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				Chapter 1

				Aunt Tonya was drunk again. The fat lady was slumped in her armchair, snoring lightly, a half empty Jack Daniels bottle at her feet. Jenna, her eighteen year old niece, rose carefully from the couch and tiptoed through to the kitchen, where her sister was drying the dishes.

				Zoe turned around. Apart from a tiny brown beauty mark above her upper lip, she was a mirror image of her twin.

				“She’s asleep,” Jenna whispered.

				“Sure?” asked Zoe.

				She nodded. “The bitch won’t come round for hours.”

				Smiling, Zoe put down the dishcloth and embraced her sister. They held one another tightly for a moment, before their lips met and melted into an open mouthed exchange of tongues. Jenna glided her hands down over the swell of her sister’s bottom and squeezed her firm buns through the thin pink cotton of her dress. Zoe moved eagerly against her, wrapping both arms around her slender waist.

				The two young girls French kissed one another breathless. When they finally parted, Jenna reached for the top button of her sister’s dress.

				“Not here,” Zoe whispered, burying her face in her flowing blonde curls.

				“Why not?”

				“I’m scared she might wake up and catch us. Please, Jenna, let’s go upstairs.”

				“We have to stop being scared of that fat bitch,” Jenna replied, undoing the first button. “In a few more days, she’ll be out of our lives forever.”

				“She’d kill us, if she knew what we were doing,” Zoe protested. “Ever since we decided to run away, I’ve been having nightmares. I wish we could go right now. Oh God, Jenna, please stop! You’re driving me wild.”

				“I want to eat you, baby, right here in the kitchen,” Jenna purred. “Tell me you don’t want it, hot sister.”

				“You know I do,” she sighed, squeezing Jenna’s denim sheathed hips. “I’m just so scared.”

				“There’s nothing to be scared of,” her twin said softly, tracing her fingertips around the frilled edges of her bra. “In three more days, we’ll be free. I just have to wait for my cheque from the diner and you must collect your pay from the store. We’ll need all the money we can get to start our new life together.”

				Zoe sighed, as she contemplated the promised future. “Won’t it be great, Jenna? Just you and me in our own apartment, far away from aunt Tonya. We’ll be able to do all the things we love doing together, in our very own bed, without ever having to worry about getting caught. Promise me again that there’ll never be any men. I couldn’t bear to share you.”

				“No man will ever touch either of us,” her sister promised. “We are for each other, and nobody else.”

				“I love to hear you say that, darling sister,” Zoe smiled, surrendering to her burning desires.

				Jenna eased her dress down off her shoulders and it pooled around her ankles. She unclasped her bra with one hand, slipping the other between her parted thighs. The crotch of her white lace panties was hot and humid. Jenna kissed every silken inch of her breasts, sucked both diamond hard, coffee hued nipples, then lowered herself to her knees, kissing a path down along her smooth, flat belly. Her nostrils tingled to Zoe’s musk, as she lashed her tongue over the wet lace of her panties.

				“Lick me, hot sis!” Zoe moaned, running her fingers through her lustrous blonde mane.

				Jenna hooked two fingers in the waistband of her sister’s panties, tugging them down over her slender hips and long, lightly bronzed legs. Through a neatly manicured thatch of dark blonde curls, the glistening lips of her pussy puckered invitingly. When Jenna touched a fingertip to her slit, she shuddered and spread her thighs a few inches wider, permitting her fuller access to her hot honey hole. Jenna gyrated a long finger inside her, withdrew it wet and shiny and sucked it, with a soft murmur of pleasure.

				“Hurry, please, make me come!” Zoe panted.

				Cupping her milky buttocks in both hands, Jenna buried her face between her thighs and eased her tongue into her drooling gash. Zoe tasted of the familiar exotic nectar her sister was hopelessly addicted to. She slurped noisily, as she greedily licked and sucked her, just the way she knew she loved it. Zoe bit her lower lip and breathed feverishly through flaring nostrils, squeezing her own breasts with both hands.

				Her mouth fell suddenly open, in an exclamation of horror.

				“Aunt Tonya!”

				“You filthy little tramps!” came a hoarse cry from the doorway.

				In the second it took for Jenna to raise her head from between her sister’s thighs and look around, her expression changed from pleasure to stunned disbelief. Their aunt was leaning against the doorframe, bourbon bottle gripped in her right fist. Her narrowed eyes were bloodshot orbs of pure hatred.

				Zoe scrambled for her clothes.

				“Leave them!” the fat lady barked. “No use covering up now. Get up, Jenna, you filthy little whore. Well, well, you finally got caught in the act. You two must have thought I was fucking blind. Thought I never suspected the disgusting perversions going on under my own roof, all this time.”

				“You knew all along!” Jenna gasped.

				“Oh yes,” Tonya sneered, taking two unsteady steps towards them. “I know all about your dirty little games. I’ve just been biding my time, waiting for the right moment to make my move. Now, I intend to take care of your sick little lesbian asses, once and for all.”

				“Stay away from us!” Jenna cried, wrapping a protective arm around her naked and trembling twin.

				“Or else?” Tonya demanded, swigging from the bottle, as she advanced menacingly. “Come on, pussy sucker. What are you gonna do, now I’ve caught you?”

				“We’re leaving here,” Jenna declared. “We’re fed up cooking and cleaning like slaves for you, while you spend all day sitting on your fat ass and drinking yourself senseless. We’re not children anymore and we’re not scared of you. You can’t stop us leaving.”

				“You’re leaving alright,” their aunt said, placing her bottle on the table. “But you’re not going where you think. Zoe, come here!”

				The terrified girl cowered behind her sister.

				“I said, come here!” Tonya barked, lunging towards her.

				She flung Jenna aside, pushed Zoe up against the wall and forced her right hand between her thighs.

				“Hot, wet baby bitch!” she hissed, gripping her throat with her free hand. “You like me touching your pussy, huh? Or is it reserved for your sister only?”

				“Leave her alone,” Jenna shrieked, throwing herself at Tonya.

				The big woman caught her across the face with an open handed blow that knocked her back against the refrigerator door. Jenna had no hope of matching her superior brute strength. A fist slammed into her belly. As she reeled to the floor, Tonya grabbed her by the hair and slammed her head back against the refrigerator. Zoe grabbed at her arm, but was shaken off as easily as a fly off a big dog. A kick to the side of the head from a heavy black boot stunned Jenna. Tonya then turned her full attention to Zoe, huge chest heaving beneath her faded denim shirt.

				The young girl was on her knees, tears rolling down her cheeks. Tonya’s right boot crashed into her midriff. She doubled over, retching and gasping for breath. Her aunt gripped a clump of her hair in her right fist and hauled her back to her knees.

				“Lick me,” she growled, grinding Zoe’s face against her denim covered crotch. “Do me like you do your sister.”

				“No!” Zoe cried, struggling to escape her iron grip.

				“Yes,” Tonya corrected, fumbling with the eagle headed buckle of her belt.

				Holding Zoe upright with one hand, she unbuckled and unzipped her jeans and tugged them down over her broad hips. Her white cotton panties were stained with fresh pussy juices and stale urine. Thick black curls spidered from under the gusset and down her inner thighs. The raw, unwashed smell of her sex was breathtaking.

				“Eat me, bitch!” she hissed, thrusting against Zoe’s face.

				The girl refused. Tonya slapped her hard across the face, repeating the command. Still Zoe refused. She slapped her several more times, then threw her to the floor and removed her thick black leather belt.

				Zoe screamed for mercy, raising her hands to ward off the vicious blows from the metal buckle that rained down on her. Tonya’s jeans slipped down to her ankles as she beat her, her panties further dampening with excitement. Zoe’s hands provided scant protection from the heavy buckle. It struck her arms, shoulders and breasts, each blow leaving a scarlet welt in its wake.

				Jenna groggily raised herself from the floor and reached for a carving knife, in the wall rack next to the refrigerator. Gripping the weapon tightly, she launched herself at her aunt, raising it high above her head.

				Sensing her movement, Tonya turned with lightning speed, swinging her belt. The buckle cracked painfully on Jenna’s knuckles and the knife clattered to the tiles. Face twisted into a demonic mask of rage, Tonya beat her back against the wall. Jenna tried to grab another knife, but the bigger woman was too fast. She grabbed her by the hair, wrenched her to her knees, then wrapped the belt around her throat from behind.

				“No little pussy slut will get the better of me,” she growled, pulling it tight.

				“Stop, you’ll kill her!” Zoe screamed.

				“You gonna do what I tell you?” her aunt demanded.

				“Yes, anything,” she cried. “Just don’t kill Jenna.”

				“Come and kiss my ass,” Tonya barked, slightly easing the pressure of the belt. “You’d better hurry, otherwise your sister’s had her last taste of pussy this side of hell.”

				Zoe crawled across the floor and pulled down the fat woman’s panties. Her buttocks resembled two sweating slabs of white meat, the left adorned with a faded tattoo of a red rose. As Zoe’s lips touched her backside, Tonya farted loudly. The smell was revoltays clean and tasted almost as lovely as her pussy. Aunt Tonya was a smelly, sweaty old drunk, who bathed only once a week.

				“Get your tongue right up there,” she demanded. “Aaaaahhhhh, yes! Don’t tell me you ain’t enjoying that, baby. Deeper! Lick that shithole like it was your sister’s hot pussy.”

				Jenna felt dizzy and could scarcely breathe from the pressure on her windpipe. She resisted the urge to struggle, knowing her aunt was quite capable of strangling her.

				After several minutes of having her anus licked and sucked by Zoe, she spread her legs wider and commanded her to do the same to her pussy. The girl did not hesitate to obey. No matter how distasteful it might be, it had to taste better than her dirty rear hole. Her tongue dived into the soaking slash, Tonya’s thick pubes brushing her face. The big woman gripped a fistful of her hair in her right fist and aggressively rode her face, maintaining her grip on the belt around Jenna’s throat.

				After she had climaxed, with an animal grunt, she raised both girls to their knees by the hair and forced them to kiss. Their tears mingled on their faces, as Jenna sucked her sister’s tongue, tasting her aunt’s strong, sticky honey.

				“Ain’t that sweet!” Tonya sneered. “Here’s something else hot for you two little pussy rats.”

				Arching her back, she released a powerful golden torrent from between her thighs, directly over the faces and into the mouths of the two young girls.

				“Drink up, toilet twinnies,” she cackled, wrenching their hair.

				When she had showered them in every last drop from her bladder, she pushed them face down onto the floor and ordered them to lick up the piss that had splashed onto it. Whimpering in pain and fear, they polished the golden pool from the white tiles with their tongues.

				While they were doing this, Tonya used her belt to tightly bind Zoe’s left ankle to her sister’s right. She then wrenched Jenna back to her knees and ripped open her lemon blouse. Underneath, she wore a pink lace body stocking. Tonya ripped this down the front, before unzipping the girl’s jeans and pulling them down to her knees. She ripped the body stocking off in several pieces and stepped back to admire the terrified pair.

				“Still feeling horny, Jenna?” she demanded.

				The girl shook her head.

				“Why are you doing this to us?” Zoe sobbed. “We never did you any harm.”

				“I’m doing it because I hate you both,” she replied. “I’ve hated you since the day your father dumped you on me. I only let you stick around because I owed him a favour and you were useful around the house. But I don’t have to put up with you any longer. I don’t have to live with the sick shit you’ve been doing under my roof, the whispers and the secret little looks you thought I was always too drunk to notice. It’s payback time, girls, and I intend to see you off in style.”

				“What are you going to do to us?” Jenna croaked, rubbing the livid crease on her throat.

				“That’s a surprise,” Tonya answered. “Right now, we’re going upstairs to my bedroom. I’ve got some toys for you little lesbie girls to play with.”

				Holding the bourbon bottle in her right fist, she forced the twins to crawl up the stairs in front of her, frequently kicking them along the way. By the time they reached the landing, their thighs and buttocks were bruised from her boots.

				Aunt Tonya’s bedroom was a mess. The twins had always maintained the rest of the house in spotless fashion, but this was her private domain, a stark testimony to her carefree attitude to cleanliness and hygiene. Clothing, dirty underwear and empty bottles littered the floor. The bed was unmade, the wallpaper stained and discoloured.

				“Last stop before hell,” she announced, slamming the door shut and taking another deep swallow of bourbon.

				“She’s going to kill us!” Zoe screamed hysterically.

				Tonya laughed. “Before this night is over, you may well wish I had. But you two are far more valuable to me alive. Move over beside the bed.”

				Still joined at the ankles, the twins shuffled across the floor. Tonya knotted a length of Zoe’s blonde hair around one of the brass bars at the foot of the bed. She performed a similar operation on Jenna, then slapped both girls several times across the face. While they wiped the tears from their eyes, she stripped down to her laced up calf high boots. Naked, she appeared even larger. Her mammoth white breasts, with brown nipples the diameter of coffee cups, sagged low enough to rest on the rolls of fat around her belly.

				She rummaged under the bed and produced a thick length of rope, which she tied so tightly around Zoe’s right ankle that the girl cried out in pain. Winding the rope around a bedpost, she wrenched Zoe’s leg upwards, until her ankle touched her face. She forced Jenna’s left ankle up into a similar position, then knotted the rope around it. Each girl now had one leg straight out before her, the other raised at an agonisingly uncomfortable stretch. From the top drawer of her dressing table, Tonya produced a set of handcuffs and locked the twins together, twisting one arm each behind their backs.

				“You’re hurting us!” Zoe protested.

				“Get used to it,” she retorted. “Now, girls, either of you ever seen one of these?”

				She was holding up a huge gold vibrator, with a fist sized head of black latex. Both shook their heads, eyeing the object with naked terror.

				“I like this in my pussy,” Tonya continued. “Sometimes up my ass too. I bet neither of you has ever had a cock in her lesbian pussy.”

				“We don’t like men,” Jenna replied.

				“Just each other,” her aunt sneered, slapping her face. “Well baby, this fucker is bigger than any cock I’ve ever seen. And it hurts.”

				Jenna screamed and thrashed, as the vibrator was slid down between her thighs. Tonya flicked the small switch at the base and the machine came to life with a low buzz, the head pulsating vigorously.

				“Relax,” Tonya purred, her mouth only inches from Jenna’s. “Your virgin pussy has been reserved.”

				She rammed the vibrator into her rectum, pushing until it was almost completely buried inside her. Her shriek of agony was long and loud. The vibrator head violently pounded her guts and the shaft felt like it were splitting her in two.

				Tonya left it throbbing inside her and waddled back to the dressing table. With her back to the girls, she took something from the top drawer and strapped it around her waist with two thin strips of leather. When she turned around again, she was sporting a monstrous black erection, complete with a huge pair of balls hanging low between her thighs. These bristled with tiny spikes of silver steel. Zoe knew this awful object must be intended for her and cried out even louder than her sister.

				“Scream all you like,” Tonya said, crouching before her. “It’s sweet music to my ears.”

				Gripping Zoe’s throat with one big hand, she pressed the bulbous head of the dildo against the pink rim of her anus.

				“Not my ass!” she croaked in desperation.

				“Yes, your sweet ass,” Tonya replied.

				Zoe yelled hoarsely, as the dildo stretched and split her bottom. The pain was nauseating. At the end of her savage thrust, the testicle spikes pricked the tender flesh of her buns, increasing her agony.

				Tonya raped her with long, deep strokes, savouring her sobs and whimpered protests, along with those of her sister. Ten minutes later, breathless and drenched in sweat, she withdrew the shit slicked dildo, stood up and pushed it against Jenna’s lips. She turned away in disgust. Tonya gripped her jaw with one hand, pinched her nostrils between the thumb and forefinger of the other and forced her to open wide. The messy, foul smelling dildo head was forced into her mouth. She gagged on the vile taste, as Tonya pushed it back her throat.

				“You can suck it or choke on it,” she declared. “What’s it to be?”

				Jenna was in no position to reply. The dildo was slowly withdrawn from her mouth and she began licking her sister’s sticky anal juices from the black latex shaft. She was only allowed to stop when it was spotlessly clean and glistening with her saliva. Satisfied, Tonya reached down and slowly withdrew the buzzing vibrator from between her rear cheeks. Jenna uttered a small sigh of relief. It was Zoe’s turn to cringe in disgust, when the object was presented to her lips.

				“Make it nice and clean,” her aunt urged. “Otherwise, I’ll ram it down your throat.”

				Sobbing, Zoe began licking her twin’s shit from the vibrator. She found the taste repugnant, but managed to look as though she Was almost enjoying it.

				“Bet you’d like something to wash away that shit taste,” Tonya said, afterwards.

				Neither girl replied. She picked up her bourbon bottle, took a swig, then bent over and pushed the bottle neck up between her buttocks. As she tilted the bottle, raw Jack flooded her bowels. The twins watched in astonishment, as her anus swallowed the coppery nectar, like the mouth of a thirsty drunk. She did not unplug the bottle from her rectum again until it was empty. A trickle crept from her hole and down her inner thighs, but her clenched cheeks held most of the bourbon inside.

				“You first,” she told Jenna, thrusting her rear back against her face. “Spit it out and I’ll beat you senseless.”

				Jenna forced herself to open her mouth. Tonya grunted, then expelled a brownish jet of bourbon from her anus, accompanied by a loud, wet fart. The putrid spirit hit the back of the girl’s throat and gurgled down into her belly. Her stomach lurched with the first breathtaking swallow, but she somehow managed to keep down the horrid bowel brew. Zoe was treated to the second shot, some of which splashed over her face, from the velocity of Tonya’s fart.

				As she stood up, the fat lady’s bottom dribbled bourbon. She wiped it with her right hand, which she then rubbed over Jenna’s face.

				“Clean your sister’s asshole,” she told her, grabbing her free hand and forcing it down between Zoe’s legs.

				Jenna used two fingers to wipe the sticky mess from her sister’s rim. At Tonya’s command, she pushed both fingers up inside her and stirred them around. When she withdrew them, they were tanned and sticky.

				“Wipe them over her tits,” her aunt commanded.

				Jenna obediently smeared her twin’s bare breasts with the pungent syrup. Zoe was then ordered to do the same to her. Tonya spat on them both and used Zoe’s pussy as an ashtray, while she smoked a cigarette. When she was finished, she ground out the butt on the vee between Jenna’s thighs, scorching her pubes and blistering the skin beneath.

				“Let me give you a couple of presents for the road,” she said, reaching once again into her top drawer.

				She held out two objects for the inspection of the twins. In her left hand was a red silk G-string, stolen from Jenna. In her right, she held an unopened beer bottle.

				She crouched before Jenna. “Your choice.”

				She chose the G-string. Smiling, Tonya squeezed it into a tight ball and pushed it up into the girl’s anus, until it had completely disappeared.

				“Looks like you get the beer,” she told Zoe.

				“No!” she shrieked. “Aaaaarrrrggh!”

				Tonya rammed the bottle into her rectum, leaving only the stubby green neck protruding.

				“All we have to do now is wait for the buyers to arrive,” she said, slapping their breasts.

				“Who?” Jenna grunted.

				“You don’t know what I’m talking about, of course,” Tonya replied. “I’ll let you in on a little secret. I’ve been in touch with a man who deals in white slaves. He’s offered me a very nice price for the pair of you. The men should be here to collect you shortly.”

				“You can’t do this!” Jenna shrieked. “You can’t ...”

				She was silenced by a slap across the face.

				“I can do what I like with you two pieces of dyke shit,” Tonya rasped. “I thought I’d just proven that. Once I’ve been paid, you become the slave trader’s property. He can do whatever he wants with you then.”

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter 2

				There were two traders, both stockily built, dressed in black uniforms and jackboots. The blonde one carried a riding crop in his gloved right fist. The eyes of both were concealed behind dark wraparound shades. Tonya stood in the background, swigging from a fresh bottle of Jack Daniels, watching them inspect the two naked girls.

				“Not often we get a set of twins,” said the blonde man. “How old did you say they were?”

				“We’re eighteen,” Jenna told him.

				The riding crop cracked across her breasts and she shrieked in agony.

				“Lesson one - speak only when spoken to,” the trader growled. “That goes for both of you. Understood?”

				Jenna nodded. “Yes.”

				The crop struck her again, burning a second fiery line across both breasts. “Yes, Sir! That is the correct way to address your Masters. Let me hear you say it.”

				“Yes, Sir,” Jenna whimpered.

				He turned to their aunt. “Both virgins?”

				“Yep. Never been fucked by anyone, except each other. I had a little fun with them earlier, but their cherries are still intact.”

				“They’re very pretty,” he said. “Nice tits, good asses, inexperienced. Should have no trouble finding them a good home. Troy loves blonde virgins. We’ll give you eight grand for the pair.”

				“Ten,” Tonya said firmly. “That’s the price I agreed with your boss.”

				The twins looked at one another, in stunned disbelief. They were being bargained over, like two prize cattle at a fair. Their aunt’s sole concern was to get the best price possible for them. To the men, they were obviously some kind of investment. While the blonde man and Tonya argued dollars, the other trader spotted the neck of the bottle protruding from Zoe’s anus. He pulled it out of her, wiped it on her chest, uncapped it with his teeth and took a long swallow.

				“Fucking warm!” he grimaced. “You have the rest.”

				He pushed the bottle into Zoe’s mouth and poured the remaining beer back her throat.

				“What do you say?” he demanded, after she had almost choked on it.

				“Thank you.”

				His boot struck her bottom so hard she was lifted almost two inches off the floor.

				“Thank you, Sir!” she cried.

				“You’re welcome,” he sneered.

				“You drive a hard bargain, lady,” his partner told Tonya. “Okay, ten grand it is.”

				“They’re worth every cent,” she replied, eyes widening greedily, as he unzipped the bulging money belt beneath his jacket. “You boys care to have a little fun, before you hit the road? No extra charge.”

				“We’ll have plenty of fun with these two,” he answered, plainly unmoved by the sight of the fat lady, in only boots and an open shirt.

				While Tonya carefully counted the thick wad of notes he handed to her, the other trader released the twins from the bed and slipped two nooses around their throats.

				“Give us any shit and you’ll choke,” he warned, jerking on the two long ropes.

				Holding a rope each, the men led the terrified girls down the stairs and out to a waiting cattle truck.

				“Adios, bitches,” Tonya cackled, before slamming the front door shut.

				There were four naked girls already in the back of the truck. They hung by their wrists, from steel manacles chained to meat hooks. Before their nooses were removed, Jenna and Zoe were similarly secured.

				“That’s our full consignment,” the blonde man told his partner. “You take the wheel. It’s my turn for guard duty.”

				The bearded trader nodded and slammed the steel door shut. A pair of bolts were noisily secured on the outside. In the semi-darkness, the captives warily eyed one another. One of them, an attractive redhead in her mid-twenties, bore the livid scars of a recent whipping, from her breasts to her knees.

				“Comfortable, girls?” the blonde trader sneered, as the truck began moving.

				“Fuck you!”

				The retort came from a heavily built girl, with closely cropped black hair and a gold hoop in her right nipple.

				“What did you say, fat bitch?” he demanded, in a steel cold voice.

				“Fuck you,” she defiantly repeated. “You don’t scare me. What’s your name, anyway?”

				“My name is Kurt,” he replied. “But you will address me as Sir. You don’t work for Mr De Salle anymore. You stole from him, so he sold you to us. It’s time your fat fucking ass learned some respect for your Masters.”

				She spat in his face. “Go fuck yourself.”

				Kurt did not immediately react. He seemed stunned by her defiance. Then, taking a step back, he raised the riding crop in his right fist and brought it down across her breasts. The gunshot sound of the blow was followed by a deafening shriek.

				With white faced primal fury, Kurt unleashed a fusillade of savage lashes that made the captive yelp and dance like a puppet. Zoe shut her eyes, feeling the breeze from the rapidly rising and falling crop. She choked back a sob. The trader seemed intent on thrashing the helpless girl half to death.

				By the time the beating was over, the captive’s knees had buckled and she hung by her wrists, head slumped, whimpering like a whipped dog. But Kurt was far from finished with her. Throwing his riding crop to the floor, he unzipped his trousers and tugged out a fat cock that beating the girl had stimulated to full erection. A hoarse cry burst from her throat, as he unceremoniously rammed it up between the full cheeks of her bottom.

				“Not so brave now, huh?” he growled, wrenching her head backwards by the hair.

				Her body convulsed and she cried out, with every brutal thrust of his huge cock into her rectum. The other captives watched in dumbstruck terror, each learning as memorable a lesson as her unfortunate counterpart. Throughout the rape, Kurt pulled her hair, mauled her crop scorched breasts and spat breathless obscenities. After he had climaxed, he withdrew his cock and wiped it on her buttocks, before stuffing it back inside his trousers. The plump girl sobbed pitifully, tears dripping onto the metal floor. This was one captive who would cause no more trouble, for the remainder of the journey.

				Some time later, Zoe tentatively broke the silence.

				“Sir.”

				“What?” Kurt barked, reaching for his riding crop.

				“I need to use the toilet,” she whimpered.

				“You’re standing on it,” he replied. “Don’t worry about making a mess. One of you bitches will be cleaning out the truck, once we get to the ranch.”

				Zoe was appalled by the idea of having to urinate like an animal. But her bladder was painfully full and Kurt was unlikely to listen to any pleas for reason. She allowed the golden stream to trickle from her slit and splash onto the floor between her feet. Crouched at the feet of one of the other captives, Kurt watched intently, savouring the humiliating spectacle. Before she had finished, her twin began to urinate, the two steaming puddles becoming one around their feet.

				Soon afterwards, Kurt felt the need to empty his bladder. His chosen toilet was the beaten and subdued plump girl. Standing before her, he aimed a powerful stream of piss directly onto her shaven pussy. She knew better than to utter the slightest protest.

				The big truck rolled on through the night, bearing its human cargo towards their inescapable fate. Kurt reclined on a bed of soft cushions, riding crop close to hand. The captives were silent, each consumed by her own pain and terror.

				Suddenly, the truck rolled to an unexpected halt. The silence lasted a few moments longer, then the bolts grated and the back door was thrown open. A flashlight beam pierced the gloom, casting an eerie glow over the half dozen naked girls.

				“Well, lookee here!” a deep male voice drawled. “Just what do you boys plan on doing with these pretty things?”

				“We bought them, officer,” the driver replied. “They’re just cocksucking sluts somebody didn’t want anymore. We aim to find them good homes.”

				“Slavery’s been abolished,” said the cop.

				“Not as far as our boss is concerned,” said Kurt, crouching down by the door. “Look, we don’t want any hassle and I’m pretty sure you fellas could do without the paperwork. Maybe we could come to some kind of arrangement?”

				“What kind of arrangement?” the cop demanded.

				“See anything you like in here?” Kurt asked.

				“I see a lot I like,” he answered. “Two things in particular.”

				The flashlight beam danced over Jenna and Zoe.

				“You have good taste,” said Kurt. “Why don’t you have some fun with these two beauties? When you’re through, we’ll take them back and be on our way. You forget you saw us, we forget we saw you. Deal?”

				The cop turned to his partner. “What do you think, Lloyd?”

				“I think my dick is gonna burn a hole in my pants,” came the reply. “You got yourself a deal, mister. Toss them two down here.”

				Kurt unlocked the manacles on Zoe’s wrists and flung her out of the truck. She landed in a sprawl at the feet of the cops, with a cry of pain. Jenna followed, grazing both knees on impact with the tarmac. The fatter of the two cops dragged her to her feet and flung her, face down, over the bonnet of the patrol car.

				“Sweet young ass,” he drawled. “Just what the doctor ordered.”

				He drew his night-stick and rapped the insides of Jenna’s thighs, forcing them wider apart. At the same time, he withdrew his cock from his trousers.

				“Ever been in trouble with the law?” he demanded.

				“No, Sir,” she whimpered.

				“You are now,” he snarled, jamming two fingers into her rectum. “Hey, what have we got up here?”

				He tugged the red G-string out of her and held it to a headlight, for inspection.

				“You’re the first chick I’ve ever met with one of these inside her ass,” he declared. “The thing is, my dick is gonna need all the space you’ve got in there.”

				Gripping Jenna by the hair, he balled up the dirty G-string and stuffed it into her mouth. His big hands then gripped her shoulders, as he gradually forced his hard, thick shaft into her anus.

				Meanwhile, his partner had pushed Zoe into the back seat of the patrol car and jammed the barrel of his .38 into her pussy.

				“Take my dick out,” he commanded, crouching over her face. “Come on baby, don’t be shy. You wouldn’t want this weapon shooting off in your pussy, believe me.”

				With trembling hands, Zoe unzipped his trousers and pulled out his swelling cock. Both hands stroked the tumescent pole, which quickly reared its head to full erection.

				“Suck it,” the cop grunted, pushing a further inch of cold gun barrel up between her thighs. “And be careful. You bite, I shoot.”

				Zoe roamed her tongue over his rock solid and fat veined length, tasting man meat for the first time in her life. When he was wet, she opened her mouth wide and raised her head to swallow him. She gagged when his cock head touched the back of her throat.

				The car rocked to the beat of the fat cop thrusting violently up between Jenna’s buttocks. He used his cock like a weapon of war, to batter and brutalise her virgin orifice. With her face pressed against the windscreen, she could see the other cop in the back seat, her sister’s head between his thighs.

				The two traders leaned casually against the truck, smoking cigarettes, while they watched the rape of their hot property. The cops had been waiting for them, of course. They knew the slave truck and the route it had to take. It was a game they played and both sides benefited. The cops had their fun and the slavers had a blind eye turned to their business.

				Zoe was sweating, as she sucked and licked the cop in the back seat. Several inches of his gun barrel were inside her pussy. If he should accidentally pull the trigger, in the heat of passion, her virginity would be lost in a most spectacularly messy fashion. His hips bucked, as he fucked her throat. His partner was nailing Jenna’s backside to the bonnet of the car and had her breasts cupped in his huge hands.

				“Troy is gonna love what we’re bringing in this load,” said Kurt, tossing away his cigarette end.

				“Those twins will be worth their weight in gold,” said his partner. “Christ, I don’t think this hard on of mine can wait ‘til we get to the ranch!”

				“I’ll drive the rest of the way,” Kurt offered. “You have some fun in the back. That fat bitch has a surprisingly tight asshole. I had to teach her some manners, but she’ll be as good as gold, from now on.”

				“I’m not into fat asses,” said the other man.

				With a loud grunt, the fat cop spewed his hot cock cream into the depths of Jenna’s bowels. When he was empty, he forced her to kneel on the road, yanked the filthy G-string from her mouth and ordered her to lick his cock clean.

				His partner had had enough of fucking Zoe’s throat. Cock dripping saliva, he dragged her from the seat by the hair and pushed her back onto the bonnet of the car. The metal was still warm from her sister’s body. She stared up at the stars, as his .38 was rammed into her mouth.

				“Ever had a dick in that hot little pussy?” he demanded.

				Zoe shook her head. He nudged her pink gash with his drooling purple crown.

				“Welcome to womanhood,” he grinned.

				She bit down on the cold steel of the gun barrel, as his big cock parted her tunnel walls, burst her hymen and plunged into her hot virginal depths. Though the pain was the most intense she had ever experienced, it soon became tinged with a shockingly pleasurable sensation. She shut her eyes, in order not to see her sister, but the image of Jenna on her knees before the fat cop remained.

				“Shit, that’s one less virgin for the herd,” Kurt muttered. “Why couldn’t he have fucked her in the ass?”

				“Won’t harm her value,” his partner replied. “Troy just wanted a pair of virgins, so that he could be the first to put his dick in them. He’s still got her sister to break.”

				The fat cop’s cock was clean and flaccid.

				“I’m through with her,” he announced, zipping up his trousers. “Whoever buys this one will get his money’s worth from her asshole alone.”

				His partner had his gun barrel jammed painfully against the roof of Zoe’s mouth, as his bloodstained cock pistoned between her thighs. Virgins were so rare that this one was a treat to be savoured. He snarled like a wild dog at the moon, as the lava of his climax jetted into her. He continued thrusting into her, until his every drop was spent, then wiped his bloody cock on her thighs.

				Lawmen satisfied, the sore and sobbing twins were shoved back into the truck and hung back up on their meat hooks. The door was bolted and Kurt took the wheel, leaving his partner on guard duty. The bearded man studied each girl in turn, squeezing the prominent bulge in his trousers.

				“I can’t decide which one of you to fuck,” he declared. “What about you, hot lips? Would you like me to fuck you?”

				He was addressing the oldest of the six captives, a woman of about thirty, with the painted face of a whore and the svelte body of a model. She vigorously shook her head of jet black curls.

				“Wrong answer,” he said, reaching inside his jacket.

				The weapon he withdrew was a small staple gun - the kind used to pin wallpaper. He checked that it was loaded, before pressing the muzzle against the left buttock of the brunette.

				“I want you to fuck me, Sir!” she cried. “Please fuck me. Please!”

				With a cruel smile, he squeezed the trigger. The captive screamed in agony, as the twin prongs of an inch wide staple of silver steel penetrated her soft flesh.

				“My wish is your command, at all times,” he said, roughly cupping her chin. “As are the wishes of your other Masters.” He thrust the nose of the staple gun under her right breast. “I’ll ask you again. Would you like me to fuck you?”

				“Yes please, Sir,” she sobbed.

				“I don’t think I want to,” he replied, before squeezing the trigger again.

				A staple embedded itself in the underside of her breast and she gave full voice to her agony. The trader turned his attention to Zoe, studying the blood of defiled virginity trickling down her inner thighs. He brushed her crimson slicked labia with the staple gun.

				“How about you, sweet thing? Would you like me to fuck you?”

				She nodded vigorously. “Yes, Sir, I would love you to fuck me, any way you please.”

				He grinned. “Spoken like a true slave. What about your sister? Would you like me to fuck her?”

				Zoe cast a sideways glance at Jenna, before answering. “Yes, Sir, I’d like you to fuck my sister.”

				“In the ass?”

				She nodded. “Fuck her in the ass, Sir.”

				“I’ll fuck you both in the ass,” he promised. “But not just now.”

				He moved along the line of captives, stopping by the plump girl and pressing the staple gun to her left buttock.

				“Got anything to say to me, you fat piece of shit?” he demanded.

				She shook her head. “No, Sir.”

				“You don’t want me to fuck your fat ass?”

				“Fuck me any way you please, Sir,” she replied. “But please don’t hurt me. I beg you.”

				“I promise not to hurt you,” he said. “Just tell me your name and what you are.”

				“My name is Paula. I’m a fat piece of shit.”

				“That you are, Paula,” he grinned. “My name is Logan. Do you know what I am?”

				“No, Sir.”

				“I’m a liar.”

				He squeezed the trigger three times in rapid succession, shooting three staples into her round rear cheek. She screamed hoarsely. He fired three more staples into her right globe, then turned to the figure of a thin and ashen faced teenage girl, with spiked and bleached hair. As well as numerous gold hoops in both ears, she sported one in her right nostril, one in each nipple, one in her navel and two in her outer labia.

				“You look like a girl that enjoys pain,” Logan mused, caressing her tiny breasts with the tip of his staple gun.

				“I enjoy fucking, Sir,” she answered. “Before you took me away tonight, I’d been fucked by nine men.”

				The evidence was visible, crusted on her inner thighs and foaming at the mouth of her shaven sex. Logan pressed the gun to her right breast. She stared defiantly into his eyes, as his finger tightened on the trigger. This was one of those rare captives that actually craved mistreatment, like a drug. Such creatures were a challenge Logan relished.

				“Stick out your tongue,” he told her.

				She complied instantly. At his command, she curled her tongue downwards, to lick the upper part of her chin. It took him scarcely a second to lift the gun from her breast, press it to her tongue and squeeze the trigger. Before her brain could fully register what had happened, a staple was embedded in the tip of her tongue. The ensuing bolt of pain was accompanied by the salty taste of blood. Logan grinned triumphantly, as she gasped in agony.

				Beside her, the attractive and buxom redhead stood trembling. Her terror was the most abject of all the captives. The instant the staple gun touched her right breast, urine trickled from her thickly thatched pussy and down her legs. As Logan unzipped his trousers, she began pleading for mercy.

				“Frigid cunt don’t like meat,” he sneered. “Your old man told us that’s why he was selling you. Well, I’ve got the cure for a vegetarian pussy right here, baby. And I don’t give a shit whether you like it or not.”

				“Oh God, no!” she wailed, feeling the wet slit of his huge erection brushing her thigh.

				“You can forget about God where you’re going,” Logan told her. “He’s already forgotten about you. I do appreciate a woman with nice tits and yours are so big, so firm, so tender.”

				As he spoke, his left hand softly caressed her brown nippled globes. His victim’s eyes were fixed on his cock, as though it were the most fearsome thing she had ever seen. Pinching her left nipple between thumb and forefinger, he pressed the staple gun to her breast and squeezed the trigger. She expelled a deafening howl, her entire body convulsing. Logan repositioned the weapon and fired again.

				He emptied the entire load of forty-six staples from the gun into the breasts of the redhead, leaving her oozing blood and almost insane with agony. Squeezing her tortured breasts in both hands, he thrust up between her thighs, unhindered by the resistance of her vaginal muscles and inflamed by her cries.

				“Ain’t so frigid now, huh?” he grunted, burying his cock to the hilt.

				The rape lasted fifteen minutes, Logan finally climaxing over her belly. After his cock had spilled its full creamy load, he lit a cigarette and smoked, while he urinated over the weeping girl’s aching pussy. As he was zipping up his trousers, the truck hit a bump and the captives were set swinging by their wrists.

				“Home sweet home,” Logan cheerfully announced, enjoying the apprehensive expressions of the captives.

				The truck rolled to a halt and the back door was opened. A trio of men in flowing black robes and hoods climbed aboard. Their faces were concealed behind death white skull masks.

				The thick bullwhips gripped in their gloved fists banished any thoughts of escape, as the captives were freed from their manacles. Not that any of them was in a condition to run. With a crack of the whips on the piss soaked iron floor, they were ordered to step down from the truck and line up in the powerful glare of twin spotlights, mounted high above their heads. A blood red flag, emblazoned with a black skull and a silver letter D, fluttered in the breeze.

				“Welcome to Rancho Diablo,” boomed a voice from the darkness beyond.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter 3

				“Stand to attention, bitches!” Kurt barked. “Legs apart, hands behind your heads.” He plunged his right hand between Zoe’s thighs and yanked on her pubic tuft. “Come on, spread those fucking legs wide, just like your sister. That’s it.”

				Like a General, he inspected his slave troop, flanked by the hooded trio.

				“You are now the property of the Masters of Rancho Diablo,” he told them. “Your only duty is total obedience. Any breaking of the rules, no matter how minor, will be severely punished. Should you wish to leave here at any time, you are strongly advised to think again. Slaves leave this place only when they have been sold to another owner. There is no parole and no time off for good behaviour. This is the beginning of a life sentence and if you don’t like it, tough shit. From now on, you submit to our every demand, without question, or face the painful consequences. Just one last friendly reminder that each Master is, at all times, to be addressed as Sir.”

				“Please Sir, I have a question,” the spike haired teenager meekly interrupted.

				Kurt glared, then turned to one of the hooded men.

				“Deal with this,” he told him.

				The hooded man hooked a finger in the girl’s left nipple ring, jerked her from the line up and forced her face down onto the hard earth. Stepping back, he uncoiled his bullwhip and delivered a searing lash to her buttocks. As she rolled on the ground, whimpering in agony, the whip cracked twice more across her back, drawing a livid X, from shoulder blades to buttocks. Kurt dragged her to her feet by the hair and pushed her back into line.

				“Lesson one,” he told the trembling slaves. “Never question your Masters. You have already been told all you need to know. The rest, you will learn from experience. Does that answer your question, punk bitch?”

				“Yes, Sir,” she sobbed.

				“Any further questions?” he demanded, regarding each captive in turn.

				A terrified silence was the collective response.

				“Take them to the Initiation Stall,” he commanded. “Troy will be keen to inspect them.”

				Bullwhips cracked like pistols against the ground, as the six slaves were herded towards a nearby barn. The door was open and a fiery red light glowed inside. Jenna was first in line, followed by her sister. What she saw when she entered the huge barn caused her to stop in her tracks.

				Iron cattle stalls lined both sides of the barn, from one end to the other. Each stall contained a naked female, lying on a bed of straw. The captives ranged in age from eighteen to mid- thirties, from skinny to overweight, plain to exceedingly beautiful. All craned for a glimpse of the new arrivals. In her worst nightmares, Jenna could not have conceived such an appalling sight. A bullwhip lash across the small of her back jerked her from her trance.

				“Move, bitch!” a hooded Master barked.

				As they proceeded, Jenna silently counted the pathetic prisoners. They totalled thirty-five. Most bore the marks of recent beatings. Each wore an iron collar and thick chain, which was attached to a heavy iron hoop in the stone wall. This prevented the slave from venturing beyond the confines of her stall. There were more than enough empty stalls to accommodate the new arrivals, each furnished with collar and chain.

				The slaves were herded through another door, across a dark stone yard and into a windowless square building of ugly black concrete. Once the six were inside, an iron door slammed shut, the sound reverberating off the walls.

				Their surroundings were a medieval nightmare. Black candles flickered in holders on the walls, bathing them in a spooky yellow glow. Instruments of torture, fearsome in their variety, hung from the four black walls. The chamber was furnished with two sets of wooden stocks, a huge iron chair with a seat of spikes and a fiendish rack, on which a body could be stretched to breaking point.

				As the slaves were hustled into the centre of the chamber, a tall, heavily built figure emerged from the gloom. The Master wore laced up thigh high boots of shiny black leather, with spurs on the heels and small metal spikes on the toes. Swinging from a holster on his right hip was what looked like a foot long rubber truncheon. He wore a black leather cape over his shoulders, secured around his throat by a studded choker. A wide brimmed black hat sat on his head. His sinister demeanour was accentuated by his raven black Fu Manchu moustache. The only other item of clothing he wore was a spike studded black leather loincloth.

				“Our latest additions to the herd,” he said, in a gravelly voice, studying each naked slave through dark, piercing eyes. “Any problems?”

				“Nothing we couldn’t handle,” Kurt replied. “The pigs pulled their usual stunt. Raped the cherry from one of these twins. There was nothing we could do, Troy.”

				The big man shrugged. “Goes with the territory. Ah yes, the lovely twins. I’ve been looking forward to meeting you two. You’re every bit as beautiful as your aunt promised. Value for money, if ever I’ve seen it. Vai, put the virgin half of this pair in the stocks. Hang the others for branding.”

				A hooded Master stepped forward, gripped Jenna by the back of the neck and forced her to her knees. When she cried out in protest, a bullwhip burned her breasts. The other two hooded men grabbed an arm each and placed her in one of the stocks. Troy slammed down the shutter and bolted it. A set of steel manacles, chained to the floor, was fitted around her wrists. Her legs were forced wide apart and a wide steel spreader bar placed between her ankles and manacled into place at either end. Troy adjusted the spread of the bar, until he was satisfied her legs could be no further apart. He locked the bar in place with a pin through one of the holes.

				Once Jenna was secured in the stocks, the wrists of the other five captives were manacled to heavy duty springs hanging from the ceiling. The pull was so strong that each was forced to stand on the tips of her toes.

				“Slave supreme,” Troy enthused, his cock swelling beneath his loincloth, as he studied the restrained figure of Jenna. He probed her rectum with a fingertip. “I see her brown cherry has already been taken care of.”

				“One of the pigs,” Kurt replied. “Her aunt had been playing with it as well.”

				Troy crouched behind her and used two fingers of either hand to part the puffy folds of her sex. “Sweet virgin pussy. Yum yum. A rare commodity, these days.”

				Burying his face between Jenna’s thighs, he plunged his tongue into her moist slit. Despite her pain and discomfort, she breathed a small sigh of pleasure. Only her sister had ever tasted her in this way. If she shut her eyes, she could just about pretend that the tongue lashing at her clitoris was Zoe’s.

				Troy feasted on her for several minutes, before rising to his feet and signalling to one of the hooded men, who wheeled forth a brazier, packed with glowing coals. From out of the coals, Troy drew a long handled branding iron. The white hot circular head of the instrument was forged with the gothic letter D, with a dagger protruding from the centre. Without hesitation, Troy pressed the smoking metal firmly against the soft flesh of Jenna’s left buttock.

				Her shriek of agony was audible from the front gate. The pain was blinding, tearing at her nerve ends, causing her entire body to convulse. The odour of scorched flesh caressed Troy’s nostrils. He silently counted to five, before lifting the branding iron from his victim. It was some time before she even noticed, such was the intensity of the burning.

				“Five more pretty asses to mark as property of Rancho Diablo,” he announced, plunging the iron back into the hot coals.

				Starting with Zoe, who almost fainted, he branded each of the others in turn, smiling at their anguished howls. When he was finished, he delivered a slap to each scorched cheek, then returned his attention to Jenna.

				“Time we made a woman of you, my sweet.”

				Standing before her, he flipped his loincloth to one side. His cock, now completely erect, was a truly monstrous fuckpole. It was little short of twelve inches long and as thick as Jenna’s forearm. The bulbous veined shaft was decorated with a tattoo of a black dragon, with fiery eyes and a forked tongue that lashed out to the silver hoop in Troy’s foreskin.

				“Kiss it,” he commanded, thrusting the drooling crown against Jenna’s lips.

				She obeyed instantly, tears dampening his shaft, as she wiped away a semen pearl with the tip of her tongue.

				“The dragon is thirsty for virgin blood,” he growled, a moment later.

				The other men gathered around, to watch this ceremonial deflowering of an innocent virgin. Troy rubbed his fat cock head over her slit, took a deep breath, then penetrated her with nearly the full thick length of the dragon cock. Fire filled her belly, forcing a hoarse cry from her throat.

				The hooded men roared encouragement and obscenities, as Troy’s blood slicked shaft plunged repeatedly into Jenna, with a frantic, deranged rhythm. Virgin crimson seeped from her slash, trickled down her thighs and dripped onto the floor. The pain of her branding and that of the rape blended into a single, all consuming beast of agony, that tore at her every fibre. She was close to unconsciousness, before Troy’s cock finally disgorged its lava in her blood soaked depths. With a satisfied grunt, he withdrew his dripping cock and presented it to her mouth. When she hesitated to lick up the blood and cunt honey coating, she felt the bite of a bullwhip across her backside.

				She had only begun cleaning Troy’s cock, when she felt another hard length of meat being thrust into her bloody and violently throbbing hole. Kurt had been eagerly awaiting his turn. Now that she had been deflowered by Troy, the others were free to enjoy her as they pleased.

				The Masters lined up to violate her, one penetrating her the instant the other had withdrawn. All the while, the other five captives hung from their chains, heads slumped. Zoe’s eyes were shut, but she was still forced to endure her twin’s ordeal, through her cries and the jeers of her tormentors.

				“Sisterly love time,” Troy announced, when the sixth man was finished with Jenna. He reached up to unclamp Zoe’s wrists. “You love your sister very much, don’t you?”

				“Yes, Sir,” she replied, slumping to her knees.

				“Show your Masters,” he commanded, grabbing her by the hair.

				He dragged her to Jenna and held her face up close to the site of her initiation. Blood and semen formed a reddish froth that oozed from her brutalised vagina and ran down her legs in rivulets.

				“Clean up this mess,” Troy snarled, pushing Zoe’s face into it.

				I’m doing this for the love of Jenna, she told herself, as she lapped up the warm, bittersweet slime. She licked and sucked practically every drop from her pussy, then used her tongue to wipe the dregs from her legs. Troy then ordered her to suck her sister’s anus, which was slick with the semen of the cop who had earlier raped her. Zoe consoled herself that it did not taste anywhere near as revolting as her aunt’s nether orifice had.

				“You will make a lovely pair of slaves,” Troy said gleefully, stroking his once more swelling cock. “Masters, take these two to the ranch house. You can do as you please with the others.”

				The twins were chained together at the ankles and led from the torture chamber by a pair of hooded Masters.

				“This fat bitch is mine,” said Kurt, freeing the plump captive and throwing her to the floor. He planted a boot on her face. “I’ll show you what it means to be a slave, girl.”

				Troy’s bedroom, on the first floor of the sprawling ranch house, was a shrine to the subjugated female. Lurid montages of bondage, whippings, brandings and a crucifixion decorated the walls. Instruments of pain and restraint hung from racks in the open closet. His king sized bed was dressed in black rubber sheets and equipped with iron manacles on the four posts. Further manacles, collars and clamps dangled on chains from the high, mirrored ceiling. The door closed behind Jenna and Zoe and they were left alone, to ponder their fate.

				“What kind of men are these?” Zoe sobbed. “How can they keep us here against our will?”

				“You’ve seen how,” Jenna replied. “But they won’t keep us here for long, I promise. We’ll escape.”

				“They’ll kill us first,” wailed Zoe, squeezing her hand. “I’m so scared, Jenna, and I hurt all over. What’s that horrible man going to do to us now?”

				Jenna hugged her. “I don’t know, baby. Whatever it is, we mustn’t resist. He’ll only hurt us more, if we do. Just remember, we’re not going to be like those women in the barn. Those sick bastards won’t keep us here, no matter what they do. Be strong, baby. Be strong.”

				The door burst open and they broke apart, but not quickly enough.

				“Pardon me for interrupting,” Troy sneered.

				He was now naked, save for his hat and boots. His cock swung like a truncheon, as he advanced on the cowering twins.

				“Incest is most definitely best,” he said softly. “Which of you is Zoe?”

				“Me, Sir,” the trembling twin answered.

				He smiled. “You’re the one with the beauty spot. I’ll have to remember that. Do you enjoy pain, Zoe?”

				She shook her head. “No, Sir.”

				“I thought not. You’re not a member of the fortunate minority. Let me tell you something. What you have experienced so far tonight is nothing, compared to what I can do to you. I can make you feel pain beyond your worst nightmares. Pain so terrible, you may wish you were dead. Do you believe that?”

				“Yes, Sir.”

				“Good. Never forget it, for even one moment. Not that you will be allowed to. Kneel, girl! I believe a slave should literally look up to her Master.” He cupped her chin and forced her to gaze up at him, through eyes glazed from fear and pain. “As of now, you are my personal maid. Your predecessor was sold, this afternoon. You will live here with me, until such time as I decide to get rid of you. I will personally teach you obedience and respect - the qualities of a perfect slave.”

				“What about Jenna?” she cried.

				His response was a backhanded slap that sent her sprawling to the floor.

				“Never question your Master,” he snarled. “Back on your knees, at once! Stop that sobbing, unless you want something to really cry about. Your beloved sister will be spending the rest of tonight here with us. What happens to her afterwards is none of your concern. Now, are you prepared to do exactly as I say, or do you need to be convinced by a taste of the whip?”

				“I’ll do whatever you say, Sir,” Zoe promised, choking back a fresh flood of tears.

				“Tie your sister up,” he commanded. “If she isn’t hanging from those rafters, two minutes from now, you will receive twenty lashes. She’ll get double that.”

				“Please, Sir, have mercy!” Jenna wailed.

				“That word has no meaning on Rancho Diablo,” he replied. “What are you waiting for, girl? Do as I command you.”

				Zoe could not bear to look her sister in the face, as she fitted a set of dangling iron manacles to her wrists. A matching pair rested on the floor, in readiness for her ankles. As soon as they were fitted, Troy turned a wheel on one wall, winding the chains tight and jerking Jenna off her feet. She was left hanging prostrate, three feet from the floor, her arms and legs spread painfully wide, head thrown back and blonde hair brushing the floor.

				“Perfect,” said Troy.

				Reclining on a rocking chair covered in studded black leather, he beckoned to Zoe. She approached nervously, head bowed. He ordered her to turn around, then unholstered the truncheon like object on his right hip. Up close, it more closely resembled a black plastic strap-on dildo, with a crown of gleaming copper. He placed it between Zoe’s thighs, pulled one strap back between the folds of her pussy and the crack of her bottom, the other around her waist, and clipped them together. He turned her around, inspected the nine inch phallus, then took the object from the smaller pouch on his left hip. This looked like a slimline TV remote control, with a tightly wound thin cable attached. He plugged the jack at the free end of the cable into the base of the dildo.

				“Go fuck your sister,” he told Zoe, gripping the control box in his right fist.

				She shuffled meekly forward, the black wire trailing between her legs, uncoiling as she walked. Jenna shut her eyes, as she stepped between her thighs. Zoe’s fingers caressed her softly, as though she were begging forgiveness for what she was about to do.

				“Stick it up her ass,” Troy barked. “Don’t be afraid to hurt her. She’s not a tender little virgin anymore.”

				Summoning every ounce of her willpower, Zoe positioned the big metal head of the dildo at the reddish rim of her sister’s anus and slowly pushed it up inside her. Though the pain was excruciating, Jenna forced herself not to cry out. She had no wish to add to her twin’s torment.

				“All the way up,” Troy commanded. “Fuck her ass like you hate her. Go on, bitch. Give it to her!”

				Tears rolled down Zoe’s cheeks, as she buried the full thick length of the dildo in her sister’s rectum. Jenna bit on her lower lip, head slumped, spears of agony lancing her guts. Troy pressed a red button on the control box. Jenna shrieked, her body jerking, as a low voltage electric shock exploded from the dildo head.

				“Oh baby, I’m sorry,” Zoe cried.

				Leaping to his feet, Troy grabbed a cane from a rack by the bed and cracked it across Zoe’s buttocks.

				“Shut up and fuck her,” he bellowed, pressing the button again.

				A second vicious stroke landed between Zoe’s shoulder blades, leaving a burn in its wake. She gripped Jenna’s thighs and rammed the dildo into her. Troy continued to press the red shock button, at regular intervals, striking Zoe’s bottom with the cane, whenever she did not appear to be fucking her sister hard enough. With each bowel churning shock, Jenna shrieked and convulsed. Her cries were audible far beyond the ranch house, where the four other new arrivals were enduring rituals of equally depraved brutality.

				As Zoe continued ramming the dildo into her twin, Troy grabbed her right arm and ordered her to clench her fist. He then forced the entire hand up inside Jenna’s pussy, simultaneously pushing the red button on his control box. Zoe’s arm felt the shock that ran through her sister’s body.

				“Use your fist like a cock,” he instructed her, picking his cane up from the floor.

				The electric torture continued for a further fifteen minutes, as Jenna was painfully stretched in front and rear orifices by fist and dildo. Afterwards, she was forced to lick the fouled phallus clean. While she was doing this, Troy crouched between her thighs and unsheathed a wide bladed knife from inside his right boot. Had Jenna noticed, she would certainly have been driven wild by terror. She trembled, when the cold steel touched her thigh. Troy yanked on a tuft of pubic curls and sliced it away, with a single smooth stroke.

				His cruel features were reflected in the gleaming blade, as he first hacked Jenna’s pubes down to an untidy stubble, which he then spat on and then scraped away with skilful rasping motions of the keen blade. Miraculously, the entire operation drew no blood. He formed a ball of saliva and pubic hair in his cupped left hand, which he then pushed up into Jenna’s anus, with a long finger.

				“Come here,” he told Zoe. “Your sister’s pussy needs a shower.”

				Following his instructions, she leaned over Jenna and expelled a steady trickle of piss over her raw red mound. It stung the freshly shaven flesh like acid. Troy thrashed Jenna’s breasts with the cane, as he watched.

				“Clean the floor,” he commanded, when Zoe was finished.

				She looked down at the puddle of piss beneath Jenna, then back at him. The cane cracked again and Jenna shrieked.

				“Figure it out, slave,” he barked. “Until you do, these juicy tits feel the cane.”

				He emphasised the point with another savage blow to Jenna’s breasts. Zoe already knew what she had to do, and to protest would be pointless. Crouching on all fours, she lowered her face to the piss puddle and began licking it up. Troy continued thrashing Jenna’s breasts, until the wooden floor was spotlessly clean. By then, both globes were red and swollen from the cane.

				The surging tension in Troy’s cock could be contained no longer. There was nothing like a bout of torture to get him in the mood for a fuck. He would rape Zoe later. Right then, Jenna’s brutalised slash was irresistible. He disconnected the cable from the dildo, opened the top drawer of his dressing table and produced a pair of steel clamps. These were attached to two lengths of wire, joined to a silver bullet plug.

				“Put these on her nipples,” he told Zoe.

				“Spare her, Sir, I beg you!” she cried. “She’s been hurt enough. Tie me up and rape me, instead.”

				“I am sick of your fucking whinging,” Troy snarled, shoving her to the floor. “You’ll just have to learn obedience the hard way.”

				Zoe shrieked, as he dragged her across the room by the ankles and threw her onto the bed. Against his brute strength, her desperate struggles were futile. Her wrists, then her ankles, were secured in the clamps chained to the bedposts.

				“You’ve only made it worse for both of you,” he declared, taking a long whip from the arsenal on the wall above the bed.

				“No!” Zoe screamed. “I’m sorry, Master. I’ll obey you, I swear.”

				But it was too late. Once enraged, Troy was merciless. The whip sliced the air and the hard leather bit Zoe’s breasts, like a rat. She thrashed on the bed and screamed for mercy, as lash after lash rained down on her helpless body, streaking her with crimson welts. Twenty lashes later, Troy laid down the whip and took a small red velvet covered box from the dressing table drawer. Inside was a pair of black leather gloves. The palms and fingers were studded with tiny silver steel pins.

				“This will hurt,” he promised, holding one of the fiendish gloves up to Zoe’s face, for inspection.

				He pushed her onto her right side and smacked the glove against her left buttock. The pins sank into her flesh and the glove was held in position, as though by magnetic attraction. She screamed, with all the breath that remained in her lungs. Troy rolled her over to her left side and whacked her right cheek with the other glove, burying the cruel pins in her flesh. She tried to keep her buttocks from touching the bed, but in her sprawled position of bondage, this proved impossible. The weight of her body seemed to drive the pins in even deeper.

				“You’re confined to this bed, until I’m convinced you’ve learnt a lesson,” he told her. “You can scream, you can beg, you can swear to be the most obedient slave on earth. But you will only be released when I decide you deserve it. I’ll be back to you later, after I’ve had my pleasure with your sister.”

				Jenna steeled herself for further agony, mentally praying for the blissful release of unconsciousness. The steely bite of the nipple clamps unleashed fresh waves of agony, the instant they were attached. Troy plugged the lead of the clamps into the socket of his control box, then eased his throbbing cock into the snug sheath of Jenna’s sex.

				Each deep thrust was accompanied by a searing electric shock to her nipples. Her hoarse cries of pain formed a duet with the sobs of her sister, from the bed.

				Troy’s mastery over his cock was equal to that which he exercised over his captives. He took his time between Jenna’s thighs, savouring every stroke. For an interlude, he briefly transferred his cock to her mouth, before renewing the onslaught on her pussy. He pushed two fingers into her anus and thrust them in time with his cock, feeling the sticky pubic hair he had stuffed her with. Jenna scarcely felt either his fingers or his cock. All sensations were eclipsed by the scorching agony of her nipples. The repeated electric shocks seemed to be frying them. It was a blessed relief when Troy eventually climaxed. He filled her with his cream, then withdrew and immediately pushed the oily crown of his cock into her rear hole.

				His lust was temporarily sated, but another need beckoned. Jenna felt a surge of hot liquid in her bowels and was almost sick with disgust, when she realised he was pissing into her. Troy’s bladder was painfully full and it gave him pleasure far beyond relief to empty it into the slave girl’s guts. When he had finished, he plugged her anus with his left thumb and shook the remaining drops from his cock over her pussy.

				Using his free hand, he first freed Jenna’s wrists, then her ankles. He pushed her towards the bed, keeping his thumb jammed tightly in her rectum, ensuring the piss could not trickle out. He ordered Jenna to climb onto the bed and squat over Zoe’s face.

				“Open your mouth wide,” he ordered the chained girl. “Your sister has something hot for you.”

				He withdrew his thumb. Jenna was helpless to control her swollen bowels. With a loud fart, a steaming torrent of brownish water burst from her anus, gushing down Zoe’s throat and splattering her face. She gulped down the evil brew, certain she would throw it back up again. It stung her eyes and filled her nostrils, causing her to choke. Just when she thought it was over, Jenna farted again and expelled another thicker cocktail of piss, shit, semen and pubic hair. Fortunately for Zoe, most of it ended up on her face, instead of in her mouth.

				“There has been a temporary change of plan,” Troy announced afterwards, watching her lick her sister’s anus clean. “As my intended maid will be tied up for some time, you, Jenna, will perform her duties. How do you feel about that?”

				“I’m very happy, Sir,” she lied.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter 4

				For the next two days, Zoe remained chained to the bed, with the pincushion gloves stuck in her buttocks. Jenna served Troy obediently, meekly submitting to regular intrusions of his cock in all three orifices and accepting a brutal and undeserved whipping, without protest.

				Under his supervision, she was allowed to feed her sister, three times a day. Ten lashes each would be the penalty for any attempts to communicate. On one occasion, Jenna begged to be allowed to wash Zoe. Her Master responded by forcing her to urinate over her face instead, while he caned her thighs.

				“Any more requests?” he asked, afterwards.

				“No, Sir,” Jenna sobbed.

				When she was finally freed from the bed, Zoe wept with gratitude and wholeheartedly vowed never again to question her Master. Troy decided she was ready to take over as his personal maid. Jenna was taken out to join the other slaves, just in time for a trade visit.

				The stock of Rancho Diablo were gathered naked in the morning sun, inside a corral fenced with barbed wire. The visitor, a fat and bald middle aged Texan, arrived in a large black Mercedes. Following behind, in a van, was a trio of aggressive looking younger men in sharp suits.

				“Good to see you again, J.D.” Troy smiled, shaking his hand, as he emerged from the car.

				“What you got for me?” the fat man drawled, chomping on a huge Havana cigar.

				“Only some of the finest slaves this side of your dreams,” Troy replied. “Care to join me for a drink, before you inspect them?”

				“We’re running to a tight schedule,” the visitor answered. “I need two of your finest gals, to ship out tonight, to a client in the Middle East. A very rich and very important client. Big asses and big tits - those are his main specifications.”

				“We have just what you’re looking for,” Troy said, leading him towards the corral.

				Three hooded Masters herded the slaves into line, using electric cattle prods on those who did not move fast enough. The fat man carefully inspected each girl, like a rancher at a fair. It took him only a few moments to decide on Paula, the plump new arrival, and a fifteen stone blonde with a butterfly tattoo on both enormous breasts.

				“We’ve had that one nearly two months,” Troy confided. “I was beginning to think we’d never get rid of her.”

				“You can always get rid of ‘em,” the Texan drawled. “One way or another. How old are you, girl?”

				“Twenty, Sir,” the buxom blonde replied.

				He smacked her branded cheek, then turned to his associates. “Boys, get these two into the van and tie ‘em up good. Troy, you step this way and I’ll write you a cheque.”

				The three men in suits hooded and handcuffed the terrified captives, then bundled them into the back of the van. They were gagged with ropes, their ankles tied, then a tarpaulin was thrown over them, completely hiding them from outside view. One of the men remained with them. The other two sat in the front of the van.

				Pocketing his cheque, Troy warmly shook the Texan’s hand.

				“Pleasure doing business with you, J.D., as always.”

				“I’ll be back this way again,” the fat man promised. “It’s a boom time for the slave trade, so you just keep on collecting those pretty gals.”

				Troy was tempted to tell him about the twins, certain he would be unable to resist them. He decided against it. For the moment, he preferred to keep them for himself.

				After J.D. and his men had driven away, Troy lined up the slaves, for their daily inspection. Even the new arrivals were already familiar with the drill. As one body, they bent over and touched their toes, offering up branded buttocks and shaven slits for inspection. As he walked along the line, carefully and intimately scrutinising each slave in turn, his cane cracked against his right boot. No inspection ever passed without one unfortunate being singled out for punishment, regardless of whether or not she had committed any offence. Today, Troy chose a girl at the far end of the line. She was a slightly built, almost bony nineteen year old, with a boyishly flat chest and curly brown hair that reached her buttocks.

				“You’ve been talking mutiny, I’m reliably informed,” he accused her, stroking the petals of her sex with the tip of his cane.

				“No, Sir!” she cried, appalled. “I would never do that.”

				The cane whacked her pussy, eliciting a squeal of pain.

				“Don’t lie to me,” Troy barked. “You talked to that frigid bitch. She was in the stall next to yours. You told her she could have her freedom back. Told her she would have to escape quickly, before she was sold.”

				He was referring to the redhead from the six recent arrivals, who had managed to escape, the previous night. The fault had been Logans. Reeling from the effects of too much tequila, he had taken the slave from her stall, with the intention of raping her in the yard, as was the right of any Master. But she had not been long enough on the ranch for her resistance to be completely broken. Seeing an opportunity, with no other Masters in sight, she had kneed her captor in the groin and made a break for the gate. By the time Logan had managed to raise the alarm, she was gone.

				At the crack of dawn, he and two hooded Masters had set off on horseback, to hunt down the escapee. One of the rules of Rancho Diablo decreed that no Master was to be held responsible for the error of his ways, in the business of slave handling for personal pleasure. A slave would always be punished for the sins of her captors.

				“I never spoke to her, I swear!” the thin girl cried.

				Troy suspected she was telling the truth, but it did not matter either way. When the escapee was recaptured, as she undoubtedly would, her punishment would be of the utmost severity. In the meantime, he could indulge his wrath on this helpless creature. He instructed his men to place her on the gallows, in readiness to be dealt with. Then, he commanded the other slaves to stand to attention.

				“Our foolish runaway will not get far,” he boomed. “She has no food, no clothes, no money. In short, no chance. When she is brought back, you will all see how those who rebel against their Masters are dealt with.”

				With that, he turned on his heels and swaggered from the corral, towards the terrified girl who was being secured to the gallows. Her arms were raised high above her head, the noose drawn tightly around her elbows. Kurt and two hooded Masters stood back, bullwhips at the ready.

				“Four lashes each,” said Troy. “Make every one count. I want this bitch to be heard screaming a mile away.”

				He kicked up the wooden latch and the trapdoor fell open, leaving the screaming slave dangling by her arms. Kurt rolled up his sleeves, uncoiled his whip and sliced the warm air, with an expert flick of his right wrist. The lash burned bright red across both thighs and the girl howled at the top of her voice. As soon as he was finished, the hooded men took their turns. Each explosive lash was rewarded with a full blooded cry of pain. Troy went last, concentrating his four lashes on her buttocks, the whip making her dance like a marionette on the gallows.

				“Toilet duty for you today,” he told the sobbing girl, when she had been taken down from the gallows, prodding her rear cleft with the spiked toe of his right boot. “Better do an exceptional job, unless you want much more of the same.”

				The task she had been assigned was the most demeaning of all slave duties. Each captive had an iron bucket in her stall, which had to be emptied each morning, then cleaned. Troy always took great pleasure in selecting a slave for this unpleasant task.

				“Thank you, Sir,” the whipped girl whimpered, crawling towards the barn.

				A sadistic kickstart to the day always gave Troy a healthy appetite. He returned to the ranch house, where Zoe had his breakfast ready. While he ate, she crouched on all fours beneath the table and polished his boots with her tongue. Afterwards, she was permitted to eat her own breakfast, from a dog bowl on the kitchen floor. Troy lit a cigar and contemplated a most promising day ahead. He had sold two slaves and whipped another, before breakfast. Before lunch, he confidently expected to be meting out justice to the recaptured escapee.

				The three riders did not actually return until late that afternoon, with the dazed and exhausted redhead stumbling behind. She was tied to the saddle of Logan’s black stallion, one rope attached to the halter around her throat, the other binding her wrists tightly together, stretching her arms out before her. Dressed in his Master’s uniform of cape and loincloth, Troy emerged from the ranch house to greet them. Zoe crawled behind him, collared to the chain gripped tightly in his right fist. A black rubber ball gag was stuffed into her mouth and held in place by a steel clip on her lower lip.

				“She got further than we expected,” Logan said, dismounting. “A few more hours and she’d have made it to the highway.”

				“Wouldn’t have done her much good if she had,” Troy replied. “The cops would probably have picked her up and had a bit of fun with her, before bringing her back. Or maybe they’d just get rid of her somewhere. Give you any trouble?”

				“There’s no fight left in this one,” Logan answered. “I think she was almost glad we found her. The great outdoors is a scary place for a city girl.”

				The exhausted slave was coated in sweat and dust. Her legs were covered in bloody scratches from brambles and rocks. She slumped to her knees, chest heaving, and regarded her Masters with a mixture of fear and resignation.

				“Did you really think you could escape?” Troy sneered. “There’s no escape from slavery, you dumb bitch. Don’t you know what that brand on your ass signifies?”

				“Yes..... Sir,” she croaked.

				“Tell me what it means,” he demanded.

				“I am your property, Sir.”

				“Bought and paid for,” he added. “I don’t buy slaves, in order to let them run away whenever they feel like it. You have committed a crime against Rancho Diablo, for which you will now pay dearly. Take her to the hill.”

				“No, please, have mercy on me!” she wailed.

				She must have known her pleas would fall upon deaf ears, but she still cried out, as she was dragged behind Kurt’s horse, across the rough ground that peeled the skin from her knees. Tugging on Zoe’s leash, Troy dragged her along in the small procession towards a nearby hill, on top of which stood a high wooden cross. Zoe saw her sister watching her from behind the barbed wire. The gag prevented her from even returning her smile.

				At the foot of the hill, a makeshift altar had been erected, in preparation for the runaway’s punishment.

				“Observe and learn,” Troy told Zoe, securing her chain to a hook in the trunk of a tree.

				Turning to the escapee, sprawled face down in the dirt, he drew the knife from his boot sheath. Sunlight glinted on the blade, as he wrenched her to her knees by the hair and held the knife before her face.

				“Oh God, no, please don’t kill me!” she begged.

				“You’ll soon wish I had,” he replied.

				With deft slashes of the razor sharp blade, he cut away the young woman’s flowing locks. She wept, as the hair piled around her knees. Within minutes, only a ragged crew cut covered her scalp. A hooded Master stood ready with a battery operated sheep shearer, which took care of the remainder of her hair, leaving only a dark stubble. Troy then took a silver crown from the altar. This was made of chrome plated iron and lined with brambles. He placed it on the freshly shorn head of the slave. She shuddered, as the thorns pricked her scalp.

				“The Titty Devil,” Troy demanded, holding out his right hand.

				Logan handed him the required instrument from the altar. The Titty Devil was a fiendish contraption Troy himself had devised, for use in the torture of well endowed women. A steel bar with two U bends was fitted under the slave’s breasts and held in place by a chain around her neck. A second, matching bar was fitted to the uppers of her breasts. Three iron bolts were pushed down through the holes in the bars, one on either side and one in the centre. Wing nuts were attached to the ends of the bolts and tightened, until the slave’s breasts were clamped tightly between the bars, swelling like a pair of pink balloons.

				Next, a pair of iron cups was added. These creations of a Master sadist had tiny metal spikes on the inside and holes through which the captive’s nipples could protrude. They fitted the redhead so perfectly, they might have been made for her. She wept in agony, as the spikes gouged the flesh of her breasts. Troy secured the cups in place with a leather strap at the back. Kurt was holding a pair of nipple clamps at the ready. Troy dismissed them, with a wave of his hand.

				“This is a crucifixion,” he growled. “Pass me the nail gun.”

				Kurt did as instructed. Troy pulled the woman’s right nipple between thumb and forefinger, pressed the muzzle of the nail gun against it and squeezed the trigger. A three inch metal bolt skewered the brown nipple. Troy shot a second nail through the left, withdrew both nails and threaded two large silver hoops through the nipple holes. The hoops were joined by a chain, which hung low over the captive’s belly.

				The halter around her throat was removed and two hooded Masters hauled her to her feet. Holding an arm each, they dragged her up the hill, to the foot of the cross. Troy followed.

				“The slave shall be anointed, before she is risen,” he announced, raising his loincloth.

				Urine sprayed from the slit of his stiffening cock, over the head and face and into the mouth and eyes of the condemned woman. When his bladder was empty, he ordered her to be raised. Realising only then the true horror of her fate, she began a last desperate struggle against her captors. But her remaining strength was that of a child. The two hooded Masters raised her onto their shoulders and carried her up the nine wooden steps, to the top of the cross. From this vantage point, the grim panorama of Rancho Diablo spread out before her. Even had her vision not been blurred by tears, she would not have appreciated the view.

				The head of the cross was carved into a phallus, nine inches long and as thick as a man’s forearm. It had been greased earlier and glistened in the bright sunlight. The captive uttered one last cry for mercy, the plaintive sound reaching the ears of the slaves huddled in the corral, far below.

				She might just as well have begged to Satan himself. The two men held her above the cross like a trophy, gripping her spread thighs. At a nod from Troy, they lowered her onto the head of the wooden phallus. Two pairs of hands forced her down onto it, opening her so completely that every muscle of her lower body screamed in protest. The base of the phallus tapered outwards into two sleek curves that blended into the horizontal pole. The captive came to rest on these, with the crown of the cross buried deep in her belly.

				Her ankles and thighs were secured to the horizontal pole by strands of barbed wire wound around them, just tightly enough to pierce her flesh. She lurched drunkenly on top of the cross, but was in no danger of falling off. She would remain there until Troy decided to take her down.

				A long hook was attached to the chain dangling from her nipple rings and an iron bucket hung from it, swinging two feet above the ground. To prevent her leaning forward to take the weight off her stretched nipples, her wrists were tied behind her back and the rope knotted to an iron stake driven into the ground. Secured in this fashion, her power of movement was severely limited.

				Troy inserted a two inch wide hollow black rubber dildo in her rectum and pinned the testicle shaped attachments to her buttocks, with the two protruding tiny gold spikes. By then, she was near delirious with pain and certain it no longer mattered what they did to her. But Troy had yet to administer the coup de grace. Logan handed him a hammer and four long, sharp horseshoe nails. He climbed the steps to the top of the cross and leaned over the captive.

				“Did you ever imagine such pain?” he asked, quietly.

				“Please ... stop ... this,” she croaked.

				The Masters looked up, in eager expectation.

				“I’m almost finished,” Troy promised.

				The pink folds of her labia were stretched over the tapering bar of the phallic cross head. Holding the remaining three nails between his teeth, Troy pressed the point of one against the flesh of a nether lip and drew back the hammer.

				“No!”

				The only word she could manage emerged as a strangled cry. The hammer fell, metal striking metal. The nail impaled her tender pussy flesh and sank into the timber beneath. A second blow struck it fully home, leaving only the rectangular head protruding from the captive’s pussy. It took her a few seconds to react to the unspeakable agony, but when the scream did reach her lips, it was a bloodcurdling sound. To Troy, it was sweet soul music. He hammered a second nail close to the first, then used the last two to nail the opposite side of her labia to the cross.

				“Consider yourself crucified,” he told her, before climbing down the steps.

				“There she stays, until noon tomorrow,” he told the others. “She can have one meal of dry bread and water, but otherwise, she is not to be interfered with in any way.” He turned to Zoe and leered. “One day, my sweet thing, that could be you. Remember it, should you ever feel any rebellious urges.”

				Zoe felt sickened by what she had just witnessed. Even by the standards of her own treatment at the hands of Troy, the punishment visited upon the runaway was shockingly barbaric. She vowed there and then never to give them reason to do that to her.

				One by one, the slaves were led to the foot of the cross, to view the bleeding and weeping figure impaled upon it. The savage punishment was intended not just as a lesson for the runaway. While she stood before the cross, each appalled slave was ordered to urinate into the bucket hanging from the victim’s nipples. By the time the twentieth pilgrim reached the vessel, it was already overflowing. The nipples of the crucified woman were stretched to such an extent, they seemed in danger of being ripped clean away from her breasts.

				As she walked towards the hill, Jenna stole a sideways glance at her sister. Zoe was still tied to the tree and sprawled face down in the dirt. Troy had his right foot planted on the small of her back and was smoking a cigar. A bullwhip sliced the air and Jenna’s tender buttocks.

				“Keep your eyes on the cross,” Troy barked. “Unless you wish to join her.”

				Jenna shuddered, as she gazed up at the pathetic figure. She made a silent vow that she would hang on no cross. When she made her bid for freedom, she did not intend to let herself be recaptured.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter 5

				Word of the beautiful twins in the herd of Rancho Diablo travelled quickly through the slave trading grapevine. They had been in captivity only a fortnight, when Troy received a call from a client he knew only as the Pirate.

				“I shall be setting sail for the Caribbean, at the end of this month,” he said, in his unmistakable gravelly voice. “I’m assembling a crew of six young girls, to tend to all my needs on the voyage. I’m prepared to pay a handsome sum for your twins, provided they’re as beautiful as I’m led to believe.”

				“You won’t be disappointed,” Troy promised. “May I ask what you intend to do with them at the end of the voyage?”

				“Do you care?”

				“Of course not. Forget I asked.”

				“Let’s just say they’ll be taken care of,” the Pirate replied. “Now, to business. What is your price for these girls?”

				“A hundred thousand for the pair,” Troy answered.

				“That’s the price of an entire crew,” said the Pirate.

				“Quality costs,” Troy retorted. “If you can find another set of equally beautiful eighteen year old twins at a lower price, I’d advise you to take them. I won’t have to wait long for someone prepared to pay my price.”

				“I didn’t say they were out of my price range,” the other man interrupted. “Provided they meet with my exacting requirements, I’ll be glad to pay what you’re asking. I’d like to pay a visit to your ranch, this weekend. Where this kind of money is involved, I prefer to do business in person.”

				“You’ll be warmly welcomed,” Troy assured him.

				A visit from a client such as the Pirate, with a small fortune at his disposal, was the equivalent of a State visit, at Rancho Diablo.

				He arrived by helicopter on Saturday afternoon, a powerfully built dark haired man, with a black patch over his left eye. His hard chiselled, scarred features bore testament to a life lived in the fast lane. Troy had sold slaves to him before, but all transactions had been handled by a third party. Judging from his expensive silk suit and the trio of dark suited men in sunglasses that accompanied him, he guessed that the Pirate was some kind of jet setting criminal. Not that his profession concerned Troy. All that mattered to him were the contents of the briefcase chained to the wrist of one of his men.

				Beyond the barbed wire of the corral, the naked slaves cowered fearfully. Any visitors to the ranch were greeted with similar apprehension, because they could only be slave traders. The slaves had no idea what happened to those members of the herd that were sold, but they knew they were unlikely to meet with an enviable fate.

				“Are the twins among that lot?” the Pirate demanded, once the pleasantries had been dispensed with.

				“They’re waiting in the guest quarters,” Troy replied. “I thought you might want to see them straight away.” He beckoned to a pair of waiting slaves, who scurried eagerly forward, to kneel at his feet. “Take these gentlemen’s luggage to the guest quarters. On the double!”

				Taking the heavy bags from the men, they staggered towards the house, hurried on their way by a flick of Troy’s whip across their buttocks.

				“You have them well trained,” the Pirate observed.

				“Treat them like shit and they’ll treat you like God,” said Troy.

				“A sound philosophy,” his guest agreed. “You must give me a tour of the place, later. Right now, I can’t wait to check out the two most prized members of your herd.”

				In the huge and sparsely furnished main guest bedroom, Jenna and Zoe hung side by side. Their arms were raised high, ropes from the rafters knotted around their wrists. They were blindfolded with strips of black rubber and gagged with red rubber balls, strapped around their heads. The luggage bearing slaves deposited their cargo at the foot of the bed, then knelt with heads bowed, awaiting further instructions from their Masters. They spared the twins only a fleeting glance. Sympathy for their sisters was an emotion slaves could not afford to indulge in.

				“Your room and slaves,” Troy announced, ushering the Pirate into the big room. “Your men will be accommodated across the corridor.”

				“Jake stays with me,” he said brusquely, nodding towards the man with the briefcase.

				The slaves took the bags belonging to the other two men and escorted them to their rooms.

				“Use those girls as you see fit,” Troy told them. “If they’re not to your liking, feel free to pick whatever you want from the corral.”

				“I’d like a little time to inspect the twins,” the Pirate told him.

				“By all means,” said Troy. “Anything you need, just give me a call.”

				The Pirate waited until the door was shut, then turned to his companion.

				“What do you think of these two?”

				“Top quality,” Jake replied. “From what I’ve seen here, you could buy your entire crew.”

				“It’s a thought,” the Pirate mused. “They do seem very well trained. Let’s take a closer look at these two babies.”

				The twins trembled, as rough hands roamed over their bodies and fingers probed their most intimate places. While Jake unlocked the handcuffs on his wrist and placed his briefcase on the bed, the Pirate removed the gag from Jenna’s mouth.

				“Tell me your name, slave girl,” he demanded.

				“Jenna, Sir,” she replied.

				“And your sister’s name?”

				“Zoe, Sir.”

				“How does your Master treat his two prize slaves?”

				“He treats us fairly, Sir.”

				The Pirate laughed harshly. “You are a well trained little bitch! I’m going to take off your blindfold now and release you from these ropes. Then, you are going to do something for me.”

				“What, Sir?”

				He smacked her bottom, leaving behind a glowing palm print. “Anything I damn well tell you. A good slave should know that.”

				He freed Jenna from her bondage and directed her to kneel before her sister. She managed only a brief look at the two men, but the scarred face of the Pirate was enough to bring a knot of fear to her belly.

				“Suck her pussy,” he commanded, taking a cat o’ nine tails from the wall.

				Nudging Zoe’s thighs apart, Jenna eagerly ran her tongue over the puckering folds of her shaven slit. No matter what he did to her afterwards, she would be grateful to the one eyed Master for permitting her this supreme pleasure. In the darker hours of her captivity, chained in her stall, with the coarse straw bedding pricking her flesh, she had wondered if she might never again taste her beloved twin. Being separated from Zoe and knowing nothing of her fate had been the greatest torment any Master could conceive.

				She parted her sister’s moist petals with her fingers and worked her tongue up inside. Her clitoris swelled against the tip of her tongue, her juices warm and welcoming.

				“Raise your ass,” the Pirate told her.

				Jenna complied, steeling herself for a punishment that would take the edge off her enjoyment of Zoe. The cat o’ nine tails swished across her buttocks, the polished wooden balls on the end of each leather strip biting viciously.

				Zoe heard the crack of the whip and felt her sister’s fingernails digging into her thighs, her body jerking in response to each lash. She knew she should not be enjoying what Jenna was doing, under these circumstances, but her body reacted with a treacherous passion. Her sister’s loving tongue was a welcome treat for a pussy that had been brutalised in a fortnight of service to Troy.

				The Pirate thrashed Jenna’s buttocks, until both were fiery red and throbbing fiercely. She wanted to cry out, but choked the sound in the delicious morass of Zoe’s pussy. The hanging twin threw back her head, as the waves of an intense climax washed over her. The Pirate abruptly dragged Jenna away and pushed her face down against the wooden floor. Jake grabbed both ankles and drew her up to meet his waiting cock.

				He briefly pondered her orifices, trying to decide on front or rear. The slick gash between her thighs proved too mouth-watering to resist. He impaled her on his long shaft, while the Pirate pressed down on the back of her neck with his right boot.

				Jake spent his passion within minutes, dropped Jenna to the floor and zipped up his trousers, as though he had just finished a piss.

				“Tight pussy,” he grunted, lighting a cheroot. “Not trying it for size, boss?”

				“I’ll fuck them both later,” the Pirate replied. “String this bitch back up. I’m taking a tour of the ranch. If that slaver is taking a hundred grand of my money, I intend to enjoy his hospitality. Keep an eye on these two, while I’m gone. From now on, nobody fucks them without my permission.”

				Outside the corral, two carriages were prepared, to transport Troy and his guest on their tour. Two of his strongest slaves were harnessed between the twin wooden shafts of each iron wheeled chariot.

				“Nice horses,” said the Pirate.

				“Choose your carriage,” Troy invited, handing him a riding whip.

				The two men sat back in the cushioned seats of their chariots and cracked their whips across the flanks of their “horses”. Biting down on the bits between their teeth, the women began walking, straining under the weight of their carriages.

				“I trust my star slaves impressed you,” said Troy.

				“They’re a prime pair of sluts,” the Pirate replied. “Just what I’m looking for, in fact. Do you have to drug any of your slaves, to keep them compliant?”

				Troy shook his head. “At Rancho Diablo, we use only traditional methods. There isn’t a woman or girl alive that can’t be whipped and tortured into total submission. Believe me, I know.”

				“You obviously take great pleasure in your work,” said the Pirate, spurring his two slaves to a trot, with several well aimed strokes of the whip. “How do you deal with escapees?”

				Troy explained in detail, while the sweating and panting slaves dragged them towards the cross on the hill.

				“I’d certainly love to see a crucifixion,” the Pirate said, licking his lips.

				“One can be easily arranged,” Troy replied. “However, I’ve arranged something for this evening that I think you’ll find equally entertaining.”

				By the time the tour of the ranch was concluded, both pairs of “horses” were close to collapse. Two hooded Masters took them away, to be unharnessed and watered. Troy showed his guest to the corral and invited him to choose a couple of slaves, for the evenings entertainment. The Pirate had decided to spare Jenna and Zoe for the voyage. The slaves were lined up and he inspected each in turn, before selecting a boyishly slender young brunette and the body pierced blonde who had arrived with the twins.

				“What exactly do you have in mind for those two?” the Pirate enquired, as the chosen slaves were led away to the barn.

				“A spot of hunting and fishing,” Troy answered. “You strike me as a man that enjoys a sporting challenge.”

				“I’m certainly partial to slave games,” the Pirate grinned.

				The two men adjourned to the ranch house, to discuss the slave trade over drinks. As far as Troy was concerned, the twins were as good as sold. He would miss his nubile pet, who had proved herself a most dutiful maid. But he was not about to let his lust for Zoe stand in the way of the deal of a lifetime. With the Pirate’s money and contacts, Rancho Diablo could be poised on the brink of a goldrush.

				Some time later, Logan informed him that the slaves were ready for the sport to commence. The pair stood side by side in the yard, Masters holding the chains attached to their studded chokers. The blonde was body painted in the black and white striping of a zebra. Her companion was painted bright red. Both wore tight rubber hoods, of matching colours, laced up at the back, with only openings for their mouths. Huge silver hoops dangled from their nipples and outer labia. Their wrists were bound in front of them, with chains and steel cuffs.

				Four fresh “horses” stood by, harnessed to their chariots. The hunters’ weapons were fixed to racks on the sides of the chariots. On the left was an eight foot wooden lance, with a huge black dildo fitted to one end. The rack on the right held a fishing rod, with a large hook on the end. Troy did not explain the rules of the game to his guest. They would soon become apparent.

				The hooded slaves were led to a field of long grass, fenced with electrified wire. The hooded masters unclasped the chains from their chokers and sent them staggering blindly through the grass, with several stinging whiplashes to their buttocks. Troy and the Pirate waited a few minutes, before whipping their steeds off in pursuit.

				Being blind and deaf in their constricting masks added to the terror of the hunted slaves. Both fled in opposite directions, falling forward in the grass and staggering back to their feet. The zebra ran straight into the fence and received a jarring electric shock that knocked her flat on her back, with a loud shriek.

				Whips cracked across the hindquarters of the “horses”, as the two men steered them in pursuit of the striped slave. Hearing the lashes and the exultant cries of the men, she veered back against the fence, fell on her face, dragged herself back onto her feet and reeled directly into their path. Troy’s fishing line snaked through the air, the hook narrowly missing her left nipple hoop. The Pirate might have snared her, had one of his steeds not stumbled and almost overturned the chariot. The plump girl was loudly cursed and punished with five savage strokes of the whip across her back.

				The scarlet slave was temporarily forgotten, as her companion was gradually herded into a corner of the field by the flailing fishing lines of the two men. In desperation, she flung herself against the fence and was jolted by several bolts of electricity. As she slumped onto her back, the Pirate’s fishing line whistled past her face and hooked her right nipple hoop.

				“Looks like I’ve landed a juicy one!” he whooped.

				“Reel her in,” said Troy, reaching for his lance.

				The Pirate wound in the fishing line, dragging the girl on her hands and knees towards him, wrenching on her hooked nipple. Once she was within reach of the eight foot lance, Troy used it to push her onto her back. The Pirate reached for his lance, dismounted from his chariot and walked to where the girl lay. He kicked her thighs apart, then plunged the weapon in between. A full blooded scream rent the air, as several inches of the thick dildo was forced into her rectum.

				“One down, one to go!” the Pirate grunted. “I ain’t through with you yet, baby.”

				Alarmed by the scream, the other hooded slave was scrambling wildly around the field, desperately seeking some means of escape, knowing in her heart there was none. The men set off in pursuit, their human horses staggering under a barrage of frenzied whiplashes. Their quarry was panting like a trapped animal. The Pirate’s whip licked her buttocks, sending her stumbling towards the fence. Troy held his fishing rod at the ready.

				The scarlet girl ran headlong into the fence and responded to the electric shock with a loud scream. She staggered backwards, somehow managing to retain her balance. A vicious whiplash bit her thighs, bringing her to her knees. The men circled her, whips slicing the grass around her hips and lashing her bottom. Yelping under the onslaught, she raised herself once more to her feet and staggered towards the centre of the field, just as her tormentors intended. They could have closed in and grabbed her then, but that was not the object of the game.

				She managed to run only a few yards, before falling again. The Pirate mowed the grass from around her legs with his whip, then Troy cast his fishing line. He was right on target, the hook clinking against her labia rings, as she was caught. He wound the reel and the line became taut, stretching her nether lips. She cried out in agony, shuffling on her knees, as she was dragged to where her companion lay prone in the grass, the long lance protruding from between her buttocks.

				The scarlet slave was thrown face down beside her. From his chariot seat, Troy prodded the cleft of her buttocks with his lance, pulling hard on the fishing line.

				“No, please!” she shrieked.

				“Try an assful of this!” he snarled, pushing the dildo head into her anus.

				“What do we do with them now?” the Pirate demanded, when both girls lay side by side, lances jutting obscenely from their backsides.

				“We race the sluts,” Troy replied. “The winner becomes ranch bait. The loser goes on the cross.”

				The Pirate had no idea what ranch bait meant, but licked his lips at the prospect of a crucifixion. The fishing hooks were removed from the pair and they were sent scurrying blindly on all fours through the grass, whips flicking across their scarlet streaked rear cheeks.

				“First one to the gate wins,” said Troy. “Care to make it more interesting with a wager?”

				“A thousand says the zebra does it,” the Pirate replied.

				The distraught pair of slaves crawled through the grass, lances swaying like bizarre flagpoles behind them. Whiplashes guided them in the general direction of the gate, but did not prevent them touching the electric fence, on several occasions. The Masters watching the race from outside the fence also exchanged bets on the outcome. All relished the prospect of dealing with both winner and loser.

				Over half an hour of whipping, electric shocks and snarled obscenities later, the striped girl reached the gate of the field. She was close to collapsing from exhaustion and her buttocks and thighs were raw from whip bites. The four “horses” were dripping sweat and as close to collapse as the two hooded slaves.

				“This must be my lucky day!” the Pirate declared, cracking his whip on the grass, as he leaped from his chariot. “What say we deal with the runner up, before decorating the victor?”

				“”Sounds like a splendid idea,” Troy replied, grabbing the lance in the scarlet slave and forcing it deeper into her rectum.

				“No, not crucifixion!” she croaked. “Show me some mercy, Master, I beg you.”

				Troy laughed derisively. “Save your breath for screaming when we nail you to the cross, you piece of shit!”

				The girl continued to plead and protest, as she was dragged towards the hill by two hooded Masters, wagging her lance behind her. Her companion was taken to the stocks on the veranda, to be prepared for the comparatively merciful fate of ranch bait.

				The crucifixion of the pierced blonde took over an hour and was a spectacle the Pirate thoroughly enjoyed. As guest of honour, he was awarded the task of nailing the unfortunate girl’s pussy to the cross. It was the highlight of his visit to Rancho Diablo.

				Leaving their victim weeping on the cross, the Masters walked back to the yard, to partake of their ranch bait. The brunette was secured in the stocks, wrists clamped in irons and feet spread wide apart by a set of shackles bolted to the ground.

				“Ranch bait is basically a piece of fuck meat,” Troy explained. “Any man wants her, he just walks up and sticks his cock wherever he pleases. But what makes her different from all the others is the fact that a couple of lucky slaves get to use her as well. She’s going to be fucked senseless, from dawn to dusk.”

				Withdrawing the lance from her anus, he called for the two chosen girls to be brought on. The naked pair were joined together by a long chain attached to their iron collars. Strapped around the waist of one was a gigantic double headed pink dildo. The other was kitted with a smaller black dildo and black leather panties decorated with barbed wire.

				“You bitches don’t need me to tell you what to do,” Troy barked, pushing them towards the ranch bait.

				The Pirate was already unzipping his trousers. While he thrust his humungous cock into the mouth of the ranch bait, the girl in the rubber panties penetrated her from behind, thrusting the full length of her dildo into her rectum. At the end of the thrust, the barbed wire gouged the girl’s already throbbing buttocks, drawing several small bubbles of blood. She would have screamed, had she not been choking on the Pirate’s cock. The other slave stood by, watching and waiting for her turn. Before the night was over, her double headed dildo would see plenty of action in all three orifices of the ranch bait. It was the job of both slaves to fuck the captive, whenever she was not being used by a Master. The slightest dereliction of duty would be severely punished.

				Ten minutes of aggressive throat fucking later, the Pirate splattered the ranch bait’s face with a hot, sticky semen shower. After she had licked his cock clean, he showed his appreciation by washing her face with a golden shower. While she was still dripping piss, Kurt stepped up to feed her his stiff cock. A hooded Master pushed away the slave fucking her rear and his cock took the place of the dildo in her nether hole.

				“That Master of yours sure knows how to treat a lady!” Jake exhaled, peering intently through the bedroom window.

				Jenna was glad she could not see what was happening. She and Zoe had been terrified by the screams they had heard earlier. Whatever depravity was taking place, she knew it was connected with the one eyed man, to whom she and her sister would shortly belong. She did not care to contemplate what they might be put through at his hands.

				Dinner provided a further feast of perversion. The meal was served by a pair of slaves in black satin hoods, with slits for their eyes. Their bodies were completely bare. Steel clamps and wires were attached to their nipples and labia. Should the meal they had prepared fail to impress their Masters, they would be plugged into Troy’s little black box and punished with a brace of electric shocks.

				The dinner table was formed by a quartet of naked slaves, suspended from the ceiling by chains and leather manacles around their wrists, ankles and thighs. They hung in a star shaped formation, perfectly horizontal. The mouth of each girl held a fat black candle, which was lit by the serving girls, prior to their Masters being served. Each of the four men drew up his chair between the widely parted thighs of a table slave.

				“Nice furniture,” the Pirate remarked. “I can safely say this is the first dinner table I’ve ever wanted to fuck.”

				His companions laughed raucously.

				Dinner was served on plates hot enough to scorch the bare flesh they were placed upon. Wine glasses were placed beside the plates and filled by the serving slaves. The girls stretched out as a table scarcely dared to breathe. If even a drop of wine was spilled, as a result of one of them moving, all four would suffer a painful punishment.

				“I gotta hand it to you, Troy, this is the most impressive slave operation I’ve ever seen,” the Pirate said, as they ate. “It’s a model for how the entire country should be run. You know how to keep your girls in their place and they give you no shit. Consider our bargain on the twins as good as sealed. I’ll be taking them with me, in the morning. But, like I said already, I need six pretty girls for my crew. You’ve got a few more in the corral that would fit the bill perfectly. Up to now, I’ve been getting my girls from a number of different sources. If we can work out a favourable deal here, my associates and I will be in a position to take ten, maybe twenty girls a month off your hands. There’s a big demand for slaves out there.”

				“We can work out a deal,” Troy assured him, carefully concealing his delight.

				“Put one of the twins in the corral,” the Pirate instructed. “I’ll have the other in my bed. I want her to think I’m only taking her. Keep the bitch on her toes.”

				He clicked his fingers and a serving slave appeared promptly by his side, to refill his wine glass. Slavery was the sole topic of discussion, for the remainder of the meal. Troy was already mentally adding up the figures and coming up with an extremely bright future.

				When the meal was finished, the four men stood up and unzipped their trousers. What better way to finish a superb feast than by screwing the slaves they had literally dined upon? While the two serving slaves cleared away the dishes, the men thrust their cocks into the slits of the table slaves, as they lit cigars from the candles flickering in their mouths.

				Kurt herded Jenna out to the corral and threw her a blanket, to wrap up in.

				“You’re sleeping under the stars tonight,” he told her. “Pity the Pirate doesn’t want your sister, as well. Didn’t even give you a chance to say goodbye.”

				With that, he departed, leaving her crouched on the ground, hugging her rough blanket. As his words sank in, she began to sob softly. She had been certain she and Zoe were to be sold together. If the one eyed Master wanted only her, they would never again see one another. That would be more unbearable than any amount of torture.

				After they had finished fucking the table slaves, the men sat back down and the Master of Diablo produced a deck of cards. Rolls of fifty dollar notes were stuffed into the slits of the four hanging girls. The serving slaves poured bourbon for their Masters, as the poker game commenced.

				While Troy and his guests drank and gambled, the remaining Masters proceeded to partake of ranch bait and the alcohol supply, with an equal hunger for both. The celebratory mood inspired by the Pirate’s visit was infectious. Though money had never been the prime motivation behind Rancho Diablo, there was not one man among the seven Masters, who did not dream of becoming rich through his chosen vocation.

				The poker game continued for several hours, with the winning streak alternating between the four players. The table girls were sweating and in agony from being hung for hours on end. Their breasts were being used as ashtrays and all four twin mounds had suffered burns. The drunker they became, the more carelessly the Masters handled their glowing cigars. One serving slave was sufficient to ensure their glasses were never empty. The other knelt in a corner, with a clear plastic bucket hanging from a chain around her neck. This was the toilet. As well as unzipping the man’s trousers, licking his cock clean once he had finished urinating, then zipping him up again, the slave had to ensure the bucket was not allowed to fill above the halfway mark. This she did by drinking urine with a soup ladle, once it reached danger level.

				At four A.M., the Pirate finally called a halt to the game. His two companions had dropped out an hour earlier and adjourned to the veranda, where an exhausted ranch bait, overflowing with semen from all three orifices, awaited them. Her buttocks and thighs were bleeding from the barbed wire briefs of one of the two slaves assigned to keep her continuously penetrated, as well as the whips wielded by her Masters.

				Jake decided he would prefer something that had not been repeatedly fucked by every man on the ranch. Troy had invited them to help themselves, so he staggered towards the barn, in search of a suitable girl. On the way, he decided to check on one half of the Pirate’s expensive purchase. As he stared into the floodlit corral, he rubbed his eyes, thinking he must be imagining things. Jenna was gone.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter 6

				Handcuffed to the Pirate’s bed, early next morning, Zoe heard the events unfolding outside. The loudest voice was that of the one eyed giant.

				“You’ve already searched the whole damned ranch,” he bellowed angrily. “I don’t deal with incompetents. Those two bitches ought to be on that chopper now. Instead, you’ve allowed one of them to go AWOL. Leaving the fucking gate open, for Christ’s sake! It’s pathetic!”

				“She’ll be found,” Troy pleaded. “Give me a couple of hours.”

				“I don’t have time to sit on my ass, while you play the great white hunter,” the Pirate replied. “That bitch is gone and so are any chances of you and I doing business. I’ll buy my girls elsewhere. Adios.”

				Minutes later, the helicopter was airborne and Troy’s ambitions were in the billowing dust.

				“Don’t just fucking stand there!” he bellowed to his men. “Saddle up and get on the trail of that bitch. I want her brought back in one piece, so that I can personally nail her fucking cunt to the cross. Kurt, bring me her sister. I can start on her, while I’m waiting.”

				Moments later, Zoe was being dragged from the ranch house, a lariat around her neck. Troy waited at the whipping post across the yard, chewing angrily on the stub of a cigar.

				“Tie her up and take the gag out of her mouth,” he snapped. “If her twin is anywhere nearby, she’ll hear her screaming.”

				Zoe was forced to hug the thick wooden post with her arms and legs, while Kurt bound her limbs with thick ropes. As soon as she was securely in place, the whip cracked across her buttocks, with a savagery that brought a shrill scream from her throat.

				“Maybe your beloved sister will hear you and come back to save you,” Troy rasped, laying a second lash on top of the first. “For your sake, she’d better not wait too long.”

				As Zoe was mercilessly thrashed on the whipping post, four horsemen, led by Logan, thundered out of the ranch gates, in search of her sister. The whipping continued until her buttocks and thighs began to bleed. But her punishment had only begun. Troy was almost insane with a rage that could only be exorcised through the most extreme punishments his sadistic mind could conceive.

				Zoe was dragged to a torture chamber in the basement of the ranch house and forced to spread-eagle herself before the black metal throne on which Troy sat. Stretching out his legs, he planted the spurs of his boots on her thighs. The metal pierced her flesh, but she did not dare cry out. Her arms were spread out and Kurt pressed down on the fingers of her right hand with his boot. A hooded Master stood on her left.

				“Well, slave, isn’t your sister the foolish one,” said Troy. “It seems she did not learn her lessons as well as I thought. Not only has she broken the golden rule of Rancho Diablo, by running away, she has cost me a lot of money and made me look extremely foolish. I do not take kindly to being made a fool of by my slaves. When she is recaptured, I guarantee she will be tortured to within an inch of her miserable life. In the meantime, I shall take great pleasure in making you wish you had never been born.”

				“But Sir, I’ve done nothing wrong!” Zoe protested.

				His spurs raked down her thighs, gouging two pockmarked furrows.

				“Collective guilt,” he rasped. “It ain’t fair, but it is justice.” He held up a deck of cards in his right hand and shuffled them. “Few slaves are allowed to choose the form of their punishment, but that is the privilege I am about to offer you. I will cut this deck once, then show you the top card in either my right or left hand. The choice is yours. If I hold up an ace, you will be crucified. A king, you will be hung upside down on the gallows and horsewhipped. If I show you a queen, it’s straight to Lucifer’s Bedchamber. For a Jack, your pussy will be sewn up for twenty four hours and your mouth will be a toilet for the other slaves. Any card lower than a jack earns you the right to choose the whip with which each of your Masters will beat you.”

				He shuffled the cards again and cut the deck, holding both halves face down. “One other thing, before you make your choice. Do you know what will happen if your lucky card happens to be a joker?”

				Zoe shook her head. “No, Sir.”

				“Choose a joker, and you’ll be set free,” he replied.

				Kurt smiled, knowing there were no jokers in the pack. He also knew that Zoe’s fate was already decided. The deck was marked and Troy would be showing the same card in whichever hand she chose.

				“Pick a card and make a wish,” he told her.

				After a moments hesitation, she picked right. He held up that hand and her heart sank. The top card was the queen of spades.

				Lucifer’s Bedchamber adjoined the dungeon. It was a place reserved for the most bizarre and cruel forms of punishment and familiar to only very few unfortunate slaves. Zoe was dragged down the stone steps and immediately wished the place had remained secret.

				A hooded Master lit the four wall lanterns, bathing the dank cellar in an eerie yellow glow. The bed, suspended from the ceiling by four heavy duty chains, sloped from the wall to the floor at a thirty degree angle. Leather straps hung at the side, ready to secure the victim. The wooden base of the bed was decorated with conical silver studs. A leather harness hung from the rafters by another chain.

				Kneeling at the feet of her Master, Zoe pleaded for mercy. Troy responded by plugging in his electric prod and giving her nipples two full powered shots. He then ordered her to be put in the harness.

				The leather straps were adjusted to perfectly accommodate her frame. Her feet were placed in stirrups and her ankles strapped. Her arms were spread out and her wrists manacled to the horizontal steel bar above her head. The headpiece of the harness consisted of a strap around her throat, another around her skull and a third attached to a hard rubber bit drawn tightly between her teeth. The hooded Master pulled one of several levers on the wall by the bed. Zoe was winched several inches off the ground and pulled backwards, towards the foot of the studded bed. Every movement was accompanied by a rattle of chains and creak of pulleys.

				“Your bed is ready,” Troy announced, tweaking her left nipple. “I’ll join you shortly.”

				Another lever was pushed and Zoe leaned back in her harness, descending slowly towards the waiting studs. All she could do by way of resistance was wriggle her fingers and toes and chomp on the bit between her teeth. While she was being lowered, Troy disappeared behind a black curtain. A minute passed before her buttocks touched the cold studs. The hooded Master operating the pulleys paused, enjoying her moment of torment, before the inevitable agony. Another movement of the lever laid her fully down on the bed. She whimpered through her gag, as the studs dug into her flesh, from ankles to shoulders.

				By the time Troy reappeared, her ankles and wrists had been manacled to the bed and she was laid out on her back, like a human sacrifice. The vision that emerged from behind the curtain was a terrifying study in sadism. Troy’s erect cock was sheathed in black latex, dotted with round studs. The crown of his sheath was a copper ball, five inches in diameter. The contraption was held in place by a strap around his waist. The armour of black leather covering his upper body was even more terrifying, as it bristled with silver porcupine quills.

				“You have your sister to thank for this,” he said, leaning over Zoe. “If she hadn’t been so selfish, you would not be here. Perhaps when I’ve finished with you, I’ll allow you to watch her being crucified.”

				From the ammo belt slung low over his waist, he produced a long, thin needle. Gripping one side of Zoe’s labia between the thumb and forefinger of his left hand, he stretched the fold of flesh and plunged the needle straight through. Even with the bit in her mouth, she managed to utter a strangled scream of pain.

				The needle was withdrawn, then plunged through the opposite side of her pussy. With the precision of a craftsman, he pierced nine holes in either side of her nether lips. Then, he threaded a small hook through each hole. A long strand of silver thread trailed from each. Kurt drew nine of these strands in one direction, his hooded accomplice, the other. They tied the threads to hoops on the opposite walls, spreading Zoe’s vaginal folds so wide, she felt as though she were being ripped apart. The silver threads resembled a bizarre spiders web, stretching out from between her thighs. Troy inspected the gaping tunnel of her sex, with obvious satisfaction.

				Her anus was then subjected to the attentions of the Master torturer. A conical object of hard red rubber, six inches long and with a perspex peephole at the tip, was pushed into her rectum. Troy turned a dial at the base and the sphere began to expand, every click forcing the slave’s rear tunnel wider open. He did not stop until her muscles were stretched to breaking point. The peephole magnified the depths of her bowels, rendering every detail clearly visible through the clear perspex base of the cone. The object was tightly strapped to her thighs, to prevent it from being squeezed out of her bottom.

				“Now for her nipples,” said Troy. “What do you suggest, Kurt? Clamps or nails?”

				In response, Kurt produced his nail gun.

				Troy stretched her right nipple between the steel jaws of a pair of pliers. Kurt pressed the muzzle of his nail gun against her nipple and squeezed the trigger, burying a steel bolt in the brown bud. Troy briefly admired the nail skewered nipple, before taking the peak of her left breast in the pliers.

				When both nipples had been speared, a set of steel clamps was attached to the protruding nails. These were mounted on long springs hanging from the rafter directly above. Once Zoe’s nipples were hooked up, Kurt released his hold on the springs. The recoil was so violent, her nipples were nearly torn from her breasts.

				The helpless slave did not have had any breath left to scream, even if she had not been gagged. She was drowning beneath waves of unspeakable agony, the likes of which she had never experienced. By comparison to this torture, the cross might have proved merciful.

				“Now, my sweet thing, time to fuck you,” Troy announced.

				His thigh boots protected him from the studs on the bed, when he crawled between her thighs and mounted her. The shiny ball at the head of his cock sheath penetrated her pussy like an iron fist, splaying her painfully protesting muscles. But the discomfort of that invasion was nothing, compared to the blinding torture of the quills on Troy’s leather armour puncturing the flesh of her upper body, when he lay down on top of her.

				“Look at me when I’m fucking you,” he commanded, gloved fingers gripping her throat.

				His monstrous appendage pounded her guts like a jackhammer. Through the mists of pain, she stared up into his dark, satanic eyes. She almost longed for him to tighten his grip on her throat and allow unconsciousness to free her from her agony. She should have known he was too gifted a practitioner of his craft to permit that.

				A sudden bolt of low voltage current exploded through her belly, taking her breath away. Black dots danced before her eyes. Troy had taken the control box in his right fist and was pressing the red button. This was wired to his cock sheath, the shocks transmitted through the studs and head of the object.

				Every thirty seconds, a fresh searing bolt was delivered. Zoe felt the tingle of the aftershocks through her stretched nipples. The rubber of the cock sheath insulated Troy from all but a pleasant tingling from the shocks.

				He did not reach his climax for almost fifteen minutes and Zoe was rendered half senseless by his bestial ministrations. When he finally withdrew from her, he removed the sheath and spilled the hot, sticky contents over her breasts. Kurt then worked his tightly clenched right fist into her well stretched canal, pushing until his knuckles brushed the entrance to her womb. The hooded Master began masturbating over her face.

				Three hours later, sobbing and wracked with pain, Zoe was released from her bondage, put on a leash and led, on all fours, from Lucifer’s Bedchamber to the slave corral. At the sight of their approaching Masters, the herd fell into a regimented line behind the barbed wire, standing side by side, thighs parted, in the manner that had been drilled into each and every one of them. Troy laid Zoe down on the dirt before them and planted his right boot on the semen smeared mound of her sex. In a loud voice, he addressed the herd.

				“This bitch is one half of a rebel pair. As soon as her sister is recaptured, you will have another reminder of the penalty for disobedience. This one has not yet paid the full price. Not by a long shot.” He beckoned to the slave directly in front of him. “Step forward and spit on her.”

				The girl obediently moved out of line, filling her mouth with saliva, as she approached. She spat, with theatrical venom, into Zoe’s left eye. A crack of the hooded Master’s whip sent her scurrying back into line. Troy called another slave forward.

				One by one, the slave girls spat their globs of saliva onto Zoe’s face and breasts. Several appeared to enjoy this rare opportunity to do something that was usually the preserve of their Masters. While she was being showered in spittle, Kurt inserted a rubber enema tube in her rectum. He then withdrew his cock and urinated into the attached plastic jug, filling it to a third of its capacity. The contents of the other two men’s bladders filled it to the brim, then the cap was screwed on.

				Kurt pressed down on the plunger, sending the hot urine surging up into Zoe’s bowels. At the halfway level, discomfort turned to pain. By the time all three pints were inside her, her belly felt ready to burst. Once more, Troy summoned the first of the slaves forward and commanded the fat girl to sit on Zoe’s face.

				“You like pussy, don’t you?” he sneered. “Well, start eating. You have a big meal to get through, before I take that tube out of your ass.”

				The slave writhed on her face, as Zoe plunged her tongue into her hot gash. She could barely breathe and the agony in her bowels was excruciating.

				“Make the bitch come,” Troy commanded. “And if I think any one of you slaves is faking it, you’ll spend an hour in Lucifer’s Bedchamber.”

				A whip cracked across the buttocks of the plump girl, as a sharp reminder that this degrading spectacle was not being staged for the pleasure of the slaves.

				One after another, twenty five slaves were brought forward, to ride Zoe’s face until they climaxed. Some needed only a couple of minutes with her expert tongue between their thighs to reach the peak of ecstasy. Others took much longer, savouring every moment, despite frequent licks of a Master’s whip on their backs and buttocks. Any pleasure Zoe might have derived from licking the girls was more than compensated for by the pain of her previous tortures and the three pints of piss sloshing in her bowels. She was certain she would pass out, before she was even halfway through the herd.

				An eternity later, slave twenty five moaned in ecstasy, as her juices drenched Zoe’s aching tongue. Before the tube was removed from her anus, she was ordered to squat over a bucket. The instant it was withdrawn, the steaming mess erupted from her bottom, splashing into the bucket and splattering her thighs. She farted several times, as she expelled the dregs of her enema. The sense of relief was overwhelming.

				“Now, another choice faces you,” Troy told her. “You can drink the contents of that bucket, or the piss from every one of these slaves. What’s it to be?”

				Zoe was too overcome with revulsion to reply.

				“I asked you a question,” Troy barked, digging a toe spike into the cleft of her buttocks. “The bucket or the slaves?”

				“Please, Sir, don’t make me do such a horrible thing,” Zoe cried. “Haven’t I been punished enough?”

				“Little girl, you’re wasting your breath begging for mercy,” he sneered. “Tell you what, we’ll let the slaves decide for you. A democratic vote.” He turned to the nearest girl in line. “What does she drink?”

				“The bucket, Sir,” came the hesitant reply.

				The answer seemed to please Troy, so was consequently parroted by the other twenty four slaves. Rancho Diablo was quick to sap its captives of any ability to think for themselves.

				“A unanimous verdict,” Troy smiled.

				Zoe was handed a soup ladle and ordered to begin drinking the foul contents of the bucket. She tried to block out the smell, as she raised the first nauseating scoopful to her lips. When she hesitated to swallow it, a riding crop struck her breasts.

				“Food fit for a slave,” Troy said, grabbing her by the hair. “Drink up, slut. We don’t want it to go cold on you.”

				Once the toilet bucket was emptied, he intended to let the herd piss in her mouth anyway. Being a firm, but fair Master was not something he prided himself on.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter 7

				Jenna had been on the run for two days and seemed no nearer to civilisation than when she had fled the ranch. Eating only wild berries and sleeping hardly at all, she had stumbled over mile upon mile of harsh, uninhabited terrain, like a hunted animal.

				She knew she would be unable to go much further. Her feet were blistered and bloody, scarcely capable of supporting her aching body. It was only a matter of time before she collapsed from sheer exhaustion. Then, she could only hope she was dead before whatever predators stalked these hills made a meal of her.

				She was surprised Troy’s men had not caught up with her. Even with a head start, they would soon track her down, on horseback. They could only have assumed she had taken a different route, once outside the confines of Rancho Diablo. A route that could well have led her to safety.

				Running away had been a stupid mistake. She knew that now. She should have waited. The one eyed man might have changed his mind and taken she and Zoe together. He might even have treated them more kindly than Troy. Perhaps they could have escaped together, at some later stage. Thoughts of her sister brought tears to her eyes. With every step she took, she became more certain she would never again see Zoe. If the one eyed Master had not taken her, somebody else would. On the other hand, Troy might decide to keep her for himself. Either way, she would never see freedom again, and that was Jenna’s fault.

				She was at the point where she would have willingly crawled back to Rancho Diablo and faced the wrath of Troy, if she had any idea of the direction in which it lay. There was no punishment that could be worse than dying alone in the wilds, to be eaten by animals.

				“Don’t give up,” she told herself, as she weaved her way through a dense forest, twigs and dead leaves crunching noisily beneath her bare feet.

				Suddenly, a shot rang out, reverberating in the distance. Trembling, Jenna backed up against a tree trunk. She was not sure from which direction the shot had come, but it had not been far away. Before she could work out whether somebody had been shooting at her, she heard the cracking of twigs, then a small figure emerged from among the trees, several yards in front of her.

				The girl was dressed in calf high moccasin boots and a bearskin wrap that only half covered her thighs. A wild mane of jet black curls flowed to the slope of her buttocks. The rabbit she had just shot was slung casually over one shoulder. The shotgun nestled in the crook of her arm.

				Jenna could not believe her eyes. Just as she was about to give up all hope, an angel had appeared from nowhere! A twig snapped, as she stepped away from the tree. The girl whirled around, raising her shotgun. Jenna froze.

				“Please help me,” she whimpered.

				They regarded one another warily. Confronted by the sight of a dirty and bedraggled figure, in a state of total nudity, it was the young girl’s turn to be shocked. Jenna guessed she could not have been more than eighteen. Black curls were smeared across her pretty, elfin features. If she was a heaven sent rescuer, the fact was not evident in her wildly staring eyes. For one horrible moment, Jenna visualised herself suffering the same fate as the rabbit.

				The girl dropped the dead animal and stepped towards her, cocking the shotgun hammer. Jenna edged back against the tree, raising her hands above her head. The huntress pressed the double barrels to her throat and looked her up and down, in the manner of a male rapist.

				“Please, I’m lost,” Jenna croaked.

				The girl responded by thrusting her free hand between her thighs and roughly squeezing the stubbly mound of her sex. Ashen with fear, Jenna did not dare move a muscle. Two fingers slipped up inside her. The girl smelled of sweat and barely contained savagery. After a few minutes of frenziedly thrusting her fingers into Jenna, she removed them from between her thighs and sucked them, all the while keeping her dark, malevolent gaze fixed on her face.

				Her reaction to the taste of pussy was violent and instantaneous. She fell to her knees and attacked Jenna with a voracious mouth, biting her labia with sharp teeth and thrusting into her with her tongue. She placed the shotgun at her feet and raked her fingernails down her thighs, as she feasted. Jenna was too frightened to utter even a murmur of protest.

				The girl ate her for at least ten minutes, then wrestled her to the ground and leaped upon her, tugging her wrap up around her waist. Her diminutive size belied a strength that pinned Jenna helplessly to the earth. She plastered her lips against hers, forcing her tongue into her mouth, aggressively grinding her wet, hairy pussy against Jenna’s mound. As her passion became more heated, she bit Jenna’s lower lip, drawing blood. She then moved her head downwards, to fasten her sharp teeth around her right nipple. Her shriek of pain was muffled by the girl’s black hair, which practically covered her face.

				The huntress sounded more animal than human, grunting excitedly, as she ground her crotch against Jenna and repeatedly sank her teeth into her flesh. She made some feeble attempts at resistance, but hunger and exhaustion had sapped her strength. The feral mouth moved down between her thighs again, to slurp noisily at her pussy and nibble the puffy petals of her labia. Two fingers were thrust into her anus, withdrawn after a few seconds and joined the tongue in her pussy. Jenna writhed on the blanket of moss, leaves and twigs, breathlessly begging for the torment to cease. But her resistance merely inflamed the lust of the little savage.

				After she had drawn blood from both of Jenna’s thighs with her teeth, she squatted over her face and grabbed her by the hair. Jenna had a moment to study the drooling slash of her sex, before her face was forcefully buried in the heavily aromatic morass. Gripping her hair in both hands, the wild girl rode her face, smothering her in wet, unwashed pussy. Jenna used her tongue, more from instinct than desire. Perhaps if she satisfied this creature, she would look upon her more kindly.

				The girl climaxed with a long, guttural cry, flooding Jenna’s mouth with thick, warm love honey. Immediately afterwards, she pushed her back against the ground, smoothed her wrap down over her hips and picked up her shotgun.

				“You’re coming with me,” she declared, in a low, menacing voice.

				With a shotgun pointed at her face, Jenna was not inclined to argue. She staggered to her feet, spitting out a pubic curl that had stuck to her tongue. The girl prodded her in the back with the shotgun, pausing to pick up her rabbit, before herding her onwards through the forest.

				Fifteen minutes later, they came to a riverbank. A small boat was pulled up onto the mud. At her captor’s command, Jenna pushed it into the water and clambered aboard. The girl jumped in and sat opposite her, keeping the shotgun cocked.

				“Row across,” she snapped. “I’m taking you home to meet momma.”

				The crossing of the river took less than ten minutes. The pair then continued on foot, through another dense growth of forest. The girl said nothing and Jenna was too terrified to speak. Shortly, they reached a log cabin, nestled in a clearing among the trees. As they approached, the front door opened and a well built woman in a lumber shirt and tight blue jeans emerged.

				The resemblance to her daughter was plain to see, though the woman’s black hair was liberally streaked with grey and thin lines were etched on the contours of her not unattractive face.

				“What you caught today, Dina?” she demanded, incredulously.

				“Rabbit and girl, momma,” came the proud reply. “Found her in the woods, all lost ‘n’ naked. Pretty, ain’t she?”

				“Sure is,” agreed Momma, eyeing Jenna from head to foot.

				She caressed Jenna’s breasts with both rough skinned hands, before falling to her knees and pushing her thighs wide apart. She murmured excitedly, inspecting her sex with both hands, pulling her labial folds apart and thrusting a finger up inside her. She tasted it, liked it, and proceeded to voraciously rape her with her mouth. Her daughter squatted down to watch, grunting as she worked her right hand between her own thighs.

				Jenna trembled, as the woman’s tongue burrowed inside her. The sensations she aroused were far from unpleasant, but Jenna was too exhausted and scared to enjoy anything sexual. At that moment, she would have given her clit for a decent meal and a soft bed.

				Momma feasted on her for a good fifteen minutes, finally raising her head from between her thighs, with an expression of pure delight.

				“Let’s take her inside,” she said. “I’m gonna make her eat momma’s pussy. Dina, you get that rabbit ready for supper. If there’s any stew left over, our guest can have it.”

				“Make her do it,” the girl protested. “She’s our slave now, ain’t she?”

				She was silenced by a backhanded slap across the face.

				“Do as you’re told,” the woman barked. “After supper, we’ll play with her together.”

				While the young girl stomped off to the kitchen in a sulk, her mother took charge of the shotgun, marching Jenna to the bedroom at the rear of the cabin.

				“Best get you tied up, first thing,” she drawled. “Don’t want you runnin’ out on us, do we?”

				Jenna fell to her knees and fixed her with an imploring gaze.

				“I won’t run away,” she vowed. “But you’ve got to help me, please! I’ve escaped from a place called Rancho Diablo. There are dozens of women prisoners there, being treated like animals. They’ve still got my sister. If you help me, I’ll do anything, I swear.”

				“Ain’t no concern of mine,” the woman replied, unbuckling her thick belt. “We caught you, we’re keepin’ you.”

				Further pleas for mercy were met with several lashes of the belt across her breasts, before the woman used it to bind her hands behind her back. She pushed her onto the double bed, then kicked off her boots and pulled off her jeans and briefs, in a fever of desire. Her pussy was hot and hairy, craving Jenna’s tongue. She began unbuttoning her shirt, as she lowered herself onto her face.

				From the kitchen, Dina watched through the open bedroom door, as she gutted the rabbit. Her mother was soon completely naked, her huge breasts bouncing as she thrust against the face of her captive. The sight inflamed the young girl’s loins, to an almost unbearable intensity. Abandoning her butchery, she slid her blood soaked hands up along her thighs, to the waiting hot swell. When her fingers proved inadequate to the task of self gratification, she slammed the bloody point of the large knife into the wooden floor and lowered herself onto the handle. As she worked herself up and down the length of black plastic, she licked the sticky blood of the rabbit from her fingers. The creaking of the bed accompanied her mother’s animal cries of pleasure.

				The rabbit stew was eventually prepared, but neither mother nor daughter was particularly hungry, due to the excitement of their new plaything tied up in the bedroom. A bowlful was brought to Jenna, afterwards. While Dina fed her with a wooden spoon, her mother knelt behind the standing captive and parted her buttocks with both hands, in order to inspect her anus. She nuzzled it with her nose, inhaling the raw scent, then flicked her tongue over the brown rim. The fact that Jenna was dirty only made her more appetising.

				Dina could scarcely contain her impatience, as she shovelled the food into the mouth of the starving slave. The instant the bowl was empty, she flung off her bearskin wrap, pushed Jenna to her knees and thrust her naked crotch against her face. Her thighs and lower belly were smeared with dried blood. This time, Jenna did not hesitate to lend her mouth to her fiery sex. She was so grateful for the food, she was prepared to play the perfect slave, for the moment, at least.

				Dina’s juicy pussy was quite a tasty dessert and Jenna enjoyed the sensation of her mother’s tongue probing her anus. She did not really mind when first one, then a second finger was introduced into her rear hole. Only when a third was forced up inside did her body stiffen in protest. The woman loosened her sphincter muscles, then forced all four fingers of her right hand into her rectum, grunting as she thrust deep. Dina was driven to a frenzy of lust by the pungent smell that reached her nostrils. Jenna’s tongue thrumming her swollen clitoris was not enough. She wanted to make the slave suffer, like a wild animal snared in a trap.

				Joining her mother, she flattened a hand against her sticky palm and both thrust together into Jenna’s bottom. She cried out in pain, doubling over and grinding her face against the floor. Dina sucked on one of her mother’s stiff brown nipples, as they hand fucked Jenna’s rectum. After several minutes of this, momma clenched her fist and pushed it deep into the tight, greasy tunnel. Dina followed her example, thrusting her small fist into her front orifice. They rammed their fists as deeply as possible, feeling each other’s knuckles through the thin wall of flesh between both tunnels.

				Jenna had dared hope they might be satisfied with conventional sapphic pleasures. But now, she knew she had escaped from one group of sadists, only to fall into the clutches of another. Seeing her sister again seemed an even more remote possibility.

				When they tired of fisting her, mother and daughter wiped their hands on each others breasts, then sucked each others fingers.

				“I need a piss, momma,” said Dina.

				“So do I, baby,” she replied.

				The pair laid Jenna flat on her back and knelt over her face, embracing tightly, pussy to pussy. Dina released the first golden trickle into her mouth, then her mother’s waterworks burst open. Two hot streams of gold gurgled into her open mouth and splashed over her face. She almost choked on the deluge, as she struggled to swallow it. After it had subsided, she used her tongue to wipe the raindrops from both hairy pussies.

				If she had thought the worst was over, she was sadly mistaken. The lesbian savages bound her wrists and ankles to the bed with two lengths of plastic covered electrical cable. While momma searched for something in the antique dressing table, Dina sank her wolfish teeth into Jenna’s left breast. She howled in agony, certain she had actually bitten off a mouthful of flesh. Blood bubbled from the half moon wound. Dina watched for a minute, then lapped up the warm, sticky fluid.

				Momma produced a matching pair of dildoes, carved from wood and polished to a gleaming finish. Each was ten inches long, as thick as a small tree trunk and fitted with leather straps. She handed one to Dina and they strapped them on. Jenna was rolled onto one side and simultaneously split open, front and rear, by the cold wooden cocks. Dina thrust into her rear, digging her fingernails into her breasts. The older woman cut off Jenna’s whimpers by forcing her tongue into her mouth.

				She had no idea how long the pair abused her in this way, but it seemed to go on for hours. When they tired of one position, mother and daughter swapped places. Dina did not even wipe the anal smears from the dildo before thrusting it into her pussy. Eventually, momma grew tired of this game and unstrapped her dildo. She forced Jenna to lick it clean, then strapped it around the slave’s head, so that it sprouted up from her mouth, like some bizarre penile Pinocchio. Momma lowered herself onto it, her big, sweaty buttocks slapping against Jenna’s face.

				“Bring your pussy to momma, baby,” she told Dina.

				The girl bent over Jenna, thrusting her rear towards her mother, who slipped two fingers into her wet sex. Dina buried her head between Jenna’s thighs, to once again savour her hot nectar. Some time later, the exhausted captive slumped into welcome unconsciousness.

				She was awakened by a stinging slap across the face. Momma stood over her, once again dressed in her lumber shirt and jeans. A whip was slung over her left shoulder. Dina began untying Jenna’s bonds.

				“We got work for you to do, slave girl,” the woman announced. “I don’t like you pissing in our bed.”

				Only then did Jenna realise the sheet beneath her was soaked.

				She did not think she could walk, so violent was the aching in her nether regions. But the shotgun and whip her captors held were powerful incentives to try. They walked her to a spot in the field in front of the cabin and tied two ropes around her ankles. The other ends of the long ropes were tied to a post on the front porch.

				“Start digging,” said momma, handing her a shovel.

				When Jenna hesitated, the whip delivered a nasty sting to her buttocks. She plunged the shovel into the earth, avoiding eye contact with the shotgun Dina was pointing at her. Try as she might, she could not perish the thought that she was being forced to dig her own grave.

				Dina’s mother disappeared indoors, shortly afterwards. The girl sat back against a tree, guarding Jenna with the shotgun. She was soon sweating and her arms ached from hacking at the earth with the shovel. When she tried to rest, Dina ordered her to keep digging.

				“Tell me about the place you ran from,” she demanded.

				“Rancho Diablo,” Jenna panted. “It was horrible. The men keep women as slaves, until other men come and buy them. We had to do everything they told us, otherwise we were whipped and tortured.”

				“Were you raped?” asked Dina.

				She nodded. “My sister too. They rape all the slaves. But the worst thing is the torture.”

				“Tell me about it,” the girl said, sliding her right hand up between her thighs.

				As she continued shovelling the earth from the deepening hole, Jenna recounted some of her experiences at Rancho Diablo. Dina masturbated as she listened, demanding ever more explicit details of the rapes and tortures. Jenna thought her harrowing tales might win her the sympathy of a fellow female, but judging from the girl’s excited reaction, that was unlikely. Dina eventually climaxed, with a loud sigh.

				“Sounds like a fun place,” she panted, sniffing her damp fingers. “I ain’t never had a man in my pussy. I’ve always liked doing it with momma, anyway. Now, I got you too.” She stood up. “That’s deep enough. Stay there.”

				Her mother emerged from the cabin and took the shovel from Jenna, who was thigh high in the hole. Jenna’s bowels churned, when Dina raised the shotgun.

				“Please don’t shoot me,” she begged. “I’ll be the best slave in the world, I swear.”

				“Shut up and spread your legs,” momma snapped.

				She ordered Jenna to remove the ropes from her ankles, then began shovelling the dirt back into the hole. Fifteen minutes later, Jenna was buried almost to the tops of her thighs, planted like a human tree. Her overwhelming reaction was relief that her life had been spared.

				“Don’t she look cute,” Dina giggled. “Now she can eat my pussy standing up.”

				“Fetch your whip,” her mother commanded. “She can eat pussy later.”

				Begging for mercy was pointless, but Jenna tried anyway, when two whips were poised to strike. Dina stood in front of her, her mother behind. At a nod from the latter, the flogging commenced.

				No matter how often she was whipped, Jenna would never develop a tolerance for the white hot torture of hard leather biting into her flesh. Mother and daughter flogged in perfect synchronisity, Dina concentrating her savage lashes on her breasts, her mother flaying her buttocks. Neither stopped, until her breasts and cheeks were raw and bleeding in several places.

				The crimson bubbles provided a feast for Dina. While she licked Jenna’s breasts, her mother cupped the sobbing girl’s chin and kissed her forcefully on the mouth. Dina licked every drop of blood from both ends.

				“Wanna piss, slavey girl?” she demanded, afterwards.

				“Yes,” Jenna whimpered, slumping onto her face.

				Dina placed both hands between her thighs, bathed them in the golden shower and splashed several cupped handfuls over her face. But Jenna ached to relieve more than her bladder and did not care whether or not permission was granted.

				“Dirty dog!” Dina squealed, pulling the grunting captive’s buttocks apart with both hands.

				“Leave her now,” momma ordered. “She ain’t going no place.”

				The pair returned a few hours later, with food and water for their captive. Momma was naked from the waist down and walking awkwardly, with a peeled banana protruding from her rectum. This was Jenna’s dessert. The main course consisted of bread and cheese, soaked in a bowl of warm urine.

				“I made that,” Dina giggled. “Eat up before it goes cold.”

				Jenna scooped up the food with her fingers, before slurping down the salty, golden liquid in the bowl. Momma then squatted over the empty bowl and expelled the banana from her bottom. Jenna felt nauseous at the thought of eating it, but decided it was the less painful alternative to another whipping.

				“Nice?” demanded Dina.

				“Delicious,” she lied, making a show of licking her lips.

				“Some water to wash it down,” said momma. “Bend over, Dina.”

				The girl doubled over, hiking her bearskin up over her hips. Her mother inserted the narrow neck of a bottle shaped rubber container in her rectum and squeezed. Dina shivered, as the chilled contents gurgled into her bottom. When the bottle was empty, her mother withdrew it and pushed a thick drinking straw into her anus, leaving only a couple of inches protruding.

				“Drink,” she commanded.

				Obediently, Jenna wrapped her lips around the straw and began noisily sucking the water out of Dina’s bottom. The taste was somewhat masked by the meal she had already consumed, but that did not make it any less disgusting.

				The remainder of the day passed in a series of humiliations, at the hands of the depraved mother and daughter. Jenna thought they might dig her out at nightfall, but instead, they bound her wrists with a rope, so that she could not manage to claw herself from the hole. They amused themselves into the early hours of the morning by pouring molten candle wax over her breasts, stuffing her pussy with meat, which she was then forced to eat, and making her lick them, front and rear, until her tongue hurt. At one point, Dina placed her right foot between her thighs and worked it up into her pussy. Her toes tickled her clitoris, but Jenna felt only pain. She silently swore, if she got out of this, she would never again allow anything to penetrate her, as long as she lived.

				Before retiring to the cabin for the night, they shrouded her in the bedsheet she had wet the night before.

				“Sweet dreams, slavey girl,” she heard Dina giggle.

				As she slept in doggy fashion, resting her face on her folded arms, Jenna dreamed of her sister. Zoe was mounted on the cross at Rancho Diablo, bleeding all over from a ferocious whipping. A barbed wire necklace was knotted tightly around her throat. She could scarcely scream, as the nails were hammered into her labia. The hammer wielding figure was draped in a piss soaked white shroud. Only when the nailing was complete did she cast it off and reveal her cruelly grinning face. It was Jenna. She woke up screaming.

				The following day was almost a re-run of the previous. Dina came for her at dawn, naked and breathless with lust, demanding instant gratification from her tongue. Later, her mother took her turn.

				Both hardly spoke to her, all that day. When she once dared to ask how long they intended to keep her half buried like this, she received another merciless double whipping. It was by accident that she learned of her fate, late that evening. The voices of Dina and her mother were audible through the open front window of the cabin.

				“Remember what you said last night?” the girl asked. “You still mean it?”

				“We ain’t keepin’ her,” momma replied. “I don’t like havin’ no stranger around the place, even if she is a pretty slave girl. Besides, someone might come lookin’ for her.”

				“Aw, but she’s such fun!” Dina protested.

				There was the sound of a slap.

				“We’re gettin’ rid of her tonight,” her mother said sternly. “You want a pet, get a dog.”

				“I don’t like dogs,” Dina whined. “What are we gonna do with her? We can’t just turn her loose.”

				“I never said nothin’ about turnin’ her loose,” momma replied. “What I got in mind is to shoot her. You can do it, baby. Right after supper.”

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter 8

				Troy was furious. Logan and the three others who had rode out in search of Jenna stood before him in the front yard of Rancho Diablo, having returned empty handed. The Master cracked his whip against the ground, raising a cloud of dust.

				“No slave has ever escaped from here,” he ranted. “That little bitch won’t be the first. How could you not have caught her, for Christ’s sake. She had no clothes, no food, no money. She can’t have run that far.”

				“She must have headed for the hills,” Logan replied. “We assumed she’d head east, like the few who’ve broken out in the past.”

				“Looks like you assumed incorrectly,” Troy retorted. “I want her captured and brought back alive. Even after I’ve finished with her, she’ll still be worth a small fortune, as half of a matching pair. She must be found, at all costs. If she gets away, she could blow our entire operation sky high.”

				“She hasn’t a chance in hell of making it,” Logan argued. “If she did run for the hills, she’s probably dead already. Even if she knew where she was going, it’d take her days to reach any place where she could get help.”

				“I want her brought back,” Troy repeated. “I paid a lot of money for those two pieces of twin ass and they’ve made me look stupid enough already. If you find her dead, bring her back anyway, for her sister.”

				“Where is her other half?” asked Logan.

				“Currently serving as a toilet,” Troy answered. “My old buddy, Clinton, is dropping by tonight. He may be scouting for a slave or two and it would be nice to be able to entertain him with a crucifixion.”

				As soon as they had equipped themselves with fresh supplies and horses, the four men set off on their renewed search for Jenna. Her sister was on her knees by the corral gate, chained to a wooden post. Her breasts were cupped in a bra of barbed wire, which dug deep into the soft globes. She wore a matching pair of crucifying briefs. Her inner thighs were rusty with traces of dried blood. On top of the post, directly above her head, the word TOILET was scrawled on a rectangular sign. She had already been there twelve hours.

				“Your sister is proving more of a challenge than we expected,” Troy said, unzipping his trousers. “But we’ll find her, unless the wolves already have. A girl like her won’t survive long in those hills. Boy, have I got a punishment waiting for her!”

				As he spoke, his urine scalded her tortured breasts. She tried to convince herself she would not have to suffer much longer. Jenna would find help, then all the slaves would be freed from this hellish place. It was a nice thought, but one she could not hold for long. Zoe had never been an optimist and this did not seem an apt time to become one.

				Troy’s friend arrived just after sundown, on a powerful purple Harley Davidson. Clinton was a bulky figure, with receding hair and a bushy black beard. A red bandanna was knotted around his forehead. Seated on the pillion pad of the Harley was a blonde girl in black fishnet stockings, microscopic red leather mini skirt and a matching waistcoat that concealed only a fraction of her abundant cleavage. She remained perched on the bike, cigarette dangling from between her pink glossed lips, as the rider dismounted.

				“Glad you made it, Clinton,” said Troy, briefly embracing his friend. “I didn’t know you’d be bringing company. Who’s the lady?”

				“Gem ain’t no lady,” Clinton replied. “She’s just some whore I picked up at a truckstop, about a hundred miles back. Thought maybe you could add her to your collection.”

				“Hey, what the fuck is this place?” the blonde demanded, noticing the chained figure of Zoe across the yard. “You said you were taking me to a party.”

				“The party starts right here,” Troy said. “Allow me to introduce myself.” With a sudden lunge, he grabbed her right arm, lifted her clean off the bike and flung her onto her back, at his feet. “I am Troy, your Lord and Master. My old buddy, Clinton, has just given you to me as a present.”

				“I don’t belong to that asshole!” she shrieked. “Let me up!”

				Troy grabbed her flailing ankles and dragged her shrieking across to the front porch, where Kurt and two hooded Masters stood.

				“Get your whips,” he shouted. “Our new slave is ready for her first lesson.”

				Gem snarled and struggled like a wildcat, but was no match for the brute strength of Troy. He briefly subdued her with a few well aimed kicks and punches, then unsheathed his knife. He held it to her throat, while he ripped off all her clothes, bar her stockings and suspenders.

				“Now, let’s see just who belongs to who,” he growled.

				Clinton stood back and watched, while Troy and his three men took up whipping positions, in a square formation around the terrified girl. They waited for her to clamber to her knees, before striking the first lash. The whipcrack was followed by an agonised howl.

				With a sound like bullets flying in a gunfight, the four whips rained a searing fusillade on the screaming girl, who zigzagged wildly in all directions, desperately seeking an avenue of escape. But there was no avoiding the cruel whips, used with such practised expertise. She scuttled around the yard on all fours, finally kneeling, to scream for mercy. Disregarding her pleas, the men continued whipping her, until she was covered, back and front in lash burns, several of which oozed blood.

				Unzipping his black leather trousers, Troy wrapped his whip around her throat, from behind, and pulled it tight with both hands, thrusting up between her thighs. Gurgling and gasping for breath, she clawed at the whip around her throat, the colour of her face deepening from pallid pink, to a reddish shade of purple. By the time Troy climaxed inside her, she was barely conscious. He wiped his cock on her buttocks, before stuffing it back inside his trousers. The new arrival was then thrown at the mercy of the other men.

				“Glad to see you ain’t going soft on the slaves,” grinned Clinton. “How’s business?”

				As the two men talked, they walked in the direction of Zoe. Troy told his friend all about the escaped twin and how much she had cost him.

				“We’ll find her, though,” he vowed. “And if she’s still alive, she’ll soon be wishing she wasn’t.”

				Stepping up to Zoe, Clinton unzipped his jeans and withdrew his semi-erect cock.

				“Let me tell you why I’m here, Troy,” he said, aiming a hot torrent directly into her mouth. “I have a client in need of a pair of nice looking chicks, for a series of specialist porn videos. Four legged action and other extremes. They’ve got to be under twenty one, with good bodies and plenty of stamina. If you had the other half of this toilet baby blonde here, my client would be a very happy man, at any price.”

				He shook the droplets from his cock over Zoe’s face, before zipping up

				“The bitch will be found,” Troy promised. “She’s just crawled into a hole somewhere, waiting for us to find her.”

				“Maybe,” said Clinton. “But my client wants his two stars delivered before Saturday. Which means they’ll be collected tomorrow afternoon. I doubt you’ll have your girl back here by then. I wouldn’t bet on finding her alive, in any case. Tell you what, though. If you’re prepared to cut your losses, I’ll give you top dollar for this baby and a suitable partner.”

				Troy resolutely shook his head. “They go as a pair, unless and until I know for certain the other half didn’t survive in the wilds.”

				“Your decision,” Clinton replied. “Let’s take a look at the rest of the herd. I’m sure I’ll find a couple of perfect pet lovers in that bunch.”

				Troy showed him to the barn, where he carefully inspected each of the slaves, before selecting two of the youngest and prettiest. Considering that both were in prime physical condition and just a few months over eighteen, the price agreed with Troy was exceptionally reasonable.

				“They’ll be collected tomorrow afternoon,” said Clinton. “Make sure they’re not fed between now and then. They’ll be given a knockout injection, to keep them quiet for their journey, and we don’t want any nasty accidents. Right, that’s business out of the way. Seeing as I brought you a live present, how about lending me one of your other lovely girls? Remember that game we played with the hooker, back in Vegas?”

				Troy remembered vividly. In the days when Rancho Diablo was still only a distant dream, he and Clinton had been employed as “ranch hands” by the owner of a whorehouse in the Nevada desert. Their job was to keep Mr Cruso’s dozen hookers in line. If a girl gave any trouble, she answered to Clinton and Troy. It was in this job that the latter had developed many of the sadistic techniques so effectively employed on Rancho Diablo.

				Lady Luck was smiling brightly on the ranch hands, the evening they were summoned to deal with a hooker named Scarlet. The girl was in her mid-twenties and long enough in the business to know it was not smart to rip off the boss, especially if his name happened to be Mr Cruso. A forgiving nature was not one of his well known characteristics.

				The red haired whore had no inkling of the trouble she was in, until the two ranch hands bundled her into Mr Cruso’s white stretch limo, late one night. The boss was in the back, a fat cigar gripped between his teeth.

				“Scarlet, you’ve been a bad girl,” he said, as the limousine began moving.

				Behind mirrored black windows, the occupants were invisible to the outside world.

				“I don’t know what you mean, Mr Cruso,” she replied.

				The fat man sighed and nodded to Troy, who grabbed the front of the girl’s tight fitting red satin dress and tore it open. Her large, firm round breasts were cupped in flimsy scarlet lace, which ripped like paper in his big hands. The hooker was too shocked and frightened to offer any resistance. Her boss licked his lips, as he ogled her succulent globes, from the opposite seat.

				“You have a real nice pair of tits, baby,” he drooled. “Nice lips too. Wrap ‘em around my dick.”

				Scarlet glanced at Clinton and Troy, who were seated on either side of her, before leaning forward to place her head on Mr Cruso’s lap, fingers fumbling with the zipper of his trousers. In the next instant, the ranch hands had grabbed an arm each and twisted them behind her back. Clinton snapped a pair of handcuffs on her wrists, then jerked her upright by the hair. All of this was accomplished in a matter of seconds. It took only a moment longer for Troy to produce a small set of chrome pliers and pinch her right nipple between the steel jaws. As he squeezed, she uttered a loud scream.

				“Want to tell me how you’ve been screwing me?” said Mr Cruso.

				“I’ve done nothing,” the girl sobbed. “Aaarrgh, nooooo.......!”

				The pliers stretched and twisted her nipple violently. Even Mr Cruso blanched at Troy’s ferocity.

				“You’ve been turning tricks behind my back and keeping the proceeds,” accused the fat man. “You’ve been letting guys fuck you in the ass, for fifty bucks extra, and keeping the money for yourself. You’ve been treating clients to all kinds of kinky extras, in my place of business, and forgetting to tell me about it. Now, Scarlet, you know the rules. They apply to you, just the same as all the other girls. When you work for me, you don’t keep a cent that doesn’t first pass through my fingers.”

				“You’re mistaken, Mr Cruso!” she wailed. “I never ...”

				Her protest turned to a scream, as Troy wrenched her nipple with the pliers, as though attempting to pull a particularly stubborn nail.

				“You’re the one who’s mistaken,” replied Mr Cruso. “Nothing goes on at my ranch that I don’t know about. Nothing! I’m a fair man, Scarlet, but when I get screwed, I get angry.”

				“I’m sorry, Mr Cruso,” she wept, tears running down her face and streaking her makeup. “I’ve done you wrong, but I’ll pay you back. Any way you like!”

				“That’s exactly what you are doing,” he told her, before her nipple was once again violently wrenched.

				By the time the limousine drew up at the back of a deserted warehouse, Scarlet was stripped down to her red high heels and gagged with her lacy red panties. Troy and Clinton carried her between them, from the car into the warehouse. The chauffeur remained at the wheel, to ensure they would not be disturbed.

				Mr Cruso leaned against the door, to watch the punishment of the hooker, through a haze of cigar smoke. He had placed her completely at the mercy of the ranch hands. The brief interrogation had been concluded in the back of the limousine. Now, the real fun began.

				Troy wrapped a heavy chain around Scarlet, under her breasts and armpits, and hooked it to the crane hanging directly overhead, in the centre of the warehouse. Clinton pressed a button on the control box of the machine and raised her until her high heels were twelve inches from the floor. The chain bit into her flesh, as it took her full body weight, the pressure lifting her breasts and pushing them together.

				More chains rattled, as her thighs were wrapped in steel links, then pulled in opposite directions by the two men. They secured the free ends of the chains around steel bars protruding from the floor, holding her legs so wide apart that the muscles ached. While Clinton began singeing her dark pubic curls with his cigarette lighter, Troy looked around for something suitable to use on her backside. A piece of timber lying on the floor, three feet long and half an inch thick, presented itself as the perfect weapon.

				The hooker’s rear was round and firm, her cheeks milk white and silken skinned. WHACK! Her body jerked and her buns quivered from the resounding impact of the board, the sound of the smack echoing throughout the warehouse. Troy watched a three inch wide line of fire blaze its way across her buttocks, then hit her again, with even greater force.

				Half a dozen wallops from the board had the crimson cheeked effectiveness of a prolonged whipping. Troy then turned his attention to her inner thighs, the board swinging from left to right, rhythmically slapping her flesh. Clinton had already burned her pubes down to a blackened stubble. Now, he touched the lighter flame to her nipples, dancing it from one to the other, lingering just long enough for the burning sensation to take hold.

				Though he played no part in the three hour torture session, Mr Cruso enjoyed every second of it. He was particularly impressed by Troy’s devotion to his sadistic craft. It was obvious he treated it as much more than just a job.

				When the hooker was finally taken down off the crane, she was covered in welts, bruises and droplets of blood. Her nipples throbbed from being burned and clamped. The lips of her newly bare and blistered pussy were sewn together with copper wire. The neck of a champagne bottle protruded from her rectum.

				“I think she’s sorry, boss,” Troy said, throwing her to the ground at Mr Cruso’s feet.

				“Best finish the job,” the fat man said, producing a pistol from inside his jacket. “I’ll see you back at the car.”

				Troy took the gun and waited until he had left. Then, he and Clinton bound the girl’s wrists and ankles, dragged her out the back door of the warehouse and down to the foot of a sandy slope. Troy checked that Mr Cruso was not watching, before firing two shots into the ground. As far as the fat man was concerned, that was the end of the matter. A troublesome whore had been put out of her misery by a man who could be trusted with such matters.

				Several hours later. Troy and Clinton returned in a pick up truck. Scarlet was where they had left her, bound and gagged. They wrapped her in a black tarpaulin and put her in the back of the pickup. Forty minutes later, the bundle was exchanged for a roll of hundred dollar bills. Troy had made his first successful venture in slave trading.

				In the dungeon of Rancho Diablo, the latest addition to the herd screamed deafeningly, as the branding iron sizzled the flesh of her left buttock. She was hanging by her wrists, legs spread by a wide bar strapped between her ankles. Troy consecrated the smouldering brand with a golden stream from his cock. Then, he left her to his men. Clinton was eager to crack leather and raise hell among the herd.

				In the barn, most of the slaves were curled up in their stalls, asleep. The doors at either end opened quietly and Troy and Clinton entered, whips slung over their shoulders. The latter had his jeans unzipped and his cock protruded like a thickly veined flagpole. He and Troy looked down along the two rows of naked females, chained like dogs, helpless as babies.

				“Rise and shine!” Clinton whooped, cutting the air with a whiplash that struck the upraised buttocks of a sleeping slave.

				She came awake with a startled shriek, knocking over her toilet bucket and covering her legs with the contents. Like two vengeful demons spawned from the darkness, Troy and Clinton charged through the barn, indiscriminately lashing out with their whips. Within minutes, the barn echoed to the shrieks of slaves, the rattle of chains and the clanging of buckets. Above all this noise, the whips cracked a sadistic staccato. The element of surprise added to the terror and confusion of the slaves.

				“They’re jumping like scalded cats!” Clinton hollered, delivering whiplashes to left and right.

				Spotting a girl he found particularly attractive, he stopped by her stall, scorched her breasts and thighs with half a dozen lashes, then leaped upon her. Pinning her to the straw bedding, he rammed the handle of his whip back her throat and his cock up between her thighs. Troy chose a slave from an adjoining stall. The young girl was huddled in a corner, head between her knees, sucking her left thumb. He emptied her toilet bucket over his boots, then nudged her chin with the toe of the right.

				“Would you like to lick my boots, slave?” he demanded.

				“It would be my pleasure, Sir,” she whimpered, blonde curls cascading around her, as she lowered her head to the task.

				Most of the remaining slaves fell silent. The exceptions were a few who sobbed softly, the sounds accompanied by the grunting of Clinton, as he thrust vigorously into his chosen victim. Those who had felt only the whip had little sympathy for the pair selected for further attention by their Masters. Each was just relieved it had not been her.

				Clinton took a long time with his girl, pausing in mid-fuck to urinate over her breasts. He did not remove the whip from her mouth until he was finished with her. In the meantime, Troy had sodomised the other girl, as a reward for shining his boots with her tongue. On their way out of the barn, the two men unleashed a further volley of whiplashes upon the slaves cowering in their stalls.

				“That was the best fun I’ve had since the teenage hitch hiker I picked up, a few weeks ago,” said Clinton.

				“Tell me about that one over a beer,” Troy replied. “Terrorising slaves is thirsty work.”

				As arranged, the two slaves Clinton had selected on behalf of his unnamed client were collected, the following afternoon. A pair of sleek black hearses, driven by two sombrely attired men, rolled through the gates of the ranch, striking fear into the heart of every slave in the corral. Clinton was already long gone, having completed his end of the business.

				The two chosen girls were in a steel cage, in the centre of the yard. Their ankles were chained, for additional security. Following a brief exchange of words with the men, Troy unlocked the cage door and two hooded Masters herded out the slaves. The girls had no idea where they were being taken, or for what purpose. The appearance of the hearses had unnerved them, but when they saw the gleaming oak coffins being slid out of the back doors, they began screaming and struggling violently.

				Zoe watched from her toilet post, with a deepening sense of horror. The struggling girls were given several lashes of their Masters’ whips, then pushed flat onto their faces. The black suited men produced a pair of syringes and a small bottle of clear fluid from a small black case. They filled both syringes, then bent down and plunged the needles into the arms of the slaves. Moments later, two apparently lifeless bodies were lifted into the coffins. The men closed the lids, lifted the caskets back into their vehicles and slammed the back doors shut.

				Zoe was certain she had just witnessed a double murder. One of the hearse drivers spoke to Troy, looked in her direction, then began walking towards her. Her first impulse was to scream for help, but that would hardly do any good. In her chains and barbed wire, all she could do was wait at his mercy.

				He looked her up and down, as he unzipped his trousers. She was glad all he wanted to do was urinate over her.

				“Clean it,” he said afterwards, raising his dripping cock to her lips.

				She wiped the piss from the crown of his circumcised tool with her tongue, causing it to expand and stiffen. He seemed momentarily uncertain whether to take advantage of her or not, but lust won the battle and he slipped his swelling cock into her mouth.

				From first thrust, to the sluicing of her throat with his hot cream, took only a few minutes. After she had licked his cock clean, he zipped up again.

				“You must be one of the twins I heard mention of,” he said.

				“Yes, Sir,” Zoe panted.

				“Pity your sister had to go and run away,” he continued. “As soon as she’s found, my associate and I will be back. You could say you two have been reserved.”

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter 9

				As soon as she heard the conversation between Dina and her mother, Jenna realised she might have only minutes left to live. At least they had forgotten to put the ropes back on her wrists, having earlier untied them. In desperation, she began clawing at the earth around her legs. Her chances of digging herself out and making good her escape were slim, but they were all she had. Better to go down fighting, she reasoned, than accept her fate with a whimper.

				She began frantically clawing away the dirt, expecting at any moment to hear a cry from one of her captors. The smell of cooking wafted through the open cabin window. Jenna prayed the meal would keep their minds off her, for just a bit longer. She almost screamed with frustration as she dug, seemingly getting nowhere.

				“I’ll go feed the slave,” she heard Dina say.

				“Don’t waste food,” her mother replied. “Finish your own supper, then take care of her.”

				Jenna could see her knees. Perspiration rained down her body. She bent over, scrabbling at the soil with bleeding fingers, like a dog unearthing a bone. She finally managed to pull her right leg out and almost whooped for joy. The extra minutes it took to work her left leg free of the hole felt like hours.

				Mother and daughter had still not appeared. Jenna bolted towards the forest, then stopped, realising she was not going to get very far as she was. Even if her captors did not catch her again, she would still be naked, and lost as ever. If she was to have any hope of a successful getaway, she needed to increase the odds in her favour. The best way to do that would be to neutralise Dina and momma.

				She crept up to the cabin and peered cautiously through the front window. Momma was sitting at the head of the table, thoughtfully sipping her coffee. Dina had her back to the window and was squatting on her chair, ankles curled under her bare bottom. She appeared to be engaged in her near perpetual act of masturbation. The shotgun was propped against the wall, just inside the window, within easy reach of Jenna.

				Unseen by the pair at the table, a trembling hand reached through the window and closed around the barrel of the shotgun.

				“Maybe I oughta use a knife,” mused Dina. “What do you think, momma? We could cook a slave stew.”

				“I’ll leave the killin’ to you,” her mother replied. “I don’t much care how you do it.”

				Suddenly, the door burst open and the object of their deliberations staggered into the kitchen, covered in dirt and sweat. The shotgun was gripped firmly in both hands.

				“Stay where you are, you fucking sick bitches!” she yelled.

				As though she had not heard her, Dina leaped from her chair and threw herself at her mother’s feet, wrapping both arms around one of her thighs. Momma glared at Jenna, more with hatred than fear.

				“Which one of you should I shoot first?” she wondered.

				“Not me!” Dina shrieked. “I’ll be your slavey girl, if you don’t kill me.”

				“Shut your fucking mouth!” her mother hissed.

				“That’s a nice idea,” said Jenna. “You really want to be my slavey girl?”

				Dina nodded vigorously.

				“Okay,” she said. “Tie momma’s hands. Use her shirt.”

				Dina removed her mother’s shirt, tore off several strips, and used them to tightly bind her wrists. When the woman protested and began struggling, Jenna rammed the shotgun barrel into her belly.

				“I’d like nothing better than to splatter your ass all over this room,” she rasped. “Get up on the table.”

				“You’re making a big mistake, slavey girl,” momma warned. “We saved your ass from those men. We planned to take good care of you. This ain’t the way to repay us.”

				“I know exactly how you planned to take care of me,” Jenna replied. “I’m going to count to three. If you’re not laid out on that table by the time I’ve finished, you’ll have a hole bigger than your stinking cunt. One!”

				Though trembling with fury, the woman was not tempted to find out if Jenna was bluffing. When she was lying on her back on the table, Jenna ordered her daughter to strip her. This was one task Dina needed no urging to perform. There were few things in the world she loved more than the sight of her mother’s naked body. Following Jenna’s instructions, she used two more strips of shirt to tie her ankles to two legs of the table.

				“I’ll be back in a minute,” Jenna promised. “You won’t go anywhere, will you? Dina, the bedroom!”

				With the shotgun pressed into the small of her back, the girl led the way.

				“You don’t need the gun no more,” she protested. “I’m your slavey girl, now. I’ll do anything you tell me.”

				“Shut up and kneel,” Jenna retorted. “That’s it. Hands behind your back.”

				The handcuffs dangled from the head of the bed. Jenna snapped them around the girl’s wrists, then placed the shotgun carefully on the window ledge and picked up a whip that was lying on the floor. Even though she was well acquainted with the business end of such a weapon, she had never before held one in her hand. It gave her a feeling of power that was almost equal to the shotgun. She took a few practice lashes at the floor, before laying the leather across Dina’s bare buttocks. On the second stroke, the girl leaped to her feet, with a yelp. The whip hissed again, coiling around her thighs.

				In the heat of a sudden, overwhelming rage, Jenna scourged her mercilessly, making her leap around the bedroom, like a puppet on a string.

				“Stop.... stop...! Please!” she shrieked.

				“What’s the matter?” Jenna sneered. “Don’t you like being a slavey girl anymore?”

				Under a relentless hail of lashes, Dina made a desperate dive for the door. Jenna pursued her, shotgun in one hand, whip in the other. In a last ditch bid to escape her tormentor, Dina threw herself under the table.

				“Come out,” Jenna shouted, aiming the shotgun at her.

				“Don’t whip me no more,” she sobbed.

				“If you don’t come out, I’ll shoot you,” came the reply.

				The trembling girl emerged from under the table, whimpering for mercy. Jenna pushed her outside and ordered her to step into the hole she herself had only recently emerged from.

				“What you gonna do?” Dina demanded.

				“You’ll find out, slavey girl. Get into the hole, now! I’m in a fucking hurry.”

				When Dina was standing in the hole, Jenna put down the shotgun, picked up the shovel from nearby and began filling it in. When Dina’s protests became annoying, she silenced her with a whack of the shovel handle into her belly. She continued shovelling furiously, until the hillbilly girl was buried to her hips, her labia brushing the earth. Jenna spat in her face, before returning indoors, to finish dealing with momma.

				The woman was sitting up on the table, struggling to break free of her bonds.

				“Where’s the nearest town?” Jenna demanded, pressing the shotgun to her right breast.

				“You’ll never find it,” she cackled. “And I sure as hell ain’t telling.”

				“Guess I’ll have to ask Dina, then,” said Jenna. “I’ll just shoot you first.”

				Momma laughed. “Dina can’t help you. She ain’t never been beyond these hills. All she knows about town is that I go there to get supplies, once a month.”

				“Then you’d better tell me the way,” said Jenna. “I’m pissed off with you redneck rapists and I’m not in the mood to play games.”

				“Make me,” the woman sneered, defiantly. “Go on, be a tough girl. I ain’t scared of you.”

				Jenna’s finger tightened on the trigger, but she could not bring herself to cold bloodedly shoot another human being - even one as despicable as this. As she put down the shotgun, the woman laughed. Jenna slapped her across the face, hard enough to knock her flat onto her back again.

				“You’d better shoot me,” she snarled. “If you don’t, I swear to God I’ll make you the sorriest little bitch that ever crawled this earth.”

				“You don’t seem to appreciate the predicament you’re in,” Jenna replied. “Let me explain it to you.”

				Grabbing a tuft of momma’s pubic hair, she yanked it out by the roots. The woman hissed through clenched teeth, in rage and pain. Jenna plucked out a few more strands.

				“My little girl could do better than that,” the woman laughed.

				Jenna looked around for a suitable weapon with which to knock the smirk off her face. She picked up one of the dinner forks and jabbed it so hard into her left buttock that it remained stuck, when she removed her hand. The woman uttered a gasp, followed by another snigger. Jenna picked up the other fork and rammed it into her right cheek. It proved equally ineffective, despite the agony. Jenna thought the whip might prove a better means of persuasion.

				Momma cackled insanely, blood oozing from her buttocks, as the first lash burned a furrow across both breasts. She could have told Jenna she enjoyed receiving pain almost as much as she relished inflicting it, but that would have spoiled the fun. Her fat brown nipples swelled to inch long erections and her sex puckered wetly, as lash after lash seared her flesh. Jenna continued whipping her from head to foot, until her arm ached. When she finally dropped the whip, the woman was still giggling, drenched in sweat and streaked with whip burns.

				“I’ll break you,” Jenna panted.

				“I’m shaking with fear,” momma laughed.

				Jenna’s gaze came to rest on the stove and the long black poker standing in a rack next to it. She picked it up and plunged it into the fire. Her mind was made up. Either this mad hillbilly dyke would tell her what she wanted to know, or she would meet a most agonising fate.

				When Jenna pulled the poker from the fire, a couple of minutes later, the point glowed red hot. For the first time, momma’s look became one of genuine fear.

				“Maybe you’ll talk with this up your ass,” said Jenna.

				The point touched the crinkled rim of the woman’s anus. Hearing her mother’s scream from inside the cabin, Dina began scrabbling more frantically with her cuffed hands, vainly struggling to extricate herself from the hole in the ground. Jenna held the poker in readiness to thrust into the throbbing rectum of her victim.

				“Prairie Cove!” momma screamed. “It’s about twelve miles down river. Oh God, my fucking asshole! You evil little bitch.”

				“Careful,” Jenna cautioned her.

				She touched the poker to both breasts of the screaming woman, then threw it to the floor. She deserved far more prolonged torture, but Jenna’s priority had to be escape.

				In the bedroom, she put on a plain pink cotton dress that must have belonged to Dina, and a pair of sandals. She could not find any underwear. She filled a knapsack with some supplies from the fridge. As she was about to shut the door, she spotted a half empty wine bottle. She emptied the contents over momma, then forced several inches of the neck of the bottle into her anus, eliciting a fresh shriek of agony.

				“I can’t say it was nice meeting you,” she said, picking up the shotgun. “Sorry I can’t stay longer, to pay you back properly for all your hospitality.”

				“You can’t leave me like this!” momma cried.

				Jenna smiled. “Watch me.”

				The enraged screams of the woman followed her from the cabin and out to where Dina waited helplessly.

				“Take me with you,” she pleaded. “I’ll be your slavey girl forever.”

				“I’ve had enough of slavey girls,” Jenna replied.

				Before turning her back on the whimpering girl, she rammed the handle of the whip into her rectum, leaving her with a four foot tail of black leather trailing behind her. It occurred to her that the crazed mother and daughter might be unable to free themselves, but she did not care. A lingering death in bondage was no more than either deserved.

				She took the boat and began to row down the narrow river. Once the cabin was out of sight, Dina and her momma were forgotten. Jenna could think only of the town ahead, and freedom at last. She prayed her sister was still at Rancho Diablo, so that she could be set free, along with all the other slaves, when the cops raided the hell hole.

				Half an hour later, her arms were aching from the exertions of continuous rowing. The funereal pace of the boat was frustrating, but she could not make it move any faster. The tight cotton dress, now drenched in sweat, was plastered against her body. As the sun slowly set, the trees on either side of the river seemed to close in on her. She had to make it to Prairie Cove before nightfall.

				Rounding a bend in the river, she was startled by the sight of a nude figure, a hundred yards in front of her. The man was standing thigh deep in the middle of the river, splashing water over his hairy barrel chest. He and Jenna spotted one another in the exact same instant. She could not be sure if he was one of the men from Rancho Diablo, but either way, she was taking no chances. She pulled in the oars and reached for the shotgun at her feet, as the boat drifted towards him.

				Even when he saw the weapon being raised, he did not move. As she drew nearer, she saw a thin smile crack the black bearded mask of his face. It was not a welcoming expression.

				“Move out of my fucking way,” she muttered. “Oh God, don’t make me shoot him.”

				Man and boat were only yards apart now. Jenna pressed the stock of the shotgun firmly against her right shoulder, finger whitening on the trigger. His chest was squarely in her sights. At this range, she could not miss. Gold capped teeth glinted in his broadening grin. He stretched out his arms, as though to embrace the oncoming boat. On the end of his right wrist was a silver steel claw. Jenna mentally counted to three, then squeezed the trigger.

				The blast was deafening. The recoil of the powerful weapon slammed her backwards and she toppled from the boat. The shotgun flew from her hands and she hit the water, with a loud cry. She thought she saw the big man fall, but it had all happened too fast to be certain. Water rushed into her mouth and nose, as she went under, limbs flailing desperately. In the next panic stricken moment, she felt a powerful pair of arms hooking under her armpits and dragging her to the surface. She continued to thrash helplessly, as she was hauled onto the riverbank and laid out on her back.

				She rolled onto her side, coughing up water and fighting for air. It took her a few minutes to recover. She rolled onto her back again and saw half a dozen bearded faces gazing down at her. One belonged to the naked man she thought she had shot.

				“What the fuck is this?” demanded a tall and handsome figure, with dreadlocked blonde hair and a neatly trimmed beard.

				“A bitch playing Rambo,” the gold toothed man replied. He leaned over Jenna, with a broad leer. “You missed, little girl. You shoot at Clawfinger, you better not miss, cos you ain’t gonna get a second chance.”

				Jenna started to rise. A multi-buckled boot on the right foot of the blonde man pressed on her chest, pushing her back down.

				“At ease, baby,” he growled. “Why’d you try to blow a hole in Clawfinger?”

				“He was in my way,” she gasped. “You’re hurting me!”

				“Awww, Chaim, you’re hurting the little Rambo lady,” Clawfinger sneered. “That ought to be my privilege, seeing as I’m the one she tried to turn into fish food.”

				“Where did she come from?” The voice belonged to a slender, chestnut haired girl, who appeared by the side of the blonde man.

				“Must be a mermaid,” he snapped. “Get your ass back to the campsite, Tori. When I need you here, I’ll call.”

				“Yeah, sure,” she muttered, turning away.

				He hurried her away with a smack to her denim sheathed rear, before returning his full attention to Jenna.

				“Let me tell you something, shotgun baby,” he said, his boot pressing harder on her chest. “There’s two ways to come calling on the Hell Kings. If you’re a man, you carry a couple of big guns, and you don’t come alone. If you’re a bitch, you come on your knees. What you did was most unfriendly.”

				“I’m sorry,” she croaked.

				He shook his head. “No baby, you ain’t sorry. Not yet.”

				“But you will be,” Clawfinger gleefully added. “Me and the other Kings will see to that.”

				Chaim snapped his fingers. “Bring her to the party.”

				Several men lifted Jenna off the ground and carried her a short distance, to a wide circle of clear ground among the trees. A ring of garishly coloured tents formed the border of the campsite. Parked beside the tents were the gleaming iron horses of their owners. A purple flag with a bloodstained axe insignia fluttered on a pole above the big black tepee which belonged to Chaim, Captain of the Hell Kings. A shiny purple camper van, also bearing the bloody axe logo, was parked near the tepee.

				Jenna was flung to the ground, beside the smouldering campfire. The entire gang assembled to inspect her. She counted a total of eleven men and five women, and not a friendly face among the lot. The girl called Tori moved to Chaim’s side, regarding the captured girl with naked contempt.

				“What do you plan on doing with her?” she demanded.

				“Serving up justice, Hell Kings style,” he replied.

				“It’d be quicker to just tie a rock around her ankles and throw her back in the river,” she said.

				“But not as much fun,” he growled, pushing her away. “Clawfinger, you’re the one nearly got his ass blown away. What form of justice do you propose?”

				His gold smile glinted. “I reckon we ought to spread the bitch, for a start. Then, we can all have some fun.”

				Two huge Harleys were rolled out and kick-started into life. The roar of the engines was ear-splitting. Jenna was held down by a pair of hairy bikers, as Chaim and Clawfinger roped her ankles. The free ends of the ropes were secured to the tails of the two Harleys. At a signal from Chaim, the riders nudged them into gear and twisted the throttle grips. The machines surged forward, in opposite directions, pulling the ropes taut. Jenna screamed in agony as her legs were pulled wide apart. The riders braked only a split second before she would have been ripped in two.

				Clawfinger gripped the front of her dress in the pincers of his steel hand and ripped it open, as easily as if it were made of papier mache. The sight of her nakedness was greeted by an excited murmur from the bikers.

				“What’s this?” Chaim demanded, prodding the D on her left buttock with the toe of his right boot.

				“The brand of Rancho Diablo,” she croaked. “I was a slave there.”

				“A runaway slave!” Clawfinger grinned, clamping her right nipple in his pincers. “Satan has been good to us tonight.”

				Jenna shrieked again, as the pincers squeezed tight and twisted her nipple. More hands than she could count roughly pawed her body, fingers poking her orifices. The grip of the steel claw on her nipple was excruciating. One of the bikers started to unzip his jeans.

				“Hang back, bro,” Clawfinger warned. “I’ve got first claim on this bitch.”

				The wild haired man did not argue. He could wait his turn. Finally releasing his mind numbing grip on her nipple, Clawfinger turned and hurried to his tent. He returned a moment later, wearing a greasy denim cutoff. It was identical to that worn by the other gang members, bearing the bloody axe motif and the gothic lettered legend HELL KINGS, underneath. In his left fist, he carried a roll of copper wire. His cock swung before him, like a truncheon.

				“Best do this in true Hell Kings style,” he said, uncoiling the wire.

				Gripping Jenna’s right nipple between his teeth, he wound the end of the wire around it, pulled tightly and knotted it. He uncoiled several yards of the wire, snipped it with his steel claw and handed it to Chaim. While the biker Captain tied the wire around a nearby tree trunk, pulling Jenna’s breast to one side, Clawfinger attached another strand of wire to her left nipple and wound it tightly around an opposite tree. The wire was so tight, it almost cut through her nipples.

				“Someone’s really been whipping this bitch,” said Clawfinger, observing the red lash weals streaking her body.

				Two wooden stakes were hammered into the ground and Jenna’s wrists lashed to them with strands of wire. From her neck down, she could scarcely move a muscle. For the time being, she was Clawfinger’s alone. The rest of the gang stood by, watching and waiting, like a pack of hungry wolves. The women seemed just as eager as their male companions to see her punished.

				Clawfinger picked up a bunch of nettles in his claw and rubbed them lightly over both stretched breasts. The stinging brought tears to Jenna’s eyes, even though she was already in agony. He covered her chest with a blanket of stinging nettles, then turned his attention to the puckering gash between her thighs. His claw pinched a pink fleshy petal and stretched it until she screamed. He worked his claw up inside her slit, before opening it out. Cold steel pushed against her vaginal walls, forcibly stretching. As Jenna began howling in the most hideous agony, a small, ash blonde girl with oriental features, looked away. She winced, but did not plead for sympathy for the tortured captive.

				“Let me show you my Clawfinger special,” the one handed biker growled, finally withdrawing his steel attachment.

				Kneeling between Jenna’s thighs, he filled her throbbing pussy with the full length of his thick cock. As he thrust in and out of her, he undid the straps around his right arm and took off his claw.

				“Like having a second dick,” he grinned, waving his arm in front of Jenna’s face.

				Oiled by her pussy, his cock slid effortlessly into her rear hole. The sharp pangs of that penetration were nothing compared to what she felt when he thrust the handless stump of his arm into her pussy, halfway to the elbow.

				“Slut felt that!” one of the bikers hollered. “Give it to her, Clawfinger. Bust her wide open.”

				He was already doing just that, arm pistoning in unison with his cock. Jenna whimpered, staring through eyes blurred by tears at the faces of the devils surrounding her. She knew Clawfinger was only the first. Once he was done with her, she would be taken by the others. She did not imagine they would treat her any more gently.

				Clawfinger took a hellish eternity, before jettisoning his hot, thick payload in her backside. Breathless and temporarily sated, he withdrew arm and cock together, wiped both clean on her thighs, then invited the rest of the gang to partake of “the bitch meat”.

				They fell upon her like hyenas, already slavering from viewing the opening rape. Her head was jerked upwards by the hair and a fat, smelly tube of manmeat rammed down her throat. Seconds later, another hot cock slid up between her legs. She was at least fortunate that the beast straining on top of her blocked her rear end to the access of another.

				The five women stood by, watching the gang rape and sipping cans of beer. Chaim’s chestnut haired lady was the only female who appeared particularly aroused by the spectacle. She was breathing heavily, nipples straining against her tight white cotton vest. Her man was watching intently, a prominent bulge in the crotch of his jeans. He appeared in no hurry to claim his share of Jenna.

				Cock cream spewed over her face and breasts. She had scarcely time to catch her breath before the next man in line pushed his tool past her lips. Her anus was too tempting to be spared for long. It was stuffed with a throbbing cock, the instant the other rapist was finished with her pussy.

				Chaim waited for over an hour, before finally succumbing to the allure of the cum drenched young girl. As he sheathed his hard ten inches in her foaming pussy, Tori turned away, with a look of disgust. By then Clawfinger, hand once more attached to his arm, was ready for more of the luscious prize he had captured. He splashed the contents of a beer can between his thighs, then lowered his dripping anus to Jenna’s mouth. She licked and sucked, like a well programmed automaton, struggling to continue breathing. When he rose off her face again, she managed to catch a few lungfuls of air, before her throat was filled with his cock.

				As the beer gradually took effect, the animal passions of the bikers subsided. All eleven had screwed Jenna several times. She was reduced to a semen receptacle, overflowing from arse and pussy and with what felt like a gallon of the stuff swirling around in her belly.

				Chaim found Tori in the tepee, smoking a joint the size of his cock.

				“What’s your fucking problem?” he demanded.

				“Why’d you fuck that bitch?” she retorted, with an icy glare. “I’m your lady, remember?”

				“That’s right,” he growled, clamping a big hand on the back of her neck. “You’re my lady - MY property. You do not own me. Your cunt has no exclusive claim to my cock. I can fuck any bitch I want, whenever I want. If you got any other ideas, you’d better get them out of your pretty little head, right now.”

				“I’ve got another idea,” she replied. “Why don’t you go fuck yourself?”

				Smiling, Chaim took the glowing joint from her fingers and jammed it into the left corner of his mouth. Then, he wrapped both arms around her waist and pushed her face down onto the red rug that covered the floor of the tent. She struggled only briefly, knowing she was completely at his mercy. She was indeed Chaim’s lady and nobody would dream of interfering with his right to do exactly as he pleased with her.

				Sitting on her back, he unbuttoned her jeans and pushed them down over her slender hips, as far as her knees. Her tiny black lace panties were childishly easy to rip off.

				“You need a lesson in respect, baby,” he muttered, gripping the joint between his teeth and unbuckling his studded leather belt.

				Tori grimaced, biting on her lower lip. The studded side of the thick belt struck her creamy rear cheeks, with a resounding THWACK. She forced herself not to cry out, until the fourth savage stroke had fallen. A dozen more followed in breakneck succession, leaving her with burning buttocks and dramatically altered attitude. Her Master dismounted and she raised herself onto all fours, without waiting for his command. She guessed he would wish to thoroughly punish her bottom. He unzipped his jeans, then spread her throbbing buttocks. She whimpered as the drooling head of his cock nudged the puckering rim of her anus.

				Outside, by the flickering light of the campfire, a black haired girl was greedily and noisily sucking the creamy cock mess from Jenna’s pussy, whilst anally fucking her with two fingers.

				“What are the rest of you bitches waiting for?” Clawfinger drunkenly yelled. “Don’t tell me you’ve all gone off girls, all of a sudden.” He prodded his claw into the ribs of a skinny girl in a ripped tee shirt and denim shorts, who was lying next to him on the grass. “Go sit on her face, Liza. I bet she’d love some of your cunt honey to wash down all that cum.”

				“I’ll do better than that,” the girl giggled, staggering to her feet.

				She wriggled out of her shorts, then stood over Jenna, using two fingers of each hand to part the lips of her pierced and shaven pussy mouth. The bikers spontaneously applauded, as she drenched her face in a steaming torrent of gold.

				When Chaim emerged from his tepee, with Tori crawling naked behind him, a full scale piss festival was under way. Seven cocks and a trio of pussies were simultaneously drenching Jenna, from head to foot. Seemingly oblivious to the golden monsoon, the girl between her thighs continued to devour her slimy feast.

				“Go get her,” Chaim told his Queen. “You have my permission to fuck her out of her mind.”

				Dangling between Tori’s thighs was a nine inch black latex strap-on phallus. She waited for the golden showers to abate, then mounted the piss soaked captive, guiding the dildo to her rear orifice. As she thrust into her, she grabbed a fistful of nettles off her chest and stuffed them into her pussy. Jenna’s cry of pain was the most satisfying thing she had heard all night.

				“This is for Chaim,” she whispered, before spitting into her open mouth.

				“Man, Tori looks like she wants to kill that bitch!” one of the bikers remarked.

				Chaim smiled wickedly. “Yeah. I think it might be fun to keep little Miss Rambo around for a while.”

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Part Two

				Four days after setting out in search of Jenna, Logan and his three companions returned to Rancho Diablo. Though they had failed to recapture the escapee, they did have a pair of consolation prizes for Troy. Staggering behind the horses, wrists and ankles in chains and with ropes around their necks, were the bedraggled figures of Dina and her mother. They slumped to their knees in the yard, while Logan went in search of Troy.

				He found the slavemaster in his office, speaking to a client on the telephone. A naked girl was crouched at his feet, polishing his boots with her tongue.

				“I can arrange delivery,” he was saying. “How soon do you need the girls?” He listened for a moment, then spoke again. “I can’t see any problem with that. There’s no need for me to know anything about your project. Once you’ve paid your money, the slaves are yours, to use as you see fit. I have a couple of beauties that will fit the bill perfectly ... No need to worry on that score. The ass wearing the brand of Rancho Diablo belongs to a girl better trained than any dog ... Fine. My men will bring the girls, you bring the cash. Pleasure doing business, Mr G.”

				After he had hung up, he scribbled a few notes on his desk pad, before glancing up at Logan, whose expression said all he did not want to hear.

				“You didn’t find her?”

				Logan shook his head. “Looks like we’ll have to write this one off.”

				“Fuck!” Troy exploded, kicking away the slave at his feet.

				“We didn’t come back empty handed though,” Logan hastened to add. “Take a look out in the yard.”

				Troy walked to the window and briefly studied the slumped figures of mother and daughter. “Where did you find them?”

				“In a cabin across the river,” Logan replied. “The girl was half buried in the front garden. Her mother was tied to the kitchen table, with a wine bottle and two dinner forks sticking out of her ass. Apparently our girl paid them a visit.”

				“And did that to them!” Troy exclaimed.

				He nodded. “Seems she took them by surprise. Tied them up and spent a whole day torturing them, before making off down the river in their boat. The mother said she was heading for Prairie Cove. I don’t think she would have lied to me, with a .45 stuck in her face.”

				“Prairie Cove!” Troy groaned. “I’d better get on the phone to Sheriff Macklin. Unless the bitch ran straight to him, we’re in deep shit.”

				For the past eighteen hours, Zoe had been hanging from the cross. Her arms were lashed to the crossbeam with strips of leather. Her breasts and buttocks bore livid testament to the agonies endured whilst wrapped in barbed wire. Two iron buckets, brimful of urine from the slave herd, hung from ropes bound tightly around her breasts. Dangling from a chain, with a split link pushed through her labia, was a heavy gold bell. Her feet were unfettered, but only because there was not the remotest chance of her being able to use them.

				Her heart had sank at the sight of the returning horsemen, until she realised her sister was not one of the women staggering behind them. That could only mean Jenna was still free. Or ... She refused to entertain the second horrible possibility. Her faith in Jenna bringing about her own release was all she had left to sustain her throughout these days of unremitting torture.

				Troy appeared slightly more relieved, when he put down the phone again.

				“Our lawman friend assures me she never made it to Prairie Cove,” he said. “If she turns up anywhere now, it’ll be as dead meat. What a fucking tragedy! We’ll never find another pair of slaves as valuable as those two.”

				“That mother and daughter should fetch a good price,” Logan pointed out. “Even if they’re nowhere near as valuable as the twins, we did get them for nothing, so we’ll at least cut our losses.”

				“This isn’t just about money,” Troy grumbled. “What pisses me off more than anything is the very fact of her getting away. It doesn’t look good and it sure as hell doesn’t feel good. Spread the word around the herd that you found what was left of her in the forest, after the wolves. That should strike the fear of Satan into the bitches. But just in case any of them is still foolish enough to go for it, I want notices posted all around, warning that any future escape attempts will be punishable by death. And when I say death, I mean of the slow and painful variety.”

				“That should prove an effective deterrent,” said Logan. “What about the new arrivals? Shall we get ‘em branded and ready for market?”

				“Later,” Troy answered. “I have other business to attend to first. Ever heard of a lady known as the Ringmistress?”

				“Sure,” replied Logan. “Runs some kind of a circus down Mexico way.”

				“Not anymore,” said Troy. “The Sado Circus has crossed the border and it’s proprietor is looking to stock up on some all American ass, of the kind we specialise in. My contact in the big city has told me to expect her within the next day or two. In the meantime, I’ve got to pick out two big titted movie stars from the herd, for a guy in the nasty end of the porn business. He needs them by noon tomorrow and the pick-up point is four hundred miles south. That means you and Kurt had better be on the road within the next few hours. Take guns. I haven’t dealt with this guy before and I’m not sure I trust him.”

				“Got anything for us to pick up on the return journey?” asked Logan.

				“Only as many sweet hitch hikers as you can find,” Troy replied. “Throw our two new arrivals in the corral, until I find time to deal with them. That little girl looks like a particularly tasty proposition.”

				That night, after she and her mother had been whipped and branded, Dina was subjected to the kind of rape she had heard about from Jenna. It was not quite the wildly erotic experience she had imagined. As she lay bleeding in the stocks, she felt Troy’s cock in her rectum and his electric dildo prod in her pussy. One of the hooded men thrust his cock into her mouth, choking off her screams of pain. Her mother was in the adjoining stocks, biting down on a rope gag and whimpering like a wounded animal, as another hooded Master violated her from behind.

				Madam Ringmistress arrived the following afternoon, her black stretch limousine sweeping regally through the ranch gates. Following close behind was a canvas covered olive green army truck. The limousine rolled to a halt in the shadow of the ranch house and a grey suited chauffeuse emerged, hastening to open the rear door for her passenger.

				The lady that emerged from the limo might well have been a sixties movie queen. She was draped in an ankle length mink coat. Her silvery blonde hair was tied up in a bun and black glasses accentuated her air of elegant mystery. Only from up close, where the lines in her face became visible, did she look like what she really was - a woman in her mid to late fifties.

				Troy disliked her immediately, mainly because she was a woman, in a position where he strongly felt none of her sex belonged. Her imperious manner did not help. After thirty seconds in her company, he longed to use his whip and cock to put her in her rightful place. Dealing with her was going to prove difficult, even if she did have a sizeable bankroll to invest in slaves.

				“So, finally I arrive at the slave trader’s Mecca,” she said, in a faintly Spanish tinged accent. “Ever since first hearing about this place, I have longed to see it for myself.”

				“I hope you won’t be disappointed,” Troy said. “Would you like me to show you around?”

				“There is no hurry,” she replied. “I would like to discuss our business first. In private.”

				Troy escorted her to his office and poured her a large vodka. Before sitting down, she removed her mink coat and draped it over the back of her chair. Underneath, she wore the skintight rubber uniform of a hardcore dominatrix. Her body was slim and long limbed, breasts pleasantly ample. A variety of instruments hung from the diamond studded belt around her waist. Troy found the cat o’ nine tails with a tiny razor at the end of each leather strip particularly interesting.

				“I use it sparingly,” she said, seating herself. “I get the impression, Mister ...”

				“Call me Troy.”

				“I get the impression, Troy, that you would be more comfortable dealing with me, if I were a man.”

				“I find that men do tend to dominate this business,” he replied. “Until now, the only women I’ve come across in the slave trade have been the kind we have in the corral out there.”

				The Ringmistress sipped her drink. “I have been in the slave related business for many years. I know of several alternative sources that would be happy to supply me with what I need. I came to you first, because I heard you were the best. Now, are you prepared to sell me a few girls, or are we both wasting our time?”

				“We can do business, er ...”

				“Madam is fine.”

				He gritted his teeth. “We can do business, Madam. What exactly are you looking for?”

				“I have no rigid requirements,” she answered. “Apart from beauty, of course. My audiences do not pay to see ugly girls suffer.”

				“You won’t find better looking slaves anywhere,” Troy assured her. “I’m sure you wouldn’t be here, if you thought otherwise. I am curious though, about this Sado Circus of yours. Do you have slaves jumping through hoops and putting their heads in the mouths of lions?”

				“The Sado Circus is far more creative than that,” she answered tersely. “But I am not about to give away any secrets. You will have to come to one of my shows. The opening performance is in two weeks and I intend it to be a spectacular occasion. Which is why I need four top quality slaves. I had to dispose of my previous collection, before leaving Mexico. It would not do to be caught bringing them across the border. I think it would be best to leave the discussion of prices until after I have put all potential purchases through my selection process.”

				Troy frowned. “Selection process!”

				“I do not want to just pick four girls from a line up,” Madam Ringmistress explained. “Shopping ought to be fun, whether it be for slaves or jewellery. I noticed a girl on a cross, on my way in. Is she for sale?”

				“She’s this week’s special offer,” Troy replied. “The cross is punishment for a few infringements of discipline.”

				“Cruel and unusual punishment is most important,” said the Ringmistress. “Line her up with the rest of the herd. I should like to begin my selection process at once.”

				Troy turned away from her, so that she could not see his rage. He resented taking orders from anybody, but particularly a woman. The urge to put her in her rightful place was nigh on irresistible.

				Zoe could barely walk, when she was taken down from the cross. A hooded Master led her to the yard, where the twenty-three other slaves stood in line for inspection, hands behind bowed heads, chests thrust out, legs wide apart.

				“It’s her!” Dina whispered excitedly.

				Her mother had already noticed the girl she thought was Jenna - the girl responsible for their present predicament. Snarling with a primeval fury, she leaped out of line, to throw herself at the blonde girl. A Master shouted and a whiplash scorched her back, but little short of a bullet was going to stop her getting her hands on Zoe and tearing her limb from limb.

				Zoe hardly knew what hit her, as she was knocked to the ground. Fingers clawed at her face and hair, feral teeth sank into her right breast. A pair of Masters tried to drag the maddened woman from on top of her, but were stopped by Troy. Few spectacles gave him more pleasure than a full blooded catfight, especially if the combatants were hell bent on murdering one another.

				“That girl is no good to me dead,” said the Ringmistress.

				“I won’t let her be killed,” Troy promised.

				Already weakened by her tortures, Zoe was stunned by the ferocity of the surprise attack. She could feel the blood oozing warmly from her breast as the woman sank her teeth in again. In a blind panic, she tugged at her hair with both hands, bringing a knee up between her thighs. The latter action was the most effective. Repeated rapes had left momma’s pussy tender and throbbing. The impact of Zoe’s knee sent a shockwave through her guts, causing her to release her breast. The girl scrabbled from under her and broke free.

				She did not get far. The woman grabbed one of her ankles and brought her to the ground. Whooping excitedly, Dina made a dash to help her mother. Two whips rained lashes down upon her, as she rolled to the dirt, kicking and screaming. Her mother shrieked curses, as she kicked and punched Zoe, who seemed incapable of fighting back.

				“Crawl, bitch!” momma yelled. “You ain’t gettin’ away again.”

				Zoe tried to raise herself to her knees, but was sent sprawling with a kick to the head. Had her attacker not been barefoot, the blow could have killed her.

				“Tell them to stop whipping that girl,” said the Ringmistress, pointing towards Dina. “I want her in one piece.”

				Troy reluctantly called a halt to the merciless punishment and ordered the girl to be chained in her stall. Zoe was bleeding from her bitten breast and broken lower lip. Her attacker dragged her across the yard by the hair, hauled her to her feet and threw her forward against the barbed wire of the corral. As she slumped to her knees, screaming and bleeding, a pair of hands gripped her throat. Momma cackled insanely, squeezing hard. Zoe was powerless to shake off her grip. Her head spun, as she croaked for breath.

				Troy’s whip snaked through the air and coiled around momma’s throat. With a strangled shriek, she released Zoe and clawed at the leather constrictor with both hands. A tug on the whip brought her to her knees. Troy laid her out on the ground, by planting a booted foot heavily on her chest.

				After Dina had been secured in the barn, he ordered the hooded Masters to put her mother on the gallows. She was to be punished with thirty lashes, before being made “ranch bait”. Zoe was given a few minutes to recover from the worst of her ordeal, before Troy hauled her to her feet and pushed her back into line, with the other slaves.

				“That was exciting!” breathed the Ringmistress. “Though it does take half the fun out of my selection process.” She clicked her fingers. “Nyra!”

				A girl with crew cut blonde hair and boyishly beautiful features stepped forward. She was one of the pair who had arrived in the army truck. Her companion was similarly uniformed. As the Ringmistress studiously inspected each slave, fondling and probing with rubber gloved hands, the girl noted down details on her clipboard. At the end of the inspection, six girls were ordered to step forward. The remainder were herded back into the corral.

				“Two out of these six shall complete my collection,” the Ringmistress told Troy. “This is where my selection process begins. I presume you have a wide range of equipment here.”

				“This is a slave ranch,” he retorted. “What exactly are you planning to do?”

				“You will enjoy it,” she promised, before turning to address the six apprehensive slaves. “I shall be taking two of you away with me. The tests that follow will determine which two. You do not need to know where I shall be taking you, only that it is a big step closer to freedom.”

				At the mention of that magic word, the faces of the six lit up. Now that they had swallowed the Ringmistress’ lie, each would push herself to the very limits. Had she told them the truth, they would strive to be kept in the lesser hell of Rancho Diablo.

				Along with Dina, the bloodied and battered Zoe was spared the ordeal of the selection process. But the thought of being taken from the ranch filled her with dismay, rather than joy. If she was taken somewhere else, Jenna’s help would come too late.

				For the first test, the remaining six slaves were lined up on all fours, in front of the ranch house. Each had a three foot long chain attached to her labia, by means of steel clamps. Hooked to the other end of each chain was a thick round log.

				“Go!” Troy shouted, cracking his whip in the dust. “Don’t stop until you reach the front gates.”

				The slaves began moving at a snails pace, gasping as the stones cut into their hands and knees. The chains grew taut, then their painfully stretched pussies began dragging the full weight of the logs behind them.

				“Move, sluts!” the Ringmistress barked, drawing her razor whip.

				The slaves felt the sting on their buttocks as she lashed each one in turn, drawing tiny lines of blood. Even then, they could not move much faster.

				Twenty minutes passed before the first girl reached the front gates. The others were close behind. All six were sweating and sobbing in pain. All the while, the uniformed blonde continued taking notes.

				“Keeping score?” asked Troy.

				“I have already decided which two girls I’m going to take,” the Ringmistress replied. “These tests are just a little cruel fun. I trust you don’t mind me abusing your slaves in this manner.”

				“I never object to a slave being abused in any manner,” Troy replied. “Especially by a guest. What do you plan for them now?”

				She smiled thinly. “I think we ought to make their return journey somewhat more painful.”

				Once she had explained her plan to Troy, the necessary equipment was hurriedly brought by his assistant Masters. A plastic drum was placed on the ground behind the slaves. Troy and the three hooded Masters gathered around to urinate into it. When they had finished, the Ringmistress stood over the drum, unzipped her skin of rubber at the crotch and contributed a steaming stream from between the diamond studded folds of her tightly manicured sex. Her three assistants were then invited to do the same. Each squatted over the drum, trousers and panties around her knees and urinated freely, unembarrassed by the lustful stares of the men.

				“That should be more than enough to fill all four to bursting point,” the Ringmistress pronounced, afterwards.

				A lid was screwed onto the drum and the attached length of rubber tubing pushed between the buttocks of the first slave. Troy bore down on the plunger and the girl gasped, as warm piss flooded her belly. He continued pumping until she was screaming in agony.

				“Don’t even think about emptying your ass without my permission,” said the Ringmistress, brandishing her razor whip. “Unless you care for six lashes of my pet weapon.”

				When all six girls had had their bottoms pumped full of piss, they were commanded to stand up and begin walking back in the direction of the house, with their hands held high above their heads. Only when they had reached the front porch would they be permitted to relieve themselves. The razor whip would punish those who failed the test.

				Faces contorted in agony, the slaves moved awkwardly in the direction of the ranch house, dragging their logs behind them. When they had gone a short distance, the Ringmistress unclipped a thin, twelve inch black plastic pipe from her belt.

				“A simple but exquisitely sadistic little weapon,” she whispered to Troy. “Watch this.”

				She took a small silver pin from a cartridge on her belt and inserted it in the pipe. Crouching down, she took a deep breath through her nose, aimed at the girl with the most ample rear end and fired. The pin flew like an arrow and stuck in the slave’s left bun. She reacted to the sharp, unexpected pain with a loud cry and an unclenching of her buttocks. Her bowels evacuated with a thunderous fart, drenching her legs and the ground beneath her in a brownish mess.

				“On your knees, slave!” the Ringmistress shouted. “The rest of you, keep moving.”

				The girl dropped to her knees, knowing what was about to happen and pleading pointlessly for mercy. Troy held her by the hair, as the Ringmistress administered three strokes of the razor whip to both ample breasts, leaving her bleeding and weeping. She had just finished, when a second slave found she could no longer bear the aching in her bowels. She slumped to the ground, the foul mess spraying from her anus. The Ringmistress hurried forth, whip at the ready.

				Shrieks rent the air as the slave received her six stinging lashes to her breasts. Troy flicked his long whip across the buttocks of one of the four girls who remained trudging. She squealed and some of the liquid trickled from her bottom and down her thighs, but she managed not to completely lose control.

				Troy found himself warming to his guest and thoroughly enjoying her slave selection process. He cracked his whip on the same slave again, managing to elicit another cry and a further trickle from her anus.

				“Let me try,” said the Ringmistress, having finished whipping the second kneeling girl.

				Troy handed her his whip. She coiled it, aimed carefully and sent the leather tongue whistling through the air, with a deft flick of her left wrist. The whiplash struck the girl between her thighs and curled up around her belly. Her cry was accompanied by an eruption from her bowels.

				“Nice shot!” Troy commented. “May I have the honour of punishing her?”

				The Ringmistress handed him the razor whip. The slave continued to stagger, squirting out the remains of her enema.

				“On your knees,” Troy commanded. “Take one more step and you’ve earned double your punishment.”

				The despairing girl knelt, biting her lower lip and trembling in anticipation of her punishment. Her Master favoured her buttocks, rather than her breasts. Though this particular girl was no stranger to his whip, the tiny razors flaying her tender flesh had her screaming from the first stroke.

				“I must get one of these babies,” Troy mused, surveying her blood flecked cheeks, six lashes later.

				“In the wrong hands, it could prove a lethal weapon,” said the Ringmistress. “I myself have lost control on one or two occasions, with some particularly troublesome girl.”

				“I’m a professional slave Master,” he snapped. “Any injuries inflicted upon my slaves are purely intentional.”

				“I can imagine,” she replied, taking back her whip. “Well, three down, three to go. That blonde beauty on the left looks to me as though she is about to do something disgusting. A pin or two in her ass should help matters along.”

				She put her plastic pipe back between her lips, loaded it with a pin, crouched and fired. The target yelped and reached down to pluck the tiny spear from her buttock.

				“Hands above your head!” Troy barked, branding the backs of her thighs with a whiplash.

				A second pointed projectile flew from the Ringmistress’ pipe. The blonde girl yelped again, but her buttocks remained clenched.

				“She has spirit,” the Dominatrix mused, plucking another pin from her belt. “A valuable addition to my troupe, I think.”

				A third pin sank into the plump girls left rear cheek. She reeled from the stabbing pain and the ever increasing pressure on her bowels. Only after a further four pins had been shot into her bottom did she succumb to the inevitable. As she sagged to her knees, with an agonised moan, her anus sprayed brown lava in all directions.

				For the two slaves still staggering, every step was a fresh torment. The ranch house seemed miles away, even though it was only a few more yards. The cries of the fourth girl to fall filled their ears, as the Ringmistress maliciously thrashed her breasts.

				Both slaves felt the bite of Troy’s whip on their aching bottoms. They knew the woman’s whip was far worse and this, combined with a burning desire to be free of Rancho Diablo, strengthened their determination not to break. Troy was equally determined that at least one more should fall. And what the Master wanted, the Master got.

				With the whip mercilessly cracking across her buttocks, one of the two could finally no longer contain her agony. Sobbing, she slumped into her steaming puddle, resigned to her fate.

				“Dirty girl,” the Ringmistress sneered, standing before her like a demonic goddess, whip raised. “Hold up your tits.”

				“Please spare me,” the girl whimpered.

				“Save your breath for screaming,” she barked. “Now do as I say, or it won’t just be your tits that taste Madam’s Vampire Special.”

				The girl cupped her hands beneath her heavy breasts and raised them like twin offerings to the whip goddess. The Ringmistress delivered her six vicious strokes in rapid succession, leaving the girl dripping tears onto a pair of crimson drooling globes. In the meantime, the sixth slave had reached the porch. She doubled over, clutching at her belly with both hands and allowed the enema to erupt from her anus. It sprayed a brown arc six feet through the air and splashed onto Troy’s shiny thigh boots.

				“You filthy little bitch!” he bellowed, lashing out with his whip.

				“I’m sorry, Master, she shrieked, jerking beneath the lashes, as her backside continued to spit loudly.

				“Get down on your hands and knees and lick my boots ‘til you can see your stupid face in them,” he barked. “Then, I shall give you an hour or two in Lucifer’s Bedchamber.”

				“Unfortunately, there isn’t going to be time for that,” the Ringmistress interrupted. “I am taking this girl and the fat bottomed blonde, along with the pair I have already chosen. My Mistresses will tie them up and load them, while we conclude our business in your office.”

				“My boots must be licked clean,” Troy insisted, spitting on the girl as she went to work with her tongue.

				The Ringmistress could not be persuaded to remain a while longer and further sample the delights of Rancho Diablo. There was a show to be organised and four new slaves to break in. Having paid the agreed price for the four girls, she produced a gold embossed card from inside her mink coat, signed it and presented it to Troy.

				“Attendance at my Sado Circus is available only to the privileged connoisseur,” she said. “This card is your passport to my world of pain. I guarantee you the experience of a lifetime.”

				Outside, Zoe and the three other captives were bound hand and foot with ropes, gagged and blindfolded, then lifted into the back of the army truck by the two combat clad Mistresses. The olive canvas flaps were secured at the back, hiding the human cargo from outside view. One of the Mistresses would ride with the slaves, to ensure there were no escape attempts.

				Shortly afterwards, as the truck began rolling over the bumpy ground, Zoe surrendered to an overwhelming despair. She should have felt glad to be leaving Rancho Diablo. But the fact that she would never again see the place meant she would probably never again see her sister either.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter 11

				The Hell Kings did not treat Jenna as harshly as her first night in captivity had led her to fear. They kept her naked of course, and chained like a dog to a tree, but they did not abuse her with the same casual indifference as had the Masters of Rancho Diablo. She was adequately fed and allowed to move at will, within the confines of the long chain attached to her dog collar. As long as she understood and accepted that she was being kept for the pleasure of the bikers, she would come to no harm.

				Clawfinger was the only one who particularly relished abusing and humiliating her. In the code of the Hell Kings, that was his right and none would intervene on her behalf, even if he decided to kill her. She did not expect complete forgiveness for having tried to shoot him, but she did feel she had been adequately punished for the crime, during her three days with the gang.

				Terrified though she was of the steel clawed man, Chaim’s chestnut haired lady filled her with even greater dread. Tori rarely passed by Jenna without pausing to kick her, or spit on her. The fact that the Hell Kings Captain was obviously attracted to the newcomer did not help.

				On her second night in captivity, her food had been brought to her in an iron bowl, by Tori. Placing it on the ground before her, she spat into it.

				“If I had my way, you’d be eating shit,” she said, with quiet venom. “You won’t be here long, river girl, that I promise you. Once the Kings get bored with you, which will happen very quickly, you’re history. In the meantime, I intend to make your stay with us as miserable as possible.”

				“Why?” demanded Jenna.

				Tori slapped her hard across the face, before answering. “You’re a piece of shit that doesn’t belong with us. And I don’t like my man soiling his dick in inferior cunt.”

				Jenna had seen that same malevolence in the eyes of Dina’s momma. Given half a chance, Tori would prove equally willing to kill her.

				She found the closest thing to a friend in Kat, the oriental featured ash blonde. It was she who gave her a thick blanket to wrap up in at night and brought her a mug of hot coffee.

				“What are they going to do with me?” Jenna asked, after she had thanked her.

				Kat shrugged. “They may wish to keep you as a sex slave for the gang. One of the Kings might even choose you to be his lady. But it’s most likely they’ll demand a ransom from your owners, for your return.”

				“Send me back to Rancho Diablo!” Jenna cried. “But I’ve told Chaim how they punish runaways there.”

				“That’s hardly his concern,” said Kat. “Anyway, I can do nothing to help you. As a prospect, I’m little more than a slave myself.”

				“What’s a prospect?”

				“Common gang property,” the small girl explained. “Until one man puts a collar on me and claims me as his, I belong to them all. The other girls are all claimed, but Tori is extra special, because she belongs to Chaim. We’re all very careful not to cross her. She can be more dangerous than any of the men.”

				“She wants to kill me,” Jenna whispered. “It’s like she blames me for being screwed by Chaim. If he wants me, I can hardly refuse.”

				“She’s jealous,” said Kat. “She doesn’t like sharing her King with anybody, least of all a slave who has just appeared from nowhere. I’d advise you to try extra hard to please Tori. Your life could yet depend on it. A few months ago, I saw her almost kill a girl with her bare hands.”

				Jenna wished she had not been given that particular piece of information. She was scared enough of Tori, as it was.

				As she curled up in her blanket, for another night of fitful sleep on the hard ground, she was rudely brought back to reality by a determined tug on her chain. She stifled a groan, as she opened her eyes. With the exception of Chaim, the gang members had been raping her throughout the evening. Just when she thought she could finally rest, it seemed she was about to be brutalised yet again.

				“I do apologise for disturbing you,” Clawfinger sneered. “But I’m having trouble getting to sleep, so I thought I’d play with my little doggy for a while.”

				Jenna knew by the tone in his voice that he was unlikely to be satisfied with merely raping her. He had something more creative in mind. He pulled off her blanket and rolled her onto her back, with the steel capped toe of his right boot. With a humility that was now almost second nature, Jenna unquestioningly obeyed his instructions, raising her legs high and drawing her knees up to her chest. Clawfinger tightly bound her wrists to her knees with a thick, oily rope. He then wheeled his Harley over to where she lay and tied the loose end of the rope to the back wheel.

				He adjourned to his tent and Jenna briefly dared to believe he had done his worst. But he returned five minutes later, carrying a mallet and two short wooden stakes, joined together by a short, thick piece of black leather. This was forced between her teeth, then the stakes hammered into the earth on either side of her, tightly pinning her to the ground.

				“That looks good,” he commented, towering over her. “Say something, doggy.”

				Jenna could utter no more than a whimper.

				“Can’t speak,” he grinned. “That’s good. I don’t want you screaming and waking everybody up, when I start torturing you. I know it’s mean not to let the others join in the fun, but I enjoy it better when it’s just you and me. Nothing like a little intimacy between slave and torturer, huh? You just stay right there, while I go for a few more necessities.”

				He seemed to be gone for ages, giving Jenna far too much time to contemplate countless hideous possibilities. One of the many things she had learned about torture was that even the most appalling brutality, when unavoidable, was made far worse by being postponed. When Clawfinger eventually returned, he gripped a huge bouquet of nettles in his steel hand.

				“For you, my love,” he growled, dropping several onto Jenna’s breasts.

				All she could do was hiss and jerk her body, as the plants began to burn her flesh. He brushed the bunch against the undersides of her thighs, across her buttocks and the mouth of her pussy. Her eyes filled with tears of pain that shimmered in the light of the full moon.

				Clawfinger probed her anus with a gloved finger, which he then transferred to her pussy. The stinging nettles more than compensated for any faint stirrings of pleasure she might have experienced. Having teased her for a while, he took a handful of nettles in his gloved fist, bent them in half, then pushed the stalks and most of the leaves up between her thighs, leaving only a few green petals protruding.

				Once her pussy was stuffed with nettles, he turned his attention to her rear hole. One by one, he pushed the stalks of the longest nettles up into her bottom, until she was completely filled. The internal stinging was worse than a combined whipping and branding. Clawfinger jammed the last of the bunch between her toes, then stood up and urinated down onto her face, making sure not a drop missed the target. Before leaving her to her agony, he covered her with her blanket, then bid her goodnight.

				Kat found her in the morning, before any of the others had risen. Her eyes filled with tears of anger, as she first removed all the now dead nettles from Jenna, then pulled the stakes out of the ground, with great effort. The hideous stinging, both inside and out, had given way to a maddening itch, that was almost worse. Small red bumps covered Jenna’s breasts and nether regions. Kat hesitated before untying the rope around her wrists and knees, as though fearful of incurring the wrath of Clawfinger. Jenna whimpered her thanks, as she began scratching like a flea infested dog.

				It was not Clawfinger that Kat had most reason to fear. As the slave was not his exclusive property, he felt no reason to make enquiries about who had taken pity on her in the morning. The punishment for Kat’s good deed came from another source.

				Late that afternoon, a short distance from the camp, she was leaning back against a tree, urinating onto a clump of dead leaves. Her ragged denim shorts were around her ankles. Hearing a twig snap, she looked up. Tori was standing a few feet away, a far from friendly look in her narrowed eyes. Kat expelled a final golden squirt from between her thighs, then dabbed herself dry with a leaf.

				“Stand up,” Tori told her. “Leave your shorts as they are.”

				Kat obeyed. Tori’s steely tone suggested it would be foolish to do otherwise. She knew the Queen occasionally enjoyed sex with another girl, whenever Chaim permitted it. Kat preferred men, though she had grown gradually less uncomfortable with lesbian pleasures. Tori looked her over, as she approached her. When she was within reach, her right arm shot out and her hand gripped Kat’s throat.

				“You like that slave slut, don’t you?” she said softly.

				“What do you mean?” asked Kat, fear replacing the first cautious tremors of desire.

				“I saw how you took care of her this morning,” Tori replied. “It was very sweet.”

				“I felt sorry for her,” Kat whimpered.

				“How nice,” the biker Queen rasped, tightening her grip on her throat. “Let me give you some advice, Kat. Worry less about her ass and more about your own. I could get rid of two slaves just as easy as one. Remember, you haven’t been claimed by a Hell King yet, so you have no more rights than that piece of shit back there. I don’t like her and I want to hurt her. If you’re her friend, I don’t like you and I want to hurt you.”

				As she uttered that final phrase, she sent Kat sprawling to the ground by kicking her ankles from under her. Throwing herself on top of her, she grabbed her hair with one hand, rolled her onto her belly and pushed her face into the piss soaked pile of leaves. Kat struggled with all her might, but was pinned down by the full body weight of the other girl.

				“This is just a warning,” Tori panted, scooping up a handful of sodden leaves. “Find yourself a new friend. This one could get you killed.”

				Gripping Kat by the hair, she thrust her right hand down between her buttocks. Tightly squeezing the fistful of leaves, she massaged the terrified girl’s anus with her knuckles. Kat’s scream was muffled by the leaves her face was buried in, as Tori worked her fist up into her rectum. She was no stranger to anal sex, of course, but this was far more painful than accommodating even the hugest of cocks. Tori gritted her teeth and unclenched her fist in the snug depths of her bottom. When she wrenched her hand back out, only a single leaf remained stuck to it with thick, sticky bowel syrup. She wiped it in Kat’s blonde hair, then left her sobbing on the ground, her bottom filled with leaves. The prospect had learned her lesson.

				Jenna had reached the conclusion that her continued survival lay in being claimed by a member of the Hell Kings. But mere survival would not be enough. She would never forget Zoe, or the people responsible for enslaving them both. Fighting back against Dina and her momma had whetted her appetite for revenge. In order to reap the full fruits of vengeance, she needed the Hell Kings. But if she was going to be claimed, she did not intend it to be by the likes of Clawfinger. She was going to knock Tori from her throne and become Chaim’s Queen, or die trying.

				“How long do you plan on having that blonde shit slut around?” Tori demanded, as she polished the biker Captains boots with a pair of her own red silk panties.

				“What’s it to you?” he drawled, through a marijuana fog.

				“I don’t like her,” she replied. “And you don’t need her. The brothers have enough girls to keep them satisfied and you’ve got me.”

				“You know what I really don’t need?” Chaim snapped. “Some bitch telling me my business. You’re trying that a lot lately, Tori, and it’s beginning to piss me off. You know I don’t take kindly to a bitch getting out of line.”

				“I’m not trying to tell you what to do,” she protested. “I’m just ...”

				“Just jealous,” he sneered. “She’s young, she’s pretty, and she’s got better tits than you. You’re beginning to look washed up, baby. This new girl is too good to just throw away. I’m thinking about making her a prospect.”

				The appalled look that crossed Tori’s face was exactly what he had hoped for. He had never seen her so jealous of another girl and it was supremely gratifying. The remark about Jenna’s superior tits had not been strictly true. Tori might be a few years older than the blonde, but she still possessed a body to die for. Chaim figured she just needed to be frightened back into line and Jenna was the perfect weapon to make her fear for her unique position in his affections.

				Tori was on the point of protesting again, but decided it might be wiser to prove her worth to her man. Putting down the heavy boots, she reached for the zipper of his leather jeans, burying her face in his lap. His cock was stiffening even before she wrapped her fingers around the fat veined length, which somewhat reassured her. Chaim allowed her to run her tongue over his swelling tube for a few minutes, before jerking her head up.

				“Strip!” he commanded, rising from his bearskin rug.

				Tori hurriedly obeyed, eager to submit to whatever he desired. By the time she was naked, he had found the objects he required. Without waiting to be told, she offered out her wrists to the handcuffs, which he snapped shut. He then switched on the long, thick gold vibrator and fed it up between her thighs, until it had all but disappeared from view. Her body shuddered in time to the pulsating beat of the sex toy. Chaim then pushed her to her knees and brushed her lips with the wet purple crown of his cock. Opening wide, she greedily swallowed all ten inches, burying her nose in his thick pubic thatch.

				Chaim had enjoyed many girls in his time, but none that possessed the cocksucking skills of Tori. With her mouth, she was an accomplished artiste. He breathed heavily as he thrust between her lips, thumbs hooked in his studded belt. She knew what he liked and treated him to the blowjob of his life, occasionally pausing to lick his sweaty, spunk heavy balls and gently nibble the dark, prickly skin of his sac, before once again taking him deep in her throat. Finally, she heard him moan and felt his shaft tremble in readiness to deliver her hot, creamy reward.

				“Don’t swallow it,” he growled, hastily withdrawing his cock from between her lips.

				She held her mouth open and extended her tongue to collect the thick globs of cream that spat from his cock slit. Nothing would have pleased her more than to swallow every drop, but her Master’s pleasure was more important than hers. When he had milked the full load from his cock, he hauled Tori to her feet and zipped up his jeans, before leading her out of the tepee.

				His thick, salty cum sloshed around in her mouth, as he marched her to where Jenna sat cross legged on the ground. Seeing him approach, the slave smiled expectantly. Tori did not particularly mind the rest of the gang seeing her naked and handcuffed, but the sight of Jenna sitting up like a well trained puppy made her boil with rage. Chaim pushed her to her knees, then gripped Jenna by the back of the neck and pushed her close to Tori.

				“Open your mouth,” he commanded. “Tori has a present for you. Tori, give it to her.”

				She shook her head, face crimson with rage.

				“Do as I say,” he barked. “Unless you want to change places with her.”

				Jenna’s head was already tilted backwards, her mouth open. Tori leaned over, inches above her and allowed Chaim’s semen to dribble from between her lips, onto the waiting tongue of the captive. Jenna hungrily lapped it up. Tori spat the last of the mess into her mouth, but the humiliation was not yet complete. She was forced to stick out her tongue for Jenna to lick and suck, until not even the taste of cum remained.

				“Did you enjoy that, slave?” Chaim enquired.

				Jenna licked her lips and smiled. “Yes thank you, Master. It was delicious.”

				In the wake of that incident, Tori’s hatred of Jenna became almost psychopathic. It was bad enough that the slave had enjoyed what was rightfully hers - the cum of her biker Captain. But even worse was her calling him Master and making her enjoyment of Tori’s humiliation so obvious. When the time was right, she vowed she would rip her apart with her bare hands.

				Having upped the stakes, Chaim was deriving ever greater satisfaction from the game. Tori’s chief concern was for her position as his Queen, which forced her to redouble her efforts to satisfy him. She polished his leathers and boots with her tongue and even licked him clean when he went to the toilet. She had not performed such a degrading task since her days as a prospect.

				But however Tori debased herself for her Master, Jenna was prepared to do likewise. The slave spent an entire afternoon polishing his Harley with her tongue and manicured his pubes with her teeth, swallowing the curls she bit off. Her suggestion that he might like to urinate into her bottom was too good to resist. From the tepee, Tori witnessed the hated slave on all fours, Chaim’s cock head buried between her buttocks. Having emptied his bladder, he proceeded to fuck her. The pleasure of thrusting into the hot swamp of her piss filled bottom exceeded even the most exquisite of Tori’s blow jobs.

				As the days stretched into weeks, Jenna knew she was slowly but surely winning over the biker Captain. Tori remained his favourite, but she was being forced to share. That was not a situation she would ever be able to accept. Scarcely an hour passed without her contemplating getting rid of the slave and suffering the consequences. It would be so easy to sneak out of the tepee when Chaim was asleep or otherwise engaged, and plunge a knife through the heart of the bitch. But to do so would be seen as a sign of weakness by Chaim. The act of a desperate woman, who could not compete for him by conventional means. She restricted herself to humiliating and abusing Jenna at every opportunity, forcing her to urinate on her own food before eating it, regularly kicking and whipping her and training her to fetch sticks, like a dog.

				Since her encounter with Tori in the forest, Kat avoided Jenna like the plague. When she did find herself in her vicinity, she was almost as abusive as the Queen. Jenna somehow understood that the girl was acting out of fear rather than malice and vowed that that was one more thing Tori would soon be forced to pay for.

				The rest of the gang were tiring of the slave and no longer felt so inclined to avail of her, now that she was obviously a favoured plaything of their leader. One afternoon, Chaim called a meeting in the forest, from which the women were excluded.

				“It’s time we were moving on,” he declared. “This fucking place is beginning to mess with my head. It should be safe to carry on with our original plan to head West. We can offload the merchandise, then set up camp some place more civilised.”

				There were murmurs of agreement all round.

				“What about the slave? Clawfinger demanded. “I know we’ve had her five weeks, but we can’t take her with us.”

				“What do you suggest?” asked Chaim.

				“Snuff her,” he replied. “That’s what I’ve had in mind from the start. She may be a fine piece of ass, but I ain’t forgetting she almost put a bullet in me.”

				The remaining Hell Kings had their say, all but one agreeing that Jenna was best laid to rest.

				“She’s gotta be worth something to the dudes on that ranch,” the dissenter suggested. “We should find out how much they’d be willing to pay to get her back.”

				Chaim shook his head. “We got eighty grand’s worth of dope in the back of the van. We don’t need any hassle with slave traders, for the sake of a few grand.”

				“So we shoot her,” Clawfinger concluded.

				“I know you hate her guts,” said Chaim. “But it’d be a criminal waste of an exceptional little slut to put her down like a dog. To tell the truth, I’m beginning to think she might be Queen material. She’s young, beautiful, and I’ve never seen a girl so eager to please. She’s everything Tori used to be, before she developed a smartass attitude.”

				“You’d dump Tori for her!” one of the gang exclaimed.

				“The Queen of a Hell King never gets dumped,” Chaim reminded him. “She fights for her crown. You guys remember how Tori got to where she is.”

				The Kings were not likely to ever forget. Nearly two years earlier, a hot prospect named Tori had fought Chaim’s previous Queen, for the right to take her place. It was the bloodiest catfight the bikers had ever witnessed. Tori had left her opponent half dead. She would have finished her off, had Chaim not intervened.

				“Tori would rip her to pieces,” said Clawfinger.

				Chaim grinned. “That’s pretty likely, seeing as she’s been wanting to do it ever since she set eyes on her. If she does leave her breathing, you can have the pleasure of putting her out of her misery.”

				“What if Tori loses?” asked another.

				“You know the rules,” Chaim replied. “Tori loses, I have a new Queen.”

				The entire gang agreed that this would be the most interesting way to resolve the matter of the unwanted slave. Not one man thought Jenna stood a chance in hell of defeating the reigning Queen.

				When Chaim informed her of the plan, Tori almost shrieked with pleasure. At last, she was being given the chance to get rid of the hated slave. Dreams did indeed come true

				Jenna was far less enthusiastic, but kept her misgivings to herself. Besides, Chaim was not offering her a choice. If she refused to fight, Tori would be allowed to kill her anyway. Her one and only chance was to fight and win. She had less than twenty-four hours to prepare.

				The following afternoon, the scene was set. The campsite was the arena, within which the combatants would fight a battle without rules. They could use whatever weapons came to hand and the fight would only end when either one was unable to continue. The Hell Kings would not intervene, unless one of the girls tried to escape from the ring of tents and bikes.

				Jenna’s chain was removed and she stood sweating and naked, facing Chaim’s tepee. The air was electric with the bloodthirsty anticipation of the spectators, who swigged from beer cans and exchanged bets on the duration of the contest. When Tori finally emerged, equally naked, she was greeted by a loud cheer. Her hair was drawn back into a ponytail and she radiated confidence. Jenna’s heart sank. She knew she was not expected to win. She also knew her life depended on doing just that. Tori strutted towards her, wearing an arrogant smirk.

				“I’ve been looking forward to this,” she purred, when they were only feet apart. “I plan to take my time killing you and enjoy every second of it.”

				The first punch to the face took Jenna by surprise and sent her staggering backwards. Tori followed it with a high kick to the ribs that laid her flat on her back.

				“Not even going to put up a fight, slave shit?” she sneered, before hammering her right heel down into the soft of her belly.

				Jenna rolled to one side, nauseous and gasping for air. Tori grinned at the cheering bikers, allowing her opponent a moment to recover her breath, then kicked her full in the face. Crimson burst from Jenna’s nose and her head felt like it were about to explode.

				“Get up, you useless lump of shit!” Tori hissed. “Or do you want to die like a slimy little worm?”

				Spitting blood, Jenna raised herself to her knees. Looking up into Tori’s dark eyes, she saw only a murderous loathing. Pleading for mercy would only be a waste of valuable breath. Tori spat into her right eye, then grabbed her by the hair and began punching her face with her right fist.

				The smack of flesh striking flesh and the cries of the victim filled the campsite. With each punch, Jenna’s eyes rolled dazedly. The bikers shouted only half hearted encouragement. They had expected the slave to at least go down fighting, not submit with a whimper.

				Tori aimed her punches carefully for maximum impact, taking a pause of a few seconds after each. Jenna’s face was covered in blood. Her upper lip was cracked and her left eye was beginning to shut. In desperation, she scratched at Tori’s thighs with both hands, gouging two long, raging red welts.

				“That’s more like it,” the biker Queen hissed, kicking her back to the ground. “Come on, slave, hurt me. You do want to be Chaim’s Queen, don’t you?”

				Taking a deep breath, Jenna staggered to her feet. Tori danced around her, sneering and spitting, daring her to respond. She staggered as if to fall again, then suddenly flung herself at her tormentor, with an enraged cry. Both girls hit the ground, kicking and clawing like wildcats. Tori was caught out by Jenna’s violent response and had a bloody furrow dug in her right cheek, before she managed to throw her off. But now that she had finally unleashed her rage, Jenna was no longer a soft target. She barely felt the fingernails that raked her breasts, or the knee that slammed between her thighs. Her upward headbutt was right on target and Tori’s nose burst like a ripe tomato, showering her in blood.

				The Hell Kings began cheering in earnest, as the pair rolled on the ground. Tori clawed at Jenna’s throat, her hands slick with warm blood. Jenna was momentarily overcome, before she managed to work her right hand between Tori’s thighs and get a grip on her pussy folds. The girl shrieked in agony, as she dug her nails in. Jenna kicked her off and staggered to her feet. She aimed a kick at her face, but Tori’s reflexes were still intact. She grabbed Jenna’s ankle and twisted, sending her sprawling back to the dirt.

				“That was your last chance, slave,” she panted, wiping blood from her face. “Now you die.”

				She staggered across to the tepee, reached inside and brought forth a short wooden handle, with a chain and spiked steel ball attached to one end. This was Chaim’s favourite fighting weapon. Tori had seen him use it often enough to know how to inflict maximum damage with it. Jenna only managed to rise to her knees, before the chain arced through the air and the steel ball ripped a gaping wound in her left breast. She howled in agony, clutching at the spurting blood. Tori swung again, tearing flesh from her right shoulder. Jenna managed to duck the third blow, which was aimed at the side of her head.

				She scrambled backwards, desperately seeking something with which to defend herself. All she could see was the thick chain that had been used to tie her up. As she grabbed for it, she felt a spear of white hot agony in her left thigh. Tori’s weapon had opened up yet another gushing wound.

				Jenna gripped the chain in both bloody hands and swung wildly, deflecting Tori’s next lethal blow, with a clang of metal against metal. The weapon slipped from Tori’s crimson slicked hands. Jenna seized the opportunity, rage overcoming the blinding pain. She and Tori scrambled for the fallen weapon. Jenna’s right fist closed around the handle and she wrenched it out of her opponent’s reach. Rolling onto her back, she swung blindly. The spiked ball caught Tori in the centre of the chest, as she flung herself on top of Jenna. She managed to sink her teeth into Jenna’s neck, before the slave pushed her off and rolled out of reach.

				Tori glanced at the blood oozing down between her breasts, in shocked disbelief. That second was all Jenna needed to swing the chain above her head and deliver a full blooded blow from the ball directly between her legs.

				It was the turn of the Queen to shriek in agony, as the cruel steel lacerated her labia and inner thighs. Jenna hesitated, unable to bring herself to strike the fatal blow that would finish the fight. That was a mistake. Ignoring the pain and the blood oozing from her wounds, Tori sprang like a panther. The weapon slipped from Jenna’s hands, as she was thrown onto her back, but Tori made no effort to retrieve it. She had vowed to tear the slave apart with her bare hands, and that was just what she would do.

				Fingernails raked Jenna’s face and Tori’s teeth sank into her left breast. She clawed and kicked, but to little avail. Her wounds had lent a new intensity to the Queen’s rage. Jenna felt her strength rapidly ebbing, as Tori’s fingers once more tightened around her throat. For all the effect her fingernails were having on her opponent, she might as well have been scratching herself. She turned her hands to scrabbling frantically in the dirt, but Chaim’s weapon was out of reach. The fingers of her right hand brushed a medium sized rock, half buried in the ground. The roars of the bikers seemed a thousand miles away.

				With every ounce of her remaining strength, she freed the rock from the earth, raised it and slammed it into the left side of Tori’s face. The grip around her throat loosened. She struck her again on the side of the head and she fell away from her.

				The slave had shown mercy once. She would not make the same mistake again. Gripping the stunned and bloodied biker Queen by the ankles, she began dragging her, the effort consuming virtually all of her flagging strength. Having dragged her only a couple of yards, she herself fell. Tori began to rise, the words she tried to utter emerging as a loud croak. Jenna knew she had to finish her off. She was not strong enough to continue the fight, for even a few minutes more.

				With hands like bloody talons, Tori lunged for her throat. Jenna scurried out of reach and gathered up a length of her chain. Grunting and spitting blood, barely able to see, she staggered to her feet. Tori’s fingernails raked down her belly. Jenna stepped back and swung the chain, striking her across the face. She fell back, with a hoarse cry. She rolled onto her stomach and made another effort to rise, but there was no mercy remaining in Jenna’s pounding heart.

				“You ... lose,” she gasped, throwing herself on top of her.

				Tori struggled violently, but Jenna’s body kept her pinned to the ground. She wrapped the chain around her throat and began pulling tightly with both hands. Tori’s struggles progressively weakened, until she finally bit the dirt, with a last croak of defiance. Jenna continued pulling the chain tightly around her throat, only letting go when her wrists began to ache.

				The Hell Kings stood in stunned silence. Leaving her bloodied and battered opponent sprawled motionless on the ground, the victorious and equally blood drenched slave crawled across the arena, to collapse at the feet of her new Master.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter 12

				Zoe pressed her hands over her ears, in an effort to block out the terrible screams emanating from the room at the end of the narrow corridor. But she could still hear them. She had been forced to hear them at frequent intervals, since her arrival in the basement of the lair of the Ringmistress.

				She had been thrown into a tiny, windowless cell, furnished only with a dirty mattress and an iron bucket. There she had sat, for how long she could not guess, blind in the pitch darkness. Occasionally she would hear footsteps, followed by the jangling of keys and the creak of a cell door being opened. There were cries of protest, as a captive was dragged along the corridor, then another door slammed. Soon afterwards, the terrible screaming began. The ritual had been performed three times already. Zoe knew they would be coming for her next. Whatever hideous tortures were being inflicted on her three fellow slaves from Rancho Diablo, she herself would presently be experiencing. There was absolutely nothing she could do to avoid it.

				The silence that finally fell was even more terrifying than the screams that had preceded it. When the victims fell silent, it could only be because they were no longer able to scream. Hearing the approaching footsteps once again, Zoe drew her knees up to her chest and trembled uncontrollably. The door of the cell adjoining hers slammed shut, then she heard the keys rattle and her door being unlocked. It creaked open and she was blinded in the glare of a flashlight beam.

				“Up!” barked a harsh female voice.

				Zoe found herself unable to respond. The guards stepped towards her and something metallic was jammed into her left side. She uttered a short cry, as an electric shock coursed through her body and knocked her flat on her face. She was barely conscious of being lifted by the arms and dragged down along the corridor. From one of the three other cells, she thought she heard an anguished sobbing.

				One of the guards kicked open the iron door at the far end of the corridor and Zoe was dragged into a brightly lit room that resembled a depraved operating theatre. Fresh blood was splattered on the white tiled floor and the pervading smell was more toilet than hospital. The Ringmistress, wearing a bloodstained white coat and studded black leather face mask, stood by the red rubber sheeted bed.

				“I thought I would keep the best until last,” she said. “Strap her on and we shall begin.”

				Zoe was lifted onto the bed by the two female guards and laid face down on the cold, sticky rubber. While one secured her wrists with the leather straps on the sides, the other did the same to her ankles. They then stepped back, leaving the Ringmistress to her work.

				“You will be the star of my Sado Circus, sweet child,” she told Zoe. “It’s such a shame I could not have your sister too, but fate can be cruel sometimes.” She smacked Zoe’s branded cheek. “This will have to be removed. You belong to me now.”

				A trolley of instruments stood by the bed. The Ringmistress took a black leather gauntlet from it. The palm was made of cheese grater metal, dark with the blood of the girls it had previously been used upon. The woman made sure Zoe got a good look, as she fitted it over her right hand. Realising what was about to be done to her, she screamed.

				“Such a baby!” the Ringmistress tutted. “Save those screams for the operation.”

				Zoe started to beg for mercy, which amused the Dominatrix and her two khaki clad guards. She patted Zoe’s branded cheek with the cold metal, before flattening her hand and pushing it slowly down over the sweat sheened globe. The captive now had good reason to scream, as the grater tore away her skin, ripping the flesh underneath, like barbed wire. Blood oozed into the cleft of her buttocks and down her left thigh.

				“Salt!” snapped the Ringmistress, proudly surveying the damage.

				A silver shaker was handed to her and she sprinkled a liberal coating of salt over the bleeding cheek. Zoe screamed until her lungs ached. When she stopped, the Ringmistress resumed her assault with the grater gauntlet, ripping every trace of skin from the three inch brand and the surrounding area. Whenever she paused, it was to sprinkle more salt on the raw flesh.

				The entire operation took less than ten minutes, but Zoe was driven almost insane by the agony. When she was finished, the Ringmistress removed her gauntlet and replaced it on the instrument tray, along with the salt shaker. Her girls did not need to be told what to do next. They unstrapped Zoe, dragged her off the bed and across the white tiled floor, leaving a thin red smear in her wake. Her ankles were raised and placed in manacles dangling from two lengths of braided steel in the ceiling. She hung so that only her shoulders and the back of her head touched the floor.

				“Phase two of your operation,” the Ringmistress announced, wheeling forth her trolley. “I think I ought to shave you first.”

				Zoe was sprouting a four day growth of pubic stubble. The Ringmistress lathered it with shaving foam, then removed it with several practised strokes of a cut throat razor. This done, she sprinkled it with salt.

				“I am a firm believer in the cleansing power of salt,” she explained. “And it hurts like hell, of course. Gina - needle and thread.”

				“Ready and waiting, Madam,” the skinheaded girl replied, handing her what she required from the trolley.

				“Stop hurting me, I beg you,” Zoe sobbed.

				“Stop hurting you!” the Ringmistress exclaimed. “My dear, you do know where you are, don’t you? My Sado Circus will make Rancho Diablo seem like Disneyworld.”

				With that, she plunged the long, thin needle into Zoe’s labia. The two guards watched intently and with obvious pleasure, as the outer folds of the slave’s sex were tightly sewn together, leaving only the tiniest of holes for her to urinate through. Zoe screamed through every second of the operation. When it was completed, the sadistic surgeon turned her attention to her nether orifice, which was slick with blood. She probed it briefly with a long finger, then held out her right hand. A grease gun was handed to her. She inserted the nozzle in Zoe’s anus and squirted a fistful of thick grease into her rectum, as well as spreading it over the surrounding area. The grease gun was then swapped for a clear rubber tube, twelve inches long and three in diameter. She pushed it up between her buttocks, until only half the length remained protruding.

				“Proceeding nicely,” she purred. “We will have you back in your cell in no time, my dear. I just have to deal with your hands. I would not like to have you trying to undo my hard work.”

				“I won’t,” Zoe swore.

				“Of course you won’t, my dear. I shall see to that.”

				The guards took Zoe’s right arm and placed her hand over her breast, spreading the fingers. The Ringmistress carefully pushed the needle through the soft skin of her globe and back out again, drawing the strong black thread through. Before snipping it, she knotted it tightly below the knuckle of her small finger. She repeated this process with the three remaining fingers, securely threading them to Zoe’s breast. The left hand and breast were dealt with in a similar fashion. Whatever pain the girl was experiencing at that moment, it was nothing compared to what she would feel should she attempt to pull her hands free.

				“That’s the best one you’ve done yet, Madam,” complimented the skinheaded guard.

				“You may be right,” agreed the Ringmistress. “It is so easy to work on a nice ripe pair of tits. How are you feeling now, my dear?”

				Zoe’s only reply was an anguished sob.

				“Walk her back to her cell,” the Ringmistress told the guards. “If she gives you any trouble, bring her back and I will sew up her lips.”

				For a full week after that, Zoe remained confined to her black cell. Three times a day, a guard would come to spoon feed her. The uniformed girl was always masked and never spoke. Once, when Zoe pleaded to have her hands freed from her breasts, the guard responded by plunging her head into her overflowing toilet bucket and holding her down until she almost drowned. When she was finally taken from her cell, along with the three other captives, who were similarly bound, sewn and tubed, it was the opening night of the Sado Circus.

				Seventy men were assembled around the sawdust covered ring, eagerly awaiting the commencement of what they had been assured was the most depraved show on earth. All rose from their seats, as the strains of Wagner’s March Of The Valkyries boomed from the sound system and a quartet of spotlights illuminated the centre of the ring. The Mistress of ceremonies made a grand entrance, resplendent in top hat, thigh boots and black rubber catsuit, riding on the back of a naked and hooded slave. Around her waist hung a huge black dildo, which was connected to a tube inserted in her vagina. Dismounting centre ring, she cracked her riding crop across the buttocks of the slave, then turned to address her audience.

				“Gentlemen, welcome to the Sado Circus. For your pleasure tonight, four young and lovely slave girls have been hand picked to suffer the most degrading and hideous tortures this side of hell. But you do not want to hear me telling you about it. You want to see for yourselves.”

				She called out for her Assistant Mistresses. Two girls in matching black leather basques, laced up boots and studded leather caps, their breasts and pierced pussies fully exposed, joined her in the ring. Their weapons dangled from belts around their waists. One pinned the slave’s arms to the ground, while the other sat on her stomach and pulled her legs apart. The Ringmistress stood over the slave, with her back to the audience, and pushed the pointed toe of her right boot between her thighs.

				“Feel free to approach and take a closer look, gentlemen,” she invited loudly, working her boot up inside the slave.

				The guests entered the ring, in an orderly procession. The Ringmistress buried her foot in the slave, up to the six inch spike heel. The girl was whimpering in pain. When she removed her booted foot from her pussy, several minutes later, the Ringmistress ordered her to be turned onto her belly. She then pushed the glistening toe of her boot against her anus. The cries of the girl became louder, as she forced her boot into her bottom, splitting her cheeks wide apart. The audience stood transfixed. The Ringmistress continued to push, until her heel prevented further progress.

				“Remove her hood,” she commanded.

				The black velvet hood was whipped away, revealing the pain contorted face of Dina. Her torturer slowly withdrew her shit smeared boot, brought it up to her mouth and ordered her to lick it clean. While she performed this task, with less revulsion than expected, one of the Assistant Mistresses repeatedly jabbed her buttocks with a long gold pin, drawing freckles of blood.

				After the Ringmistress’ boot had been tongue polished to its former gleaming glory, the slave was suspended from a gallows by the ankles, legs wide apart. The Ringmistress allowed the audience a good look at her razor whip, before proceeding to flog her thighs and labia with it. Her assistants joined in, by whipping Dina’s breasts with studded leather belts.

				The Ringmistress continued whipping her, until blood was seeping from dozens of tiny gashes. She looked around, to ensure her audience was being entertained. She need not have worried. The looks on the faces of the men told her they were enjoying the show every bit as much as she was.

				“Now, a treasure hunt,” she announced. “For this game, I would like a volunteer from the audience.”

				After some hesitation, a huge bald man in a Gestapo uniform stepped forward.

				“What would you like to do to this pretty slave girl?” she enquired.

				“I’d like to screw the ass off her,” he replied.

				Smiling, the Ringmistress produced a pack of cards, shuffled the deck and invited him to choose one and tell the audience what it was.

				“Ace of spades.”

				She shuffled the deck again, picked a card and, without looking at it, folded it twice. She then stuffed it deep into the girl’s pussy.

				“Hold onto your card,” she told the man. “Now, I do not know which card I have put in her pussy. Would you like to retrieve it and show us all? If it is an ace, you shall have your wish.”

				Even before she had finished speaking, the big man’s right hand was reaching between Dina’s legs. He thrust two fingers into her, withdrew the sodden card, unfolded it and held it up. It was the ace of hearts.

				The Ringmistress smiled. “She is yours to screw. But I feel exceptionally generous tonight and she has been a very bad girl. So, before you screw her, you may whip her.”

				A bullwhip was handed to the man and the three women stepped back. Panting excitedly, he rolled up his sleeves, uncoiled the whip and unleashed a searing lash to the slave’s breasts, the crack reverberating throughout the arena. With a savage relish, he thrashed the helpless and screaming girl, each lash burning a brand on her white skin and several drawing blood. He might have beaten her half to death, had the Ringmistress not called a halt, at the point where the sawdust beneath the swinging girl was speckled red. It would be neither profitable nor wise to allow an over zealous member of the audience to either kill or seriously injure a slave. Taking the whip from the red faced and sweating man, she ordered Dina to be lowered from the gallows. He was then invited to enjoy the main part of his prize.

				The man unzipped his trousers, then lifted the slave by both ankles. The assistant Mistresses stepped on her hands. With a roar, he thrust the full length of his long, fat cock up between her thighs. The Ringmistress grabbed her by the hair and offered up her left boot to be licked.

				After the rape, Dina was put back on the gallows, this time being suspended by her wrists. The Ringmistress and her assistants then proceeded to insert gold pins in practically every inch of her flesh, from her shoulders to her toes. By the time they were finished, she resembled a human pincushion. While the assistant Mistresses stuffed fat black candles into her front and rear orifices and then lit them, the Ringmistress forced a huge pink dildo into her mouth.

				It was time for the next act. The Assistant Mistresses briefly disappeared, then roared back into the arena on a hellish black Volkswagen trike, dragging two naked slaves by ankle chains behind them. The girls were dragged several times around the ring, in order for the audience to smell their terror, then the Mistresses dismounted and unchained them. The younger of the two, a slender brunette of about nineteen, was forced to her knees before the Ringmistress, who gripped her by the ears and rammed the full length of her strap-on dildo back her throat. The second slave, big breasted and blonde, was chained crucifixion style to a huge vertically positioned wooden wheel and temporarily left to contemplate her fate, while the three sadistic women turned their full attention to her companion. While she sucked the Ringmistress’ dildo, her legs were forced wide apart and a steel spreader bar strapped to her ankles.

				This done, the Ringmistress withdrew her dildo from her mouth, slapped her twice across the face, then pinched her nostrils tightly between thumb and forefinger of her right hand. The dildo head was inches from her open mouth. The Ringmistress took a deep breath, before releasing the flood she had been forcing herself to contain within her bladder since midday. The golden stream gushed down her pussy tube, surged through the hollow centre of the dildo and burst through the slit in the end, in a thin arc, directly into the mouth of the slave. She began to choke from the effort of trying to breathe and swallow at the same time. When the piss began running down her chin, the Ringmistress rammed the streaming dildo back into her mouth and continued pissing down her throat, until she was empty. As soon as the dildo was withdrawn, the slave slumped face down in the sawdust, choking and retching.

				The Assistant Mistresses dragged her by the ankle spreading bar across to an iron chair, hanging from four thick chains. The seat of the chair was covered in tiny pieces of broken glass. The slave screamed, first in terror, then in pain, as she was forced into a sitting position. Her wrists were shackled to the arms of the chair, a belt lined with barbed wire tightened around her waist and the back of the chair, ensuring she would be unable to raise her bottom even an inch off the seat. Another dangling chain was hooked to the ankle bar, lifting her legs straight out in front of her. Underneath the chair, a pile of firewood waited to be ignited. While the Ringmistress waited for her assistants to bring her what she needed next, she addressed the audience.

				“In more enlightened times, witches were publicly burnt. Unfortunately, modern society considers itself too civilised for such practises. But civilisation will not be allowed to curb the finest excesses of the Sado Circus. So tonight, gentlemen, for your pleasure and sadistic delight, this fine young witch shall burn.”

				Her final words were rendered almost inaudible by the hysterical screaming of the slave. The audience hollered for the burning to begin. The Ringmistress was handed a drum of paraffin by one of her assistants. She splashed this over the firewood, then took the blazing torch from the other Dominatrix and held it briefly before the face of the screaming slave, before touching it to the paraffin soaked firewood. The flames erupted with a WHOOSH, yellowy red tentacles licking at the steel base of the chair. The seat was several inches thick, so it would be some time before the girl felt her backside beginning to roast. In the meantime, her companion on the wheel awaited torture.

				The Ringmistress mounted the trike and gunned the powerful engine, drowning out the screams of the slaves. Her assistants attached steel toothed clamps to the nipples and clitoris of the girl on the wheel. The attached long chains were then hooked to the rear end of the trike and the Ringmistress accelerated, yanking the chains taut and almost ripping the clamped flesh from the girl’s body. She looked back, to make certain she had not overdone it, then inched a little further forward. Even above the roar of the engine, the screams of the slave became audible. Her heavy breasts were stretched grotesquely out of shape and her clitoris resembled a stretched piece of pink chewing gum.

				Cutting the engine, the Ringmistress dismounted and nodded to one of her assistants, who unclipped what looked like a giant pair of handcuffs from her belt. She and her companion clamped these shut over the slave’s breasts, then began slowly turning a butterfly nut on either side. The chrome clamps tightened over the girl’s tortured globes, until they could be squeezed no further. They were now crimson and bizarrely misshapen. In between screams, the girl whimpered for mercy, though she knew she could expect none.

				The Ringmistress beat the slave’s breasts with the studded side of a thick leather paddle, while her assistants dripped molten candle wax onto them. When they were covered in mushrooms of wax and livid from the beating, she produced her needle shooting blow gun.

				After the clamps had been removed from the slave’s nipples and clitoris, the assistant Mistresses cranked up a generator and threw a nearby switch. The big wheel began to rotate, slowly at first, but gradually building up momentum. As the screaming girl spun round and round, the Ringmistress crouched a few yards in front of her, spitting needles from her tube as fast as she could load it. Few of the sharp projectiles missed their target. Following five minutes of shooting, the speed of the wheel was gradually wound down again, until it creaked to a full stop.

				The slave was now upside down, with dozens of tiny silver arrows protruding from her flesh. There were several in her face. Most of the remainder were in her breasts. The clamps were once again attached to her nipples and clitoris. One of the assistants then emptied two full bottles of champagne into a three gallon plastic drum. While a long black rubber tube was inserted in the slave’s anus, the Ringmistress invited a few volunteers from the audience to complete the filling of the drum. Several rushed forward, eagerly unzipping their trousers. Gathering around the drum, they urinated into the champagne until it overflowed.

				The Ringmistress placed the drum in front of the slave, screwed down the lid and pushed through the other end of the tube dangling from between the girl’s thighs. She planted her right foot on the plunger and pressed slowly down. The golden cocktail of champagne and urine surged up through the tube and into the bowels of the girl, who could only protest by whimpering loudly and violently tossing her head from side to side. As the container emptied, her belly swelled noticeably. By the time all three gallons of fluid were inside her, she seemed ready to burst.

				The Ringmistress wrenched the tube out of the girl’s anus and she and her assistants stepped back. There was a loud belch from the girl’s bottom, followed by a spectacular golden brown geyser that sprayed six feet into the air above her. Her anus emitted a series of staccato splutters as she sprayed out the filth, which rained back down on top of her. When it was over and the girl was dripping, the audience loudly applauded the depraved spectacle. The Ringmistress bowed, then grabbed a fistful of the slave’s hair and jerked her head upright. She knotted her hair around the chain of the breastcuffs, so that her chin remained pressed against her chest. An assistant wiped the slave’s bottom with a fistful of toilet tissue, which she then stuffed into her mouth.

				“Let us see how the main dish is coming along,” said the Ringmistress.

				The slave in the chair was now howling incessantly, as the seat beneath her turned red hot. She was a lurid shade of pink and drenched in sweat. The Ringmistress signalled to an assistant, who handed her the paraffin drum.

				“Barbecue time!” she cackled, splashing cold liquid over the screaming girl.

				Terror caused her to lose control of her bladder. As the urine flooded from between her thighs, it hissed and turned to steam on the hot metal seat.

				“Fire!” the Ringmistress shouted.

				She took the blazing torch, waved it before the slave, then briefly touched the flame to her belly. The girl’s shriek was deafening, but she did not go up in flames. She was not to know that the “paraffin” splashed over her had only been water.

				After her screams subsided, when she realised she was not about to suffer a hideous death, she was released from the chair and laid face down on the sawdust for inspection. Her buttocks and the backs of her thighs were beetroot red and radiated heat. They were pockmarked with tiny lumps of heat blackened glass. She sobbed uncontrollably, as much from relief as pain. Her wrists were lashed with leather thongs to two wooden stakes in the ground, then the Ringmistress picked up a long whip. While she mercilessly flogged the slave’s burning nether cheeks, her assistants held her down. The whipping continued until blood began to seep from her buttocks.

				“And now, gentlemen, we come to the highlight of tonight’s entertainment,” the Ringmistress announced, planting a spike heeled boot between the slave’s shoulder blades. “The youngest and most beautiful slave you have ever seen is about to suffer tortures beyond her worst nightmares. Mistresses, bring her down!”

				A trapdoor opened in the roof and a huge glass bowl on a round copper plate slowly descended. The plate hung from four chains attached to a pair of hooks. Inside the bowl, a naked and terrified Zoe was curled into a foetal ball. Her wrists and ankles were in chains. The plate was lowered to within three feet of the ground, then the Ringmistress shouted an invitation to the audience.

				“Gentlemen, step forward and relieve yourselves into the slave’s bowl. Don’t stampede. You will all get your turn, I promise.”

				Six stepladders were positioned around the bowl and the first six men in line ascended. Zoe stared helplessly up at their leering faces, saw their cocks being drawn and held above her. Six hot golden streams jetted down, splashing her from head to foot. She shut her eyes and mouth, so as not to swallow or be blinded.

				The procession of men seemed infinite. Soon, Zoe was up to her chest in urine. When the hot flood lapped against her chin, she tried to rise, but only succeeded in sliding against the glass and rocking the bowl. Urine continued to rain relentlessly down on her. Raw panic seized her, but she was too constricted to even thrash about in the bowl. When the urine level reached her nose, she was left with no choice but to open her mouth and swallow like a fish. Throwing back her head and keeping her eyes shut, she desperately gulped down the deluge from half a dozen cocks. From that point on, most of the men aimed for her mouth, preferring to see her drink their piss than drown in it.

				It took over an hour for all seventy men to empty their bladders, by which time only Zoe’s nose and mouth were above the urine level and her stomach felt so full of the hot, salty liquid that she wanted to vomit. When the last man had stepped down, shaking his cock, the assistant Mistresses moved the ladders away and the Ringmistress stepped forward, brandishing a bullwhip with a heavy steel ball on the end.

				“Time to release the little pissy fishy,” she cackled.

				The whip whistled and the steel ball struck the toughened glass of the bowl, with a resounding clang. On the fourth lash, the bowl exploded and fell to the ground with a loud shriek, in a shower of piss and glass particles. The assistants removed the shackles from her ankles and hauled her to her feet. As she stood dripping and trembling in the spotlight, whips were drawn by her three captors.

				As one, they began flogging her. She danced and shrieked, the trio of whips savagely biting her flesh. But whatever way she attempted to flee, there was no escaping them. Finally, she sagged to her knees, screaming for mercy. The ferocious whipping continued unabated, even when she was rolling around on the sawdust, maddened with fear and pain and bleeding in several places.

				“Enough!” the Ringmistress shouted, at last. “Throw her to them.”

				Zoe was dragged from the ring by the two Assistant Mistresses and thrown to the ground before the men.

				“Take her as you please,” the Ringmistress told them. “She belongs to all of you.”

				Like a pack of feral beasts, the men fell upon Zoe. She screamed piteously as countless rough hands mauled and pulled at her. The sound was abruptly cut short by the thrusting of a hard cock into her mouth. Two more simultaneously penetrated her front and rear.

				While the Ringmistress stood watching the rape orgy, whip in hand, her assistants untied and dragged the other three semi-conscious and bleeding slaves from the ring. Zoe could not be seen beneath the mass of grunting, writhing and thrusting male bodies. The Ringmistress did not intend to call a halt until every one of the seventy men had satisfied himself with the helpless girl. She prayed they did not seriously injure or kill her. Throwing a slave to the audience was a risky business, and Zoe was her prized possession.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter 13

				Under the loving care of Kat, Jenna recovered quickly from the wounds sustained in the bloody battle to become Chaim’s Queen. Several days had passed before she learned that she had not in fact killed Tori. As soon as she was able to walk again, the defeated Queen had collected her belongings in a rucksack and disappeared. She was now an outcast from the Hell Kings, unfit even for slavery. Jenna hoped she would be captured by the Masters of Rancho Diablo. It would be a fate well deserved.

				Just a few hours after the fight, as she lay in his tepee, racked with pain, Chaim had forcefully claimed his new Queen. Though the pain of his body on top of her and his big cock thrusting up between her thighs had been excruciating, Jenna had neither resisted nor protested. This was the man she had fought for and she belonged to him now. He would not hesitate to deliver a painful reminder, should she ever forget.

				One week later, Chaim announced that the day of their wedding had arrived. Kat dressed Jenna in a white veil, which was the only item of clothing she would wear for the ceremony. Gold rings were threaded through her nipples and a padlock hung from a larger gold hoop in her outer labia.

				“Can’t I at least cover my ass?” she pleaded.

				Kat shook her head. “You’re marrying Chaim, in the tradition of the Hell Kings. The customs of the straight world mean nothing here. When he puts the collar on your neck, it means you belong to him. You’re his property, to do with what he pleases.”

				“A slave?”

				“A Queen,” Kat corrected. “As a slave, you were chained up like a dog, to be screwed and abused by the entire gang. From now on, nobody but Chaim is allowed to lay a hand on you. He will kill any man who tries.”

				“What about any woman?”

				Kat smiled coyly. “Women are different. We must please our Queen, as well as our men. As long as you attend carefully to the needs of your Master, you have as much right to me as any of the men.”

				“I’m glad,” said Jenna, stroking her face. “My sister and I ...”

				“Not now,” Kat interrupted. “It’s time for the ceremony.”

				Chaim waited in the centre of the campsite, dressed in his uniform of boots, leather jeans and greasy denim cutoff. Clawfinger stood by his side, clasping what looked like a bible in his good hand. Now that she belonged to the Kings captain, Jenna had no further reason to fear the steel clawed man. He would never speak ill of her while she was Queen, much less attempt to exact further revenge for her attempt on his life. The remaining bikers and their women stood around in a loose circle, admiring the naked new Queen as she nervously approached her Master.

				As she had earlier been directed by Kat, Jenna knelt before Chaim and gazed adoringly up at him. Clawfinger cleared his throat and spoke.

				“Brothers and bitches of the Hell Kings, we gather here today for the taking of a new Queen. Through battle, Jenna has earned the right to be taken as the property of our Captain, to be his and his alone. Jenna, state the oath of allegiance to your Master.”

				Having been painstakingly coached by Kat over the preceding days, Jenna knew the words of the oath by heart. She understood that to stammer or forget even one word would displease Chaim enough to earn her a whipping, in full view of the gang.

				She recited the words, with feeling. “My Master, I offer myself to you, body and soul, whilst knowing I am unworthy of even licking your boots. I swear to serve you faithfully, accept your word as my only law and honour you, above all others. I am your servant, not your equal, your whore, not your lover. My body exists for your total pleasure. I may never deny myself to you, no matter what you demand. As my Master, it is your right to punish me whenever and however you please and I will never question this right.”

				Oath recited to perfection, she bowed her head, checking the urge to breathe a huge sigh of relief.

				Clawfinger spoke again. “Captain, do you accept this bitch as your Queen?”

				“I do,” Chaim replied.

				At Clawfinger’s command, Jenna raised her head again. Chaim bent over and secured the studded collar that had previously been worn by Tori around her throat.

				“You are now Queen of the Hell Kings,” Clawfinger pronounced. “Sworn to your Master and loyal to no other. You will now swear your allegiance in blood.”

				He drew a curved dagger from his belt and handed it to Jenna. Grasping it in a trembling hand, she raised it to her right breast and drew the sharp blade across her flesh in a half moon, an inch above her nipple. As blood bubbled from the wound, she held the dagger flat underneath it, allowing the droplets to pool on the gleaming steel of the blade. When the pool was as wide as the blade, she offered the dagger to Chaim, being careful not to spill a drop. He took the dagger, raised it to his lips and lapped up the warm, sweet blood.

				Clawfinger then handed him a silver chalice. Chaim unzipped his jeans, withdrew his semi-flaccid cock and began masturbating it to full erection. Jenna had not been made aware of this part of the ceremony and wondered if she should attend to him with her mouth. She guessed it would be wiser to wait for his command. He pumped his thick cock aggressively until, a few minutes later, it spat thick globs of cream into the chalice. He then took the dagger from Clawfinger and drew the blade across his left palm. Blood dripped into the chalice, forming a pinkish slime with his semen. Chaim spat twice into the mixture, then took his now partially deflated cock in his fist again and filled the chalice with urine. He stirred the cocktail with the blade of the dagger, before handing the brimming chalice to Jenna.

				She did not need to be told what to do. Without looking at the contents and resisting the pang of revulsion in her guts, she raised the chalice to her lips and emptied it, with three deep gulps. As she laid down the empty chalice, the roar from the bikers told her the ceremony had ended.

				The festivities commenced, with the new Queen being held aloft by four of the women, to be drenched in beer and whisky by the entire gang. Chaim crouched between her thighs, poured half a bottle of Jack Daniels over her pussy, then feasted upon her until she climaxed, with an ecstatic moan. He then stood up and slid his fresh erection into her wet and willing slash. As he thrust into her, Jenna realised, with a touch of pride, that he was the first man she had ever willingly given herself to.

				The party continued into the early hours of the morning, gradually descending into a drunken orgy, with a sometimes unwilling Kat on the receiving end of more than her fair share of cock meat. Jenna remained by her Master’s side throughout, alert to his every command. Eventually, he threw her over his shoulder and carried her to his tepee, along with a fresh bottle of bourbon. The rest of the night would be spent enjoying her in privacy.

				Two days later, the order was given to move out. Tents were dismantled and loaded onto the bikes. The rest of the gang’s belongings were thrown into the back of the camper van, which would be driven by Kat.

				“Where are we going?” Jenna demanded.

				“None of your business,” Chaim snapped.

				She was far from happy about moving on, because it meant going further away from Rancho Diablo and any chance of rescuing her sister. But there was nothing she could do. Her Master’s word was law and, as he seemed to be under increasing pressure, for some reason unknown to her, it would not be wise to irritate him with persistent questions.

				By mid- afternoon, the Hell Kings cortege was bumping along the dirt track through the forest. Chaim’s Harley led the way, his leather clad Queen perched behind him, gripping his waist. Half an hour later, they hit the highway.

				They set up camp the following night, on the outskirts of a town called San Givera. Chaim decreed they would spend the next few days there, before continuing their Eastbound trek. Exhausted and saddle sore, Jenna was grateful for the opportunity to rest. Chaim did not feel like sleeping, so he and most of the bikers went into the town, to party. Two Kings were left to guard the women and the valuable stash in the van.

				Jenna was awakened, several hours later, by the pleasant sensation of soft hands stroking her breasts. Opening her eyes in the semi-darkness, she made out the figure of Kat lying next to her. The Oriental girl was stoned and it took her a moment to realise Jenna was awake. When she did, she instantly withdrew her hand.

				“Don’t stop,” Jenna purred lazily. “I like it.”

				As the gentle caressing movements through the thin cotton of her tee shirt resumed, Jenna moved against Kat. She kissed her gently at first, then with an urgency that betrayed the growing heat of desire in her loins.

				Kat stripped her slowly, covering her body with kisses and sensual caresses. Her touch reminded her of Zoe. When she shut her eyes, she could imagine it was her own lovely sister kissing the insides of her thighs and running a fingertip over her damp and hungry slit. She pushed Kat’s tiny leather skirt up over her hips. The crotch of her skimpy panties was soaked in musky honey. Jenna licked her through the thin lace, relishing the taste and the heady smell of her sex. Kat’s fingers spread her pussy folds and her tongue lashed at the swollen bud of her clitoris. Jenna responded in kind, first tugging the girl’s panties down over her legs, permitting full access to her intoxicating orifice. She lapped and sucked greedily, savouring the sweet love nectar. As her excitement increased, she eased a finger into Kat’s tight nether hole. Her response was to plunge her tongue and two fingers even deeper into Jenna’s oozing love canal.

				The girls licked, sucked and finger fucked one another to a series of glorious orgasms that left them both sweating and blissfully exhausted. Afterwards, Jenna took Kat in her arms and held her sweat soaked body tightly against hers.

				“I thought only my sister could do that for me,” she whispered.

				“You and your sister were lovers!” Kat exclaimed.

				“Ever since we were old enough to know what to do,” Jenna replied. “We’d planned on running away together, just days before we were sold by that bitch.”

				“Who?”

				“Our aunt, Tonya. None of this would have happened, if it weren’t for her. I have to rescue Zoe. I can’t bear to think of her spending the rest of her life in slavery, at the mercy of Troy and his men, or some equally sick bastards.”

				“How do you propose to do that?” asked Kat. “You’re Chaim’s Queen now. His property. He’d kill you if you even thought about running out on him.”

				“I’m not abandoning my sister for anybody,” Jenna vowed. “Not even him.”

				“Chaim is no knight in shining armour,” said Kat. “He won’t help you. All you are to him is a hot piece of fuck meat. Damn, I shouldn’t be talking like this!”

				Jenna kissed her. “It’s okay. I won’t say anything.”

				“You’re not into all this loyalty bullshit?” asked Kat.

				“My first loyalty is to my sister,” she answered. “I don’t care what oath I’ve made. I ran away and left her, but I’m going to get her back, or die trying.”

				“I could help you,” Kat said, after a momentary silence.

				“How?”

				She abruptly changed her mind and sat up, pulling her tee shirt down over her breasts. “Forget it.”

				Jenna grabbed her by the shoulders. “No, Kat, if you think you can help me rescue my sister, I want to hear about it.”

				“Can you keep a secret? A big secret.”

				“Anything,” Jenna replied. “Just tell me what you have in mind.”

				“Do you know what’s in the back of my van?” she asked. “The reason the Kings are heading East?” When Jenna shook her head, she continued. “Eighty grand’s worth of dope, that’s what. Chaim has a connection waiting to take it off his hands. Wanna know how they came by that dope in the first place?”

				Jenna nodded.

				“I had a boyfriend in Pittsburgh. Pimp, more like. I used to turn tricks for him in this bar. Anyway, one night the Hell Kings came in and I got talking to Chaim and Clawfinger. I told them about my piece of shit dope dealing pimp. I set him up. Told him the Kings wanted to deal with him. When he turned up to meet them, Chaim shot him in the face and I took off with the Kings. I didn’t think much about the dope ‘til I heard Chaim say how much it was worth. As I see it now, it’s rightfully mine. Why should I share it with them, when they treat me like dogshit? They just want to keep me as a prospect, a cheap fuck for whenever they feel like it. That’s not what they promised me.”

				“So you’re running out?” Jenna whispered.

				“You should come with me,” Kat replied. “I can get rid of the dope. Then, you’ll have enough money to buy your sister back, or get somebody to buy her back for you.”

				Several hours later, the campsite reverberated to the roar of the returning motorcycles. Chaim and his friends had done more than just get drunk in San Givera. They had found a trio of teenage girls in tight tee shirts and short skirts, one of whom was perched giggling on the pillion pad of Chaim’s Harley. He dismounted with a stagger and a drunken roar, then scooped the blonde girl up in his arms. Her two companions were left to be shared between Clawfinger and the rest of the gang.

				Jenna sat up with a start, when the tepee was flung open and the giggling young girl tumbled down beside her on the rug.

				“Look what I brought home,” Chaim leered. “Fresh virgin meat. You are a virgin, ain’t you, baby?”

				“Uh... yeah,” the teenager stammered, disconcerted by the sight of the naked girl sitting next to her.

				“Not for long more,” he declared, unbuckling his belt. “You’re about to lose that hot little cherry.”

				“Who’s she?” he girl demanded, pointing at Jenna.

				“My Queen,” he replied, tugging his jeans down over his hips. “Hottest piece of bike bitch ass on god’s earth. And she loves pussy too. Ain’t that right, baby?”

				“That’s right,” Jenna replied, the taste of Kat still in her mouth.

				The young girl was suddenly far less keen on the fun and games the bikers had promised her in the bar. But before she could fully make up her mind whether to stay or go, Chaim was forcing her legs apart and thrusting a hand up under her skirt. She made a half hearted attempt to fight him off, but even had she struggled violently, it would have made no difference. Chaim ripped off her white cotton panties, tossed them to Jenna, then buried his face between the teenager’s thighs. Her cries of protest turned to delighted giggles, as his tongue explored her virginal canal, stirring the juices of young lust.

				Jenna watched with an air of detachment, neither shocked nor jealous. After all, it was she who belonged to Chaim, not the other way around. It was his right to screw any girl he liked.

				Having feasted for several minutes on the young girl’s juicy pussy, he guided his cock to her blonde furred slit. Grunting, he began pushing it into her.

				“No, stop, it hurts!” she shrieked, when less than two inches was inside her.

				“Sure it hurts,” he replied, gripping her buttocks in both hands and burying his full length in her tight tunnel.

				Her sobs and cries for mercy merely encouraged him to thrust into her with ever greater ferocity. Virgin blood slicked his shaft and dribbled onto the white rug underneath. As the agony of the initial hymen rupturing penetration subsided, the teenager began to respond with a muted lust. The presence of Jenna was obviously making her extremely uncomfortable. From outside, the cries of the other two girls could be heard. It was impossible to tell whether they shrieked with terror or excitement.

				As he rammed furiously into his virgin, heavy balls smacking against her buttocks, Chaim ripped off her tee shirt and bra. His big hands squashed her pert young breasts and he pulled and twisted her nipples, causing her to scream in pain. By the time he finally climaxed inside her, she was sobbing and whimpering that she could not take any more.

				“Your turn, baby,” he told Jenna, rolling onto his back. “Eat some virgin pussy. But first, my cock is calling for you.”

				Leaning over the girl, nipples brushing her thighs, Jenna licked the sticky virginal blood and traces of pussy honey and semen from her Master’s deflating cock. When she was finished, he directed her to go down on the girl.

				“Get off me!” she shrieked, kicking out at Jenna. “I ain’t a fucking lesbian!”

				Chaim pinned her down with an arm across her chest. “Relax, baby, you’ll enjoy it.”

				She continued to protest violently, but her fate was sealed. Jenna dug her fingernails into the soft white flesh of her thighs and forced them apart. In the half light, she saw blood still trickling from the girl’s brutalised slit. It was not the most appetising sight in the world, but far worse things had touched and passed her lips. She pressed her lips to the warm smile of teenage pussy and insinuated her tongue, with a gentle flickering motion. The girl continued to protest that she wanted no part of this, until she was finally overcome by the magic of Jenna’s tongue and the pressure of Chaim’s arm on her chest.

				Once his cock had regained its hardness, he decided to use it on both his girls together. They were ordered to crouch doggy fashion, side by side, and thrust their backsides into the air. Chaim then roped them together, wrist to wrist, thigh to thigh and ankle to ankle.

				Jenna knew what to expect and braced herself, taking a deep breath. Chaim oiled his cock with half a dozen deep stabs into her wet pussy. The teenager was uncertain of what was about to happen, until her rear cheeks were pulled apart and Chaim’s cock crown nuzzled her pink little anus. Jenna was deafened by her shriek of pain, as her virginity was claimed for the second time that night.

				Six hours later, a trio of pale teenage girls, resembling hungover tramps in torn clothes, crept away from the Hell Kings’ campsite, in the direction of the town. The all night cock assault had left them scarcely able to walk. In the tepee, Jenna slept in the arms of her Master, her face smeared with dry virgin blood. She dreamt of she and Zoe, as little girls. When she woke up, she recalled Kat’s offer and made a decision.

				Kat intended to make her move later that day. She had to wait for the right moment to approach Jenna. Now that the biker Queen was in on her plan, she had no choice but to take her with her. Part of the way, at least. Once they were safely out of range of the Hell Kings, she could dump her. Kat had plans for her dope money, and using half of it to reunite Jenna with her sister did not figure among them.

				In the end, it was Jenna who made the first move, summoning her to the tepee, late that afternoon. Kat was so nervous, she was trembling.

				“Where’s Chaim?” she demanded.

				“Taking care of some business,” Jenna replied. “Kat, I have to know. Did you mean what you said last night?”

				“Of course I did,” she replied. “I’m going now, this evening, taking the van and the dope. If I wait any longer, I’ll lose my nerve.”

				“You’re sure about it?”

				“Yes, I’m sure. Fuck Chaim and those other assholes. Are you coming with me?”

				“Wait by the van,” Jenna told her. “I won’t be more than half an hour. Now, you’d better get out of here before Chaim gets back.”

				Kat pushed aside the flap, emerged from the tepee and found herself staring down the barrel of a sawn off shotgun, with Chaim’s finger on the trigger. He was flanked by the remainder of the gang.

				“Change of plan,” he grinned.

				Jenna emerged from the tepee and moved to his side.

				“You set me up, you bitch!” Kat croaked, her face turning deathly pale. “Why?”

				“Loyalty,” Jenna replied. “It’s something you wouldn’t understand.”

				Those were the words Chaim liked to hear from his Queen. But Jenna had known she would never be able to trust a girl for whom betrayal was second nature. That was the real reason she had told Chaim of the plan. Now that she had proven her devotion to him, she hoped he would be willing to repay her by helping to free Zoe.

				Realising the hopelessness of her situation, Kat resorted to pleading with Chaim for mercy. He silenced her by grabbing her by the hair and ramming the shotgun barrel into her mouth.

				“When you cross the Hell Kings, you can expect no mercy,” he growled. “Your best hope would be for me to pull this trigger right now. But I ain’t gonna do that. Quick and painless ain’t the way I like to take care of business.”

				Still begging for mercy, Kat was dragged over to two large trees by a trio of the bikers. While they held her, two other Kings flung ropes with nooses over a pair of overhanging branches. When Kat began screaming, the shotgun was thrust between her legs.

				“Nasty way to go,” warned Chaim. “I’ve seen it.”

				The bikers raised her and slipped a noose over each wrist, leaving her dangling a foot off the ground. Clawfinger was awarded the honour of stripping her. He used his curved dagger to slash her tee shirt and denim shorts to ribbons, making a few small cuts in her flesh, in the process. The steel claw tore off her underwear like paper. He balled up her pink lace panties and stuffed them into her mouth. The campsite was not visible from the road or the town, but when Kat started screaming, the sound would carry a long way. And before long, she would have good reason to scream like she had never screamed in her life.

				Two more ropes were tied around her ankles and the tree trunks. She now hung securely, arms outstretched and legs spread so wide, they were almost at a ninety degree angle to her upper body.

				“Bet she wishes she’d kept her mouth shut now,” said Chaim, stroking the puffy folds of Kat’s sex with his shotgun muzzle. “Confiding in my Queen was not a very good idea. Clawfinger, demonstrate just how bad an idea it really was.”

				Kat jerked on the ropes, as one of the four pincers of his steel claw was worked up inside her rectum. A second was pushed into her pussy. The claw shut, pinching the dividing wall of soft flesh between anus and vagina. Kat tossed her head and twisted her face, in the throes of unspeakable agony.

				While Clawfinger was making Kat feel as though he was ripping out her insides, Chaim lit a fat cigar. When it was smouldering nicely, he took over from the clawed man, pushing the cigar into her anus, until only the glowing tip and a fraction of the stub protruded. At his command, Jenna fetched his whip from the tepee and handed it to him. He flicked the tongue across Kat’s breasts, giving her a taste of what was to come. She was less concerned by the whip than the cigar smouldering in her backside.

				Chaim waited for Clawfinger to fetch his whip and take up position behind the hanging girl. At his nod, they began flogging her. The twin whips whistled and cracked. Jenna winced at the ferocity of the lashes. Chaim directed his every stroke to Kat’s breasts, while Clawfinger raised burning crosses on her back.

				Two dozen lashes into the merciless flogging, crimson droplets began flying through the air, streaming from the lacerations on Kat’s breasts and back. The men continued to thrash her, until her head slumped to her chest and the blood ran freely down her buttocks and belly. By then, the cigar tip had burned down to the rim of her anus. She jerked in fresh agony, as it scorched her.

				Clawfinger crouched down to inspect the damage, decided to let her suffer a few more minutes, then worked the cigar stub out of her with his claw. Her rectal rim was bright red and blistering. He took a puff of the sticky cigar, then stubbed it out in her pussy. Both he and Chaim were sorry they could not let the victim scream. She was in enough pain to yell herself senseless. Chaim then took off his studded belt and handed it to Jenna.

				“Your turn,” he told her. “Show me you can whip pussy.”

				Jenna would have preferred to leave the punishment to the men, but she could hardly say no to Chaim. If he thought she felt any sympathy for the traitor, she was liable to find herself hanging beside her. Standing before Kat, she slapped between her thighs with the belt.

				“I said whip her, not tease her,” Chaim barked. “Hurt the slut.”

				Jenna lowered herself to one knee, drew the belt over her right shoulder and proceeded to strike Kat’s pussy, with a vengeance. Each lash was delivered with increasing venom. Her heart raced and she felt a warm moistness between her thighs. Though she could still remember just how good it had tasted, she beat Kat’s pussy with the studded side of the belt, as though it were her bitterest enemy. Chaim watched, the swelling in his crotch ever increasing. His new Queen was showing real spirit. When Kat’s pussy looked as though it had been burned with a hot iron, he finally commanded her to stop. There was more to torture than whipping, and he had a few tricks left to try out on this traitor.

				Kat was revived from her agony induced stupor by a bucket of cold water thrown over her.

				“Don’t fall asleep,” Chaim shouted. “The party ain’t over yet.”

				Two of the Hell Kings cut the ropes binding her arms. She immediately slumped forward, her face hitting the ground. Thrust upwards, her bottom now offered itself for even more sadistic punishment. Clawfinger gripped a baseball bat in his good hand and pushed the business end up against her anus. Chaim struck the other end with a mallet, driving the weapon a short way into her rectal passage. A second blow buried four inches of the weapon inside her, opening her wider than if she were being fucked by a fist. Chaim struck the baseball bat once more, ramming it deep into her bowels. Thrashing in agony, she dug her fingers into the earth and slammed her head against it.

				“That takes care of her asshole,” said Chaim, proudly surveying his work. “Now, how do we make that pussy suffer some more?”

				In reply, Clawfinger held up his gold cigarette lighter. Chaim smiled, took it from him and lit it between Kat’s thighs. The flame licked at her dark blonde pubic curls and they burned with a soft hiss. Chaim guided the flame all over her mound, scorching hair and blistering the tender flesh from which it sprouted. When all that remained was blackened stubble, he raised a few blisters on her inner thighs, then handed the lighter back to Clawfinger.

				Two nooses were now slipped over her breasts and pulled tight, wrenching her up onto her knees. The ropes were so tight, they gouged her breasts and drew blood. Chaim urinated over the tortured globes, while Clawfinger and another biker directed their golden streams over her face. When he was finished, Chaim picked up the shotgun, pushed the barrel up between her thighs and cocked the hammer.

				“This gun’s a sensitive motherfucker,” he told her. “The slightest thing could set it off and bring this business to a very messy conclusion.”

				Gathering handfuls of pebbles, the Hell Kings gathered around their captive, to take pot shots at the weapon between her legs. She did not move a muscle, but blood and cold sweat streamed from her in rivulets. She barely felt the stones that struck her. It was those clinking against the metal of the shotgun that worried her.

				Ten minutes of stone throwing later, Chaim called a halt. He had a better idea and it involved Jenna. Standing her six feet in front of Kat, he blindfolded her with a black bandanna and placed a long whip in her right hand. He spun her slowly around, several times, until she had lost her sense of direction, then ordered her to crack the whip.

				Her first few lashes succeeded only in raising a cloud of dust around Kat. The shouts of the bikers directed her to move in closer, aim higher, more to her left. The whip coiled around Kat’s throat, almost choking her. The next few lashes bit her breasts and belly. Jenna stumbled and struck the ground around Kat several times, before hitting the bullseye. The whip struck the trigger of the shotgun and there was a loud bang. Jenna almost leaped out of her skin, the whip falling from her fingers.

				“Nice shot, baby!” Chaim enthused, untying her blindfold.

				She was almost afraid to look, for fear of the bloody mess she would see. But Kat had not been killed. The cartridge had been a blank. However, when the weapon had gone off, she had fainted and simultaneously lost control of her bladder. Urine streamed down the neck of the shotgun.

				The tortures continued, at frequent intervals, until nightfall, by which time Kat was barely conscious. Chaim and Clawfinger untied her and bundled her into the back of the van, before driving away. When they returned, an hour later, she was not with them.

				Jenna was glad Chaim did not say what they had done with her. She did not want to know. She assuaged her guilt about Kat’s fate by telling herself it had been for a good cause. Nothing mattered more to her than her sister.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter 14

				In the darkness of Zoe’s cell, night and day were indistinguishable. An eternity seemed to have elapsed since she was dragged unconscious from the aftermath of the Sado Circus, oozing semen and drenched from head to foot in it. She had been hosed down with icy water and her wounds treated, before the Ringmistress had once again sewn her pussy and inserted the rubber tube in her anus. This time, her hands were secured by means of thumbcuffs attached to the gold hoops in her nipples. She was then thrown back into her stinking cell, where she had remained ever since. She maintained a grip on her sanity and numbed the worst of the pain by whispering to Jenna for hours at a time, as though praying to her for rescue.

				Eventually, the moment she had been dreading arrived. Another performance of the Sado Circus was about to take place. More torture, more lust crazed men using her for their depraved gratification. Zoe did not think she could endure a repeat of what she had been put through at the previous show, but her thoughts on anything were irrelevant. She was at the mercy of the Ringmistress, whose sole concern was providing her guests with an unforgettable display of sadism.

				The preparations for this second performance were the same as for the first. Each slave was taken, in turn, from her cell, to the operating theatre. There, their stitching and tubing were removed and they were soaked in a hot, disinfecting bath.

				“An old friend of yours is coming to the show, tonight,” the Ringmistress told Zoe. “I’m sure he will be delighted to see you have settled in so well.”

				Troy had not been enthusiastic about making a trip to the Sado Circus, having convinced himself it would be no more than a few hours of arty theatrical horror. A slave trading acquaintance who had been to the first show had changed his mind. The slaver swore he had never seen anything like it. His compliments on the quality of the girls, especially the blonde in the final act, had filled Troy with pride. He liked to see the girls he sold being put to good use. He had called the Ringmistress, to book his place at the second performance.

				“I shall be using the same four girls,” she had told him. “But some exquisite new tortures. No two performances of the Sado Circus are ever the same.”

				After she had greeted her guests and promised them the night of their lives, the Ringmistress called for the first slave.

				A large wooden cross, draped in a black satin sheet, descended from the roof, suspended by a huge chain. When it was almost to the ground, the Ringmistress pulled off the sheet. Hanging naked from the cross was the plump blonde girl. Her wrists and ankles were lashed to the timber with barbed wire. A thin chain dangled from a huge silver ring pushed through her labia. A long silver pin skewered each nipple.

				The Ringmistress took a few practice flicks of her bullwhip on the sawdust covered floor, before unleashing it upon the crucified slave. Each vicious lash was greeted by a shriek of pain. From shoulders to shins, scarcely an inch of the helpless girl’s flesh escaped punishment. Blood seeped from her wrists and ankles, as she strained against her barbed wire bonds. For a full ten minutes, the cruel whip ate her flesh, leaving her striped in lurid red welts and bleeding in several places.

				“Now for the real torture,” the Ringmistress breathlessly announced, her body sheened with perspiration.

				At her signal, the Assistant Mistresses appeared. Both wore identical outfits of stiletto heeled ankle boots, black rubber stockings held up by studded leather suspenders, mini dresses of gleaming silver chain mail, and gas masks. One carried a large honey pot, the other an oversized pepper pot.

				Spoonfuls of honey splattered onto the slave, in thick golden globs. By the time the pot was empty, she was covered. One Assistant Mistress smoothed it over her with the spoon. Then it was the turn of the other to go to work with the pepper pot.

				“Itching powder,” the Ringmistress explained, as the contents were shaken over the honey coated slave. “In a few minutes, our poor little slave will start to go crazy from the itch. But I shall give her something to take her mind off it. Bring on my little pony.”

				A moment later, one of the Assistant Mistresses rode into the ring astride Dina, who was fitted with a saddle and spike studded leather bridle, the bit clenched firmly between her teeth. The only horseshoes she wore were those sewn to her breasts. Her rider held the reins in one hand, using the other to flog her thighs with a riding crop. She drew her up at the foot of the cross, but did not dismount.

				The end of the chain that dangled from the labia of the crucified slave was clipped to an identical silver ring in Dina’s pussy. When this was done, the Ringmistress brought forth a lightbulb, attached to a long length of electrical cable. She coated the bulb in clear grease, then switched it on and carefully pushed it into the rectum of the horse girl.

				“Ride her!” she barked.

				The jockey dug her spiked heels into Dina’s sides and cracked her crop on her buttocks. She crawled a few feet forward, then drew up sharply when the pussy joining chain was pulled tight, yanking her labia and that of the girl on the cross, who screamed in agony.

				“Move, bitch!” the rider barked, the crop in her fist becoming a blur as she thrashed her buttocks.

				Dina tried, but to crawl even another inch caused her labia to be stretched so painfully, she simply had to stop. Her rider knew she could make no further progress, but continued to flog her and dig in her heels, insisting she do the impossible. The girl’s agony was exacerbated by the light bulb in her bottom becoming uncomfortably hot. She pulled valiantly on the chain for several more minutes, until finally collapsing beneath her rider, breathless and sweat soaked.

				“Stand up!” the Ringmistress commanded, once the rider had dismounted.

				When Dina failed to instantly respond, the bullwhip cracked between her shoulder blades. The Ringmistress repeated the command. Four lashes later, the girl managed to stagger to her feet, still wearing her saddle. Her wrists were handcuffed behind her back and her reins slipped over the head of the slave on the cross. The Ringmistress then pushed a nine inch long steel bellows up between her thighs. She secured it in place with two sharp toothed clips on her labia. Kneeling down, she began pumping the two arms of the bellows. The steel cone expanded inside the girl, opening her gradually wider, with each pushing together of the arms. Eclipsing the pain was the dread that the bulb in her rectum might shatter.

				With the bellows fully expanded, Dina was standing with her legs widely splayed and her pussy gorge wide enough for a fully grown hand to push through.

				“Mercy,” she whimpered, tears rolling down her cheeks.

				“Denied,” replied the Ringmistress, spitting in her face.

				It was the turn of the slave with the flowing black locks to take her place in the ring. She was carried in by the two Assistant Mistresses, roped naked by her wrists and ankles to a horizontal wooden pole. The pole was placed in the brackets of two upright steel posts standing to the left of the cross, ten feet apart. Terrified by the sight of her two tortured companions and the sound of their screams, she began struggling violently against her bonds and shouting for help, even though she knew she was wasting her breath.

				“The sweet music of the Sado Circus,” the Ringmistress proclaimed to her audience. “Imagine how she will scream when the real fun begins.”

				The Assistant Mistresses went to work, placing two stainless steel cones lined with holly over the slave’s breasts. They were joined together by a chain link and strapped tightly around the back of the girl. Her nipples poked through the tips of the cones. The assistants squeezed and gently fondled them to full erection, then one uncapped a thermos flask. Steam billowed from the contents. Holding it above the girl’s breasts, she spilled several drops of hot black oil over both nipples. The slave responded with a long drawn out wail of agony.

				By then, the girl on the cross was tossing her head and clenching her fists, in an itch maddened frenzy. The itching powder was like a swarm of mosquitoes dining on her flesh. Sweat rained from Dina, whose bottom contained the hundred watt equivalent of the fires of hell.

				The Ringmistress slid a long finger into the slash of the girl on the pole and hooked it in the gold ring through her clitoris. Hot oil continued to drip onto her nipples. The Ringmistress tugged and twisted her clitoris, whilst spitting on her pussy. Then, she knotted the end of her bullwhip around the clit ring and jammed the handle up between the buttocks of the slave on the cross.

				The Ringmistress used her right thumb in the anus of the shrieking slave, to loosen her up for what was to follow. Clenching her fist, she worked it up inside the girl’s bottom, following it with several inches of her forearm. Inserting her left hand was much more difficult, as the slave was already stretched to the limit. But by pressing it flat against her arm and pushing with all her might, she managed to force first her hand and then her wrist, unto her overstretched rectum. The plaintive cries of the girl were the sweetest music to the ears of her torturers and the audience of over sixty men. While the oil scorched her nipples, both arms of the Ringmistress thrust into her bottom.

				Several minutes later, she wrenched both hands out. She was deeply tanned in pungent anal treacle, halfway to her elbows. She slapped the girl’s buttocks, leaving two brown palm prints, smeared her face with the sticky mess, then stuffed the fingers of her right hand into her mouth. The slave gagged as she sucked them. She licked both hands and arms of the Dominatrix clean, forlornly hoping that this might earn her some small mercy.

				An Assistant Mistress handed a wooden box to her superior. It contained quarter inch long pins, with gold stars on top. The Ringmistress awarded twenty to either cheek of the slave’s backside, pushing them fully into her flesh. A further dozen were stuck into each breast. An Assistant Mistress then stretched her anus open, by hooking the long finger of either hand inside. Her companion pushed the top of the pepper shaker into her bottom and dispensed a liberal dose of itching powder. She thrashed on the pole, as it took instant effect.

				“I think we ought to put her out of her misery,” said the Ringmistress, wrapping a leather belt around her throat.

				“No!” the slave croaked. “Don’t kill me, I beg you.”

				“Beg all you like,” she retorted. “I shall do as I please.”

				As she tightened the belt around her throat, her assistants caned the belly and legs of the slave. Her face turned crimson, then purple, as her shrieks of pain and desperation subsided to a harsh gurgle. The Ringmistress was skilled in the art of strangulation. Just when the girl was on the brink of unconsciousness, she loosened the belt and signalled her assistants to stop caning her. After she had checked on the other two girls and revived their agonies with a few licks of her whip, she turned to her enthralled audience.

				“And now, gentlemen, the climax of our torture show. Meet the sweetest little slave girl of them all.”

				Zoe stepped into the ring, the whip of an Assistant Mistress snapping at her heels. She was blindfolded with a black silk scarf and dressed in an ankle length gown of sheer white silk, through which her nakedness was clearly evident. Her hair was tied up with pink bows, lending her an appearance of childish innocence. There was a steel collar around her throat, to which a long bar was attached. Her wrists were manacled to the end of the bar, which stuck out in front of her. She was already trembling in terror, having heard the screams of her three companions and fully aware that she was about to be subjected to similar sadism.

				Watching from the front row, Troy thought she looked like an angel. How much better the pair would look in that ring, he reflected. Jenna’s successful escape continued to enrage him. Even though he was certain she was dead, he still fantasised about getting her back and subjecting her to the most hideous tortures the human mind could conjure. Seeing Zoe again, he regretted having ever sold her. He would enjoy torturing her to death, on her sister’s behalf.

				“Such a sweet young thing,” the Ringmistress purred, caressing the silk covered mounds of Zoe’s breasts. “As usual, I have something very special lined up for you. It’s a shame you will not enjoy it as much as I intend to.”

				She turned to her audience, while her assistants unveiled a large roulette wheel. Inside each brightly coloured spoke of the wheel was a different symbol.

				“Gentlemen, a game of chance,” she announced. “Each symbol on this wheel behind me denotes a different punishment for our lovely slave. There are thirty six in all, and each is guaranteed to cause maximum pain. For this game, I will need four lucky volunteers. I know you would all like to take part, especially when you hear that the prize for the winner is the lovely slave herself, for a full two hours of your pleasure. I shall invite each of you, in turn, to step up and pluck a star from our slave on the pole. The four men who pick the stars with black pins shall be the selected volunteers.”

				One by one, the men stepped forward, to pluck a gold star from the flesh of the semi-conscious slave. Troy felt lucky, when he pulled out the first of the stars with a black pin. He might yet get the chance to wreak further vengeance upon Zoe, for the humiliation her twin had caused him. When the last star had been plucked from the girl, he and his three fellow contestants waited in the ring, while the other men returned to their vantage points. The prize they lusted for was ordered to step onto a podium beside the wheel. The Ringmistress explained the rules of the game, in a loud voice.

				“As you can see, gentlemen, the spokes on the roulette wheel are numbered one to thirty six. You will each be given three chances to spin the wheel and select the punishments for our slave. Whichever one of you has accumulated the highest number of points at the end of the game shall be declared the winner. Before we begin, let us make sure our star prize remains on her pedestal.”

				Kneeling by the podium, an Assistant Mistress fastened two steel manacles around Zoe’s ankles. These were joined by a small piece of timber, attached to two short chains. The assistant nailed the timber to the podium, then stepped back. The Ringmistress then invited the first contestant to give the wheel a good spin. When it stopped spinning, the ball came to rest in a yellow spoke, decorated with an angelic figure wielding a bow and arrow.

				“Cupid’s Arrow,” the Ringmistress announced. “Worth twenty points to you, Sir, and to our slave ...”

				An assistant took a small bow from an instrument rack nearby and selected an arrow from the quiver. The glinting needle point was a quarter inch long. She crouched on one knee, drew back the bow, aimed carefully and fired. The missile whizzed through the air and embedded itself in Zoe’s left buttock. She shrieked in agony and would have leaped from the podium, had she not been nailed to it.

				The next contestant stepped up for his first spin of the wheel. This yielded him nine points and the symbol of a whip. Taking the cat o’ nine tails from her belt, the Ringmistress stepped up to Zoe, ripped the front of her gown and lashed both breasts nine times.

				The next contestant’s spin finished on the symbol of a wolf’s head.

				“Maximum points for one of my favourite tortures,” the Ringmistress delightedly announced. “The Big Bad Wolf. Hear her scream, when he gets his teeth into her.”

				An assistant handed her an iron contraption that resembled a small bear trap. The jaws of the device were held open by a single bolt.

				“Left or right?” the Ringmistress wondered, studying Zoe’s breasts. “Eeny, meeny, miney, moe ...”

				While she recited the childish ditty, Zoe sweated and trembled, unable to imagine what new torment was about to be inflicted upon her. The Ringmistress placed the jaws of the trap over her right breast, then pulled the bolt. Zoe howled as the jaws snapped shut, sharp iron teeth biting deep into her flesh.

				With a satisfied smile, the Ringmistress turned to Troy. “Your turn to make her suffer.”

				He was not pleased to score only seven on his first spin, but the symbol on which the ball came to rest looked interesting. It showed the face of a girl in a mask, mouth opened in a scream.

				“The Iron Witch,” the Ringmistress explained. “Our slave certainly is unfortunate tonight.”

				An iron mask, consisting of four black steel bars was placed on Zoe. After it had creaked shut, an Assistant Mistress tightened the steel bands around her temple and throat. She was careful the latter was tight enough for discomfort, but not to choke her. A flaccid black rubber wheel was forced into her mouth and the rim snapped tightly over her upper and lower teeth. A small valve sprouted from the wheel. The Ringmistress attached a bicycle pump and inflated the wheel, forcing Zoe’s mouth open, to the point where her jaw ached. The Ringmistress had only one small dislike of the rubber wheel. It severely curtailed the slave’s ability to scream. The pump was disconnected, then the game continued, with contestant number one taking his second spin of the roulette wheel.

				“Nineteen points and the Mousetrap,” the Ringmistress announced, signalling an assistant to bring forth the necessary equipment. “But I see no reason to trap a poor, defenceless little mouse. Trapping a poor, defenceless little slave is so much more fun.”

				She raised the front of Zoe’s gown and tied the hem to the iron bar extending from her collar, with a piece of wire. Mousetrap in hand, she then knelt before her and stretched the left side of her labia. Placing it between the jaws of the mousetrap, she released the spring. Zoe jolted, as the steel jaw snapped shut on her pussy. The Ringmistress left it hanging there and took a second trap from her assistant. This was attached, in similarly painful fashion, to the opposite half of the slave’s sex.

				“Such pain she must be feeling,” the Ringmistress cackled. “Contestant number two, take your second spin and let us see what else lies in store for her.”

				The result of this spin was a slim red rubber dildo, with a steel clip sprouting from the crown. This was attached to Zoe’s clitoris. A long electrical lead dangled from the base of the dildo. When this was plugged into a socket, an eyeball rattling shock was delivered through the clit clip, at thirty second intervals. This treatment would continue, at least until the game was finished.

				Troy was enjoying his evening more, with every passing minute. He liked the style of the Ringmistress. To watch a fellow sadist deriving such joy from their art was a true joy. Seeing Zoe suffer multiplied the pleasure, many times over. All he needed to make his night complete, was to win her in the game.

				The next spin of the wheel won for Zoe’s already tortured breasts a scalding coating of molten candle wax. Then, it was Troy’s second turn. He was luckier this time. A score of thirty five and a slave punishment that was exquisite in its cruelty.

				The Ringmistress ripped Zoe’s gown down the back, leaving only a patch of silk pinned by the arrow to her left buttock. She pulled the pale buns wide apart and an assistant wedged a half moon shaped piece of timber, with tiny nails jutting from both sides, into the cleft. When Zoe’s buttocks were pushed back together, the nails gouged her flesh. For maximum effectiveness, a leather belt was pushed through the loop attached to the half moon and tightly buckled around her waist.

				“How much more can she take?” the Ringmistress wondered aloud. “Let us find out, gentlemen, as each of you takes his final spin of the roulette wheel.”

				Gold Injection was the final selection of contestant number one. A bucket was brought forth, into which the Ringmistress invited the four contestants to urinate. She then plunged a huge plastic syringe into the steaming bucket, drew it full, then pushed the point through the small hole in the centre of Zoe’s mouth wheel. Fresh piss was squirted directly back her throat. She had no choice but to swallow. The bucket contained enough for twenty fills of the syringe. While the Ringmistress was dosing Zoe, her two Assistant Mistresses strutted around the ring, whipping the other three whimpering slaves. In the Sado Circus, this was called value for money.

				Zoe’s next punishment was a further beating. This was administered to her bare buttocks by the Ringmistress, using a cane. As the points scored for this punishment were twenty-eight, that was the number of savage strokes her bottom received. The cane was then handed to the first Assistant Mistress, who caned the backs of her thighs a further twenty eight times. The second assistant then took her turn, concentrating on her belly and frontal thighs. The beating left Zoe streaked in several shades of red. Tears streamed down her face and she whimpered softly, jerking with each electrical shock to her clitoris.

				Only two spins of the wheel remained. The penultimate earned for Zoe a form of nipple torture she had not previously been unfortunate enough to experience. The Assistant Mistresses teased her brown buds to full stiffness, then slipped a thick silver band over each. The pain began when two long silver pins were pushed through the small holes in the bands, piercing her nipples, the points emerging through the top side of the hoops. The assistants then held a pair of welding torches, on low flame, to the base of the pins. As they heated, they turned from black, to red, to yellowy white, the glow burning straight up through Zoe’s nipples, until the tips of the pins were as white hot as the base. Acrid tendrils of smoke drifted from her nipples to her nostrils. She could hear the hiss of the welding flames and was certain they were actually burning her with them. She longed to pass out, so that the all-consuming pain would be lost, but that was yet another mercy denied.

				Even before he stepped up for his final spin of the wheel, Troy felt he was destined to win. When the ball fell on thirty-three, he almost cheered.

				“The winner!” the Ringmistress shouted, stepping up to shake his hand. “This fine young slave is yours for the next two hours, to enjoy as you please. Perhaps you would like to start by treating her to her final punishment of the game.”

				“Gladly.” Troy looked at the wheel. The ball was lying on the symbol of a crown.

				“Nice to finish on a ceremonial note,” the Ringmistress said, presenting him with a red velvet cushion, upon which rested a crown of gold plated barbed wire.

				Troy lifted the crown in his gloved hands and placed it upon Zoe’s head, pressing firmly down, so that the barbs pricked her scalp. An Assistant Mistress then handed him a bucket of cold, stale urine, which he emptied over Zoe’s head, completely drenching her.

				The Ringmistress addressed her audience. “Gentlemen, I hope you have all enjoyed the show. But the end of the performance does not mean an end to the pleasures of the Sado Circus. I now invite you all into the ring, to pleasure yourselves with my three other slaves. Take your time and enjoy them to the full. Remember, only you can hear their screams.”

				While the horde of men took full advantage of her offer, ravenously attacking the three helpless girls, an Assistant Mistress freed Zoe from her podium and dragged her from the ring. In the private dungeon, Troy could torture her at his leisure.

				“Care to join me?” he asked the Ringmistress.

				“I would love to,” she replied, leading him down the steps.

				An Assistant Mistress, armed only with a bullwhip, remained in the ring, to watch over the violent orgy and ensure the three victims were not seriously harmed. After she had thrown Zoe in the dungeon, her partner rejoined her.

				Zoe was stripped of the remains of her gown, along with the torture implements attached to her, before being hung by the wrists from a chain dangling from the ceiling of the dungeon. Her toes barely touched the floor and the irons bit into her wrists. Troy chose a whip from the arsenal on the wall, then nodded to the Ringmistress to remove the blindfold.

				Zoe blinked in the flickering candlelight, seeing only shadows, for a minute. When she discerned the features of the black clad figure before her, like a nightmare brought to life, she uttered a small scream.

				Troy smiled. “We meet again, my pretty one. Small world, isn’t it? So small, in fact, that your beloved sister could find no hiding place in it.”

				“Jenna!” she cried. “She’s alive!”

				“Barely,” Troy answered. “And not for much longer. After all the trouble she caused and the money she cost me, I’ve decided to make her the ultimate example to the rest of my slaves. Do you know what a snuff video is?”

				Zoe nodded weakly.

				“Your sister is destined for stardom,” he continued. “I’ll send a tape to the Ringmistress. I’m sure she’ll be glad to let you watch the final hours of your twin’s miserable life. It’s the closest you’ll ever get to saying goodbye to her.”

				It never occurred to Zoe that he might be lying. All she saw in his cruel eyes was the death of her only hope. Without Jenna to live for, there was nothing. She began to cry, then scream with all the breath that remained in her lungs. Troy and the Ringmistress began simultaneously whipping her, but she scarcely felt the hard tongues of leather that scorched her breasts and buttocks. The agony of a whipping, or any of the other tortures she had endured were nothing, compared to that of losing the twin that was the other half of herself.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter 15

				Jenna had waited patiently for the Hell Kings to offload their drug supply, before tentatively broaching to Chaim the idea of rescuing her sister. Now that he and the gang were rich, she reasoned there could be no better time.

				“Your sister ain’t my problem,” he told her. “Forget her.”

				“Master, I can’t,” Jenna replied. “She’s back there at Rancho Diablo, being tortured and abused by those monsters, while I’m free with you. It isn’t fair.”

				“Life ain’t fair,” Chaim retorted. “If it was, we’d never have got our hands on that dope in the first place. I ain’t wasting time looking for some bitch, even if she is your sister. This is the Hell Kings, not the Red Cross. Now, use that Queen mouth on my cock, before I use my belt on your ass.”

				She did not mention the matter again, for several days. Attempting to appeal to Chaim’s better nature had been a mistake. If she was to persuade him to rescue Zoe, he would have to be convinced there was something in it for him.

				“There’s more than just my sister at Rancho Diablo,” she told him. “They’ll have about thirty slaves there, maybe more.”

				“I’m beginning to get pissed off with you and your fucking sister,” he warned. “It’s a bit early to start forgetting where your loyalties lie.”

				“My first loyalty will always be to you, Master,” Jenna swore. “But if you rescued my sister, you would have both of us to serve you. We would be yours for as long as you wanted and would do anything you pleased.”

				“She’ll be dead by now, or sold,” Chaim argued. “It’s over two months since you escaped. Besides, I got plans. We’re gonna ride down to Mexico and spend our cash on the high life. You might as well get used to the idea of never seeing your sister again.”

				“Think about all those other slaves,” Jenna insisted, knowing she was pushing her luck. “Where there’s slaves, there’s money. More money than you’d get for a truckload of dope. Troy is buying and selling all the time, and you can’t use banks in his line of business.”

				At last, she saw a flicker of interest in the eyes of her Master.

				“How many men on the ranch?” he demanded.

				“Seven.”

				“They got guns?”

				Jenna nodded. “But we could take them by surprise.”

				“How do we do that?” he snapped. “They’d hear us coming a mile off.”

				“We could ambush them,” she suggested. “They send out a truck every couple of weeks, to pick up fresh slaves. I’d recognise it anywhere. If we could ambush that truck, we could be inside Rancho Diablo before they suspected a thing.”

				“Risky,” Chaim mused.

				“The Hell Kings can do it,” Jenna assured him. “Wouldn’t you like to have two of me, Master? A pair of identical Queens to serve you.”

				“I’d like it,” he replied. “But you’d better remember one thing. If we rescue your sister and she gives me any shit, you’re both dead. From what you’ve told me, I should have no trouble finding another Queen among the slaves of that place.”

				Once their Captain had decided upon raiding Rancho Diablo, the others accepted his decision without argument. The trek back to the area of the ranch took six days. Then, from the cover of a forest beside the highway, the wait for the slave truck began. Chaim was prepared to wait three days. If the truck had not shown by then, an alternative plan of attack would be devised.

				But they did not have to wait that long. Late the second evening, the black truck came into view, rumbling down the highway, at a sedate pace. At Chaim’s command, the biker girl chosen as bait stepped from behind the trees, out onto the edge of the highway. As the truck drew near, she extended her right thumb.

				Kurt and Logan had enjoyed a particularly fruitful hunting expedition. The trailer of the cattle truck contained eight girls, all in their prime and none above the age of twenty-three. Troy already had buyers lined up for at least four, but that would not stop the Masters enjoying them, for the duration of their brief stay.

				“One of us should have stayed in the back,” Logan was saying. “Just to keep the bitches in order.”

				“They’re hardly likely to break out,” Kurt replied. “That skinny blonde has one hell of a tight ass. Wouldn’t surprise me if Troy decided to keep her for himself. Soon as we get to the ranch, I’m ... Shit, Logan, would you just look at what’s just stepped out of the woods!”

				“Bonus meat!” the bearded man grinned. “This must be our lucky night.” His foot was already hitting the brake pedal.

				The biker girl was called Sheryl. She belonged to Slade, the youngest member of the Hell Kings. She was dressed in a ripped denim jacket, red mesh halter top and tiny red leather skirt that displayed her long, tanned legs to full advantage. No slave trader worth his salt would be able to resist stopping for her.

				Behind the trees, the bikers waited, armed and ready to spring into action, as soon as a door of the truck was opened. Four would ride in the hijacked truck, along with the women. With the two men in the truck out of action, they would only have five to deal with, once they reached Rancho Diablo.

				The truck squealed to a halt and Logan lowered his window, fixing the blonde hitch hiker with a lewd grin. A real beauty, no more than eighteen or nineteen. Probably a runaway. Troy would be pleased. Chaim was about to give the signal to attack, when a second vehicle appeared in the distance, blue lights flashing.

				“Shit!” he hissed. “The fucking cops!”

				“We can take ‘em,” Clawfinger said, raising his pump action shotgun.

				“We can’t afford to shoot pigs,” Chaim replied.

				“So what do we do about Sheryl?” her Master demanded.

				“We wait and see what happens.”

				The police car drew up behind the truck and cruised to a halt.

				“I recognise those two fuckers,” Jenna whispered, as the occupants emerged. “They pulled over the truck the night me and Zoe were being brought to the ranch. They’re worse than the slavers.”

				“Shut up,” Chaim warned her. “I’m running this show and nobody makes a fucking move, unless I say so.”

				“Evening, boys,” drawled the fat cop, as he and his partner sauntered up to the truck. “You planning on giving this young lady a ride?”

				“She’s going our way,” Logan replied. “That right, baby?”

				Sheryl nodded, glancing anxiously in the direction of the trees.

				“You look a bit nervous,” the second cop observed. “Maybe you don’t like the idea of getting into a truck with these men. How old are you anyway?”

				“Nineteen.”

				He grinned. “Nice age. I got a nineteen year old niece myself. A real pretty little thing. Looks a lot like you.”

				“We know what you’re carrying,” the fat cop told Logan. “And I think you know the drill well enough by now. But tonight, I don’t think we need to take a look inside that truck of yours at all. Whatever you have in there can’t be better than what you have right here.”

				“We’ll take her when you’ve finished with her,” Logan replied, lighting a cigarette.

				Drawing his night-stick, the fat cop grabbed Sheryl’s left arm.

				“Hands off, pig!” she shrieked, doubling him over with a knee in the crotch.

				Fast as lightning, his partner jumped back and whipped out his .38.

				“Hold it right there, you fucking bitch!” he snarled. “Move another muscle and these boys will be scraping you up for dog meat.”

				Red faced, cursing and breathless, the fat cop raised himself upright, drew back his night-stick and doubled the girl over, with a vicious blow to the guts.

				“Easy,” his partner shouted, as he was about to bring the weapon crashing down on her skull. “She’s more useful to us conscious.”

				From their concealment, only a few yards away, the Hell Kings watched in silence, as the fat cop kicked Sheryl around the road. His partner holstered his gun and unzipped his trousers. The fat man planted a knee on the girl’s belly, yanked her skirt up over her hips and ripped off her black lace panties. The second cop fell on top of her, forced her legs wide apart and rammed his hard cock into the hairy slit in between.

				“Are we just going to let them rape her,” Sheryl’s Master angrily whispered.

				Chaim nodded. “Don’t worry about her. She’s been fucked before. It’s the truck we’re after. If we shoot those two cops, we’re in the deepest of shit.”

				As he thrust into her, the cop tore away Sheryl’s halter top and began mauling the firm round peaks of her breasts. When she struggled and cried out for help, the fat cop pressed a booted foot down on her throat.

				“Easy, little girl,” he panted, pumping his cock with his right fist. “My partner might enjoy screwing dead meat.”

				Immediately the first cop had finished with her, his fat partner took over. He oiled his cock with a few deep thrusts into her semen slicked sex, before rolling her onto her belly and ramming his full length into her rectum.

				As he forcefully sodomized her, his partner drew his gun, ejected five bullets, then spun the chamber. Lifting Sheryl’s head by the hair, he jammed the barrel of the .38 into her mouth.

				“One shot,” he said. “If you’re a very lucky girl, you won’t get your pretty head blown off.”

				“Wait,” his thrusting partner grunted. “We’ll shoot together.”

				As he climaxed, a few moments later, beating a tattoo on the sobbing girl’s pale buttocks with both palms, his partner squeezed the trigger. As semen gushed into Sheryl’s bowels, urine gushed from her bladder. The hammer fell on an empty chamber, to the regret of both cops.

				Satisfied with their spoils, they bid the slave traders goodnight and swaggered back to their car.

				“Let’s throw that bitch in the back,” Logan said, as soon as they were out of sight.

				The two men climbed from the truck, lifted Sheryl up off the road and dragged her around to the rear of the truck. Kurt opened the door and they threw her inside.

				“Think I’ll get in there with her,” he said. “Nothing a little freshly fucked pussy.”

				In the next instant, the Hell Kings burst from their cover, weapons ready. The traders were taken completely by surprise.

				“It can’t be!” Logan cried, seeing Jenna by the side of the blonde haired gang leader.

				“I got homesick,” she smiled.

				“Chaim, step back,” growled the bearded figure of Slade. “If I can’t nail those pigs, these two will do.”

				“We need one alive to take us to the ranch,” Chaim told him.

				The young man nodded. “No problem. I’ll save one for later.”

				The shotgun in his hands boomed deafeningly and Logan was lifted clean off his feet by the force of the blast. There was no need for a second shot.

				“Let’s go,” Chaim shouted. “Clawfinger, Slade, Viper, you get in the back with the women. The rest of you get on your bikes and follow behind. Not too close. I’ll ride up front. That okay with you, asshole?”

				“F... fine,” Kurt stammered, trembling violently, his slave cargo already forgotten.

				Once Logan had been dragged out of sight, the truck began to move. Chaim crouched low in the passenger seat, his gun jammed into Kurt’s right side.

				In the back, Jenna and the bikers studied the naked captives suspended from the meat hooks. Several bore the livid evidence of recent whippings and other tortures. Having heard the gunshot, all now quaked in terror of the armed gang.

				“These guys sure go for quality,” Clawfinger remarked, fondling the pert breasts of a young brown haired girl with his steel hand. “What’s your name, baby?”

				“Sammi, Sir.”

				He grinned. “Sammi Sir. That’s a nice name. Where did they get you?”

				“My uncle sold me,” she replied. “Said I was lazy.”

				“You know who we are?” he demanded.

				She shook her head.

				“We’re your rescue party, that’s who. Now, if I untied your hands, you’d show your gratitude for having your ass saved, Sammi. Right?”

				“Yes, Sir,” she eagerly responded, licking her lips.

				Jenna sat in a corner of the truck, watching the three bikers tease and maul the trussed up slaves. The brown haired girl was on her knees, sucking greedily on Clawfinger’s hard cock. Slade knelt, grabbed her by the hips and thrust into her from behind. Sheryl lay sobbing on the floor, forgotten for now, the semen of the two cops seeping from both orifices.

				A further hour passed, before the gates of Rancho Diablo loomed in the headlights of the truck. Chaim crouched further below the level of the windscreen.

				“Act normal, if you like your nuts,” he told Kurt, prodding his groin with the gun barrel.

				The gates were manned by a hooded Master, who allowed Kurt to drive through unhindered. A moment later, the distant rumble of the Hell Kings motorcycles became audible. Troy emerged from the ranch house, as the truck rolled to a halt in the yard. He was dressed in his thigh boots, hat and a calf length coat of shiny black leather. His trusty whip was gripped in his right fist. He walked straight to the rear of the truck, eager to inspect the latest additions to his herd. He had not yet heard the approaching motorcycles, but the guard at the gate had. The yellow glow of headlights became visible, as he unslung his rifle.

				Clawfinger flung open the rear doors of the truck, in the same instant as Chaim leaped from the cab. As he rolled across the yard, he fired three times. The guard at the gate fell and lay still. Troy froze, finding himself facing three gun barrels. A blonde figure in scuffed black leather emerged from the mass of female flesh in the dimly lit trailer and stepped down. He gasped, unable to believe his eyes.

				Jenna smiled. “I guess I just couldn’t stay away. Where’s my sister, you piece of dogshit?”

				“She’s not here,” he replied, recovering his composure. “Who are your friends?”

				His question was drowned out by the roar of engines, as seven motorcycles poured through the gates of the ranch. In the excitement, Kurt had been forgotten long enough for him to take a pistol from the glove compartment of the truck. Chaim was in his sights, his back to him. He levelled the gun. Two shots rang out and Kurt fell like a rag doll from the truck, his gun clattering to the ground.

				“Number two,” Slade grunted, lowering his smoking shotgun.

				With a shriek, Jenna launched herself at Troy and they both crashed to the ground.

				“What’s happened to my sister?” she hissed, clawing at his throat.

				Chaim dragged her off and jammed his shotgun against Troy’s throat.

				“You have three seconds to call out the rest of your men,” he growled. “One...”

				On the count of two, Troy called out loudly. Three hooded Masters stepped into the light, hands raised high above their heads. Two bikers roped their wrists behind their backs and herded them to the corral. Chaim marched Troy at gunpoint into the house, ordering Jenna to come along.

				“Let’s find the slaves!” Clawfinger hollered.

				The herd, now consisting of twenty-six girls was in the barn. They screamed in terror as the motorcycles burst through the doors. Whooping Hell Kings leaped upon the captive slaves, kicking over toilet buckets in their excitement. Rampant cocks found unresisting orifices. The bikers could not believe they had found so many beautiful women, simply there for the taking. They leaped from stall to stall, slave to slave, indiscriminately thrusting with their cocks and discharging their guns into the air.

				A hellish cacophony of gunshots, screams and roaring engines filled the barn. It was Clawfinger who finally suggested they herd the slaves out into the open. They used axes and bullets to break their chains, then chased the naked and terrified women out into the yard, circling them on their bikes and shooting over their heads.

				The first slave to fall was leaped upon by Clawfinger, who pushed her face down into the dirt and rammed his cock up between her thighs. Several slaves made a break for the gates, but were cut off by the bikers. Screaming slaves ran helter skelter through the yard. Another choice specimen was knocked to the ground and pounced upon by a fat biker, throbbing cock primed for pussy.

				With nowhere to run, except in circles, the slaves finally gave up trying and collapsed to the ground. The Hell Kings dived into the pile of flesh, hard cocks sinking into the first available hole. They kept their guns in their hands, to deter any would-be escapees.

				From the ranch house, Jenna watched the frenzied rape orgy, with an overwhelming sense of sadness and anger. She had arrived too late to rescue Zoe. Behind her, Troy was sitting in his rocking chair. Chaim stood a few feet away, guarding him with his shotgun.

				“Where’s my sister?” Jenna demanded, turning around.

				“The Pirate took her,” Troy replied. “If you hadn’t run away, he’d have taken you both.”

				“You’re lying,” she retorted.

				The slave Master looked at Chaim. “If you don’t mind me saying so ,you don’t look much like a knight in shining armour. Let’s make a deal.”

				“What kind of deal?”

				He nodded towards Jenna. “Give her back to me. Just name your price.”

				“I didn’t come here to deal,” Chaim replied. “This is what you might call a hostile takeover. Now, where’s her twin? My heart is set on the matching pair.”

				“I don’t know,” Troy insisted. “Once a slave has been sold, she’s no longer my concern. For all I know, she could be dead.”

				“Might as well just shoot him,” Chaim decided.

				“No!” Jenna cried. “If you kill him, we’ll never find Zoe. Let me make him talk. Please!”

				Chaim laughed. “And how do you propose to do that. Ask him nicely, perhaps?”

				“I learned a few things while I was here,” she replied. “If we take him to the dungeon, I can make him talk. I guarantee it.”

				Troy continued pleading with Chaim for a deal, as he was marched down to the dungeon. He was ordered to strip down to his boots, then manacles hanging from the ceiling were clamped around his wrists.

				“He’s all yours,” Chaim told Jenna, propping his shotgun against the wall. “I’m just gonna loot this place, while you play the wicked Mistress.”

				“Won’t you help me, Master?” she pleaded.

				He shook his head. “I’m saving my energies for the slave herd. You have as long as it takes me to find where he hides his money to make him tell you what happened to your other half. If he ain’t singing by then, he’s a free man.”

				The iron door slammed shut and he was gone.

				“Just you and me, slave girl,” Troy smirked. “Go ahead. Make me tell you what really happened to your stupid sister. I’m shaking in my boots.”

				“You don’t think Chaim will really let you go free, do you?” Jenna responded. “He’ll blow you away, just like the rest of your fucking Masters.”

				“And you’ll never find your precious sister,” Troy finished.

				Jenna saw the movement of his right foot, but did not react quickly enough to avoid the kick that caught her full between the thighs. She fell to the floor, with a cry of pain.

				“I’m still the Master,” Troy laughed. “You should have kept running, while you were able.”

				Jenna crawled out of range of his boots and staggered to her feet.

				“Try a taste of your own medicine, MASTER!” she snarled, grabbing a bullwhip from the wall rack.

				The whip sliced the air and exploded across Troy’s hard muscled belly. He roared with laughter, rather than pain. She lashed him again, using every ounce of her strength. But, though the whip burned his flesh, she might as well have been striking him with a feather duster. He actually seemed to enjoy the pain. His huge cock gradually swelled, rearing its bulbous head in response. After two dozen lashes to his chest and belly, Jenna began whipping him from behind. She flogged him until she was out of breath and could no longer hold the whip.

				“That felt good!” he boomed, beads of perspiration running from under the brim of his hat. “Maybe you’d like to suck my cock now. Really make me beg for mercy.”

				“You’ll beg for mercy alright,” Jenna vowed. “Just as soon as I’ve tied you up properly.”

				That was a more difficult proposition than she had bargained for. Even though Troy could not use his hands, his boots remained lethal weapons. She took three savage kicks as she hugged his left leg and attempted to slip a noose around his ankle. She eventually succeeded, pulled the rope tight and secured it to a steel hoop in the wall. Roping his right leg proved even more hazardous. One well aimed kick caught her in the chest and knocked her flat on her back. Shrieking with rage, she leaped back up and brought her right foot up between his legs, from behind. Her boot slammed into his testicles, causing the air to whoosh loudly from his lungs. She was sorry she had not thought to kick him there in the beginning. It would have saved her a lot of pain and trouble.

				“Not so mighty now, Master!” she sneered, when she had secured the second rope, pulling his legs wide apart.

				His eyes were glassy and he was trembling from the nauseating agony in his balls.

				“You’re as good as dead, slave girl,” he gasped. “I’m going to crucify you, for real.”

				Jenna shook her head. “Oh no. What you’re going to do is tell me where I can find my sister. Your slave trading days are over, shitface.”

				“You wish,” he grunted. “When your boyfriend doesn’t find the cash he’s looking for, he’ll come back here and I’ll make him an offer he can’t refuse. A partnership in Rancho Diablo, in exchange for your pretty white ass. Do you really think you mean that much to him, that he could turn down an offer like that?”

				Jenna wasn’t sure. But she was determined to use all the means at her disposal to break the leering Slavemaster. For herself, as well as for Zoe.

				She inspected the array of torture equipment on the racks around the dungeon. Every whip, chain and devilish device brought back horrible memories of how she and Zoe had suffered at the hands of Troy. It was difficult to choose something appropriate for the beast. Her eyes came to rest on the metal headed dildo that had once been forced into her pussy.

				“Let’s start with one of your favourites,” she said, holding up the dildo and unwinding the flex.

				“You’re only making it worse for yourself,” he growled, though with considerably reduced bravado.

				Standing behind him, Jenna pushed the dildo head against his rectum. He grunted. She pushed upwards. He clenched his teeth, to prevent a roar of agony, as the phallic weapon was forced up inside him. Jenna rammed the full length up between his tight buttocks, then clipped the control box to her belt, switched it on and pressed the red button. Troy jerked, as a bolt of low voltage current shot through him.

				“Hurts, doesn’t it?” she said, keeping her finger on the button. “Changed your mind about talking?”

				“Get fucked,” he hissed.

				Outside, the motorcycles had fallen silent. Shrieks and jubilant cries filled the night air, as the Hell Kings lustily enjoyed their helpless slave herd. Several girls had managed to discreetly break from the sea of flesh and crawl towards the corral, where the trio of roped hooded Masters stood. They were outnumbered two to one and no longer held any fear for the slaves. They were the ones now in terror for their lives. The slaves advanced on them, suddenly hungry for revenge. One of the men stumbled in the near darkness and fell flat on his back. Immediately, a trio of enraged slaves fell upon him. A moment later, a howl of the purest agony split the sounds of the nearby orgy.

				Chaim had so far failed to locate a safe, or a hoard of cash in the ranch house. But he had found the drinks cabinet. As he took a long swig from a bottle of vintage cognac, he looked around him. He was beginning to think Rancho Diablo might be worth more than a flying visit.

				It would take more than an electric dildo up his backside to break Troy. He spat on Jenna, as she attached a pair of steel clamps to his nipples. She kneed him in the crotch again and tugged hard on the chain dangling from the clamps. Still, he emitted no more than a groan and a curse.

				She knew she must hurry. Chaim might return at any moment. When he did, he would want to make a fast getaway. Worse - he might have changed his mind about dealing with Troy. Either way, she would have lost her chance of finding Zoe.

				The branding iron had been placed in the brazier, in preparation for the new arrivals. Jenna wrenched it out and held it inches from Troy’s face. He jerked his head back, showing genuine fear, for the first time.

				“Last chance,” she said. “Where’s Zoe?”

				“Somewhere you’ll never find her,” he gasped.

				Without another word, she raised his flaccid cock by the foreskin and stretched it against his belly. She touched the red hot branding iron to his fat shaft, then pressed. Flesh sizzled and smoked and an agonised bellow burst from his lungs. Jenna kept the branding iron pressed against his cock.

				“Stop!” he screamed. “I’ll tell you.”

				She drew back the smoking iron. The centre of the Rancho Diablo brand was burned black into his tattooed cock flesh.

				“Where is she?” she demanded.

				“The Sado Circus,” he croaked. “Oh Christ, my cock! Aaaahhhh ...!”

				By the time Chaim returned to the dungeon, five minutes later, Jenna had all the information she needed. Troy was sobbing softly and thrashing in agony against his bonds. Jenna was holding a pair of metal tongs between his thighs and brushing his scrotum with a red hot coal.

				“I know where Zoe is!” she cried, dropping the tongs. “We can be there in a few hours.”

				“We’re going nowhere tonight,” Chaim barked. “I’ve been thinking. With these weird fuckers out of the way, there’s nothing to stop the Hell Kings taking over this whole operation. The law sure as hell won’t. The more I think about it, the more I like the idea of going into the slave trading business. Hear that, big Master? You’ve been taken over.”

				He picked up the shotgun and took aim.

				“Please don’t kill me,” Troy whimpered. “You want this place, it’s yours. I told her what she wanted to know. You don’t have to shoot me, for God’s sake!”

				“He’s right,” said Jenna. “Why waste a bullet on this piece of shit? You could throw him to the slaves instead. I’m sure they’d love to pay him back for all his kindness.”

				“Might be fun,” Chaim mused. “There seems to be some blood sports going on in the corral already, with the rest of his gang. Alright, Slavemaster, you’re coming for a walk with us.”

				With a rope around his neck and his wrists chained behind his back, Troy was led naked into the yard by Jenna. Chaim followed right behind, pressing the shotgun into his back.

				“Round up the slaves,” he shouted, firing into the air. “We’re gonna play a new game.”

				Using their guns and whips, the bikers herded the slaves into a huddle in the centre of the yard. The six that staggered from the corral were covered in blood, though little of it was their own. Beyond the barbed wire fence, three dark bundles lay unmoving on the ground.

				“Alright, slaves, listen up,” Chaim bellowed. “As of now, the Hell Kings are your new Masters. Rancho Diablo has been taken over. This here piece of shit ...” he prodded Troy with the shotgun ... “is out of business. Hell Kings, step back and form a wide circle. There’s gonna be some medieval entertainment.”

				“Please don’t do this,” Troy begged. “They’ll tear me to pieces. I’ll give you anything. Anything at all.”

				“We’ve already taken everything,” Chaim replied.

				The bikers circled the yard, weapons poised, eager for the commencement of bloodsport. Jenna removed the rope from around Troy’s neck.

				“Slaves, you shall now have the honour of doing whatever you damn well like with your former Master,” Chaim announced. “Call it a goodwill gift from the Hell Kings.”

				With a kick, he sent Troy sprawling face down in the yard. A few slaves circled him uncertainly. Raising himself to his knees, he stared up into the hate filled eyes of the girls he had so enjoyed torturing and humiliating. They seemed reluctant to attack him, still gripped by the fear he had beaten into them. As he rose shakily to his feet, one of the new arrivals stepped forward.

				“You don’t look much like a Master to me,” she spat, slapping him across the face. “Come on, Master, punish me.”

				Two more slaves grabbed him from behind and wrestled him back to the ground. That broke the spell and unleashed the pent up fury of the herd. The shrieking slaves clawed at one another, as they fell upon their helpless tormentor.

				For the first time in her life, Jenna found herself relishing the agonised screams of another human being. The slaves were like a wolf pack, all eager to tear a piece out of their despised Master. The Hell Kings roared with delight and fired their guns into the air. Jenna and her Master watched the carnage from the porch. She looked up at him, with eyes full of love. She had so much to thank him for. Soon, Zoe would too.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter 16

				The flag of the Hell Kings fluttered on the flagpole, along with the crest of Rancho Diablo. In the five days since the raid, the new order had been firmly established by Chaim and his gang. There would be no freedom for any of the slaves, though their new Masters did not treat them with the same savagery as the old.

				Jenna was tormented by anxiety about her sister. Chaim could not be persuaded to ride to her rescue, until he was fully settled into his new role as Master of Rancho Diablo. Jenna did not press the issue. With a herd of over thirty attractive women for him to choose from, she could scarcely afford to take her status as Queen for granted. She would just have to be patient. Only when he found the number of the Ringmistress on Troy’s computer database did he finally decide to make his move. There was suspicion in the voice of the Dominatrix, as she answered his call.

				“Rancho Diablo is under new management,” he explained. “Otherwise, it’s business as usual.”

				“What happened to Troy?” she demanded.

				“He’s moved on,” Chaim answered. “Had a little slave trouble he couldn’t handle. I have something here I think you’ll be interested in.”

				“I don’t need any more slaves, just now.”

				“This isn’t just any old slave,” he insisted. “What I’m talking about is the other half of a perfect pair. Young, blonde, pretty. Ring any bells?”

				“You have her twin!” she exclaimed. “But how? I thought she was dead.”

				“Let’s not concern ourselves with the how,” Chaim replied. “The question is, do you want her for your Sado Circus?”

				“Is she in good shape?”

				“Perfect shape. A set of twins would be a real attraction in your show.”

				“How much?” she cautiously demanded.

				“You’ll find her a real bargain,” he promised. “Are you interested or not?”

				“I’m interested,” she answered. “But you will have to bring her to me. I’m far too busy to go on a shopping trip.”

				“No problem,” said Chaim. “I can deliver her, tomorrow afternoon.”

				After he put down the phone, he looked at Jenna. “You heard that. I’m taking you to meet the Ringmistress.”

				Early next morning, they departed in the van, leaving Clawfinger in charge of the ranch. One biker travelled up front with Chaim. Jenna was in the back of the van, with three other Hell Kings, bound and gagged, as befitted a slave en route to a new owner. It took them over four hours to reach their destination.

				From the outside, the lair of the Ringmistress was not impressive. The huge grey building resembled an abandoned warehouse, in the middle of nowhere. Around it stood a high metal fence, with signs warning trespassers to keep out. It looked like the last place on earth to find the Sado Circus.

				A skinheaded female guard, dressed in khaki and with a pistol tucked in her belt, approached the gate. Chaim stated his business and she consulted the Ringmistress, over a walkie talkie. After several anxious minutes, the gate was opened and the van proceeded to the rear of the warehouse. The Ringmistress was waiting, along with two more combat clad girls, eager to inspect the new arrival. Chaim noted that these two were also armed.

				“At long last, I get to meet the legendary Ringmistress,” the biker Captain grinned, stepping out of the van.

				“You’ve brought the slave?” she demanded, warily eyeing him.

				He walked around to the rear of the van and flung open the doors. Jenna lay naked on the floor, her wrists and ankles roped to two wooden poles. She was gagged with another rope bound tightly around her head. Seeing the trio of armed men accompanying her, the Assistant Mistresses reached for their guns.

				“Tell your girls not to panic,” Chaim told her. “The boys are just a little extra security.”

				“You have a lot of security for one slave,” the Ringmistress remarked.

				“This is no ordinary slave,” he replied. “She broke out of Rancho Diablo, remember, and managed to survive nearly a month in the wilderness, before we recaptured her. Best take no chances. That’s my motto.”

				“Bring her out and let me take a good look at her,” the Ringmistress demanded.

				Jenna was lifted up by two of the bikers and placed standing in the centre of the yard. The Ringmistress inspected her closely, probing and squeezing, as if to make sure she was real.

				“She is the perfect likeness of her sister,” she finally declared. “They would certainly make a fine combination for my circus. But I am curious as to how she ended up in your hands. Even more curious as to how you came by Rancho Diablo.”

				“Ringmistress, I don’t ask any questions about your business,” Chaim curtly replied. “I’m offering you this highly desirable slave for your collection. If you want her, let’s talk cash. If you don’t, I have plenty of clients who will.”

				“Don’t be so hasty,” she retorted. “I would not have told you to bring her here, if I did not want her. But in this line of business, one cannot be too careful, as I am sure you appreciate.”

				Chaim smiled. “Point taken. Now, shall we continue our discussions inside?”

				“The guns stay outside,” she said firmly.

				The Ringmistress led the disarmed men through a dimly lit section of the warehouse, that contained most of the equipment used in the Sado Circus. Jenna shivered, as she was dragged along by a pair of Hell Kings. Her reaction was due to more than just the chill in the air. What if Chaim betrayed her? Perhaps, instead of rescuing Zoe, he would sell Jenna to the Sado Circus. After all, he was a slave trader now, and the Ringmistress was sure to offer him a good price for her. She could only pray that possessing both sisters would mean more to him than a thick wad of hundred dollar bills.

				The Ringmistress led them through a steel door and down a short flight of steps, into the circus ring.

				“This is where it all happens,” she said proudly. “So far, I have had two spectacular shows. Our little blonde beauty is just in time for the next one, four days from now.”

				“Very impressive,” said Chaim. “You keep the slaves here?”

				“I have cells downstairs,” she replied. “Along with other - facilities. I shall take you on a tour later on, provided we can reach agreement on a price for this little bitch.”

				“Twenty thousand,” he demanded.

				“No way,” she flatly responded. “I bought her sister for less than half that. Eight thousand is more than enough, even for her.”

				Chaim looked around. He saw that all three guards were in the ring and appeared to have somewhat relaxed. Jenna was standing near a wooden cross that lay flat on the floor, flanked by two bikers.

				“Seems we’re in for some tough negotiations,” he said, touching the gold ring in his left ear.

				That was the prearranged signal for the Hell Kings to act. The guards were taken completely by surprise, as the bikers leaped upon them and wrestled them to the ground. One managed to draw her gun, but it was knocked from her hand before she could use it. In the same instant, Chaim drew a knife from his right boot, seized the Ringmistress and held the blade to her throat.

				“Now we do business,” he growled. “One move and I’ll cut you from ear to ear.”

				“Who are you?” she cried.

				“Chaim, Captain of the Hell Kings,” he answered. “You’ve got something I want, in one of your cells. Let’s go get her.”

				The four gang members disarmed the guards and Chaim took one of their guns.

				“Tie them up and throw them in the van,” he barked. “They’ll fit nicely into our herd.”

				He did not untie Jenna, before ordering the Ringmistress to take him to the slaves. Nevertheless, she almost wept with relief. The bikers tied up their three captives and herded them outside, leaving her alone in the circus ring, heart pounding with the anticipation of seeing her sister again.

				Chaim and the Ringmistress were gone for what seemed an eternity. Finally, they re-emerged from the darkness. The Ringmistress walked ahead of the four naked slaves, Chaim’s gun pointed at her head. The wrists and ankles of the four girls were manacled and black tubes protruded like tails from their bottoms. It took Zoe a few moments to notice the bound and gagged figure by the cross.

				“Jenna!” she cried hoarsely.

				Her twin could only nod in reply.

				Chaim pointed at Zoe. “Unchain her,” he told the Ringmistress. “I want to see how these two look together. We’ll add these other three to our collection. This is beginning to look like the best days work we’ve done in a long time.”

				“What about her?” asked one of the bikers, nodding at the Ringmistress.

				“To old to be worth much,” Chaim replied. “Besides, we have a full load already. I think we’ll have a little fun with her. A sado circus all of our own.”

				Once released, Zoe staggered to embrace her sister, tears flowing down her face.

				“They make a pretty pair all right,” said Chaim. “And they’re all mine.”

				“You won’t get away with this,” the Ringmistress angrily cried. “Those slaves are my property, bought and paid for.”

				“They’re mine now,” Chaim retorted. “Stolen and not paid for. Just like Rancho Diablo. Slavery sure is a dirty business. But a rewarding one too.”

				While one of his men grabbed the shrieking and struggling Ringmistress and twisted her arms behind her back, he pulled Zoe away from her twin. Then, he cut Jenna’s ropes and removed her gag.

				“Zoe baby, what have they done to you?” she cried.

				“Did some plumbing, looks like,” Chaim grinned, yanking the rubber tube from her rectum. “Some sewing too.” He handed his knife to Jenna. “Open her up.”

				Kneeling before her sister, Jenna carefully ran the blade along the stitched up slit of her sex. The pink folds spread open, like the petals of a blossoming rose. Jenna kissed them, as she plucked out the strands of black thread.

				“I’m sure gonna enjoy owning twin Queens!” Chaim grinned. “Right, it’s circus time.”

				The Ringmistress snarled and struggled like a wildcat, as she was dragged to where the cross lay. Her wrists were secured in the manacles hanging from chains nailed to the crossbar. Most of the equipment intended for the next performance of the Sado Circus was already in the ring. Two Hell Kings held her legs apart, while Chaim tied a pair of ropes around her ankles, fashioned the other ends into crude nooses, which he then draped around her neck. Now, if she started to kick, she risked strangling herself.

				She whimpered in terror, as Chaim touched the blade of his knife to her throat. With a single surgical stroke, he slit her black rubber vest, from throat to midriff.

				“Not bad, for an old lady,” he mused, peeling back the fabric, to expose her pert, brown nippled breasts. “How old are you, Circus lady?”

				“Fifty-four,” she whispered. “Please don’t hurt me. You’ve got your slaves. Why don’t you just take them and go?”

				“That wouldn’t be so much fun,” he replied, squeezing her breasts. “Let’s have a look down below.”

				Another slash of the knife cut the belt around the waist of her calf length black satin skirt. He ripped the garment off. Underneath, she wore a pair of snugly fitting black rubber briefs, with a zipper in the crotch. He drew this open and inserted a finger in the hot crevice of her pussy.

				When she moaned, he sneered. “You like that, huh? That old cunt don’t get much meat around here, does it?”

				“I don’t like men,” she whimpered.

				Chaim grinned. “Well, ain’t that a crying shame! Because there’s five of us here and we sure as hell love pussy. Don’t we, boys?”

				The bikers growled their agreement, gathering wolfishly around the cross.

				“Fuck your slaves,” she pleaded. “They’re much younger and prettier.”

				“That’s true,” he agreed. “But I can fuck them whenever I want, seeing as they belong to me now. You, on the other hand, are not prime slave material.”

				As he spoke, he was unzipping his leather jeans. At the sight of his huge, hard cock, the eyes of the Ringmistress widened in terror. The four other Hell Kings followed his example, hurriedly unzipping.

				“Which one do you want first?” Chaim demanded. “Can’t make up your mind, huh? While you’re thinking it over, we’ll test out some more of your toys.”

				Jenna and Zoe huddled on the sawdust covered floor, wrapped tightly in one anothers arms.

				“I hope they kill her,” Zoe whispered. “The things she did to us were so awful. And all those men ...” She shuddered at the memories of the Sado Circus.

				“It’s over now, baby,” Jenna purred. “Chaim is our Master now and he’ll treat us much better, I promise.”

				The Ringmistress shrieked in pain, as a long, needle thin skewer was pushed through both of her nipples. Chaim then lit a pair of fat black candles and held them over her, for several minutes. She shrieked again, as droplets of molten wax fell onto her skewered nipples.

				“I don’t think she’s made up her mind yet,” said Chaim. “Let’s take a closer look at that old lesbian pussy.”

				It took the bikers several minutes to locate the appropriate tools for their next task. Steel clamps were briefly considered, but Chaim decided a spool of copper wire and a big sewing needle were better.

				“What were you planning to do with these?” he demanded.

				“I was going to sew up a slave’s pussy, then pass an electrical current through the wire,” the Ringmistress replied.

				“Nice idea,” Chaim admitted. “Only we want your pussy wide open, at least for now.”

				He threaded the wire through the eye of the needle, then crouched between the thighs of the Ringmistress.

				“Noooooo...!” she shrieked, as the sharp point pierced her labia.

				“Shut her up,” Chaim barked.

				Grabbing the screaming woman by the hair, one of the bikers thrust his throbbing cock into her mouth. Chaim drew the needle clean through her flesh, twisted the wire into a knot, then wound it twice around her left thigh, clipped it with his knife and tied it. He repeated the process on her right nether lip and thigh. She bit down on the cock meat in her mouth and involuntarily writhed her legs, tightening the nooses around her throat.

				“She’s wide open now,” said Chaim. “Boys, get some whips. We’re gonna heat this bitch up, before we fuck her.”

				Armed with whips, the five bikers gathered around the stricken Ringmistress. At Chaim’s command, they began flogging her. Jenna and Zoe flinched, as the firework crack of the lashes exploded on her flesh. Her shrieks were as loud as any ever uttered by the captives of her Sado Circus. The five whips savaged every inch of her, from her shoulders to the tops of her calf length black leather boots. The whips knocked the candles from their holders, but the bite of the lashes was a thousand times worse than the wax that had dripped over her breasts. By the time the punishment ended, only a few streaks of pallor remained on her whip scorched front.

				“She’s hot now,” Chaim panted. “And so am I.”

				Throwing himself on top of the Ringmistress, he buried his cock between her thighs, with a bestial thrust. The anguished howl that greeted his penetration was cut short by the cock of the fat biker being once more rammed down her throat.

				“I want to watch this,” said Zoe, rising to her feet. “I want to see them do to that sick bitch what all those men did to me.”

				Chaim smacked the breasts of the Ringmistress as he raped her, his hips bucking rapidly between her spread thighs. After five minutes of brutally pumping her pussy, he reached underneath her and ripped away the rubber sheathing her buttocks. His cock was greasy from her sex juices. He pushed it downwards, nudging it into her rear cleft. With a grunt, he forced it into her virginally tight rectum.

				“Jesus Christ!” the fat biker roared. “Bitch bit my fucking cock!”

				He hastily withdrew from her mouth, allowing her to vent her agony through a guttural scream. Gripping his teeth marked shaft in his right fist, he vigorously masturbated. The Ringmistress spluttered, as his thick semen spat into her mouth and over her face.

				Shortly afterwards, Chaim climaxed in her bottom. When he withdrew, he wiped his dripping and tanned cock on her pussy, then made way for the next fuck hungry Hell King.

				By the time all five men had taken her, the Ringmistress was sobbing in shame and agony, semen oozing from front and rear orifices and splattered on her face. They washed her down with five simultaneous golden showers, Chaim treating her face to the full steaming blast from his cock. Jenna and Zoe watched intently, the latter particularly savouring every second of this humiliation of her cruel ex-Mistress. But even as she lay drenched in urine and scarcely able to breathe from the nooses around her neck, worse was yet to come for the Ringmistress.

				She was untied from the cross and placed in a leather harness that dangled from two long, thick overhead chains. The harness restrained her in a squat position, her arms strapped to a horizontal pole behind her neck and her booted feet chained to stirrups. A red latex hood, with only a narrow mouth slit, was pulled like a condom over her head, the end snapping securely around her throat. Her feet were now level with the heads of the bikers.

				Chaim pushed her ankles and she began swinging gently back and forth. As the others began to push, she swung faster and higher. Chaim had found several interesting weapons in her “operating theatre”. Among them was her pin blowing pipe.

				The Hell Kings took turns to fire pins at her, as she swung above their heads. With each tiny spear that was on target, she uttered a shriek of pain. The torture continued until they ran out of pins. By then, her buttocks resembled two pink pincushions. Her thighs, breasts and belly also bristled with gleaming needles.

				“This Sado Circus is top class entertainment alright,” Chaim hollered. “Let’s see how Madam Ringmistress flies with a little weight.”

				He brought the swing to a standstill and attached two shark toothed steel clips to her labia. These were linked to a small chain. There was no shortage of objects to hang from this. Using pieces of copper wire, Chaim attached a hammer, a small hatchet, a cat o’ nine tails and an empty wine bottle. The weight stretched the nether lips of the Ringmistress like elastic. She sobbed and groaned in agony, just as so many slaves had done at her hands.

				Before setting her swinging again, Chaim pushed the long rubber tube that had been in Zoe’s bottom into her anus. As she swung above their heads again, the Hell Kings picked up their whips and unleashed a fresh fusillade of vicious lashes.

				“Enough!” Chaim finally shouted. “It’s time we were getting back to Rancho Diablo.”

				“No!” Zoe screamed. “Don’t take me back there, please!”

				“I’ll take you anywhere I damn well please,” Chaim barked, wrenching her away from Jenna. “I didn’t come here to set you free. You’re my property now, along with your sister. Do you understand?”

				“Yes, Master,” she whimpered, looking desperately towards Jenna.

				“Show me how you will please your Master,” he demanded. “Both of you.”

				The twins fell to their knees before him, tongues lashing the damp crown of his cock, two pairs of soft hands gripping the stiffening organ. From slit to scrotum, the lips, fingers and tongues of the two young girls lovingly caressed him. They were a two headed cocksucking entity, programmed to satisfy his every desire. They swallowed him in turn, each accommodating him to the back of her throat. While one was sucking his cock, the other licked and sucked his hairy, spunk swollen balls.

				Rescuing Zoe had been worth the trouble. He was certain of that now. With twins in his bed and subservient to his every desire, he would truly be King of his slave ranch. The erotic possibilities were so exciting, he could contain his climax for no more than a few minutes. His hot cream jetted into Jenna’s mouth. When she had taken every last drop from him, she kissed her sister, passing his semen into her mouth. Zoe swallowed it as she sucked her tongue.

				“Adios, Ringmistress,” Chaim shouted, as they were leaving with their four slaves, a few minutes later.

				“You can’t leave me here!” she screamed, struggling violently in her harness.

				“You have an audience arriving for the next show in five days,” he replied. “They’ll take care of you. One way or another.”

				“It’s gonna be a little cramped in the back of the van,” Chaim said, shoving Jenna into the huddle of slaves. Two of you boys will have to guard the slaves. Just remember, nobody but me lays a hand on those twins. As soon as we get back to Rancho Diablo, there’s gonna be another wedding ceremony. From now on, I’m the Hell Kings Captain with two Queens.”

				“He owns us both now?” Zoe whispered, as the van doors slammed shut.

				Jenna nodded, drawing her naked body close to hers.

				“Then we’ll never be free again?”

				“Maybe not in the way we planned,” Jenna answered. “But we’ll never again be apart either. Isn’t that the most important thing?”

				“I can’t believe it’s all over,” said Zoe.

				Jenna thought for a minute, then whispered. “It’s not completely over, baby. Not yet. There’s one piece of unfinished business remaining.”

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter 17

				Aunt Tonya sighed, as she studied her nude reflection in the full length bedroom mirror. She did not like what she saw. Sumo wrestler was the term that sprang to mind. Her thighs, belly and breasts all blended into a single mountain of white flesh. She could not even see her pubic bush anymore, without first lifting the rolls of fat around her waist.

				“You look like shit, lady,” she grunted.

				Waddling out of range of the mirror, she sat back on the bed and uncapped a fresh bottle of Jack Daniels. Her vibrator lay on the pillow, a pair of black curls clinging to the gold shaft. She picked it up, sniffed it, then switched it on and halfheartedly touched the thrumming crown to her nipples. Her favourite toy had been seeing more action than usual lately, since the departure of Marlon.

				The mere thought of his name caused her to grit her teeth in fury. He had been the lowest of lowlife, a bum she had picked up in a bar in the course of the long weekend she had spent celebrating the sale of the twins. Latin good looks were all he had had going for him, but that was more than enough for Tonya. She had allowed him to use her home and her body as he pleased. For four glorious weeks, she had been a beautiful young woman again, with a hot stud at her service. She had not known what he saw in her, nor did she care. All that mattered was that he stayed with her and kept her satisfied.

				Then, as suddenly as he had entered her life, he was gone. Not even a note. All he had left her with was a sore pussy and an empty bank account. She cursed her own naiveté even more than she cursed him. How could she have been so stupid to delude herself that a thirty something gigolo with the body of an athlete could have fallen for the charms of a middle aged drunk, with tits halfway to her knees? It was far too late for regrets now, of course. She had lost everything, including the final shreds of her self-respect.

				Selling the twins for ten thousand dollars had been the biggest mistake of all. Had she not been so blinded by alcohol and greed, she would have realised they were worth at least five times that. She took a long swig from the bourbon bottle, then spread her thighs and rammed the vibrator to the hilt in between. The sensation of the head pulsating against her clitoris was the perfect accompaniment to the gut warming effects of the alcohol.

				With nothing remaining but her fantasies and memories, she cast her mind back to that glorious night, when she had rid herself of Jenna and Zoe. How she had enjoyed seeing them crawl and hearing them beg for mercy. She’d shown those perfect little beauties, all right. They wouldn’t be looking down their noses at her again, or talking behind her back. She had taught them a valuable lesson in respect.

				She thrust the vibrator deep into her soaking slash and took another swig from the bottle. Just as she was conjuring up a fantasy of the naked twins being whipped and raped by a group of sadistic men, she thought she heard a noise from downstairs, barely audible above the humming of the vibrator and the creaking of bedsprings. Imagination, she told herself. Nobody but the most stupid of burglars would waste time breaking into her house. Even from the outside, it resembled a rubbish tip.

				Tonya lost herself in a world of blurred fantasy, using the vibrator like a weapon between her flabby thighs. She would not allow herself to think about her ex-lover, or the pleasure he had given her. She preferred to think of the twins, when she had been the one meting out the humiliation.

				A shadow fell across the threshold of the open bedroom door. A figure in boots, jeans and black leather jacket stepped softly into the room. Another followed close behind. Tonya was writhing on the bed, bourbon splashing over her breasts, as she grunted in drunken ecstasy. She remained blissfully unaware of the intruders in her bedroom, until the shadow of one darkened her belly. She looked up and screamed, the bottle falling from her fingers.

				Jenna smiled. “Hi, aunt Tonya. We’re back.”

				Her twin was standing beside her, dressed in laced up knee high boots and a short red dress.

				“Oh my ... oh, Jesus!” the fat woman spluttered, wrenching the vibrator from between her thighs. “It can’t ... it ...”

				“It is,” Jenna assured her. “Did you miss us?”

				“Oh my God, you escaped!” she blurted.

				“You don’t look very pleased to see us,” Jenna observed. “There’s no need to get up. We’ve brought a few friends who have been dying to meet you.”

				With an animal roar, Chaim burst into the room, closely followed by Clawfinger and three more of the Hell Kings. Before aunt Tonya could recover from the shock, the biker Captain had seized her by the hair and started to drag her off the bed.

				“Gimme a hand, Clawfinger,” he grunted. “This pig must weigh a fucking ton.”

				The fat woman started to struggle then, but was no match for the combined strength of three of the bikers. They dragged her to the floor and forced her flat onto her face. Chaim and Clawfinger held her down, while one of the others bound her wrists behind her back with a length of rope. Then, they rolled her over.

				“Christ, what a gross old sack of shit!” Clawfinger sneered. “We ain’t taking her back to the ranch, are we, Chaim?”

				“Are you kidding?” he replied. “We couldn’t give her away as a toilet.”

				“She smells just like a toilet,” Jenna giggled.

				Chaim glared at the twins. “You two, get her cleaned up. Then we’ll see if we can make our journey worthwhile.”

				Grabbing a leg each, Jenna and Zoe dragged their aunt towards the bathroom, across the landing. It was not an easy task, especially as she began struggling and kicking. The Hell Kings watched with amusement, but none offered to help. It was as though they were afraid they would dirty themselves with the unwashed woman.

				By the time they got her to the bathroom, the twins were sweating and out of breath. As they paused to recover, Tonya raised herself to her knees.

				“Why have you come back?” she demanded hoarsely. “If it’s money you’re after, you’re too late. There’s none left.”

				“We don’t - want your - fucking - money,” Jenna panted.

				“What then?”

				With a shriek, Zoe leaped upon her from behind, seized a fistful of her hair and forced her head down into the toilet bowl.

				“Revenge, that’s what, you stinking bitch!” she screamed.

				While she held her aunt down with both hands, Jenna flushed the toilet. Tonya was not in the habit of doing this after every visit, so she almost drowned in a wave of stale piss and cold water. Zoe raised her head, slammed it down into the bowl again and held her there until she started to choke. She and Jenna then pushed the gasping and spluttering woman face down into the bath and turned on the cold tap. Tonya continued to struggle violently as the icy water slowly filled the bath. She was allowed to briefly raise her head, before Jenna pushed her back under.

				Ten minutes later, they decided she had had enough. She had come close to drowning and the Hell Kings would be impatient to get on with whatever they had planned for her. They were waiting downstairs, swigging cans of beer they had found in the refrigerator. It was the most valuable thing their brief ransacking spree had yielded.

				“Bring her down,” Chaim shouted. “The party can’t start without the pig.”

				“Walk down those stairs, you fucking bitch,” Jenna rasped, yanking a handful of her aunt’s dripping hair. “Or I’d be happy to throw you down, if you’d prefer.”

				Though practically sobered by the combination of shock and her cold bath, Tonya seemed to have lost the will for further resistance. She was actually contemplating the possibility of enjoying what lay in store. The bikers were big, mean and aggressive. They would almost certainly gang rape her. Why else would they have wanted her washed? If that was the twins’ idea of revenge, they were not the only ones who would enjoy it. As long as the animals did not kill her, they were welcome to do as they pleased.

				Chaim and Clawfinger seized her at the foot of the stairs and half dragged her into the kitchen.

				“She still smells,” said Clawfinger.

				“She’s a pig, what do you expect?” Chaim replied. He pushed her roughly. “On your knees, piggy. Let’s hear you grunt.”

				Tonya snorted loudly, face to the floor, huge backside thrust upwards. Clawfinger stepped in front of her and unzipped his jeans. She raised her eyes and expectantly licked her lips.

				“Think again, bitch,” he laughed, waving his semi-flaccid cock above her. “Bestiality was never my scene. I do need a piss though and you look like you could use a drink.”

				A golden stream burst from his cock slit and splashed onto the tiles, inches from her face.

				“Lick it up,” he barked, taking a step backwards.

				“Do as the man says,” Chaim added, aiming a kick at her flabby buttocks.

				Tonya stuck out her tongue and began shuffling awkwardly along the floor, licking up the trail of piss that followed Clawfinger, as he continued to step backwards. Chaim kicked her again and commanded her to keep up the pig noises. She obediently grunted through her nose, lapping and slurping up the steaming line of gold.

				“First time I’ve ever seen her clean the floor,” Jenna giggled.

				When Tonya raised her head to snarl a retort, Chaim booted her backside again.

				Clawfinger emptied his bladder and she licked up every drop, her tongue leaving a glistening line on the grimy tiles. He shook the last drops from his cock slit over her face, then zipped up his jeans again, making it clear that that was as close as she was going to get to it

				“Would piggy like to be fucked now?” Chaim demanded.

				“Yes,” Tonya panted, her buttocks wobbling in what she thought was a seductive fashion.

				“Yes, what?” he snarled.

				“Yes, piggy would like to be fucked now,” she grunted. “Go on, fuck me, any way you like.”

				“Not a very ladylike attitude,” he tutted. “You need to be taught some manners.”

				He was about to remove his belt, when he spotted a wet dishcloth in the sink. He picked it up, twisted it tightly, then began whacking her backside with it. Tonya breathed heavily, hairy slit drooling excitedly, as he reddened her quivering buttocks. Seeing how much she was enjoying being smacked, he soon gave up and looked around for a better weapon to use upon her. As if reading his mind, Jenna offered him the mop that stood in a bucket by the door. Tonya did not respond to a whack from the handle with quite such pleasure.

				Clawfinger and the other Hell Kings held her down. Chaim raised the mop high above his head and brought the thick wooden handle cracking down on her buttocks again. His reward was a loud cry of pain. He struck her six more times, then handed the mop to Jenna.

				“Suffer, cunt!” she shrieked, delivering a full strength blow that left a purple welt in its wake and brought forth a yelp from her aunt.

				Eight resounding whacks later, she passed the mop to her sister. Zoe had never punished anybody in her life, but beating the already severely reddened and throbbing rear cheeks of aunt Tonya was shockingly pleasurable and as easy as making love to her own sister. She gave full vent to the rage she had kept bottled up inside her, a fresh memory from the catalogue of abuses she had suffered because of her, lending impetus to each blow. She did not restrict the beating to her buttocks. The mop handle struck her fat thighs and lower legs, bruises blooming in the wake of each blow. Neither Jenna nor Chaim moved to put an end to the savage punishment. As far as they were concerned, she was welcome to kill her.

				When the weapon finally fell from Zoe’s aching hands, several minutes later, aunt Tonya was no longer writhing or moaning in pleasure. The sound issuing from between her gritted teeth was close to a pain wracked sob.

				“You did say you wanted to be fucked, didn’t you, piggy?” Chaim demanded, picking the mop up from the floor.

				“Yes,” Tonya croaked.

				The mop handle struck her buttocks again.

				“Stupid as well as ugly,” he sighed. “I’m your Master, you fat bitch. That means you address me as Master. Let’s try again. Would piggy like to be fucked?”

				“Yes ... Master,” she grunted.

				He grinned. “That’s better. Make those pig noises you do so well. I’m gonna give your pussy something you’ll really enjoy.”

				As Tonya began oinking, he rammed eight inches of the mop handle up between her thighs. When she cried out, he kicked her backside.

				“Keep playing piggy,” he snarled. “Don’t stop ‘til I tell you, unless you want my belt across your fat ass.”

				Tonya snorted and grunted, as he brutally fucked her with the mop handle, delivering each thrust a little deeper into the gaping and dribbling gullet of her sex. Clawfinger balled up the sodden dishcloth and stuffed it into her rear orifice, until it had almost completely disappeared from view. When Chaim tired of using the mop handle on her pussy, he ordered her to be rolled onto her back.

				Leaving the mop protruding from between her thighs, nine inches of the handle buried in her slash, he rummaged in the overflowing sink and found a pair of dinner forks. Handing one each to Jenna and Zoe, he ordered them to go to work on their aunt’s tits.

				“What’s the matter with you?” Tonya screamed. “You don’t have to torture me. Why don’t you rape me, for God’s sake? Fuck me! I’ll take the five of you together.”

				Chaim laughed. “Fuck you! I’d sooner cut my dick off than dirty it in a fat pig like you. The same goes for the others. Why should we fuck an ugly old slack cunted piece of shit, when we have a ranch full of women? Young, beautiful women.” He turned to the twins. “What the fuck are you two waiting for? You wanted revenge, so take it.”

				They did not need to be told again. Kneeling at either side of their aunt, they began raking the prongs of the forks over the mammoth mounds of her breasts, ploughing deep red furrows. Tonya tried not to scream, but could not hold out for long. The sound encouraged the twins to dig even deeper, breaking her skin and drawing trickles of blood. Any misgivings about subjecting her to such torture were swiftly banished by the memory of how she had so gleefully humiliated and tortured them, in what seemed almost another lifetime.

				When every inch of her breasts was gouged raw by the steel prongs of the forks, Chaim told the two girls to stop. He then ordered them to piss on her. Zoe hiked her skirt up over her waist and nudged the gusset of her white lace panties to one side, while Jenna tugged her jeans and panties down to her ankles. They stood over their aunt and directed their two golden streams over her breasts, scalding the reddened and bloodied flesh. The bikers held the fat woman down, one of them planting a booted foot on her face, so that she could do nothing but accept her punishment, with a long moan of agony. Afterwards, two of them relieved themselves together into her mouth, while Chaim resumed the brutal assault on her pussy with the mop handle.

				“I think we’ll take her with us, after all,” he finally declared.

				“What the fuck do we do with a pig?” Clawfinger responded.

				“Tie her up and throw her in the van,” Chaim replied. “I know exactly what to do with her.”

				Later that night, the van bearing the crest of the Hell Kings pulled over to the side of the highway, thirty miles from Rancho Diablo. The back door opened and a huge white bundle tumbled out onto the tarmac.

				“Bastards! Sick, evil bastards!” Tonya sobbed, staggering to her feet, as the tail lights faded into the distance.

				She was completely naked, wrists bound behind her back, breasts roped so tightly, they ached. The rope binding her ankles prevented her from moving at anything more than a shuffle. After a few minutes, she gave up trying to proceed in the darkness and slumped to the roadside, trembling from the cold and throbbing from the torments of her captors. If only she had never sold the twins. If only she had killed them. If only she could remove the wet towel in her bottom and the beer bottle thrust up between her thighs.

				“If only I had a drink,” she wailed.

				An hour later, she saw headlights approaching in the distance, the first vehicle to come her way, in all that time. With a supreme effort, she raised herself to her feet and shuffled out into the path of the oncoming car. It slowed to a halt and the occupants emerged, a few seconds later.

				“Well, what have we got here?” drawled a male voice.

				“Looks like they didn’t want this one,” the other responded.

				“Can’t blame ‘em,” his partner chuckled.

				“Police, thank God!” Tonya croaked. “You won’t fucking believe this ...”

				Jenna and Zoe never found out what became of their aunt, nor did they care. She was one of many nasty memories from their past. Their future belonged to Chaim, as did Rancho Diablo, the place they were now happy to call home. Where once they had been chained to prevent them escaping, they now wore a single chain that joined together their collars, as a symbol of their complete and willing servitude to their beloved Master.
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