reclined, and hydraulic pistons underneath could be adjusted to raise and lower it, tip it, and separate the leg rests. The seat was horseshoe shaped, like the seat of a public toilet. Nylon straps with Velcro fasteners dangled from the chair in several places, designed for restraining the patient. There were cabinets with glass doors lining one wall. One of the woman’s assistants was taking instruments out of an autoclave and arranging them on a steel cart.  

“We want them ready for transport at two,” said Mr. Gates.

“No problem.” She took my leash from him. “C’mon darlin’. Let’s get you cleaned up. You reek.”

Her cheerful manner failed to mitigate my fear. I sensed that she was a woman who would not suffer fools gladly, or hesitate to use force to make me behave. She led me to the shower and stopped me over the floor drain. “Kneel down.”

Without the use of my hands, it was a difficult procedure. She had to put her hands on my arms and help me lower myself to avoid bruising my knees. It was a small kindness. I have learned since then to appreciate them when they are given.  At the time, it seemed inappropriate. If she really wanted to help, she could have released me. “If you have to pee,” she said, “I suggest that you do it now.”

I turned scarlet, but my need was too great for argument, I straddled the drain and let it go. She used one of the spray guns to rinse my crotch with cold water and flush the drain.

She pulled on my leash until I was forced to bend forward and put my face on the cold, tile floor. She assisted me again, this time with a hand that cupped my breast as it supported me. She clipped my leash to the ring that was bolted to the floor and toed my feet apart until I crouched on the tiles with my ass waving high.

I could hear her behind me ripping open a plastic bag. “Cook me up a couple of quarts of solution,” she raised her voice to address one of her assistants. I looked over my shoulder as the assistant filled a large beaker and put it in a microwave. The woman behind me snapped on a pair of rubber gloves and opened a blue jar. Stepping behind me, she separated my cheeks and smeared my anus with something cold and greasy before slipping a finger deep into my ass. I caught my breath at the sudden intrusion. 

“Don’t be so jumpy,” she admonished me. “I’m just checking out your internal temp.” She twisted the finger inside me and worked it in and out to thoroughly lubricate me, then replaced her finger with a large, rectal thermometer, inserting it deep and holding it in.

“From the looks of that ass, I would say that you must have given Gates a hard time,” she commented.

“It was Judd Wily,” I said bitterly. “The bastard raped me.”

Her free hand smacked my ass cheek hard, surprising me. I felt my sphincter tighten around the impaling rod

“Just a word of friendly advice,” she said without malice, “The next time you call anyone at B.M.R.E. a bastard, you’ll be getting your ass whipped good. Got that?”

“Yes, Matron. Sorry Matron.” I hated myself for saying it.

She chuckled. “You are already learning to watch your tongue. It’s your attitude we need to work on. Ole’ Wily does enjoy his perks though.” She used her free hand to stroke my puss. “Didn’t leave you too sore looking, my guess is you were wet the whole time.”

Many replies came to mind, all of them sure to earn me the aforementioned ass whipping. I voiced none of them.

She pulled the rod out and read it. “Make it about one oh four.”

“One oh four,” affirmed the assistant, checking the thermometer that was bobbing in the beaker. While waiting for the water to heat, the assistant wheeled a steel rack over to the sink and unwrapped a nozzle and a length of tubing. I watched it all with a sort of sick fascination. Something green was added to the steaming water before two quarts were measured into a plastic bag and connected to the tube. The stand was wheeled behind me.

“Relax,” said Ms. Uber, as I felt the nozzle slide in deep. She pumped a squeeze bulb, inflating the nozzle inside so that it was impossible to expel. The flow was mercifully slow, but the water was uncomfortably hot. I could feel sweat spring up on my forehead. She pumped another squeeze bulb, inflating the section of tubing on the outside of my body. The device was secure now. I could neither draw it deeper into me nor push it out. All I could do was crouch there while she filled my guts with hot water. From time to time, she would stop the flow and let my body adjust to the pressure. When the cramps eased, I would relax a little, and she would start the flow again.

Faced with the most humiliating situation in my life so far, I disconnected. My very helplessness in this situation caused my defenses to shut down, and I simply closed my eyes, like I child who thinks that the world disappears when she can no longer see it. I concentrated on accepting the strange sensation, observing how the balloon inside me pressed against my G spot, giving the experience sexual overtones.  I writhed and shivered, naked before strangers, under their complete control.

Her hand in my hair surprised me, breaking the trance I had fallen into, jerking me back up to a kneeling position. I hadn’t even noticed when she unhooked my choke chain. She released valves and air hissed as the balloons shriveled within and without. In this position, gravity made demands. I whined as the pressure in my bowels became unbearable. She grinned maliciously and jerked the nozzle out of me.

“I guess I don’t have to tell you what to do now.”

She didn’t. 

I’m sure that somewhere, buried in my mind, are memories of toilet training, of proud parents (or a nursemaid more likely) watching me in the bathroom, gently applauding my efforts. The bathroom must have seemed as cold and vast as this one, from a child’s eye view. In that moment, as in many others that followed, I became an infant again.






  







Chapter Five 

 

They left me alone last night, all night. Brant may have known that I would need my rest and declared me off limits, one of those small acts of kindness I have learned to appreciate. The girl in the cell next door was not so lucky. Perhaps she had committed some sin, or the guards were simply annoyed by the futile SOS she persisted in tapping out on the toilet pipe. All I know was that she kept me awake most of the night with her whimpering and pleading. I had no sympathy left for her. I was only grateful that it wasn’t me.

 

 

I couldn’t look at the women around me as Ms. Uber helped me to my feet. I was dimly aware that her two assistants were engaged in conversation. One of them had discovered that her boy friend was cheating on her. She was distraught. Her partner was consoling.

They had private concerns and no interest in my mortification. Preparing naked females for incarceration was only a job to them. What did they tell their friends and family about their career choice? I knew that the human mind has an infinite capacity for ignoring the unpalatable. Like slaughterhouse workers, mental health nurses, or soldiers, they had simply accepted the unpleasantness they confronted every day. Anything can be normal when the soul is on vacation. One of them just paused in her conversation, wrinkled her nose, and sprayed air freshener around the room.

So I knew in advance that it wouldn’t do me any good to plead with them, and I was already becoming grateful for their indifference. I was just another unit to process.

Ms. Uber attached my leash to the chain over head, drawing out slack until I stood on my toes to avoid strangulation. During my enema, she had put on a raincoat and high rubber boots. She looked ridiculous, but I didn’t laugh. She left them on while she hosed me down, douched me, and scoured my already tender anus with stinging disinfectant soap. She used a rough scrub brush all over me, and it seemed to me that she lingered too long on my welted ass and thighs. The towel she used afterward felt like sandpaper.

I was unsteady as they helped me to the chair and strapped me in. I felt hollow inside, empty, as though I had been purged of emotion as well. I was hungry, but felt no desire for food.

They worked swiftly, like bees over a flower. The chair was adjusted until I was horizontal. My legs were lifted high and widely divided. I could feel cool air on the damp flesh exposed by the open seat.  A model is no stranger to makeovers. I had become accustomed to hairdressers and make-up artists fussing over me. This was more like an unmaking. All traces of cosmetics were scrubbed from my face. My wet hair was cut off, leaving a boyishly short, pixie bob. While I mourned the loss of my expensive tresses, I realized that it was practical, easy to clean and unlikely to snarl. Vanity is a luxury denied to prisoners. The polish was removed from my nails, which were cut nearly to the quick. My pubic hair was clipped short, then scraped away with a disposable razor. I held very still for that. A sample of my blood was drawn. My teeth were cleaned. They gave me an injection. Ms. Uber told me that it was a vitamin shot. I doubted that. Within minutes I felt myself becoming mildly euphoric, light-headed, and sexually aroused.

When they were just finishing up, a tall man came in wearing a lab coat. “Did you get her BP yet?” he asked, slipping on a pair of rubber gloves.

“Not yet,” said Ms. Uber, wrapping a blood pressure cuff around my arm and pumping it up. “Normal.”

The man in the smock tilted my head back and looked into my eyes. “No headaches or backaches?”  

“No Sir.” I didn’t know how I should address him. I thought he was probably a doctor. He had that detached, humorless bedside manner.

He opened my mouth and looked inside. “My compliments to your dentist.”

It seemed like such an absurd thing to say under the circumstances that I almost laughed. Instead I only changed it into a smile that must have looked ghastly with his thumbs stretching the corners of my mouth. I was almost starting to like him.

Then he examined my breasts. He didn’t have to knead them so hard just to check for lumps. The nipple twisting was certainly gratuitous. He was one of them, after all. None of them could resist the temptation of a naked victim. I began to fear him, even as my nipples stiffened under his thumbs.

So I wasn’t surprised when the speculums came out.

They were cold. I could have expected nothing else. He spread me wide, both holes, and chatted while he flashed a light inside. “I understand that you are no stranger to anal sex?” he asked.

Thanks Raul! I thought. What I said was. “My first husband and I, early in our marriage, you know. That was a few years ago.” I tried to keep my voice respectful, to pretend for a moment that this was a routine medical exam. 

He nodded. “You’re a bit tight there. Uber, put her down for a D and I program.”

Ms. Uber picked up my chart and wrote on it. The doctor removed the speculums and massaged my loins. “Normal sexual response, any trouble achieving orgasm?”

“Not ordinarily, no” I let an edge creep into my voice. The threat of physical punishment wasn’t enough yet to curb my resentment. I didn’t like being fondled intimately by strangers, but I hated answering personal questions even more.  

 His voice was getting husky. His fingers worked downward until two of them were stroking languidly in and out of my anus. “Do you find anal sex pleasurable?” I looked between my open legs and saw the erection swelling in his white slacks.

  I tugged against my straps, suddenly enraged by his audacity. “Damn you, if you’re going to rape me, just do it and get it over with!”

I touched a nerve and was immediately sorry. “Yes, I think you are a bit tight, but there is only one way to be sure.” His trousers were equipped with the same sort of snap on codpiece I had seen on the guards. He popped it off, exposing a thick, uncircumcised erection.  Ms Uber handed him a condom and a tube of lubricant. He tore the foil off the condom with his teeth as he handed the lubricant back to her. “Considering this subject is so narrow,” he explained, “I think the special lube is required in this case.”

Uber smiled the same way that I had seen her smile when she heard that a recidivist was coming in. She traded in the tube for another, uncapped it, and held it under my nose to tease me. I caught a brief whiff of menthol.  The “Doctor” squeezed a generous dollop of the stuff on his sheathed cock. I squirmed.

“This isn’t necessary, please! I’ll be good!”

He entered me with excruciating slowness. I could feel my anus, relaxed from the enema and his probing fingers, open up and swallow him in. He took my head in his hands and stared into my eyes again. I realized that he was studying me. It got him off to see my reaction as I was rudely buggered. I tried in vain to hide my emotions behind a stony mask. He could see the tightening in my eyes, hear me sucking in my breath, feel my limbs strain against the straps that held me open for him.

“You don’t understand yet,” he grunted with the effort of forcing himself into me. “I’m doing you a favor. Anal penetration is a common means of enforcing discipline at the camp. The sooner you are acquainted with it, the better off you will be.”

Again I was being told that this was all for my own good, and I should be grateful to my abuser. A girl could die from all this consideration. “Damn you!” I muttered through clenched teeth, “stop rationalizing and get it over with!” I bit my tongue too late. Had I really said that? Was it me talking- or the “Vitamin” shot? 

His brow furrowed with sudden irritation and he thrust deep enough to make me cry out. “Where you’re going,” he gloated, “they will teach you respect.”

As I began to relax after the first awful impalement, I became aware of the fire his choice of lubricant was igniting in my tender membranes. He smiled at the way it made me clench and spasm around his girth.  “It won’t burn you,” he reassured me, “It will just make the experience more interesting for both of us.”

Then he began to pump me hard as I rolled my eyes up to the ceiling and let my jaw go slack, abandoning myself to the brutal augering I couldn’t evade. Eventually he pushed in to the hilt and stayed there, swollen to maximum hardness. I could feel the pulsing of his ejaculation.

When he withdrew, he was indifferent to me. He simply discarded the condom and his gloves as though sodomizing me had been another routine, medical procedure. He wiped his brow and looked down at the gasping, sweating woman he had made of me. “Get her cleaned up and ready for the road. You can start the D and I immediately. Do you want me to postpone the transport in order to give you more time with this one?”

Ms. Uber grinned. “No problem. Just give me another twenty minutes”

He washed his hands and left. As the door lock clicked behind him, Ms. Uber and her assistants were already unfastening me from the chair. My legs were still bound when they pulled my arms behind my back and cuffed them. The choke collar dropped over my head, and Ms. Uber was dragging me back to the shower before my shaky legs were completely on the floor. She leashed me to the ceiling again, up on my toes, and attached my cuffs to my choke chain with a nylon cord, shortening it until my arms were forced high between my shoulder blades.

She used the douche nozzle to clean my anal opening again. It was just a quick rinse this time. The volume of water was less, but it was cold, and delivered under pressure. She used the spray gun to douse my cheeks, laughing as I gasped and danced to evade the cold jet. My antics drew the chain tight around my throat, until stars were floating before my eyes.

She left me wet. “Look at those goose bumps,” she crooned, running a hot hand over my bottom. “I have learned that an ass whipping is much more effective when the flesh is wet and chilled. I warned you about smarting off. The Doc was willing to let it slide. I’m not so kind hearted.”

I didn’t answer. Begging was still beneath me. Anything else I might have said would only have made my situation worse.

“Yes, Matron,” she prompted, “I’m sorry, Matron. Punish my naughty ass, Matron.”

I bit my lip to keep from crying.

“I think you want it to go hard,” she said, as she unclipped the strap from her belt.

 The strap splatted and snapped, the sound magnified by the tiled room. My body was stretched tight and fearfully available. I could spin, and kick, and present her with interesting targets, or I could simply stand and take my beating. After the first dozen strokes, I chose the latter. Not to preserve my dignity, that had already been taken from me, but only from a sense of self-preservation. Judd Wily’s belt had already taught me that, if I had to take a beating, my ass was the part of me that would suffer least.

She paused. “Sorry, Matron.”

My voice cracked with tears I refused to shed. “Sorry Matron!”

“I won’t be a smart ass anymore, Matron.” She said.

“I won’t be a smart ass anymore, Matron!” How much was enough?

“The hell you won’t,” she snarled.” Don’t make promises you don’t intend to keep. That’s why you’re here.”

I had really believed that my surrender would end the beating. I had hoarded my apology like a magic incantation that would rescue me. I was horrified when the strap began to whistle in again, delivering searing, hot explosions of pain that went on and on, building in intensity and force until I screamed like a lost child.

When she paused again, I was blubbering out incoherent apologies and barely heard one of the assistants when she interrupted. “It’s almost noon,” she said. “We still have the recidivist to do.”

I glanced over my shoulder and saw Ms. Uber mopping her brow and looking annoyed.

“All right, let’s get the slut on the road.”

I stood shivering as my bonds were removed, all of them. I stood in wonder for a moment at my unfettered state, weighing my chances of escape. They were as bad as ever. 

They took my elbows and stood me in front of a blank wall. There was a camera on a tripod in front of me. One of the assistants wrote a number on a piece of poster board and gave it to me to hold. “Face front,” she said, “Hold up the sign. “

A flashbulb flared.

“Turn to your right.”

She took the sign from me after photographing both profiles. “Turn around, hands laced behind your neck and legs apart”

Flash.

“Legs further apart. Now bend over and spread your cheeks.”

Flash.

A model is no stranger to the unforgiving eye of the camera. This shoot was different. I wasn’t dressed in designer clothing, coiffed, painted, and perfumed. I was red assed and red eyed, shorn and newborn bare. I wondered about the purpose of these pictures. Would they be used to blackmail me, added to my file, or just provided to perverts for their titillation? 

“Face front. Hands behind your head and legs apart. Arch your back more.”

When the last picture was taken, I was ordered to hold my pose as they descended on me again. My arms were cuffed behind me. The choke chain dropped over my neck. My ankles were cuffed and joined with a foot of chain. Ms. Uber reached around me from behind and buckled a belt around my waist. A Y shaped strap dangled from the front of the belt. I looked down at it anxiously. One of her assistants walked past me carrying a box. I glanced inside and saw that it was filled with black latex shafts arranged by size.  All of them were about seven inches long, but their diameters varied. The smallest was no bigger than a man’s finger. The largest would have shamed a stallion.

“D and I stands for dilation and irrigation,” Ms. Uber explained. “It’s our little system for curing tight assed bitches like you. We’re going to open you up a little so that the camp guards can have some fun with your fundament. You already know about the irrigation. Now you’re going to find out about dilation.”

I winced. My anus was already aching from abuse, but I knew she intended to penetrate it again. "What size I wonder?" I could hear her rummaging through the box. "We usually start with this one, but you have been an impudent, little girl, so I think we will try one size larger."

I couldn’t see her choice, but when her assistant pulled my hair to bend me over I could feel its well-greased length sliding in. It didn’t happen easily. Ms. Uber had to twist it around and work it in and out before my body would accept it. She stroked me gently and cooed at me to relax. Every time I did, I would feel it enter a little farther. When it was all the way in, she spread my cheeks to make sure it was in deep, then reached between my legs for the strap. She drew it tight and buckled it on. I heard a padlock click shut. 

With horror, I realized that they intended to leave it in me, possibly for a long time. When would the demands of nature force them to remove it? I hadn’t even eaten today. I had just been purged. The split strap between my legs was not encouraging. I could still relieve my bladder without having the belt removed. I could probably even be raped. The thought of having an eager hard -on churning away in my pussy while this monster occupied my ass made me shudder. Anxiety made me clench as my body tried reflexively to expel this intruder, but the locked strap prevented it.

“A word to the wise,” said Ms. Uber. “It doesn’t do any good to fight it. Surrender to it instead, and it will hurt less.” She patted my bottom affectionately. “Put her on ice until the truck is ready to leave.”

As her assistants were leading me away, the door opened and two male guards entered. One of them had a girl slung over his shoulder like a grain sack. She was completely limp. Her bound legs dangled uselessly. Her ass was even more welted than mine was, but corporeal punishment had apparently failed to gain her cooperation and the guards had used their stun guns to immobilize her. I could see her haunted eyes, swollen and red rimmed from weeping. 

It was the recidivist. Wherever it was that we were going, she had been there before. I wondered if I was a fool to go so meekly.

On the other hand, resistance had gained her nothing.

They took me to a bare, concrete room a few doors down and locked my wrist cuffs to a length of chain bolted to the wall. The chain was long enough to allow me to sit. The cold concrete was soothing to my scorched backside, but I quickly discovered that sitting pushed the plug deeper into me unless I rocked over to my side and sat on one cheek. Standing again, I discovered that I could even pace a few steps before the chain stopped me. Pacing was my only distraction. There were no magazines in Hell’s waiting room, not that I could have turned the pages anyway.

After about an hour, a girl came in to feed me a tasteless gruel made of oatmeal and something else I couldn’t identify. She spooned it into my mouth as fast as I would take it. She gave me water from a glass with a soda straw in it. She was young and pretty, wearing a brief, gray tunic that left her barefoot and bare legged below. Her eyes were cast down through the whole feeding process, and she wouldn’t speak to me. I suspected that she was a prisoner as well. When the food was gone, she wiped my face with a napkin and left me alone again. 

I spent the next hour investigating the belt. It didn’t take me long to confirm that it couldn’t be removed without a key. I managed to snag it with my fingertips and twist it, thinking that I might move the crotch strap to one side and dislodge the shaft inside me. The strap had been drawn too tight to allow that. All I did was rock the plug back and forth and work it in deeper. I abandoned my efforts and concentrated on accepting what I could not change. My initial panic had subsided. The plug settled in like an old friend, almost a part of me, nearly comfortable, vaguely erotic. Perhaps it was the injection that made me feel that way.

Eventually, two guards came and took me up to the parking garage. I shuffled awkwardly between them, leaning forward to ease the pressure on my leash, and lurching ahead each time the guard behind me applied the strap.   A van was backed up to the elevator doors. The guards opened the rear of the van and pushed me inside. The interior of the van was covered with riveted sheet metal. There were benches along the sides, and a rail that my handcuffs were chained to. Muffy was sitting on the bench across from me, looking obscenely pink and bare. She looked up fearfully when the door opened and seeing me didn’t seem to brighten her mood.

“Oh Regina! They have you too?”

They left me on the bench beside her and slammed the door. 

It took awhile before my eyes adjusted to the truck’s dim interior. The only light source was a narrow porthole covered with mesh, too high for anyone from the outside to see in, too small for anyone on the inside to crawl out.

I could hear Muffy sniffling beside me. “Hang on,” I said, trying to console her, “I will find a way to get us out of this.”

“I had no idea it would be like this, Gina! Can you ever forgive me?”

I shrugged, making my chains clink. “I made my own choices. How did they get you?”

She told a story that was distressingly similar to my own. She was invited to a party by someone who claimed to be a friend of a friend. The party was held in the arts district, in a painter’s loft. Joints were passed, killer weed, she said. Inside of an hour, she had a major munchie attack. Then the desserts came out. The friend who brought her there slipped out early, but she was “lucky” enough to find a cab waiting outside. The cab driver told her that he knew a shortcut. 

“I see that they gave you a makeover too,” I said wryly, when she was finished. I had to say something to lighten her mood. She was in a blue funk, and those things can be contagious. My emotions were more difficult to identify. Was it the injection they gave me that inspired this weird sense of erotic anticipation? Or had their casual cruelty tapped into my most primitive fantasies, uncovering longings that had been suppressed by more civilized circumstances? 

“They chopped off my hair! I look like a dandelion,” Muffy whined. “ It looks good on you though. Maybe you should keep it that way.” Then she realized what she had just said, and I could see the waterworks threatening to start again. Our hairstyles were no longer our choice.

“Don’t go there,” I said gently. 

“Oh Gina! That horrible woman was there, in the basement, when they… you know.” She didn’t need to say anymore. I had already seen the retaining strap between her legs and the dark welts painting her flanks.  She was carefully sitting on one butt cheek, just as I was. I wondered if her plug was as large as mine was. “She asked me if I had ever tasted pussy. I told her no-never. She ground her crotch against my face while they were working that nozzle into me, then beat me for refusing to lick her. She told me that I would learn how to be a good, little, cunt sucker before she was finished with me.”

An odd notion hit me. Our experiences were being individually tailored, designed to assault our weaknesses and address our greatest fears, even while they appealed to our darkest fantasies. Our captors had studied the minutiae of our lives and knew us better than we knew ourselves. Suddenly, I understood why Muffy never had any lovers. It wasn’t men that appealed to her, but she hadn’t been able to consider the alternative.

The van doors opened again. The girl who joined us didn’t enter under her own power, she couldn’t have. The guards simply carried her in like cargo and dumped her on the floor. Chaining her to the bench would have been superfluous. 

There wasn’t a single hair on her body. Her head had been shaved, even her eyebrows. She had been denied the comfort of soft nylon cuffs. Instead, she had been bound with heavy gauge wire. It hadn’t been wrapped tight enough to restrict her circulation, but it would gnaw at her every time she moved. As she writhed in their grasp, I saw that even her thumbs and large toes had been joined. It was the girl I had seen as I was leaving the preparation room. She seemed to be wearing a fresh set of welts, but she had been so well marked before that I couldn’t be sure.

Frightful as her condition was, it gave me reason to hope. This was her second trip to the camp. That meant that she had been set free after the first one. It was possible to wake from this nightmare.

“Rama Guptha is all love!” she screamed hysterically. “You don’t know what you do! To harm the least of his followers is to harm all mankind!”

“I’m tired of your sass!” growled one of the guards. He opened one of the pouches on his belt and produced a sort of nylon harness that resembled a horse bridle. When she opened her mouth to berate him again, he slipped it over her head, forcing a rubber disk into her mouth and buckling it in. One strap went around the back of her neck. Another fit under her chin to keep her mouth closed. A third strap divided as it ran along the sides of her nose, then joined at her forehead and continued over the crown of her head to connect to the neck strap. There was no way that she would be spitting the gag out.

The guard looked up at us with a challenge in his eyes. “Any more complaints?”

Numbly, we both shook our heads. Satisfied by that, he left, slamming the door. 

The van’s engine started, and three terrified girls began their journey to hell.






  







Part Two     

 

Purgatory






  







Chapter Six

 

When the knock sounded on the door, Brant leaned back in his chair. His cock, which had gone limp an hour ago, slipped out of the dozing girl’s mouth. She startled awake, bending quickly forward to engulf the glistening organ again. She had already swallowed two loads of his cum, and Brant didn’t expect to rise again for awhile, but he had still insisted that she continue to hold him in her mouth. He enjoyed the feel of her tongue sliding over him while he worked at his desk. Her jaw had to be aching by now, but spitting him out was an unacceptable option. He made a mental note to punish her for it later.

“Yes?” he called out.

The office door opened and a guard popped his head in. Brant hadn’t bothered to learn his name yet. He was one of those dedicated, earnest types who was still deluded enough to think that B.M.R.E. was engaged in valuable research that would improve mankind in some unidentified way. A generation earlier, boys like him were loading up the ovens for the Fatherland. Brant didn’t trust true believers.

“Excuse me, Sir. Officer Williams said I should tell you that fresh meat has arrived.”

Brant rubbed his forehead wearily. He had been hoping to finish reading the field reports before he had to deal with this. He reached across his desk for the roster.  “What do we have today, three?”

“Yes, Sir. Ms. Snow, Ms. Greedley, and the Bovin girl.”

Brant was a little annoyed by all the “Sirs”. Did the kid think that this was some kind of military operation or something? “The Bovin chick already knows the score,” he said. “Might as well send her straight to The Hole. Officer Williams has already spoken for the Greedley woman. She will take good care of her. That leaves Snow. Send her to me.”

“Yes, Sir.”

When the door closed again, Brant reached down to stroke the smooth pate between his legs. He lifted Daisy’s head with a forefinger under her chin and stared into her eyes until her lip began to tremble and tears gathered in the corners of her lids. From Brant’s point of view, this was the most evocative sight imaginable- a naked girl on her knees with a mouthful of cock, looking up at him with fear. 

“Corner, Daisy” he said. 

Daisy disengaged, wiping a string of saliva from her mouth with the back of her hand, and crawled through the kneehole of the desk toward a small, thin cushion in the corner. Brant watched her weary retreat, admiring the pattern of welts that decorated her cheeks and thighs, amused by the pearl of cum that bubbled out of her anus and dripped across her vulva. When she was settled on the cushion, she lifted a length of chain that was anchored to the floor and padlocked it to her stainless steel collar. 

Brant rose and stretched. He was a lean, weathered man, handsome in a rough sort of way. His shirtsleeves were rolled to the elbows, exposing corded arms with prominent veins and big square hands. Looking at Daisy, he had to reflect for the thousandth time that he was probably the luckiest son of a bitch on the planet.

In his old life, he had been a building contractor, a reasonably successful one. That had been his day job. At night he had been a male predator cruising underground BDSM clubs. He had been very popular there, acquiring a reputation for his ability to turn any saucy, little bottom into quivering jelly. Yet not even his closest friends had known how frustrating the whole scene was to him. He would have a girl right where he wanted her, pushed to her limits and coaxed beyond, ready to pledge her undying loyalty, surrendering, sobbing, and—

What then?  The play always closed too soon. Reality was always waiting in the wings.

More often than not, she would slowly return to her former self, dress, and resume her public mask, perhaps to go home to her husband and children. “Early day tomorrow,” she might apologize, planting a shy peck on his cheek to thank him for what they had just shared. Then she would be gone. 

There had been a few who shared his life for a time. Twenty-four/sevens, they called themselves, full time “slaves”. He found the term ironic. They were his, all right. He only had to share them with their careers, their families, their hobbies, and friends. What it usually meant was that he was available for them. He had his fill of women who could whine that they were busy now or not in the mood. At its root, their submission was only a convenient game that could be abandoned on a whim.

Then a stranger came into one of the clubs to watch Brant work and stayed to swear him to secrecy and offer him a job. The next day, Brant gave his business inventory to a competitor.

Running the camp wasn’t all play, of course. There were still deadlines to meet and schedules to maintain. Personnel were always a problem. It was a big responsibility. You couldn’t beat the perks, though. He looked at Daisy again.

She was a second timer. Daisy was the name he had given her, because she reminded him of the girl on an old TV program about two handsome rumrunners in a souped up car. The actress had served no apparent purpose in the story, except to look good in cut off jeans and tank tops, a tease for the masses. There was no such teasing allowed here.

 This Daisy was bare assed all of the time- a real twenty four/seven. His to keep until he decided to let her go back and try to pick up the shreds of her old life. She did what he told her to, without question or complaint. She looked much younger than the twenty-two years that she was. Her body was small, her features delicate. Her total absence of body hair made her look like an overgrown infant, though her form was undeniably that of a beautiful woman. The glowing ass she was sporting today only enhanced her in Brant’s eyes, and she wore the steel bands that enclosed her wrists, ankles, and throat like fine jewelry. She was a creation of the camp, trained and groomed and decorated to Brant’s taste.   

“Couldn’t stay away from those gaming tables, could you, Daisy?”

She looked up fearfully, expecting this comment to segue into another session with his well-worn belt.

“Or maybe it was me you couldn’t stay away from.”

She wiped the fear from her face and replaced it with a look of adoration. “It was you, Master.” She actually sounded sincere. He stared at her until she dropped her eyes and began to tremble. The Daisy on TV had less acting skill, he thought, but this one had better coaching. Pain is a great teacher.

Brant went over to the window and looked out across the mowed lawn. The camp had once been a military base, purchased by B.M.R.E. when government cost cutting closed it. The high, chain link fences and guard towers had been erected to keep homesick soldiers in and terrorists out. Brant had added razor wire and a second fence on the perimeter. The no-man’s land between the fences was patrolled by dogs.  Beyond the fences, a thousand acres of thorny brush and wild vines discouraged unwelcome visitors.

The van was parked inside the second gate. A cluster of guards was gathered around as the doors were opened and the prisoners removed. The Greedley woman emerged first, between two muscular female guards who were members of Laverne William’s personal staff, Brant privately thought of them as the dyke squad. Each of them gripped an elbow. One had hooked her fingers under the woman’s belt and lifted. The Greedley woman was hotfooting along on her tiptoes to avoid being carried. Brant grinned to himself as he imagined the crotch strap grinding against her pelvis and up her ass crack, riding against the plug in her ass, the ultimate wedgie. Laverne was going to have a lot of fun with this one.

Two more guards, males this time, dove into the truck armed with wire cutters. They were in charge of the Bovin cunt. Brant had expected to see her again. Amy Bovin had joined some new age cult after high school. Her parents had contacted B.M.R.E. when the legal authorities denied them help, explaining that they had no right to interfere with the religious decisions of a girl who was no longer a minor. Her folks were desperate. Deprogramming and intervention had failed. Her soul was at stake. No price was too high. 

Even when Amy left the camp, assuring every one there that she had seen the light and would speak no more heresies, Brant had known that she would weaken. Girls like that needed something to believe in, and cults are always eager to welcome the lost lambs back into the fold. Re-capturing her had not been easy. The cult guarded her jealously, but she became over confident and made a trip into town for supplies. B.M.R.E. agents were waiting on a lonely, country road, masquerading as stranded tourists. Their hood was up. They flagged her down, and she stopped to help. No good deed goes unpunished. 

Two more guards emerged from the truck manhandling the Snow woman between them. As they headed toward the office, Brant returned to his desk. He was spreading her file out as the knock sounded.

“Come in.’

The guards entered, pushing Regina between them. She staggered a step before stopping herself in front of the desk, then drew herself up straight and shook back what was left of her hair. She was a proud one. Brant liked them that way.

She was tall, nearly as tall as the brutes that delivered her. Below her luminous, blue eyes were high cheekbones and a long slender neck, reddened slightly by the chafing of her choke collar. Her breasts were high and well shaped, not too large, and looked soft enough to be real. The backward curve of her shoulders that was enforced by her cuffed hands forced those breasts into obscene prominence. Her large, pink nipples had become erect from the cool interior of the truck. Her stomach was flat between her boyish hips. The pussy below, framed by the tightly cinched, crotch strap, looked pink, and plump, and bulged invitingly. Her legs were long, tapering to slender ankles and delicate feet that were smudged from her march across the lawn.

“Wait outside,” he told the guards, “I can handle it from here.”

Regina glared at him defiantly. He ignored her and studied her file, not that he needed to. He already knew her case well. He just wanted to let her know that he was in no hurry. It would do her good to wait and squirm.

“Regina Snow,” he sneered, looking up at last, “The Ice Queen. Did the Bovin girl fill you in on what to expect here?”

She looked confused for a moment, not recognizing the name. “If you mean the other girl in the truck, no. The guards had her gagged during the whole trip.”

“It figures,” he growled. “The dumb bitch always had a smart mouth. You and what’s her name, Muffy. You must have had quite a chat on the way. Did you talk about why you are here?”

Brant saw Regina’s eyes flicker over toward the girl in the corner. He followed her glance in time to catch Daisy dropping her hand from her mouth. He knew that Daisy had been gesturing, signaling Regina that it would be wise to watch her tongue. Now he had another excuse to punish her. Daisy was going to be one sorry slut before the night was over.

“Feel free to speak your mind for now,” he told Regina. “We will get around to teaching you some manners later. Today I am more interested in the truth.”

Regina licked her lips, considering her answer. “It is Muffy’s opinion that you are white slavers.”

Brant had a chuckle over that. “Slavers!” he snorted. “If we were slavers, you would already be in crates headed for the Middle East or Sudan. Over there, they don’t care whether or not you have been properly trained. They just want American blondes to fuck. Sorry to destroy your fantasies about becoming a pasha’s concubines and getting hot oil massages in some harem, but more likely they would chain you up in a military brothel somewhere. When you were so used up and diseased that no one would touch you, they would ship you off to spend your twilight years cutting cane. Of course, I could arrange that if you like.” His hand moved toward the phone.

“No, thank you,” Regina said coldly.

“So why do you think you are here?”

She cleared her throat and did a little dance, raising one knee and arching her back. How long had she been holding that plug up her ass? He knew it was a two-hour drive from the city where she had been taken. Her hole had to be aching and sore by now, distracting her. Nicotine deprivation probably wasn’t improving her mood any either. 

“I think that you are a pack of dedicated sadists who trick wealthy women into giving you money before you kidnap and abuse them.”

If she expected to get a rise out of him, she was disappointed. Brant just nodded. “That’s fairly close, except that there is no trickery involved. You called us, remember?”

“I didn’t think that it would be like this,” she said morosely.

“The hell you didn’t!” he exploded. “Listen up, twat. Our website gets thousands of hits. Out of that, we get a few hundred applications. We reject all but a dozen or so. They need to be rich, because we are expensive. They need to be beautiful, because we like them that way. They also need to be naturally submissive, and you qualify, sweetheart. Hell, most of our applicants behave themselves and never have to see the inside of this place. If a gal screws up, it’s a clear signal that she needs us, whether she is willing to admit it or not.

“We get all kinds here, dilettantes, thrill seekers, limousine liberals needing to perform acts of contrition. Many of them are like you- closet masochists who visit our website, read between the lines, and figure out the score. Oh, they all have a good excuse. They want to cure their addiction to chocolate, or shopping, or get in touch with their inner child. Some of them are tired of all the contrived experiences that modern life provides. They want something raw and real, not risk free. We get past all that pretty quick. The nitty gritty is, they need to learn humility and experience real discipline, maybe even suffer a little, because the idea makes them hot.”

“You’ve made a mistake!” Regina was aghast. “I’m not like that!”

Brant grinned at her. “Look me in the eye and tell me you don’t have a wet pussy right now. I can check, you know.”

The color that rose to her cheeks was all the answer he needed.

“I’ll tell you the real reason that you are here.” Brant opened a drawer and threw a magazine on the desk. The picture on the cover was a few years old. It was Regina, wearing a swimsuit and a smile. “A guy like me develops a radar for these things. I saw that picture and knew what you were. I kept track of you, followed your career. There was all that tabloid crap about your first marriage, of course. I read about how your second husband picked you out when he saw you strutting your stuff on the runway at the Paris show. Left you quite a pile, didn’t he? When I checked you out to confirm my suspicions, I found out that your friend Muffy was a ripe candidate as well. So we sent her a discreet, little invitation, sort of like dangling a baited hook.”

“You’re telling me that I am here because I have been stalked by an obsessed fan?” Regina had only looked wary before, now her expression was horrified.

“I wouldn’t call it that,” said Brant cheerfully. “You still had to go through the selection process, and that wasn’t my decision. When a big fish bites, the honest fisherman can’t credit anything but dumb luck.”

“So now that you have me, what do you intend to do?” He gave her points for courage. A lot of women would rather not know the answer to that question.

He leaned back at ease, regarding her with his hands folded behind his head. “Turn around. I haven’t seen the other side of Regina Snow yet.”

He saw a retort tremble on her lips for a moment before she turned, but she glanced again at the cowering waif in the corner and swallowed her words.

“Nice ass. Is that Uber’s work?”

“Yes,” she paused, “Sir.”

“Nice and tight looking. Maybe not so tight after wearing that plug most of the day. Bet you would like to have it out about now.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Turn around again,” he said, amused by the look of disappointment she wore as she faced him again.

“What if I told you that the plug won’t come out until you crawl over here and suck my dick until it’s good and hard, then beg me to fuck you up the ass?” he said.

“I would say that you will do whatever you want with me, whether I cooperate or not.’

He laughed out loud. “You and I are going to have a lot of fun together. Here’s the score, Gina. You’re right about the sadist part. Guy like me, sees a buck-naked supermodel standing in front of him, all red assed and teary eyed, Hell! He can’t help but get a hard on. When you signed away your body, did you even stop to think what kind of cruel notions that might put into somebody’s head? Of course you did. That’s why you’re here.

“We’re going to play out all of the nastiest fantasies you ever had, but first we’re going to try out a few of mine. You want to know why you’re here? It’s because I saw that heart shaped ass in a magazine and knew that I wanted to slide my dick into it, but sweet buns like that are best served up hot. Get my drift?”

She bit her lip. “Is there anything I can do or say that will get me out of this?”

Brant shook his head. “I had a gal offer me her kid sister in exchange once, can you top that?”

He could see her shiver slightly as she considered the desperation that would inspire such an overture. “No, Sir.”

“Best thing for you is to go with the flow. Show me what a good girl you can be.” He nodded toward the girl in the corner. “Maybe I’ll let you take Daisy’s place for awhile.” He pushed a button on his desk to summon the guards. The door opened immediately.

Brant waved his hand toward Regina. “Take this uppity bitch to her cell. Yank her plug for now. She can wear a bigger one tomorrow. Put her on waterworks detail for a few days, full availability”

“Yes Sir,” said one of the guards, looking Regina up and down with a smutty grin.

“Then you can come back for this one.” Brant jerked a thumb in Daisy’s direction. “Take her to The Hole and put her on the horse. You can keep her amused until I get around to whipping her ass.” 






  







Chapter Seven

 

Laverne threw back her head and took a deep draught of the late, spring air, smelling sweetgrass and hyacinths. She exhaled steam. The night before had been clear and cool, almost frosty, and the dew was heavy on the grass, but the sun promised warmth soon. She relaxed in the saddle, feeling the gentle trot of the horse under her. When the line from the saddle horn went taut, she turned and shouted over her shoulder. “Come on, Lazybones! If you don’t keep up, I’ll drag your ass!”  

 Muffy was bathed in sweat as she staggered wearily along. Her wrists, wrapped in rough rope, were extended before her. The other end of the rope was tied to the saddle horn of the trotting horse. Her legs were damp with dew, and strands of grass had snagged between her toes. At first, when Laverne tethered her to the saddle and mounted the horse, it had seemed only a cruel jest, an impossible demand. Then Laverne kicked her horse into a trot and rode off without a backward glance. The rope jerked the captive’s wrists out in front of her, and Muffy quickly realized how earnest the game was. She had run as though her life depended on it, up stony slopes and through fields where the skeletal remains of old thistles whipped at her bare legs, stumbling, off balance, her lungs burning.

 Laverne had thrown on a jacket this morning before setting out, but still shivered slightly as she regarded the naked girl being towed in her wake. Laverne was a muscular mulatto with straight, dark hair and large bones. Her beauty was a terrible thing, like the beauty of a tiger or a hurricane. The victims entrusted to her care needed a single look into her cold eyes to know themselves lost.

Muffy had been covered with goose bumps when they first set out, her nipples chilled till they had become hard, little buttons, but after the first mile, she had run herself warm.

Laverne reined in the horse at the creek, under the shade of a huge, old willow with drooping limbs, and slipped from the saddle. With the line between them finally slack, Muffy dropped to her knees in the grass, gasping. Laverne stood over her, looking down with contempt. “I’ll expect you to do better tomorrow, butterball.”

Muffy didn’t have the breath to answer her. She only whimpered when Laverne untied the rope from the saddle horn and jerked her to her feet. “Break time is over.”

Laverne tossed the line over a tree limb and hauled on it until Muffy was forced to stand on her toes to ease the strain on her sore wrists. Then she tied the end of the rope off to the tree trunk. Muffy blew her damp bangs out of her eyes and watched warily as Laverne used a pocketknife to cut a switch from the willow.

“Yesterday,” said Laverne, “I had to beat your ass before you would give me head. Today I’ll just start right out with the ass whuppin’ and save time.”

“Please!” Muffy whined. “I’ll do what you want!”

Laverne held up the wand and examined it, swishing it through the air to test its balance. It was slender, perhaps a little more than a quarter inch at the heavy end, flexible as a braided whip. “That isn’t enough,” she said. “You have to discover your true nature. Why do you resist the idea of having sex with another woman?”

“I’m not a lesbian. Please, can’t we just go back?’

Laverne laughed. “Ready for another run so soon?” She began to pluck leaves from the branch. “She loves me. She loves me not. Ever play that game?”

Muffy stared at the whip with horror and began to sob.

“Not a lesbian,” Laverne sneered.

“No, please! Just let me go home!”

“I got two words for you, bitch-Janet Osborn.”

Muffy’s breath caught in a hiccup. “What?”

Laverne continued to strip leaves one at a time. “It might interest you to know that Janet is happily married now, nice husband, couple of kids. She lives in upstate New York someplace. She remembers you fondly”

Muffy’s eyes grew wide as she listened, but her sobbing stopped.

“You haven’t forgotten Janet. She was the pretty, blind girl you knew in high school. She didn’t have many friends. Not because the other students deliberately shunned her, they were only uncomfortable with her disability.” 

The branch was bare now. Laverne positioned herself behind her prisoner. “All those soft, summer nights, reading aloud to her in the gazebo. You could stare your fill at her beauty unobserved.” Laverne stood a moment enjoying the unmarked canvas before her, fascinated by a slow trickle of sweat that was making its way across Muffy’s sacrum, tracing a diagonal path down toward the cleft of her buttocks. She was warm now, but would soon become clammy as her sweat dried. Chilled flesh would be stiffer and more sensitive.

SWICK

The switch whistled into Muffy without warning, leaving a line of fire across her hip. She yelped.

“One night you talked Janet into skinny dipping in your pool.”

SWICK

The second strike was across her seat. Muffy’s breath whistled between her teeth.

“She didn’t see the side of the pool though, blundered into it head first, and nearly drowned.”

SWICK

Muffy’s thighs burned, she lifted one leg, whining.

“You had to give her mouth to mouth to revive her.”

SWICK

“It must have spoiled the mood when she vomited pool water all over the patio.”

 SWICK

The last blow was delivered with such savage force that the wand shattered. Laverne discarded the tattered stub and circled her captive slowly. When she was standing in front of Muffy again, she took the sobbing girl’s face gently in her hands and whispered softly. “You don’t have to bullshit me. You are free to be yourself here. Confess and be healed.”

“Please,” Muffy said, “Please!” 

Laverne stopped her blubbering with a deep kiss, running a curious tongue over her lips until Muffy’s mouth replied shyly. Her hands were busy as well, exploring Muffy’s flanks for the ridged weals her whip had created, dipping into the soft furrow between her legs and finding her slick. Muffy closed her eyes and moaned, leaning into the hand that worked her, opening her thighs to invite the probing fingers.  When Laverne drew back and looked at Muffy, there was a look of cruel triumph on her face.  She tipped Muffy’s head back with a hand in her hair and stuffed the damp fingers into her victim’s mouth to give her a taste of her own secretions.  Muffy choked and gagged on them. 

“Not that confession will buy you anything.”

 Laverne removed her jacket and draped it over a tree limb, revealing large breasts that strained against her knit tank top and brown bare arms corded with muscle. Returning to her horse, she removed a set of ankle cuffs from the saddlebag and stooped to fasten them around Muffy’s ankles, shortening the links between them until the legs were tight together. “That should stop your kicking.” She opened her pocketknife and pruned a fresh wand from the tree.

 Horrified, Muffy realized that the tree provided plenty of weapons. The day was young, and Laverne wasn’t even beginning to sweat. She watched, mesmerized, as the woman drew the wand through her fist to strip the leaves from it.

“You probably feel like I’m peeling the hide off you.” Laverne’s words echoed Muffy’s thoughts as she positioned herself behind the bound girl. “When I look at that ass though, all I see are a few lines of raised pink skin. You’re scared, I know, and it hurts like hell, but pain and fear alone aren’t going to kill you. I plan to keep this up until you look like you’re wearing red, corduroy shorts. Maybe I’ll give you a matching bra.”

“No! Please! Do you want me to give you head? I’ll do it! I’ll be real good! You can teach me how to do it right! What do you want?”

“I want the truth, bitch.”

SWICK 

 

Regina inventoried the scant furnishing of her cell with a glance. Her limbs were free for the first time in twenty-four hours; though nylon cuffs equipped with D rings still wrapped her wrists and ankles. These ornaments reminded her that even this minor liberty could be taken away again easily, with nothing more than a bit of chain or a pair of padlocks. She noticed two rings, mounted on the wall about seven feet high and five feet apart. Another pair of rings was embedded in the floor below. Little imagination was required to deduce their purpose.

 She stood a moment, looking at the seatless toilet, the bare mattress and cot, and the red light on the overhead camera that told her she was not really alone after all. There was an intercom speaker beside it. She couldn’t tell if it was set up to overhear her or to send messages. The desk and chair seemed out of place, like something from a college dormitory or cheap hotel. She turned and looked at the door. There was no knob, only a steel plate with a keyway and a Plexiglas porthole that left her exposed to the curious eyes of anyone passing in the corridor. There was a small window in the outside wall, offering a view of the floodlit grounds, the guard towers, and the chain link fence. Beyond the fence was a valley where modern structures broke through the trees here and there. The buildings were large and all of a similar architectural style. It was a planned development, like an office or industrial complex, or a university campus. The boulevards between them bustled with traffic, closed vans, stretch limos, and cars too drab and too much alike to be anything but part of a corporate fleet.

She waited for several minutes, expecting someone to appear with a garment for her, nothing fancy, an ugly, orange jumpsuit perhaps, or a plain, cotton shift. Surely they would at least provide her with sheets and a pillow. When she finally realized that these luxuries were not forthcoming, she curled up shivering on the bare mattress and began to weep softly.

In a few moments, she began to feel calmer. A good cry always helped, of course, but she suspected another cause. Just before the guards removed her chains and pushed her into this cell, they had placed a tin plate of gruel on the floor for her. She had stared at it for a moment, not understanding how she could be expected to eat it without a spoon or the use of her hands. Then a rough hand on the back of her neck had pushed her to her knees and buried her face in it. 

“Lick it clean, bitch, unless you like the feel of my strap.”

She had eaten it, slurping up the mush and swallowing it quickly to put an end to this humiliation, too hungry and exhausted to care any more. It was only after the guards wiped her face and patted her on the head that she became aware of an odd aftertaste and guessed that something extra had been added to the mixture.

She hadn’t been allowed time to think about it. One of the guards tore open his codpiece and insisted that she enjoy her dessert as well. “And don’t let me feel any teeth.”

Still on her knees, she had opened her mouth obediently; discovering that the silky hardness of his erection nestled in her mouth was strangely comforting to her.  The buzzing that began deep inside her loins grew, even as he probed the back of her throat, making her retch until she swallowed convulsively and felt him slide beyond her gag reflex. It was a trick Raul had taught her. She had never expected to display this talent under such cold circumstances and was amazed that she could find the experience sexually arousing. 

“I’m in shock,” she told herself, knowing that it was a delusion. Shock should have numbed her to all sensation. Instead, she felt more alive and aware than she had ever been. Even the bitter taste of his semen had a pleasant tang. He didn’t have to order her to lick him clean when he was finished, and she felt something akin to disappointment when he tucked his shrinking organ away and snapped his codpiece back into place.

“How about you?” the guard asked his companion.

“Naw, I’m saving it for Daisy,” said the other guard.

She had been taken to the wet room. She wasn’t there long enough to see more than a large, shower stall similar to the one where she had been prepped that morning. The guards simply removed her belt and eased the plug out of her. She was ordered to wash it while they hosed her down with water that was painfully hot. Handling it, she was surprised to discover that it was smaller than it had felt inside of her and dismayed as she contemplated the painful parade of distending plugs that had been promised in the days to come. When the shaft was clean, the guards took it from her and threw her a towel. 

“Bend over,” said one of the guards, slipping on a pair of amber, latex gloves and opening a jar. He worked a fresh glob of lubricating ointment into her anus. 

“Okay,” he smacked her butt cheek. “Stand up.”

Her hair had still been dripping when they took her to the cell.

Overhead, a dim bulb provided just enough light for the camera to watch over her. Regina was certain that the light would keep her awake, but there was no toggle switch on the wall and a wire cage protected the bulb from any missiles she might aim at it. She tried to distract herself from her lingering excitation by examining herself. She couldn’t see her own bottom, but a tactile exploration revealed no broken skin, only a deep soreness where the strap had bruised her buttocks and thighs. Finally relieved of the shaft that had distended it, her anus itched and ached as it began to contract again. The plug had been a nagging presence that she had become desperate to remove as the hours dragged on, but now she felt curiously empty without it. Experimentally, she reached behind herself and inserted a finger into the orifice, finding it slick with lubricant. She was sore, but not as much as she might have expected. Sensitized was a better word for it. Her probing finger reawakened her sexual need. Disgusted with herself, she removed the finger and wiped it on her thigh. 

Drugs! she thought. The injection she had been given that morning, and the food they had given her to eat, both had been doctored with something, she was sure of it. She had taken a few drugs in her time, uppers mainly, to keep her stylishly thin, but she couldn’t identify this one. It was a sedative of some sort, something to keep her calm and compliant, something mildly hallucinogenic perhaps, an aphrodisiac certainly.  The alternative explanation; that her experiences in this mad place had tapped into the deep well of her subconscious and awakened primal needs, was something too outrageous to consider.

Considering it, she fell asleep.






  







Chapter Eight

 

Laverne completed her last set of incline presses, grimacing up at Joanne, her spotter, and dropping the bar into the rack with a clatter. The steel plates on the ends of bar were the size of train wheels, and the bar thrummed as the weight settled in the rack.

Joanne grinned back, enjoying the sight of Laverne’s sweat pooling in the valley between her pecs and trickling down toward her hard belly. They were both pumped from their workout, high on oxygen, their limbs swollen with blood.

Joanne was a Nordic version of Laverne, a sculpted Amazon, blond and square jawed, with a dusting of freckles under her eyes and across her hard chest

Laverne sat up, snatching a towel from a nearby bench and mopping her face as she regarded the girl across the room. For a time, Laverne’s victim had protested, whining that she was about to lose consciousness or throw up. Discovering that her pleas were unheeded, she had grown silent and stoically endured her situation.

Muffy was hanging by her heels in a pair of gravity boots, dangling from a steel frame, her bare puss displayed between her open thighs, her fingertips brushing the rubber mat below her. 

Laverne draped the towel over her shoulders and strolled over to look at her. She stroked a finger through the damp slit and felt Muffy twitch in response. “How we doin’ here?”

Certain that she was in the hands of a mad woman who was beyond the reach of reason, Muffy had abandoned argument and only whined wordlessly. She knew that it was only a rhetorical question. If Laverne were seriously concerned about her comfort, she wouldn’t have used a rubber paddle to blister Muffy’s backside before beginning her workout. 

“Believe it or not,” said Laverne, “this is doing you a lot of good. Your spine is being realigned, and the increased blood flow to your brain should help you think better. You got a lot to think about, believe me” She leaned forward and licked the pink seam teasingly. Muffy shuddered.

“Anyway, it amuses me.”

Abandoning Muffy for the moment, Laverne went into the kitchen area where she took a plastic container out of the refrigerator and put it in the microwave. A minute later, she opened the steaming container and dipped a thermometer into it. Nodding to herself, she returned to the gym.

“Feeding time,” she called cheerily. Across the room, Joanne was finishing off with a set of preacher curls, and didn’t bother to look up as Laverne took a fresh enema bag out of the utility cupboard and filled it. Laverne hooked the bag to the frame that Muffy was dangling from and lubed the nozzle. “Stuffing your face is a bad habit you need to break,” she said conversationally. “I got to feed you though. Fasting can be dangerous, especially when you’re getting your ass flushed regularly. You could get your electrolytes all out of whack. The good news is that your gut don’t care which direction the food comes from.” She spread Muffy’s cheeks and dabbed lubricant on the pink rose of her anus.

“What we got here is a nice, hot dinner, pre-digested nutrients, a side order of an irritant that will help you with that clenching problem, and a little mood enhancer for dessert.” Laverne held up the bag for Muffy to see. The amber liquid in it was thick. Muffy’s hips swayed as she tried ineffectually to avoid the coming penetration. Laverne slapped an already reddened butt cheek. “Hold still!”

 She worked the nozzle into the orifice and pumped the squeeze bulbs to inflate the tube inside, sealing Muffy’s sphincter and forcing her to accept and retain the broth. “You just enjoy your din-din, while Joanne and I take our shower. We’re gonna come back with a couple of nice, clean pussys for you to lick dry.”

Muffy’s cheeks began to clench as the hot elixir began to make itself felt. Laverne laughed, watching her captive twist and sway. “Looks like you won’t be all puckered up when I slide that plug in tomorrow. I gotta bigger one for you to wear during our morning run.” 

 

The sun was blazing bright in a tropical sky. Even with her eyes closed, Regina could see it glowing redly through her eyelids as the gentle swells of the Caribbean rocked beneath her. She had gone on the deck of Raul’s yacht to sunbathe nude, but now she was getting cold and beginning to shiver. She was thinking about going below to get a robe when a shadow blocked the sun. 

“Gina, come inside. I gotta a ‘sprise for you.”

She opened her eyes and saw Raul as a silhouette framed by the sun. He was extending a hand to help her up. Standing unsteadily, she allowed him to lead her below. The cabin was changed from the way she remembered it, lined with concrete block that dripped mildew. Three faceless men in black uniforms were sitting in deck chairs there. One of them had opened his trousers to expose a huge erection that he was slowly stroking. Raul closed the heavy, iron door and bolted it.

“I tole these men how much you like to take it up the ass.”

 Regina reached drowsily for herself, tweaking her hardened nipples and reaching with her other hand between her legs to ease the need of her throbbing clit. 

There was a sudden crackle of static from the intercom.

“Regina Snow! On your feet!”

The voice was deep and stern, jolting her into full wakefulness. She jerked her hands away from herself and crossed them over her breasts, suddenly remembering where she was.

“On your feet, bitch!”

She rolled out of bed and stood up, feeling the concrete floor icy against her bare feet and the cold clutch of terror in her chest.

“Legs apart and hands behind your neck!”

She assumed the pose the voice demanded. In the corridor, a syncopated rhythm of footsteps clattered. A key rattled in the lock. Two guards entered her cell. She had never seen them before. The night shift, she thought. Without a word, they seized her wrists and pushed her against the wall, where her cuffs were locked to the waiting rings. She pressed her cheek to the rough wall and closed her eyes as they forced her legs wide apart and locked them down. They stood back and unclipped the leather straps from their belts. Regina stifled a sob.

“Your cunt belongs to us,” said one of the guards. “We’re the only ones who get to play with it.”   

They struck her from the right and left. One strap would strike as the other was swinging back, so that the rain of blows was continuous. They didn’t ease into the beating with gentling warm up strokes that might have allowed her breathing room. She couldn’t make the mental adjustment that would turn pleasure into pain, riding the crest of her earlier arousal, and make the experience bearable. It was a thrashing, pure and simple. The snapping tongues were steady and merciless, as Regina twitched her hips to evade them and shrieked.

“I’m sorry! Please! Stop! I’ve learned my lesson!” 

Her apology was ignored. The sharp slashes of pain continued to lick away at her, eroding her strength until her legs sagged and she leaned away from the wall, presenting herself more completely to the lash. Offered new territory, the straps sought the tender places between her thighs and under her arms. When a particularly savage stroke lapped the underside of her breast, she surged forward, grinding herself against the wall for protection, clinging to it like a lover. Her next plea surprised her, moaned like a confession.

“Please! Wouldn’t you rather fuck me instead?”

One of her torturers paused long enough to chuckle. “Don’t worry slut, we’ll get around to it.” He aimed a blow upward, wrapping her loins, finding her belly with the tip of his strap.

There was dismay in Regina’s wails now. She had offered the only thing she had left, only to be reminded that it wasn’t hers to give.  Worse, she realized that she hadn’t made the proposition just to end her thrashing. The men behind her seemed to recognize that. And the blows were more measured now, concentrating on her ass and thighs, building heat inside as well as without. She caught herself arching her hips away from the wall, rising to meet them. Her nipples began to friction themselves against the wall, deliberately, seeking stimulation from the abrasive surface.

Abruptly, the rain of blows ceased. After the explosion of their impacts and the din of her wails, the room seemed still. The only sound was her ragged sobbing.

“Apologize and thank us.” The guard’s voice was strangely calm, not at all angry. Regina felt absolved.

“I’m sorry, really!” Tears blurred her voice. “I didn’t know it was against the rules. I won’t do it again. Thank you for correcting me.” Regina was surprised at how easily the words came. It was as though she had learned these lines once, long ago, and had been waiting all this time to speak them.

When the guards freed her, she collapsed into their arms, unresisting as they placed her belly down on the bed and fastened her wrists to the bed rails. 

“Raise your knees, come on, ass up.” 

She crouched like a frog about to hop, obscenely open, feeling thick fingers toying with her hungry sex before abandoning it to probe the swollen opening above. 

“Please!” she whined. “Not that way! I’m so sore!”

The snaps of his codpiece made little popping sounds as he tore it away and positioned himself behind her. The springs creaked as his weight settled on the bed. She sighed with relief when the thick knob nuzzled against her labia. She had a moment to think about how far she had fallen in a short time. Now she was grateful that her guards were content with mere rape.

Then he thrust himself inside her, deep, and she rocked forward, biting her hand to stifle her cry. His hands clutched her hips and drew her back against the impalement as she felt her sex open for him like a hungry mouth.

A hand in her hair lifted her head, and she opened her jaws wide for the erection that she knew would be aiming for her mouth. Even as she did, she could feel the hot pulse of an orgasm building inside her.  They were both thick and rock hard, rampant as satyrs, boring into her without regard for her comfort or pleasure. The man behind her was partially lifting her, slamming her down upon his erection as though she were no more than an inflatable sex doll.

The guard in front of her had both hands in her hair now. He was systematically raping her mouth, without regard for the retching sounds she made as she desperately tried to breathe and swallow at the same time. The pressure in the back of her throat brought a new flood of tears. 

She came, hard, and the men didn’t even slow their thrusting to let her recover. They just kept churning inside her while she writhed between them, racked by sensation too intense to bear now, yet bearing it anyway, because she had no choice.

They left her shackled to the bed, sated and exhausted. Semen was spattered between her sprawled legs and oozing from her mouth. One of the guards worked his rubber truncheon into her anus and left it there for a souvenir. When she fell asleep, it slithered out of her and landed on the filthy mattress with a soft thump.

 

When the guards returned for her in the morning, they gave Regina no sign to acknowledge the intimacy they had shared, not even so much as a smutty grin. They were all business. She was, after all, just another prisoner. She wondered if there were many guards here, and if all of them were rapists. Perhaps it was part of the job description. Could she expect nightly visitors? Last night she had provided them with a reason, but Brant had made it clear to her that they really didn’t need one. Her beauty and helplessness were enough. 

The guard who had impaled her on his truncheon entered the cell first and picked it up from between her legs. She said nothing, just turned her head to regard him apprehensively.

“You got it all greasy,” he said.

“I’m sorry, Sir!” Regina hated herself for her swift servility, but she was too bare and available with her wrists shackled. Her ass was an easy target. She didn’t want to lead him into temptation.

He decided to be magnanimous, or maybe he was pressed for time. He just shrugged and took a tube of lubricant out of his pocket. “No problem. Raise it up for me like a good girl.”

Still watching him, she pulled her knees up and arched her back. Much of the soreness in her anus had faded during the night, but she still expected this to hurt. She took a deep breath and let it out slowly, telling herself to relax. The guard squeezed a glob of gel on the tip of the truncheon.

“You can wash it off for me when you get to the waterworks.” He pressed the club against her anus and screwed it in slowly, savoring the way she balled her fists and twitched as the opening yielded under protest. She could feel its ridged length worming its way into her, penetrating deep, until only the handle remained on the outside.

“I wouldn’t let it fall out again, if I were you.”

The other guard was busy unlocking her wrists and pulling them behind her to be joined again. He put a knee in the middle of her back to warn her against struggling. She was beyond that, she thought, or maybe the drugs were making her apathetic. She was no movie heroine who would taunt her captors and fight them at every opportunity. 

The memory of last night flickered across her mind, her heat as they thrashed her, her climax as she was raped. She dismissed the thought that teased her, even as she felt the pressure of the truncheon against her cervix and sensed the stirring of last night’s ghosts. 

The guard who had cuffed her hauled her to her feet and hustled her through the open cell door and into the corridor. She staggered bowlegged, reaching down behind herself to hold the club in place with her thumb and forefinger. The guard behind her laughed and smacked her hand away with his strap. 

Their destination was the tiled room where she had been cleaned up the night before. This time a woman was waiting there for them. She was a heavy woman with a dour mouth and slits for eyes that glittered as they scanned Regina.

“Take off them stupid chains,” she growled. “Where you think this gal’s gonna run to? I got work for her to do.”

The guards ceased their banter, like schoolboys reprimanded for rowdiness. Regina sensed that they didn’t like the woman. The guard to the rear slipped the club out of Regina’s anus with practiced smoothness. She stiffened and yipped with surprise as she felt the ridged shaft undulate past her sphincter. She imagined the violent sensations this weapon could produce if it were put to serious use and flushed as she realized that it probably would be- sooner or later.     

 “Here’s how it is,” the woman said to Regina as her chains were removed. “ You call me Matron. You do what I say with a minimum of fuss, and we’ll get along. What we do here is get girls cleaned up inside and out. I’ll do you first. You pay attention and follow the procedure every time another girl comes in. I’ll be standing by to make sure you get it right. You take care of one girl an hour. That’s more time than you need. When you got time to kill, you scrub the men’s room, or the lounge, or in here. If a patron takes a liking to you, you drop everything and take care of him. Got that?”

“I think so.” Regina had only a vague understanding of the woman’s spiel but feared the consequences of admitting her ignorance.

The woman saw her confusion and grinned good naturedly as she lifted a length of hose from a hook on the wall. In a bin beside her were disposable nozzles in plastic bags. She tore open a fresh one and threaded it onto the hose. It was thick and bullet shaped, like a personal vibrator. “Don’t worry, you’ll pick it up. I won’t have to strap your ass too often. See them dots?”

Regina looked down at three rubber circles that had been glued to the floor near a large, floor drain. “Yes?”

“Put your forehead on the green dot and knees on the yellow dots. Might as well pee first, as long as you’re down there.”

Regina knew the posture this would put her in, ass up and open. Squatting over the floor drain to urinate, she looked at the hose and douche nozzle in the woman’s hand. Then her eyes flickered over to a cabinet in the corner where a collection of conical anal plugs filled one of the shelves. One of these would soon be inside of her, she was sure. She shuffled forward until her knees were on the yellow circles and placed her palms on the green one to cushion her forehead.

She was aware of the guards in the periphery of her sight. One had taken a chair on the other side of the room and was flipping through a magazine, pausing to study the foldout. The other guard was leaning against the wall smoking and reading over his companion’s shoulder. For them, this was just another break. Her shame was of no interest.

“The water heater is pre-set for average, internal, body temperature,” the matron explained. “The pressure has been reduced. Even with the tap wide open, it will be just a trickle. We want to flush you out, not blow your guts. You just get the standard clean up today, plain, hot water. Now in here… Look at me when I talk to you, gal!”

Startled by the sudden sharp note in the woman’s voice, Regina quickly turned her head to gaze over her shoulder, just in time to see the woman point to a small tank mounted on the wall above the spigot and connected to it with a length of pipe and a shut off valve. “In here I can put things to add to the mix, a little soap maybe, to irritate the membranes, or a shot of lemon juice. It leaves a gal’s butthole lemon fresh, but the cramps are a bitch. I call it the royal flush.”  She turned on a tap and water began to gurgle out of the nozzle.

“We start with the pussy,” she said, bending to flood Regina’s vagina with water and sliding the nozzle in. It penetrated easily, sliding within her along a liquid path. The water seemed a bit too hot for comfort, but not enough to scald. Regina gasped.

“If you do the ass first, you might pick up some hitchhiking bacteria. We don’t need anybody getting any infections, do we?”

“No, Matron,” the words wheezed out of Regina. In spite of herself, she was getting turned on by the overflow that tickled her clit and labia, and the thick shaft working inside of her. She was disappointed when the nozzle abandoned her sex and moved upward. 

The enema was less traumatic than it had been the day before. Regina reflected that anything might become routine eventually. She emptied herself on command, finding the wait easier to endure, and the experience less humiliating. What could embarrass her in front of people who had already turned her into a human animal? 

The matron used a different hose to play water over Regina’s body. This water came under pressure, too hot, like a thousand needles attacking her skin. A bar of disinfectant soap landed on the floor in front of her. The rubber truncheon that had been stuffed into her earlier landed beside it.

“Scrub yourself up good, hair too.”

The flow was shut off while Regina soaped herself and the truncheon. The soap was strong, irritating her skin. The rinse water was icy.

When the matron was satisfied that Regina was clean, she instructed Regina to crawl across the floor and return the truncheon to the guard. Her dripping hair left a trail of water on the floor as she delivered it. “Don’t forget to thank him,” warned the matron. 

Regina was unable to look at the guard as she knelt, shivering and dripping, before him. She knew instinctively that she should present the club in her upraised palms, and that her expression of gratitude should be as demeaning as possible.

“Thank you,” she stammered, “for honoring my unworthy ass with your attention.”

He paused before accepting the offering, as though determining whether or not her speech carried a hint of irony. She relaxed when he took the club, sheathed it, and returned to his magazine without comment. 

When Regina’s task was accomplished, the matron ordered her back into a crouching position and gave her loins a final rinse. Hearing the cabinet door open, Regina closed her eyes while a plug was selected, thinking that it was better not to know how big it was. She tried to relax as latex clad fingers packed her with grease, twisted inside her, and pried her open.

“Sore?”

“Yes, Matron.”

“Good, most of the guys here like a gal to be a bit tender when they fuck her. They say it makes her clamp down and milk them dry. Open wide now.” 

The plug hurt her at first, causing her sphincter to tighten against it, and the matron backed it off, cooing encouragement before pushing it all the way in. Regina felt a brief flare of agony as the widest part of the plug cleared the swollen ring. Her hands curled into fists under her brow. Then the opening began to relax, and the pain became endurable.

“Stand up now. Let’s get your harness on. Hurry up. We have work to do.”

Regina stood unsteadily, spreading her legs obediently as a nylon belt was locked around her waist and the crotch strap was pulled tight enough to bring her up on her toes.

The matron looked at her watch. “We got a couple of minutes before the next girl arrives. Come on, I’ll show you around.”

With Regina trailing, the matron led the way through a connecting door. “This is the lounge. Men’s room is on the left. Cleaning supply closet is on the right. I want you to keep the whole area spic and span.”

“Yes, Matron,” Regina mumbled automatically. She had scant attention for the matron’s words. Her eyes were riveted to the display in the center of the lounge. 

The rest of the room was unremarkable. It was obviously a place where employees and guests might relax and refresh. There was a countertop with a sink, coffee maker, and microwave. Sofas and chairs lined the walls. A folding table was off to one side with a deck of dog- eared cards resting on it. These banalities only made the centerpiece more bizarre.

The box was five feet high and eight feet to a side. Regina walked slowly around it, mesmerized by it, forgetting herself as well as the matron who observed her. The box was metal, enameled white. On each of the sides was a panel resting in a slot so that it might be raised or lowered, and locked into position with steel pins. An oblong semi-circle had been cut out of the panel, matching another in the box below it. The top and bottom edges of the circles had been padded with foam and covered with white vinyl. Each panel had been locked down around the bent waist of a naked woman. 

From the hips up, each of the women seemed to disappear into the box. Only their legs and bottoms could be seen. Each pair of ankles was spread and chained to rings in the floor. A brief glance at those exposed asses told Regina that this was no mere display. These women had been provided as an additional amenity, a selection of female flesh that might be enjoyed anonymously. On top of the box were packages of condoms, lubricants, and pre- moistened towelettes, along with dildoes and anal plugs of various sizes. From hooks on the sides of the box, punishment implements dangled within easy reach. Regina noticed that these implements had been matched to the nearest bottom. Some girls, the more fortunate ones, were flanked by paddles or leather straps. Others had been singled out for more severe treatment. Whips and canes had been hung beside them. 

Each bottom bore the marks of the weapons that had been selected for it, mad patterns of scarlet lines, vivid welts, darkening bruises. Their loins were puffy, red, and glossy with smears of grease. One girl had a whip handle jammed into her anus. It swayed like a tail as she shifted her hips to ease her stiffening limbs.

Regina wondered what it must be like for the women in the box, waiting in isolation for unseen hands and unexpected hurts. Could they even hear her?

“Like it?” asked the matron ironically. ‘This is what you will be cleaning the gals for. The usual shift inside the box is four hours, but I’ve known some to pull eight if they deserve it. We rotate them. Every hour, a gal goes out and another comes in to take her place. This is the slow time of day. Come evening, we usually have a pretty good crowd in here.”

Regina stared at the tight, dusky bottom of a Negress. “What did they do?”

The matron shrugged. “Sometimes nothing. Gal that fucks up might find herself in here a couple of times a week, but anyone can get volunteered to fill a vacancy.”  

The matron approached the box and patted the dark rump that Regina had been staring at. “You ain’t the only celebrity here. This here is Reeva”

Regina turned aside, suddenly ashamed to be a witness to this, now that she could put a name to the victim. She knew Reeva, of course. Nearly everyone did. Her songs played on every radio station in the western world. Regina had seen her on television, strutting across the stage in gold spandex that left little to the imagination, holding the microphone as though she were about to fellate it, driving the males in her audience mad with lust. 

The matron laughed. “She was taking uppers to get charged up for the stage, then downers to get to sleep. After her last tour, she decided to find a quiet place to get cleaned up. Think she’s singing in there?”

A guard spared Regina the necessity of an answer by poking his head in the door. “Customer, ladies.”

The first girl Regina serviced stood passively while she fumbled with the nozzle and hose. She didn’t even react when Regina failed to connect them properly and sprayed water in all directions turning on the valve.

 The matron shut the water off impatiently and glared at Regina. “Hands on your knees.”

Regina knew her intention and turned her back on the woman before bending over. Her hands gripped her knees for control as ten fierce slashes of the strap seared her buttocks.

“Try again,” said the matron, without rancor.

Regina’s hands shook as she re-threaded the nozzle, but she got it right, only to discover that her patient was still standing. “Knees on the yellow spots, forehead on the green spot, please.”

She half expected the girl to challenge her right to give orders, but authority descends from above. It was the guards standing by who caused the girl to drop obediently into position. Regina hesitated with the gurgling nozzle in one hand and a glob of grease balanced on the upraised fingers of the other. The bottom before her was savagely marked with rows of double lines. In places, the lines had intersected and broken the skin. The eye of the anus winked at her salaciously, as a thick dribble of white semen oozed out. This poor woman had already been sorely used, yet Regina had just seen the way she would be spending the next four hours. 

The matron reached for her strap. “Poke it in, sweetcheeks. We ain’t got all day.”

Regina lubed the orifice as gently as she could, feeling the silky grip of that hot tube of flesh as she probed the opening. Her exploring fingertips detected a frightened pulse through the thin membranes. She found the experience of handling the woman weirdly erotic, a connection more intimate than sex.  She swallowed a desire to apologize to her victim and could only hope that the woman understood. The fact that her patient was unresponsive made it easier.

The strap caught Regina unaware. Following her down as she threw herself flat on the floor instinctively to escape the blows. Regina wallowed in a puddle as the hose fell from her hand and flooded the tiles around her.

“Pussy first, you idiot!”

As Regina recovered her composure and douched the girl, the matron spoke to her as though the correction had never been necessary. It was a matter of no importance to her, not merely forgiven, but immediately forgotten. 

“This gal tried to bust out. Made it all the way to the yard before they tackled her. Now she gets the cane once a week and does two shifts a week in here. If you ever think about going over the fence, remember her.”

When the cleaning ritual was complete, the matron took over. She stood the girl up and put a gag strap on her head. It looked like the one Regina had seen on the girl in the truck. Regina was able to see the gag closely for the first time as it was installed. It was a rubber disk, similar to the mouthpiece boxers wear, designed to fit the shape of the user’s mouth, depressing the tongue. It was narrower where it connected to the retaining strap, allowing the girl to close her mouth around it while the chinstrap was buckled in place. Regina looked at the girl’s face as she was bridled, seeing the weary resignation there. How long had she been in this place? Regina wondered if she would eventually wear the same vacant stare.

“Come on,” said the matron. 

She took the girl’s elbow and led her into the lounge while Regina and the guards followed. “Pull those pins,” said the matron, ending the parade when they were behind the bottom that wore a whip for a tail. 

Regina hooked a finger through one of the pins that locked the panel down and worked it out of its slot. As she was working on the second one, the matron reached down and removed the whip from its sheath of flesh, holding it by the tail to avoid the greasy handle.

“You can wash this when we get back,” she said, handing it to Regina.

The shift change was swiftly handled. Freed from the box, the first victim was helped to stand erect, while the second was bent over the padded hip rest. Regina had a quick glimpse of the interior of the box before the panel descended. Three women were face to face inside, resting on their elbows as though praying together. If they prayed, it was in silence. All of them wore gags. Three pairs of eyes blinked hopelessly into the light, like raccoons startled in a dumpster. Then the jaws of the box champed down on a new tidbit.






  







Chapter Nine

 

Laverne stroked the reddened flesh of the soft buttocks before her. Muffy was stretched across her lap, hands bound behind her and cinched to her collar so that she couldn’t lower them and cover herself. She looked down at the rubber mat under the bench that Laverne was seated on, soothed by the touch of those cool hands on her hot skin, aroused by the hard muscular thighs under her belly.

Uncomfortable as her position was, Muffy was grateful for the rest. Laverne and Joanne had chased her in circles around the mat this morning, driving her on with rubber paddles whenever her crawling pace had slowed. Breathless from the exertion, she had been ordered up into a kneeling position so that the two women could instruct her on the finer points of cunnilingus. Her face was friction burned from being ground roughly into their pubic hair, and the smell of their crotches still lingered on her lips.

Laverne pulled Muffy’s cheeks apart to examine the chafing that the crotch strap was causing and ran an inquisitive finger around the irritated opening that clenched the plug. 

“You got cunt lickin’ down to an art, sweetmeat,” Laverne teased. “Of course, it comes natural to a horny, little, crotch gobbler like you.”

She brought her hand down hard, smacking the cheeks, left and right, renewing the color.

“Tomorrow Joanne and I will let you ride our strap on dicks. You’ll like that, won’t you lezzie?”

“Yes, Matron.”

It was the reply that was expected of her, but the stirring Muffy felt in her loins told her that the answer wasn’t insincere.   

 

Regina was lapping the remains of her brunch when the door to the corridor opened and she heard a sound that she had yet to hear in this joyless place.

It was a giggle.

Denied the use of her hands, she had already become adept at feeding from the tin plate that had been placed before her. Seasoned by hunger, even the bland taste of the gruel was unobjectionable. Regina wondered if the drugs that had been added to her food were addictive. She suspected that they were accumulative. Her desire for sex seemed to be increasing, undampened by chronic terror and discomfort. She remembered to thank the matron before she bent to feed.

While she ate, Regina had tried in vain to ignore the steady slap of leather against flesh that she could hear coming from the lounge.

The giggle came from Regina’s second client of the morning. She entered the room heavily chained at wrist and ankle. A decorative collar was locked around her slender neck. She was a petite girl, hardly more than a teenager. The grip of two guards on her elbows and the weight of her chains appeared to have no effect on her spirits. She practically skipped into the room. 

“Cool!” she chirped. “What’s this, watersports?”

The matron approached her, wiping her hands on a towel. Regina stood uncertainly. As the guard behind her began to unfasten her cuffs, the girl extended her hands toward him and cupped his codpiece. “Got something for me there, big boy?” she teased. 

He grunted and backed away, surprised by her presumption. His partner stooped to free her ankles, and she raised her leg, pointing her dainty toes to display her calf and arching her spine to make her perfect, little breasts stand out. She looked up and caught Regina’s eye.

“Hi! I’m Julie. My Mistress brought me here last week. She said it was the only place for an incorrigible masochist like me. Brant put me on ice for awhile to settle me down, but I don’t think it did me much good. It’s really boring and lonesome in the hole. It was sort of fun at first. I got all shivery and horny. Getting locked up in a dungeon is such an awesome trip! That got old pretty quick. They wouldn’t even let me jerk off. Nothing doing down there but pig slops and cold hosedowns.”

Regina glanced at the matron warily, reading her mood. This charming gamine’s exuberance was infectious, and the guards were amused by her antics, but the matron seemed to find this unseemly behavior merely irritating. It was not a good sign.

“So what comes after this?” Julie tossed her head saucily, a gesture that would have flipped back her blond tresses provocatively, if they hadn’t been chopped off in the careless manner that Regina had come to think of as the standard camp cut. “A little Greek action, maybe?” Julie rubbed her buttocks against the crotch of the guard grinning behind her. “Gonna plow the ole’ back forty for me?”

The matron’s lips were set in a hard line. “Perhaps more than you care for.” She said tightly, nodding to Regina. “Begin.”

Julie licked her lips, and Regina saw that her frolicking was really just a show of bravado. She was as terrified as any of the other women held here.

“Knees on the yellow spots, forehead on the green spot,” said Regina.

Julie looked down and grinned salaciously, back in character. “I can do better than that.” She placed her feet on the far sides of the yellow spots, spreading her legs wide, and bent herself slowly forward until her palms rested on the green spot. “How’s this?”

The matron smiled for the first time since the girl came into the room. It was not a nice smile. “Excellent. Hold that pose until I tell you to move.” She took a bottle of lemon juice off a shelf. “I believe our little princess deserves a royal flush.”

The matron made Julie hold the fiery cocktail longer than necessary and seemed to enjoy watching her sweat and whine as cramps clutched at her belly, and her legs trembled with strain. The hose she used to wash the girl off afterward was adjusted to a stinging, needle spray of icy water that made her gasp and dance. When Julie was ordered to bend over again, she was far less spunky.

“Grease her ass real good,” the matron said to Regina. “Her Mistress has issued strict orders regarding her. No one touches her pussy except to clean it. Her labia will be pierced tomorrow and sealed with a small padlock. Brant showed it to me last night. It came in a velvet lined box, solid gold and shaped like a heart. The name of her Mistress is engraved on the back. My guess is that her Mistress is rather jealous and more than a little ticked off. We got orders to show the princess a real hard time.”

Regina saw a tremor pass through the bent body at this unexpected news. Apparently, Julie’s Mistress wanted her to be returned humbled and sexually hungry. The matron was doing her best to help the process.

The matron took a small box from the shelf, opened it and held it out to Regina. “Tuck one of these well up into her ass.”

The box contained little, amber colored, gelatin capsules. “Just a little ginger to make the filly lift her tail,” the matron explained. “We don’t want her clenching.”

Julie squirmed as the gag strap was produced, twitching her hips as the suppository melted inside her, but she managed an impudent grin that seemed to infuriate the matron. 

“Time for famous last words?” asked Julie, looking at the gag. “Give my love to Mom.” She opened her jaws wide and winked at Regina as the bridle was fitted.

The matron led another procession into the lounge.  When the door opened, the snapping sounds that Regina had been hearing for the last several minutes became louder, and she learned their cause. A man was standing with his back to them, swinging a whip with swift up and down strokes. The girl on this side of the box was twitching and jerking. Her feet had left the floor as she tried vainly to crawl inside the box and escape the torture. Her pink toes were curled with agony, but the chains on her ankles held her legs fast apart.

Regina could hear nothing from inside the box and could only imagine the woman’s frenzy. The box had to be heavily soundproofed. The gag alone could not be effective enough to contain her mewling. No protest from the girls within ever disturbed the ears of those who tormented them. There were no pleas for mercy to inspire pity.

The whip was like a small cat’ o nine tails, multiple, thin strands of leather designed to sting fiercely without doing serious damage to the delicate tissues he was striking. He was aiming it down into the girl’s ass crack, then coming up to snap at the pussy from below.

He turned to look at the party as they entered. A huge, ingratiating grin spread over his face. He looked a trifle guilty, like a boy caught in the act of masturbation. He was a tall man, dressed for office work in a shirt and tie. His tie had been loosened, and his sleeves were rolled to the elbow. A row of pens poked out of his pocket protector. Wire rimmed glasses had slipped down his nose. His codpiece was missing, and the erection that sprouted from his pubic thatch was thick and long, sheathed in a greasy condom. “Good morning,” he said brightly.

“Don’t let us disturb you,” said the matron. “We’re just bringing in fresh meat.”

“Great!” he said. “This one’s about worn out anyway.”

The girl he was whipping was not the one scheduled for relief, however. The matron took Julie’s elbow and led her around to the side of the box where Reeva was secured. Julie seemed less eager to follow, now that she had seen what was in store for her.

Reeva’s bottom and thighs were marked in a hundred places. Her anus pouted as though waiting for a kiss. Her labia looked sore as well. Regina wondered how many visitors she had entertained in four hours.

The matron pulled a couple of tissues from the dispenser on top of the box and handed them to Regina. “She’s a mess. Clean her up a little.”

Regina accepted the tissues and knelt to dab gently at the abused orifices, thinking insanely that she was wiping a world famous ass. The matron moved beside her, taking down the paddle and strap that had been hanging from pegs to Reeva’s left and right, setting them aside, and replacing them with a thin bamboo switch and a single tailed whip.

When the box was opened, the two guards who delivered Julie took custody of Reeva. As her bridle was being removed, Reeva looked blearily at Regina, frowning with confusion for a moment. Then a look of mutual recognition flashed between them. Reeva’s eyes sent Regina a silent plea. Don’t tell anyone you saw me here!

Regina dipped her chin in a brief nod of acknowledgement. Their shameful secrets would be safe with each other.

Julie’s fear filled eyes flickered over to Regina as the panel was lifted to invite her in, as though she hoped that Regina had some power to prevent this outrage. Chatter had been her defense against terror, a distraction denied to her by the gag. Regina shrugged to demonstrate her own helplessness. The painful bulk of the plug locked in her anus was a constant reminder of her own status. Not that she needed one. This place was meant to crush the spirit and accomplished that end in a thousand ways.

The matron took a black, marking pen out of her pocket and scrawled a message across Julie’s pert buttocks. “Ass only!” Then she took a handful of Julie’s hair and thrust her inside.

As the panel slammed into place, the man in the shirt and tie strolled around the box toward Julie, like a browsing shopper.

Fresh meat.






  







Part Three

 

Hell






  







Chapter Ten

 

Regina served in the wet room for three days. She thought of it, when she allowed herself to think at all, as domestic service in hell.  In the afternoon of the first day, she scrubbed the men’s room, ignored for the most part by the men who came to use the urinals. In turn, Regina did her best to disregard the hooded girl who was perched on a post in the center of the room.

The girl’s legs dangled uselessly inches above the floor, and her arms were bound wrists to elbows behind her. She rode a narrow saddle, anally impaled the girl had writhed for a time, slowly, seeking a point of balance that would ease her torture, trying to lift herself by tensing her cheeks against the saddle. In the end, time and gravity had their way and the thick shaft had slowly burrowed into her. The seat, slippery with mentholated ointment, wedged her bottom open and ensured that the penetration would be deep.

 Regina had known the skewered girl despite the hood. She was already familiar with the tight, little body, the apple breasts with tiny, pale nipples, the vivid stripes criss-crossing her thighs and merging into a single, red blotch that covered her ass. She recognized the marks because she had been there to see them applied.

 A parade of people had passed through the lounge all morning. During the noon lunch break, traffic had been particularly heavy. When she wasn’t preparing a new candidate for service in the box, Regina had spent most of the morning in the lounge, cleaning, fetching coffee, and sucking cocks until her jaw ached.  Regina had been a mere sideshow there of course. The box had been the main event.

So busy though she had been, Regina had been aware of the line of men and women that formed behind the four bottoms. She had flinched sympathetically at the pistol shot impacts of paddles, the splat of straps, the whicker of whips and switches. Without any visible signs of self -consciousness, the patrons had opened their codpieces and thrust themselves into the frightfully available orifices. Bantering among themselves as they faced each other across the box, placing bets on who would cum first, and who would last the longest. 

Regina had seen this girl whipped until she slumped with exhaustion, then whipped again. Seduced by the message scrawled on the split cheeks, and the orifice so prominently displayed, the visitors had buggered her relentlessly. 

Regina would have known this girl even if she hadn’t been a witness to the cruel impalement. The girl had been red-eyed and repentant when the guards had removed her from the box, a sharp contrast to the saucy wench who entered it. Yet she had found new energy when the matron announced her next trial, actually fighting the guards as they dragged her into the bathroom and lifted her high. Protesting tearfully and inarticulately through her gag as the hood was lowered, trying to tell them that this was just too much, it wasn’t fair, she couldn’t bear anymore.

It was Julie, of course. 

Earlier, Regina had taken heart from the girl’s courage. She had allowed herself to believe that the proper attitude might change everything and transform an ugly ordeal into an erotic adventure. Now she was disillusioned. This was a place where women were broken, physically and mentally. In time, they would break her too.

Late in the afternoon, Regina was relieved of her anal dilator and returned to her cell, where her cuffs were locked behind her back to prevent her from masturbating. She was exhausted, but slept fitfully. Every position that she tried to rest in was uncomfortable for her, and sexual hunger made her restless. She woke from tormented dreams to hear the guards entering her cell.

They rolled her up on to her knees on the mattress and took turns with her mouth and pussy, trading places from time to time, until she couldn’t tell if she was tasting their spunk or her own secretions. She only knew that they were welcome and abandoned herself to pure, corporeal gratification untroubled by moral questions.  They didn’t speak to her. Like everything else here, rape was an impersonal thing. They didn’t care if she was traumatized or pleased. In a way, she felt free to open herself without reservations. Modesty was a useless emotion when everyone she encountered here insisted that she abandon herself completely. There was no shame in being a slut when she was forced to perform.

So she moaned and pushed back to meet the cocks that thrust into her dripping sex, and ran her tongue over the sensitive underside of the ones that entered her mouth, hollowing her cheeks to suck, and swallowing load after load of their bitter discharge. Her orgasms seized her and shook her with an intensity she had never known before, until she felt wrung out and certain that she could no longer react to the insistent prodding. Then she would feel herself rising again, and again, until she greeted her orgasms with a sort of despair, a lament of “No more, please, enough!”

At one point, near dawn, she became aware that there were several men in the room, smoking and laughing as they waited their turns, urging the others to plow deeper and harder, as though raping her were a sort of sporting event.

 

Exhausted by her night of debauchery, Regina was clumsy and forgetful on the second day. The matron had to repeatedly correct her errors with the strap, until her buttocks were throbbing and hot. The visitor in her anus was unwelcome as well, larger and more painful in the stretched opening. Other than that, it was a day as normal as any could be in this insane place. Regina flushed the openings of eight girls, escorting them into the lounge and standing by while they were secured for torture and rape, feeling like an accomplice, a Judas ewe wagging her little tail down the chute to the abattoir.

Men and women came and went in the lounge. Not all of them wore the uniforms of guards. Some wore business suits or gray lab coats. A few even appeared in casual garb, shorts and sandals, denim and spandex, as though they were no more than tourists in hell. Nearly everyone who passed through the room took advantage of the helpless flesh presented there. The attention some of them paid was often no more than a quick slap to the nearest available rump as they were passing through. Others arrived prepared for long, intense sessions, carrying gym bags stuffed with sex toys and torture devices, weighted spring clips to pinch the vulnerable labia, hideous dildos that were ribbed or covered with wart-like bumps, perhaps a favorite whip, or an electric prod. 

A different girl was occupying the pedestal in the men’s room when Regina cleaned in there in the afternoon. She remembered that Julie had an appointment somewhere else today. A sudden mental image of Julie leapt into her mind. The whimpering girl was bound fast to a gynecological table with her well whipped thighs asunder, watching as the piercing needles were removed from the autoclave, feeling the cold burn of alcohol on her shaven sex, waiting to scream. Regina banished the image and returned to the tasks at hand. 

When she wasn’t tending to the girls, she scrubbed the rooms that had become her new home and felt a newborn sympathy for all the wage slaves who had worked so hard to provide her with an existence that was clean and orderly in her former life.

On the second night, no visitors came to her cell, and she slept like a child. Even the moans of the girl in the cell next door, filtering through the wall between them, failed to keep her awake. She was almost disappointed when she found herself still unmolested in the morning. The anal plug only fed her frustration, exerting pressure that she could feel low in her belly, keeping her mildly aroused all day.

The third day was like the second. Except that the anal plug was so large that Regina’s aching hole had protested the impossibility of harboring a visitor of such size, and the matron had to twist it in slowly and carefully. When it was removed at the end of the day, the matron tested the dilated orifice with two fingers, then three, turning and scissoring the digits while Regina gasped and squirmed. When she was finished, the matron made no comment. She just nodded to the guards, and Regina was taken back to her cell for another night of undisturbed rest.

On the fourth day, Regina’s first hint that her situation had changed came when she entered the wet room and saw another naked woman standing where she usually stood, holding a readied nozzle in her hand. 

“Knees on the yellow spot, forehead on the green spot,” the stranger said indifferently.

Confused, Regina glanced at the matron to receive a nod of confirmation before she dropped into position, wondering if this meant that a new assignment lay ahead of her.

 Her internal cleaning was more thorough than usual. The girl who had taken her place was apparently no novice and seemed determined to make a good job of it.

 Regina’s second surprise of the day came as she crouched on the floor dripping from her morning hosedown, mentally preparing herself for the arrival of a new and larger anal plug. Instead, the matron produced a small, plastic egg attached to a short length of beaded chain.

“You’ve been a good girl the last few days,” said the matron with unusual geniality. “So I brought a little gift for you today.” 

Regina took a deep breath and tried to relax as the woman stooped down behind her. She was expecting some new horror to be endured.  The egg was small and smooth, slipping into her oiled vagina as though sucked in. She could feel the beaded chain tickling her labia as it dangled without.

“The chain’s for pulling it back out,” the matron explained, as she pushed the object in deeper with a gloved finger. “It also acts as an antenna for this.” Regina turned her head and saw the matron’s hand beside her, holding a black box. She caught her breath, thinking it was a stun gun, but when the matron pressed a button on the box, the only sensation Regina felt was a deep buzzing as the egg came to life and began to vibrate. 

“Oh!” she said, amazed. Then her stressed nervous system shifted gears, blood rushed to her chest and her nipples stiffened. Delight was in her voice as she exclaimed. “OH!”

The matron chuckled and turned the switch off. “I’ll let you wear this today. When I think you’re getting bored, I’ll just give you a little tickle. Stay put now. I ain’t done with you yet.” 

Regina faced front again, thinking about the day that lay ahead. At any time, the remote control could be activated, making her weak with pleasure, perhaps unable to perform her tasks. Would she be punished if the throes of ecstasy hindered her? Would she be allowed the luxury of an orgasm? Her thoughts were interrupted as she felt the matron spreading her buttocks and inserting something into her anus. She thought for a moment that it was another vibrator, then it began to melt from the heat of her body, releasing its burning cargo. She realized that the matron had tucked a ginger suppository into her anus and could feel the tender opening clench and expand spasmodically in response to the irritation. 

“I don’t understand,” said Regina, grimacing with pain. She knew that curiosity was usually punished, and she was risking a beating with the questions she couldn’t refrain from asking. “ What is all this for, and why have I been replaced?”

The matron answered her with a grin, dangling a bridle from her fingertips. “Isn’t it obvious? It’s your turn in the box.”

 

Regina trembled as the box was opened. She had seen others standing where she stood now. Some had been apathetic, not yet understanding what lay in store. Others, who had previous experience, had fought the guards bitterly. Regina told herself that she was being brave, to stand passive before a fate she could not avoid, but perhaps she was only paralyzed with fear.     

The girl who emerged from the box was red-eyed and continued to weep silently behind her gag. She clapped her hands to her wounded bottom, seeking to comfort herself, until the guards raised her arms high between her shoulder blades and wrapped her forearms together in a single sleeve that was buckled tightly.

“Mount her in the men’s room,” said the matron.

The girl’s watering eyes flew wide with shock as she realized that her ordeal was not yet over and began to struggle in the grip of the burly guards. Her bare soles squeaked on the tiles as she attempted to plant her feet, only to be pulled through the bathroom door and out of sight.

“Your turn, sweetcheeks,” said the matron, raising the panel.

Regina sucked air through her nose and worked her jaw, tasting rubber, as she bent herself reluctantly into the waiting jaws. The box was designed to hold women of average size, but Regina was tall and had to duck low under the raised panel. This posture compelled her to project her hips up and out. As the panel descended, her lower back was bent into an arch that forced her to present her buttocks even more. Strong hands drew her legs wide apart and chained them down. She could feel the snug embrace around her middle, but couldn’t hear the locking pins snap into place. Her chest and arms rested on a hard wooden surface. She became aware that a small dome in the center of the box provided dim illumination, a low watt bulb like the nightlight in her bedroom at home. A fan whirred overhead, delivering fresh air. In spite of it, the interior of the box was stiflingly hot. She guessed that the soundproofing in the walls of the box contained the body heat of the girls within. Her legs and buttocks felt cool by contrast, more exposed than before.

Looking around, she became aware of three other faces greeting the newcomer. She saw them as no more than silhouettes with eyes, that were hopeless and bloodshot from weariness and tears. They were arranged in a circle, head to head, like children who had crawled under a blanket with a flashlight to giggle, close enough to reach out and touch one another. 

Regina only had a moment to take all this in before the girl directly in front of her lunged forward suddenly, as though pushed from behind. Her hands, which had been spread flat to support her, curled into agonized fists as she whined into her gag. Regina understood the purpose of the bridles now. In such close quarters, they might otherwise deafen each other with their unmuffled screams.

She felt something moving across her buttocks, like a rough fingertip tracing swift lines. It was the marking pen, she realized, writing a message she could not read. When she was a schoolgirl, a classmate had written the name of her secret love on Regina’s back with a fingernail, daring Regina to guess the letters by touch alone. She had been no good at the game then either. When the message was complete, however, she recognized the lines that were drawn down across each cheek and into the cleft of her buttocks. They were arrows pointing toward her anus. The vibrating egg buried in her vagina had not been an act of generosity after all. The chain trailing out of her, like the retrieval string on a tampon, would be sending a clear signal to her suitors that this hole was already occupied. Locked inside the box, she wouldn’t be available for cock sucking. That only left one way to use her.

Even as she was reaching this dreary conclusion, she felt the blunt tip of an erection nosing up and down her crack, like a snuffling dog seeking treats. Someone was teasing her, letting her know what was coming. She used the warning to slump lower and slacken her muscles, inviting the inevitable. The penetration was surprisingly gentle. Perhaps the man who took her was making allowance for her inexperience. Perhaps he had no desire to cause her pain, only to feel the tight grip of her anus around him. She had no way of knowing. If she met her ravisher tomorrow, she might pass him unaware. She couldn’t even gauge the size of his erection, except by the pain he caused her when he pressed home and she felt pubic hair grinding against her cheeks.  He was only an anonymous erection taking what she could not refuse.    

The anal plugs had enlarged her, but they could not compare with the feel of a real cock, the soft hardness of it, alive inside her, drawing pleasure from each deep thrust. She rocked in tandem with the girl across from her.

Fingers closed over her own, from either side, and she raised her head to look at the girls beside her. They were holding her hands to console her. It was the only sort of communication possible between them. The fingers on her left squeezed hers, and she squeezed back to acknowledge the gesture. Then the fingers gripped her harder, painfully hard, until she had to jerk her hand away. Only then did she realize that the girl had shifted from expressing sympathy to responding to agony of her own. In moments, the girl was tossing her head and drumming her fists as she tried to cope with some vicious torment that Regina could only imagine. 

The egg inside Regina’s vagina began to buzz, distracting her. She wondered if the matron had activated the vibrator, or if the man who plowed her backside controlled it. He seemed to be enjoying the way her anus gripped him as she became aroused and the speed and the depth of his thrusts increased. Tightening against him only intensified the friction for them both, until Regina whined rhythmically each time that her depths were plumbed. Yet her own excitement made relaxation impossible. She felt him swelling inside her, close to a climax, even as her own orgasm began to build. She feared the moments that would follow her sexual release, knowing that continued sodomy would be harder to endure without the buffer of arousal. Even if he finished with her, another man might be waiting to replace him.

Abruptly, the churning inside her ceased, and the cock rested, motionless, buried to the hilt. The vibrator was shut off as well. Regina used the respite to catch her wind. Sprawling face down with her breath whistling through her nose, she waited. He was deliberately holding back, letting his excitement ebb in order to prolong his enjoyment of her. He softened a little. A sharp smack to her backside caused her to clench in surprise, and she felt him swelling again in reply. He smacked her harder, several times, before he began to plunder her again.

The buzzing resumed in her crotch, like a bottled bee, driving her to the edge and over. Her first orgasm came without warning, sudden, a rude hand clutching her belly. She rode it out, toes clenching, as the man behind her thrust hard enough to lift her feet from the floor.

The vibrator was turned off again, and the man pulled free of her so swiftly that she cried out into her gag. A sharp blow landed on her ass, heavy and stinging, something that wrapped her hips with a broad band of fire. The second stroke landed on the soft spot where her buttocks and thighs met. The third was aimed between her cheeks.

She was dimly aware that a muted pandemonium had broken out around her. All four of the girls in the box were suffering together, each one dealing with it in her own way. One was bracing her hands against the aperture that hugged her waist, striving to lever herself inside and escape the fire behind her. Another was slapping her hands against the surface she rested on, beating time to the strokes that seared her bare flesh. The third girl rested her forehead on clasped hands prayerfully, only whimpering softly when the pain became too dreadful to be borne in silence. Regina discarded courage and joined the madness, uttering inarticulate curses and tossing her head. A child locked in the closet where monsters gibbered, pounding on the door with bleeding knuckles.

The beating went on and on, until Regina abandoned any attempt to keep count of the strokes and exhausted her frenzy. When she felt the cock return to nuzzle her cleft, she received it gratefully, and pushed back to welcome it home. He was harder than before and excited by the damage he had done to her. He clutched her burning cheeks and yawned them apart to plunge in with terrifying vigor.  He pulled completely out, then pushed in fast and hard, then out, and back in. Each thrust forcing the swollen opening anew. She writhed in protest, silently begging him to use her in a less brutal way. 

At last, he sheathed himself for the final time and rode her hard, until she felt him spurting deep in her bowels. He had disdained the use of a condom, and his withering cock departed from a slick channel. She felt a drop of come ooze out of her and begin a tickling course down her labia. Another cock advanced on her, gathering the come on its blunt point and using it for an additional lubricant as it burrowed in. 

This cock was thicker and longer. She quickly discovered that it had been well greased with a burning ointment that quickened the fire in her rectum and made it spasm uncontrollably. He enjoyed the hot clutch of her immensely. She could tell by the ruthless way he drove into her.

He had hardly finished with her before she felt herself opening again, this time for a guard’s rubber truncheon. It rotated into her with a motion that was as much back and forth as in and out, undulating past her sphincter as the hole expanded and closed over the ribbed shaft. 

This skewering was mercifully brief. She rested only a short time before she felt long fingernails scraping delicately over her welted buttocks, awakening the flesh. The egg began to vibrate again. She held her breath and tried to imagine the woman behind her. Was she so fascinated by the abused cheeks, that she betrayed her reverence with this caress? It implied a ferocious sadism.

So the whip that burned its way across Regina’s flanks was no real surprise. Neither was the merciless swiftness of the strokes, or the rough buggery that followed, consummated with a vibrating strap-on that sang harmony with the buzzing in her vagina. The woman sank her claws into the flayed hips and pumped savagely.  She drove deep, so that Regina could appreciate the metal spikes protruding from the dildo harness where pubic hair should be.  With each full penetration came a painful bonus, as though a long-tongued beast gnawed her cleft. 

 Over-excited nerves delivered Regina to joyless, shuddering climaxes. She became mindless, forgetting where she was or why, escaping into a private space where tortured bodies go, a place of blessed oblivion.






  







Chapter Eleven

 

“It’s about time you woke up,” said Brant gruffly.

Regina stirred and sat up. The clink of chain told her that her first thought upon waking, that the whole sordid experience had been no more than a nightmare, was false. She reached up to explore the metal band around her throat. Cold, heavy links trailed between her breasts and draped one thigh before attaching to a ring bolted to the floor. The cushion she sat upon had been covered with a particularly scratchy grade of wool. It abraded her punished bottom, producing a prickling sensation where she sat. She flexed her cheeks experimentally, aware of pings of protest from her stretched anal opening as it contracted. She was surprised to find that she wasn’t as sore as she expected to be. Her buttocks were only bruised, not lacerated. There was a deep ache in the muscles, and the skin was sensitive to her touch.

“Take your hands off that ass!” Brant growled. “It doesn’t belong to you!”

Regina jerked her hands away from herself as though the heat of her bottom had burned them, hating herself for her cowardice. She fought a rebellious impulse and placed her hands demurely on her lap. 

“Don’t block the view either,” he warned.

She put her hands on her knees, looking up with a withering glance that was wasted. He was working at his desk. Paperwork was spread out in front of him, and he was devoting most of his attention to it.

“Better,” he said, turning a page. “I want you kneeling, legs apart, hands palm up on your knees. You can sit on your heels for now.”

Her limbs were stiff and protested as she struggled into the position he demanded. Confused, she looked around the office. She couldn’t remember being brought here. She had a dim memory of her final hour in the box. There had been clips attached to her labia, and her anus had felt distended and raw. The vibrator had exhausted its batteries by then, and she had endured her ordeal at last without the comforting effects of sensuality.

 Someone had stabbed a needle into her hip, and she had been semi-conscious when the box finally opened. She recalled riding on a gurney with a bad wheel, her head bobbling languidly as she smiled at the absurdly unnecessary straps holding her down.  Hands had turned her, this way and that, examining her, probing her in ways that made her wince drowsily, attaching cold things to her forehead while a light stabbed into her eyes. After that, there had only been a long night of disturbing dreams.

Brant rose and poured himself a cup of coffee. He poured another and brought it to her. She accepted it warily, suspecting a cruel joke, but when her hands closed over the warmth of the cup, and she realized that the gift was real, she almost burst into tears. In contrast to the grim indifference she had known during the last week, this simple act of kindness was magnified.

“Thank you, Sir.” It was laced with cream and sugar, just the way she usually took it. She was beyond wondering how he knew. She sipped it, and shrugged mentally as she recognized a now familiar aftertaste. She had no doubts that she was being controlled by chemical as well as physical means, but she no longer cared. 

“What’s in this?” she asked dully. 

“You’re supposed to know better than to ask questions by now,” he said. Then he laughed. “It’s nothing to be concerned about, just something that the CIA tried and rejected about the time that they gave up on LSD. The government prudes couldn’t handle the effect it has on the libido, I guess. I take a dose myself from time to time. It’s better than Viagra.”

She had caught him in a friendly mood, she believed. He seemed to be willing to allow her a little latitude. “May I pee?” she asked.

“Try asking properly.”

No one had bothered to teach her the protocol for requesting bathroom privileges, but she knew enough about the ritual humiliation practiced here to guess. She set her cup down carefully and put her forehead on the floor. “This unworthy slut begs for permission to piss, Sir.”

He unlocked the chain from her collar. “It’s down the hall on the right.’ 

“Thank you, Sir.” She started to stand on shaky legs. 

“Crawl there,” he snapped. 

As she was crawling down the hall, two guards strode past her.

“I told him I wasn’t workin’ no more fuckin’ overtime!” said one.

“Well what the fuck did you expect?” said the other.

They turned the corner and continued down the hall out of earshot.

Regina found the bathrooms. There were three of them. One door was marked “Men”. 

Another was marked “Women.” Between the two was an open stall with a sign above the jamb that said “Inmates.”

No one walked by in the hall as she squatted over the drain to piss. She noticed a burning sensation in her urethra. Her first thought was that she had contracted a social disease, but a more sinister explanation occurred to her. Perhaps she had been catheterized. She wondered how long she had been sedated, and why. Examining herself, she discovered a small puncture wound in the crook of her elbow surrounded by a bruise. It was the sort of mark an IV tube would leave.

 She douched with the short, rubber hose that had been provided for the purpose. 

The ubiquitous eye of the video camera mounted near the ceiling told her that she was still observed. The water was icy, and she washed herself further back, using the cold water to numb her sore opening.

The office door was open when she returned. Brant was busy again at his desk. 

As she crawled past him, heading for the security of her cushion and the coffee she hoped to finish, he growled, “Took you long enough. I was beginnin’ to think you decided to make a break.” 

Regina was amazed that the thought hadn’t even occurred to her. “I’m sorry, Sir.”

“Kneel on the cushion to drink your coffee.” He was writing as he spoke. “Keep your knees apart.”

She knelt and started to lift her cup.

“Don’t forget to lock the chain,” he said.

She hesitated, looking down at the bright, heavy links and the open padlock lying on the hardwood floor. Until now, she had only been required to suffer and obey. Now she was being ordered to perform an act of deliberate self-abasement. She quelled a sudden impulse to fling the chain across the room. With a sigh, she lifted the chain, surprised by its weight, threaded it through the D ring on her collar and snapped it shut.

Brant reached across his desk for a schedule, opened the folder, and made a note. “Your attitude still sucks. I’m putting you down for another shift in the box. Let’s see, this is Tuesday. Your ass needs a couple of days to get back to normal. Friday sounds about right.”

Sudden tears burned Regina’s eyes. “You have no moral right to do this,” she murmured.

“Rights!” Brant roared, loud enough to make her flinch. “Don’t talk to me about rights and morality! You jet setters make me sick. You join PETA, and then put your dog to sleep for messing up the oriental carpet. You feed the hungry at fundraisers where dinner is a hundred dollars a plate. That’s the world you call normal.  It’s a world where no perversion is condemned anymore, and no negative emotions are allowed. Cynicism is called wisdom. Self-indulgence has become a form of worship. Deception has become an art. The President gets a blowjob while planning a war. A jock can murder his ex- wife and walk free. Don’t talk to me about what’s right or moral. In here, what’s right is whatever I say it is.”

“Yes, Sir,” she said quickly. His tirade frightened her, and she wanted to mollify him.

He calmed himself, perhaps recognizing how insane he appeared. “Look, Gina, B.M.R.E. is just a sideline for some people who have a lot more wealth than you ever dreamed of controlling. What did Howard leave you? I think it was a hundred mil or so.”

“You should know,” she said with sudden bitterness. She bit her tongue, blaming the  drugs for her volatility. She refused to believe that courage was simply failing her, making her self destructive with despair. 

He opened the folder again. “We’ll just put you down for a pole ride in the men’s room after you leave the box. If you want to smart off again, I can have the matron hang a knotted whip beside you.”

“I’m sorry, Sir.” A quaver was creeping into her voice. “ I’ll try to control my tongue.”

“Where was I?” he asked, as though sentencing her to agony had only been a minor, scheduling problem. “Oh yeah, money. All of you spoiled bitches think you’re rich, and you waste it all on expensive toys and bad marriages. There are folks out there with real money, people who know that power is the only commodity worth buying. They own judges, prosecutors, and legislators. If they can’t persuade a man, they can pay him off or blackmail him. You haven’t seen more than a few rooms in this place. It’s huge, and there is a lot more happening here than just our little, heifer farm. There are research facilities and think tanks, a convention center that’s full of foreigners every weekend. You’re just the entertainment. There is serious business going on here, things that I don’t even want to know about. 

“I know what you’re thinking. You plan to see your lawyer the minute you step out of here. You’re thinking about criminal charges and civil suits. Here’s a word to the sadder but wiser. Don’t mess with B.M.R.E. You will be the only one who pays. If you attempt to tell anyone else what happened here, they will dismiss your story. No one is going to believe the ranting of a woman who already has a history of mental illness.”

Regina looked up, “But I don’t have any history of mental illness!” Seeing the frown that her contradiction brought to his face, she quickly added, “Sir.”

He forgave her with an understanding smile and patted the thick dossier on his desk. 

“You do now. Take us to court and see what happens. Don’t be surprised if the legal system has you sent back here for an indefinite stay.”

Regina listened in stunned silence as her final reason for optimism was destroyed. It took a moment for the news to sink in, then her face screwed itself into a mask of hopelessness and hysterical tears flowed freely. “What do you want from me?” she sobbed, astonished by her sudden, bitter weeping. “I have nothing left to take! I’m nothing to you but a whipping girl and a fuck toy!” 

“I want to see total surrender,” he said softly. “Don’t just bend over and take it, ask for it, be genuinely grateful for that which is given. Beg for more.”

“I can’t! Why not just kill me and put an end to it?” It was the lament of a spoiled child, finally confronted by the basic unfairness of the world.

He raised his voice, impatient with her petulance. “Offer yourself to me! Right now! Be creative and obscene. Beg for the things that you fear most. Do it!”

The threat of the knotted whip hovered in the room, along with any other sentence he cared to impose. For the first time, Regina realized that his control of her was absolute. Obedience, instant and unquestioning, was her only salvation. Self- pity was a luxury she could no longer afford.

“I offer you my naked body to use for your pleasure.” She mumbled, looking at the floor.

“You can do better than that,” he chided. “I liked it when you called yourself a fuck toy.

 That’s your new name. From now on, you mention yourself in the third person when you ask for something. You say: ‘Fuck toy humbly asks for permission to piss.’ Or ‘Fuck toy asks to be whipped.’ Got that?”

“Yes, Sir.’ She felt weary. It didn’t matter anymore. Pride was irrelevant. 

“Try again.”

“Fuck toy humbly requests that you fuck her in every hole, whenever it pleases you. She  also asks to be trained to please you and punished for her failings.”

He grinned triumphantly. “Try again. Be more specific.” 

“Fuck toy asks to be fucked hard, especially in her tight asshole.” Regina’s voice broke. 

She swallowed hard and continued. “ She begs to taste the nectar of your cum. She asks to be whipped well and often, so that she never forgets her place. She asks to be kept naked in a cold cell and chained like a dog.”

“That’s better.” He nodded and turned back to his work. “Drink your coffee like a good, little girl. When you’re done, I’ll unchain you for awhile so that you can you can crawl under my desk and blow me.” 






  







Chapter Twelve

 

“Wake up.” Brant was kicking her leg to wake her. Regina woke with a start. She had learned to snatch catnaps whenever she could, ignoring any minor annoyances that might attend them. She had become accustomed to the lack of bedding, the chill night air on her naked flesh, and her confining chains. If she was bound or plugged for the night, the discomfort was inadequate distraction. She had learned to live in a state of perpetual arousal. Even the ritual groveling that Brant continually demanded no longer bothered her.

In fact, she found a perverse pleasure in begging now. Describing herself in the most demeaning terms actually made her wet. Contemplating the acts she so humbly requested focused her mind and forced her to come to terms with them. Brant’s office had become her confessional, a place so familiar that it no longer terrified her. She had been a regular visitor there for two months now. It was beginning to feel like home. Brant and the guards had become a sort of dysfunctional family. She had come to trust Brant, because he only spoke hard truths. She even felt a sort of grudging affection and loyalty toward the man, bred from enforced intimacies. He literally had her eating out of his hand. With repetition, the unthinkable becomes ordinary. Even in Hell, there are routines.

“How might fuck toy serve you, Sir?” she drew herself automatically into a kneeling position.

A tin plate clattered to the floor in front of her. She recognized the scent of liver flavored cat chow. “Eat up,” he ordered, “We have company coming.”

She didn’t use her hands to scoop up the food, though they were unbound. She knew better. Instead, she crouched low and buried her face in the plate to wolf down the foul mess and lapped the plate clean. Refusing food was a punishable offense, and hunger was a strong incentive. She had no way of knowing when she would be fed again.

He unchained her and sent her to the bathroom. When she returned, there were two women waiting in the office with him. 

“Fuck toy,” said Brant “meet Laverne and her pet, clit licker.”

Laverne was an enormous, muscular, black woman, dressed in the black uniform of a camp guard. She was holding a leash. On the other end of the leash was a naked girl, kneeling on the floor with her head bowed. Regina didn’t recognize her right away. She had lost weight, and her expression, once so eager and alive, had been dulled by suffering.

It was Muffy.

Laverne jerked on the leash to get Muffy’s attention. “Clit licker, I believe that you have something to say to your old friend. Don’t forget to look her in the eye while you say it.”

Muffy raised her head. Her eyes were swollen and red rimmed from weeping. The welts lapping her hips and thighs suggested one cause of her distress. A look of apologetic greeting flickered over her face before she resumed her mask of humility and began her prepared speech.

“Clit licker is a shameless, lesbian slut and always has been. Clit licker was never your friend. Clit licker just wanted to pull down your panties and suck on your sweet pussy. Clit licker loves pussy and eats it every day. Clit licker loves to stick her tongue deep into Laverne’s hot, black cunt and asshole and lick them clean.”

Laverne applied her strap to Muffy’s backside, making her flinch. “Let’s hear the rest of it!”

Muffy locked eyes with Regina, begging forgiveness and understanding. “Clit licker humbly asks to suck fuck toy’s cunt.”

Regina wasn’t surprised. Their captor’s agenda would require this final indignity. It wasn’t enough for her and Muffy to surrender themselves to anonymous strangers. They had to debase themselves before each other as well.

“Fuck toy,” said Brant, “on your bed, face up. Spread your legs and raise your knees.”

He didn’t have to explain the position required of her. She crawled to her cushion and lay upon it, putting a hand on each knee to hold herself apart and open. She watched with morbid fascination as Laverne tugged on the leash to direct Muffy toward her task. 

Looking over Muffy’s back, she noticed a bright, pink tail poking out of her backside. Cuffs had been wrapped around Muffy’s thighs just above her knees and linked to the base of the tail with heavy rubber bands so that the tail twitched and wagged comically with each crawling step. Regina could only imagine how the anchoring plug was churning inside her every time she moved.

Then Muffy’s face descended between her thighs, and she dropped her head to stare up at the lazily turning ceiling fan and think only of the exquisite sensations this practiced tongue was bringing her. She forced herself to ignore the tears that wet her thighs.

Later, they were tied face to face across a long table and ordered to kiss. Tongues entwined, they screamed into each other’s mouths as leather belts seared their bottoms and thighs. 






  







Epilogue

 

Redemption

      

Hello again, Diary, and goodbye. This may be my last entry.

They brought me back from the camp a month ago. I was pushed out of a car six blocks from home in the middle of the night. They left me standing in the street, weaving like a drug addict with weariness and confusion, dressed in a mini skirt and a tube top that left my navel exposed.  For underwear, I had a belt harness locked around my waist to secure the shaft buried in my ass. Brant told me that it had been especially made to match the size and shape of his cock. It was his idea of a going away present, a reminder that the reach and control of B.M.R.E. extends beyond the razor wire.

The heels on my shoes were impossibly high for walking. After the first block, I left them in a dumpster. Three months of going barefoot had toughened my soles, and barefoot was better. Even my clothing, scanty as it was, seemed hot and confining now. 

A car slowed as it passed me. It may have been a good Samaritan inside, wondering if I was in trouble of some sort, but more likely it was just a john shopping for an available hooker. I ignored the car and was left alone. Muggers and rapists were not a threat in my mind. I had nothing to take, certainly not my virtue. Anyway, I sensed that I wasn’t really alone anymore. Nothing would happen to me that B.M.R.E. hadn’t approved.

My car was in the garage under a dust cover. The pool was clean and filled with water. Even my houseplants had been tended in my absence. It was as though I had just stepped out for a moment. The key to my belt was on the foyer table, right where Brant told me it would be. I fumbled so long with the padlock, that I was becoming frustrated and starting to think about finding a hacksaw to cut it off, when the lock suddenly sprang open.

I cleaned the plug and the belt carefully and put them in my lingerie drawer. I couldn’t explain my reason for keeping the hated device, except that no one had given me permission to dispose of it, and I was nagged by a suspicion that someone would be around later to claim it.

I showered, scrubbing myself with a rough brush and plenty of soap, as though my shame might be washed away. I crawled naked into my bed and slept for fourteen hours.

For a week, I wandered through my house like a zombie. I didn’t bother to dress. I ate when I noticed hunger, satisfying the need without tasting anything. I hadn’t been forbidden self-pleasure, but I shunned it, even in my darkened bedroom. I could feel eyes on me and came to believe that my every move was observed, my every thought monitored and noted.

Brant had warned me that B.M.R.E. was a vast network with a twisted agenda. My wealth and beauty were valuable assets. They would have uses for a woman who could move easily in the proper circles and give herself without question. 

I had been back for two weeks when the phone rang. It was the first of many calls. Sometimes it was a man’s voice that spoke to me. Sometimes it was a woman. Their tones were modulated and crisp. Their instructions were explicit. The company had errands for me to run. I didn’t think of refusing.

I was sent to a racetrack carrying a photograph that they had faxed to me. The man I was looking for was standing at the rail beside the track, wearing a carnation in his lapel and holding a racing form. 

“How are you doing?” I asked.

He looked me up and down. “Not very good.”

“I like Easy Girl in the fifth,” I told him.

He looked around cautiously. “You think so?”

“Absolutely,” Message delivered, I melted into the crowd. I lingered on the sidelines long enough to see Easy Girl win the fifth race, a long shot, paying twenty to one.

I was sent to a hotel room.  The man who opened the door and beckoned me in was talking on the phone. He didn’t say anything to me. There was no need to. I undressed and sank to my knees, unzipping him and sucking him until he was steely hard before moving to the bed and waiting for him on all fours. He left me like that while he finished his call.

I felt his weight settle onto the mattress an instant before his erection sought my ass. I had been warned that he would want me that way and had prepared myself with plenty of lube. He sodomized me with brutal efficiency, thrusting hard and deep, unconcerned by the cries I muffled with a pillow. It had been three weeks since I had left the camp, and my anal opening had nearly returned to normal. He remedied that, using me twice before he dismissed me with an impatient wave of his hand.  The only time he spoke to me was to grant permission to use the bathroom. The rest of the time I was ass up on the bed, eavesdropping on his endless phone calls, less important to him than the people on the other end of the line.

On the way home, I saw graffiti spray painted on a freeway overpass. I would have been too preoccupied to notice, except that the initial letters were oversized, anagram fashion.

Beelzebub

Mephistopheles

Rules 

Earth

So he does, but now he collects souls on the installment plan.

A friend called two days later. “Regina! You’re back! Someone told me that you checked into Betty Ford or something. Are you all right?”

“I’m fine,” I lied. “Just tired.”

She read my tone and doubted me. “Are you sure that there isn’t something that I can do?”

I thought a moment. Could I take her into my confidence and reveal the awful truth? Could she really help me? Would I only place her in danger as well?

“There is something,” I said finally. “Have you seen Muffy lately? I have been leaving messages, but she doesn’t seem to be around.”

“You HAVE been out of the loop,” she laughed. “Muffy came back from her vacation in Europe with a diplomat’s wife. The woman follows her everywhere, won’t let her out of her sight for a second, I’m told. I think maybe the girl’s in love.” She giggled.

I could guess the truth. Muffy was being used as I was. They had her playing courtesan for the woman, most likely. I wondered if the diplomat’s wife was as ruthless with her as Laverne had been. Had Muffy found happiness in her new role, or did she live in a state of constant terror? It didn’t matter. There was nothing that I could do for her.

I thought of the other women I had encountered in the camp. Julie had entered thinking that it was only a lark, an extension of the nasty little slave and Mistress games she had been playing with her lover. Did the woman who sent her there know how serious it would become? Had she deliberately thrown this naïve girl to the wolves?

Then there was the other girl, the one who ranted about her guru until the guards silenced her with a bridle. I suspected that she had been committed by a loving family. I knew enough about life within cults to imagine the life she had lived before, robotically chanting meaningless catch phrases and enriching the cult leaders with flower sales. They had probably been feeding her junk food to kept her blood sugar low and exhausting her with hard work and all night sing- alongs.  Her family probably expected her to be returned to them when her mental health was restored.

Even now she was still languishing in some dark hole. She would be tortured and brainwashed, then turned out into the world to serve a darker cause. 

I was thinking of them this morning when the last call came. I had numbly accepted everything they put me through, but learning about Muffy had filled me with helpless rage. 

Two o’clock found me at the airport with another faxed photo. I located my target in the airport bar. My orders were simple. Whatever it took, I was to make sure that she was on the flight to Atlanta. I sat on the stool beside her.

“Going to Atlanta?” I asked.

She looked up, studying me intently as though wondering if I was really just a friendly stranger. “Yes, I am. How did you know?”

“I saw you at the ticket counter,” I lied. The bartender came by, and I ordered a gin and tonic before I turned to her again.

“I don’t think that’s a good idea.” I lowered my voice.

She was visibly nervous now, looking around the room to see if others were listening. “You don’t?”

I shook my head. “The ceiling is too low. I think that you might be flying into a storm.”

She was beautiful. Fear only enhanced that, making her look vulnerable. I had no doubt that she was destined for a stay at the camp-eventually.

“Perhaps you’re right,” she said carefully, like an unprepared actor groping for a forgotten line. “My Mother is rather ill. I should visit her instead.” I sensed that she had doubts about the wisdom of her journey. They had read her hesitation as well. It was my task to send her on her way with false re-assurance. I was providing her with permission to refuse it instead.

“I think you should go right now. Don’t bother with taking another flight, just get in your car and drive.”

She gathered up her flight bag, moving with sudden urgency, throwing down a bill to cover her drink.

“Thank you,” she said earnestly. 

Watching her leave, I thought that she might have some suspicion that my warning would cost me. I wondered if my act of defiance had rescued her in some way, or merely postponed the inevitable. Had I managed to sabotage one of their grand schemes, or had this merely been a test that I failed? I may never find out. I only know that I have had my fill of their dark work. It is time to make an end.

So I write in haste. My time is short. I thought that they might confront me in the airport, parking garage, disguised as security, but I came home without incident. They weren’t waiting for me at home either. Maybe they will appear at my bedside in the middle of the night, emerging from the closet, or out from under my bed like childhood terrors. Cowering under the blankets won’t protect me. They will only snatch the cover away with a laugh. Momma was wrong. The monsters are real.

Sitting in the airport bar, I had no way of knowing that they would give me time to squirm on the hook. When a man came up beside me, I thought that it was already over.

“Excuse me,”

Could he see me shaking as I turned to face him? “Yes?”

“My friend and I have a bet going.” I followed his pointing finger to a table in the corner. Three middle-aged businessmen were sitting there. One of them waved shyly. “He says you’re not. I say you are.”

I wrinkled my brow, realizing at once that this wasn’t some unnecessary subterfuge. These men really were as harmless as they seemed. “Am what?”

“Weren’t you Regina Snow, the model?”

I smiled sadly. “Yes, I was. Who do you suppose I am now?” 

He was too drunk to notice the irony in my voice. He just looked back to his friends and nodded energetically. It’s her! It’s really her! I almost laughed.

“Would you like to join us?” he asked hopefully.

I shook my head. “I’m waiting for someone.”

I was seized by a mad impulse to go to their table and confront them as “fuck toy”. I imagined myself kneeling at their feet and mouthing obscene, ritual invitations. Would they grin and elbow each other, dumfounded by their schoolboy fantasy become real? More likely they would flee the company of this lunatic.

There was a television playing behind the bar. I had been ignoring it until now, nauseated by the official lies and useless happy pabulum that passed for a news program. Suddenly, the flickering screen riveted my attention.

“Could you turn that up?” I asked the bartender.

I was only peripherally aware that my fan still lingered at my elbow, hoping that I might continue our conversation, or just basking in the glow of my celebrity. I had no attention for him. I hardly noticed him slink away.

On the television screen, an info babe was gushing.

“Reeva is back on track and back on tour after her long absence. Her comeback album, ‘White Room’ is already number one on the charts. I interviewed Reeva in her dressing room before her stunning performance in Atlanta last night.”  

Reeva appeared on the screen, looking thinner and sadder than she had in the past. Her long hair was cut boyishly short, emphasizing her fragile neck and high cheekbones. The haunted look on her face echoed the one in the eyes that stared at me from the mirror behind the bar.

The interviewer’s voice could be heard off camera.

“Your new album is quite a departure from the music your listeners have come to know and love. It’s darker, more contemplative. Some critics say that the themes you touch on, mind control, deviant sexuality, and abusive institutions, border on the sado- masochistic. What prompted you to delve into such topics?”

Reeva licked her lips and looked uncomfortable. “Let’s just say that I have been through some life changing experiences lately, and I see the world differently now.”

The interviewer pressed on, goaded by Reeva’s evasiveness. “A rumor has been going around that you have been off the radar screen lately because you entered a re-hab program. Is that true?”     

Reeva squirmed. “This is something I would rather not talk about. I made foolish choices that I am ashamed of now. I won’t make the same mistakes again. I’m never going back there.”

The info- babe was relentless. “Surely there is something you would like to share with the people at home.”

Reeva turned to the camera. It seemed that she was looking directly at me. “There are others out there who have seen what I have seen, and know what I have endured. These songs are for them. They know who they are.”

The image of Reeva dissolved, replaced by concert footage. She was on stage now, singing. The spandex that had once been her trademark was gone. Reeva was wearing a white shift that would have been demure, if she hadn’t been so obviously naked beneath it. She looked like a prisoner from a concentration camp or a virgin awaiting sacrifice. The dancers behind her were masked and painted as voodoo priests. She sang softly as they leaped and whirled.

“Leave your clothes outside the door

You don’t need them anymore

From now on Purgatory is your home

Be good for goodness sake

It’s your mortal soul they take

And every move you’re makin’ will be known”

I asked the bartender to bring me a pack of cigarettes. A last smoke for the condemned.

“What brand?” he asked

“It doesn’t matter.” My eyes were glued to the screen.

“This is a new brand,” he slid a pack across the bar. “They are becoming very popular lately.”

I paid him and smiled sadly as I looked at the label. “Paybacks” How appropriate! I shook one out and nodded gratefully as the bartender lit it.

I dragged deep and shifted my gaze to the mirror, wondering how I would look bald.

“Your life won’t be the same 

When they take away your name

And lead you down to stand before the throne.”

I listened to the music and blew smoke at my vacant reflection, and I thought of nothing at all.






  







More Erotic Fiction By Paul Moore

 

INNOCENCE IN CHAINS by Paul Moore 

ILLUSTRATED. When the weekly discussion group turns to the topic of sexual fantasies, Tam shocks them all by confessing her dark visions of captivity and torture. Intrigued, Jana seduces Tam and promises to help her explore these desires. She doesn’t realize that the games they play will only whet Tam’s appetite, or that her growing love for Tam will make dominating her increasingly difficult. Reluctantly, Jana allows Tam to submit to two vicious lesbians, who take her deep into the slave experience with bondage, sexual torture, humiliation, and cruel mind games. Instead of returning her to Jana, they ship Tam off to “The Clinic”, where women are trained and sold. Spanking, whipping female bisexuality and extreme anal discipline abound. 

 

SATAN’S SISTERS I

Story and illustrations by Paul Moore — Chrissy is a sassy co-ed with nothing on her mind except hot times and great sex, breezing through school by trading her sexual favors for high marks. When her roommate proposes a wager, betting her that she can’t get an “A” from Dr. Cornell, Chrissy takes the bait. She doesn’t know that Dr. Cornell is a lonely widow, or that she is a dominant lesbian with a tortured past and an appetite for young girls. The story of a D/s relationship seen from two points of view—above and below, with spanking, whipping, humiliation and anal; shackles, cages, dildos, enemas and bondage.

 

SATAN’S SISTERS II

Story & Illustrations by Paul Moore — When Sophie leaves town, Miko takes her broken heart on the road and finds trouble. When she breaks into an farmhouse, the two old maids living there capture her and turn her into their sex slave. Constantly naked, bound and sexually abused, escape is her only hope for survival and revenge. Meanwhile, Sophie has been hired as a Congress-woman’s personal dominatrix. Her job is to turn this powerful woman into a groveling slave for one evening each week. Ms. Legislator doesn’t just get what she wants, she gets what she needs. Tales of women broken by humiliation, starvation and loneliness, they include the extremes of Fem/fem sex, douches, anal sex, candle wax, whips, golden showers, electric shock, and chain bondage. 

 

SINISTER STRANGERS by Paul Moore

Haunted by dark sexual fantasies, the young wife, Keri, is immobilized by the obsessive force of her submissive needs. Will her husband, Alan, understand? Can she even confess the truth? Or will her bizarre sexual demands destroy their marriage? The two seem doomed to fail, until ‘that night’, when Keri’s naughty little secret is unwittingly, glaringly exposed and Alan is moved to act. The desperate husband calls in professional help to handle his unusual situation, but the women he hires have plans of their own. A panicked Keri finds that her life is no longer hers under the domination of ruthless femmes, while Alan learns  some crucial lessons in satisfying his wife’s desires. Male and female domination of sub females, bondage, CP and anal training; hoods, cages, sex toys, mind games and slave training.

 

WILD GAME Story & Illustrations by Paul Moore

Crystal is completely devoted to her Mistress. Even the cruel tests of endurance and loyalty that her Mistress subjects her to leave her fidelity unshaken. During a summer outing, however, Mistress proposes a simple game of hide and seek that turns deadly serious when Crystal becomes lost in the forest. Rough, backwoods brutes find her naked and Crystal believes she’s been saved. But her rescuers are really cruel abductors, bent on using her body until they break her. Planning to sell her as a sex slave, she’s held captive in a crude cellar, abused over a sawhorse, forced to take beatings and perform on command. This finely crafted story of sexual submission includes scenes of male and femme domination, abduction, bondage, spanking, torture, slave training, sex with multiple partners, extreme anal discipline and humiliation.

 

CAGED SISTERS by Paul Moore — “Angela had seen enough of the County political machine to know that the most depraved conspiracy imaginable could be assembled quickly by a few well connected men. It was an easy matter of collecting on a few favors and filling out the right paperwork. Angela and Terry could simply vanish into the system. What better use could evil men make of two attractive girls who had become unpersons? Angela has always protected her younger sister Terry, even after their parent’s death. But now, kidnapped by white slavers hiding behind the law and separated from Terry, she can only pray for a miracle. Locked deep beneath the earth in Sub-level B – hardly a soul knows of its existence – there’s little hope. A blunt story of soiled innocence as two sisters live through hell as captive sex slaves. The graphic content includes bondage, spanking, torture, instrumentation, anal, enemas and lesbian sex.
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