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Rachel Connor was an up and comer at the
FBI.  She had graduated from high school at sixteen, took an
accelerated course in accounting on a scholarship at Yale and then
entered law school at nineteen. By twenty-one she had already been
accepted into the FBI's training academy in Quantico, but could not
be sworn in as a special agent because of her youth.

Nevertheless, within months she was already
impressing her superiors with her forensic work on the income of
organized crime figures. At twenty-three she became a full-fledged
special agent of the FBI, and within two years was already
supervising other agents.  She was smart, zealous in the
pursuit of criminals, and dedicated, putting in long hours sifting
through papers and computer evidence. By twenty-seven she had been
moved to headquarters in Washington where she was put in charge of
a group which traced forged government documents.

Rachel had the looks and shape of a model,
and unlike many women at the FBI - a male oriented, paramilitary
organization with a lot of sexism - did nothing to hide them. On
the contrary, she made full use of her long, chestnut hair and a
beautiful face with deep blue eyes, full lips and high cheekbones.
Her business suits were tailored to her tall, willow body to show
it off at its best. She never overtly played up her looks, of
course, and never flirted at work, but she knew full well that an
attractive woman changed the way men behave, and used it ruthlessly
to her advantage in the daily political maneuvering which
surrounded life at FBI headquarters.

And besides, it helped to cover up Rachel’s
deepest, darkest secret.

Rachel, was a lesbian.

This was something she had long admitted to
herself. She was almost as uncompromising in her assessment of
herself as she was of others. She knew what fantasies occupied her
thoughts, knew what the sight of a lovely woman did to her, and
that a handsome man did nothing, by comparison. No, there was no
doubt that she was a lesbian. She had fought it and denied it in
her youth ,experimented with young men in a somewhat desperate
attempt at convincing herself otherwise. But those liaisons had
left her cold in more ways than one.

No, there was no doubt.

And while there was no rule, of course, in
modern America, against being a lesbian in the FBI, she kept it as
secret as she could, for rules were one thing, unwritten rules
quite another. And there were a lot of unwritten rules at the FBI.
It had been decades since that hypocrite J Edgar Hoover had
mercilessly persecuted, blackmailed and condemned people for the
slightest sexual transgressions while prancing about in a red dress
at home. But the Bureau still had a deep, dark, prudish suspicion
about sex and sexuality.

It was difficult enough for a woman to
advance in the ranks of the very macho, male-oriented organization.
An openly gay woman had no chance. And while many of the female FBI
agents tried to de-emphasize their sexuality by wearing formless
clothes and keeping their hair short or pulled back severely,
Rachel let her silky hair flow freely over her shoulders and wore
tailored blue suits which pulled in at the waist and hugged her
willowy frame nicely. She knew that made her an object of desire
for many of the male agents she worked with, but it was quite easy
to ignore their suggestive queries.

Besides, it wasn’t as though sex was a big
deal to her. She had never indulged her lesbianism, never lain with
a woman, never even kissed one. Such things might occupy her
fantasies, but she still considered homosexuality to be perverse
and unnatural, and the idea of cavorting with woman – while
arousing – dirty and sick. Or at least, so she told herself. In
fact, the opportunity had simply never arisen.

She had always been a studious girl, always
occupied herself with books and her studies. She was not a drinker,
nor a dancer, and not one to party. Going to a nightclub was simply
not in her, let alone going into one of those “lesbian bars” which
she supposed existed in the city. It wasn’t as though she didn’t
have … urges. But despite her youth Rachel was a conservative in
that she only rarely explored new things, new places. She liked and
was comfortable with what she knew and was familiar with. Looking
for and dating women was a dangerous and novel activity she had
never really felt quite ready for.

Anyway, there had been little time or
opportunity when she was speeding through high school, college, law
school, or Quantico, and then starting out with the FBI. By then,
she had settled into her lifestyle, into her routine and could not
bring herself to find the reason to break out of that in order to
go visiting lesbian bars – alone.

So instead she poured herself into her work
with an intensity which quite pleased her superiors, but made her,
in fact, few friends among her colleagues. Rachel was not
well-liked. She was arrogant and condescending to those she deemed
of lesser knowledge or intellect (and that was almost everyone),
and all that time with books and studies had not really made her
socially sophisticated enough to cover up that arrogance, even
around her nominal superiors. She lost her temper often, and
castigated those who worked under her and alongside her for every
error or flaw which caused her work to be delayed. She demanded
perfection and rarely got it. While none questioned her competence,
her colleagues – behind her back - generally used a variety of
unflattering terms and pejoratives to describe her, most of them
sexist and obscene.

Coincidentally, many of those same terms had
been used to describe Jude Mackenzie, though her life history could
hardly have been more different than that of Rachel. Jude had
dropped out of school at fifteen and spent the next several years
as a lazy, laid back pothead. She became involved in petty crime,
such as shoplifting at an early age, and graduated, at seventeen,
to breaking and entering. Around this time she became involved with
harder drugs, including cocaine, and while Rachel was pouring over
numbers and figures in her office after dark, Jude's own lithe
young body was dancing wildly on the floor of some darkened disco
or after hours club until three or four o'clock most every
morning.

At twenty, having been arrested one too many
times, Jude turned away from buying goods with stolen credit cards
to actually producing those cards herself, with her boyfriend, on a
variety of machines. This proved to be considerably more
profitable, and a lot safer. As their business expanded into the
production of phony social security cards, phony drivers licenses,
and phony government documents, including immigration papers, their
little operation began to draw attention from the federal
government, more specifically, from the FBI, from Rachel, in
fact.

“Hey, like, these fucking cuffs are too
tight, bitch!”

Rachel kept a firm hand on the girl’s arm as
she led her to the car, a disapproving look on her face. The girl
was an inch shorter than her, and wore tight jeans and an even
tighter halter top which showed a lot of creamy cleavage. She had a
flat belly and trim waist with flaring hips which were mostly bare
over the top of her low-riding jeans. In fact, the slim lacy black
strap of her thong showed over the side of one hip, and Rachel very
carefully paid no attention to it.

That was difficult, for the girl was lovely,
and her body was just the type which excited Rachel – the same as
her own, in fact. She had been quite businesslike in frisking her,
of course, but had felt a little throbbing hum even so as she’d run
her hands over the girl’s soft breasts.

“Into the car,” she ordered in a toneless
voice.

She opened the door and guided the girl into
it, pushing down on her head to make sure it didn’t hit the roof.
She closed the door behind her and got into the driver’s seat,
started the car and pulled away from the curb.

“Your fucking cuffs are cutting into my
wrists, bitch,” the girl complained.

Rachel had made sure the cuffs were not too
tight. She raised her eyes to the rear view mirror in irritation at
the girl’s dishonesty. “Deal with it,” she said.

“Fuck you, bitch! Deal with it! I’ll fucking
sue your ass! I’ll fucking sue the government for like, a million
dollars! Shit. Don’t fucking tell me to fucking deal with it.
Fuck!”

Rachel ignored her, wishing for once that the
car had a radio she could play music from to drown the whiny brat
out. She’d arrested her almost by chance. She’d actually been in a
store standing in line when a girl tried to use a phony credit
card. Calculating that an actual “street arrest” would make her
look good, she’d stepped in and slapped the cuffs on the girl,
then, in examining her documents, had found the counterfeit social
security card which made the bust a genuine federal crime.

Delighted, she’d pressured the girl for her
source, promising a deal she had no intention of living up to, and
now she had the counterfeiter, or at least, his girlfriend, who she
was quite sure would give up the real deal to her as soon as she
realized what kind of heavy time she was looking at.

This was going to make her look so good at
the office!

She knew one of her weak points was that
she’d spent little or no time on the street. As a specialist in
forensic accounting her talents were oriented more towards white
collar crime, so she had never actually gotten her hands dirty,
never made an actual arrest. Oh yes, she was delighted in her
catch. Now if she could only turn this little bitch and get her
boyfriend…

“Hey, like, I need to go to the bathroom,”
the girl called.

Rachel ignored her.

“Hey, you, bitch. You’re like, violating my
fucking human rights here.”

For the first time, Rachel began to get some
inkling of why police beat their suspects. However, she put on a
steely face and ignored the girl as she headed back into town. Or
at least, she pretended to ignore her. But she was distracted by
the girl’s antics, especially when she started rolling around in
the back, trying to pull her cuffed wrists under her bottom so her
hands would be in front of her.

And then a car stopped rather suddenly in
front of them. Rachel gasped and slammed on the brakes, but she’d
noticed just a little too late, and the car slid forward, the
bumper striking the back of the other car with just enough force to
throw her forward slightly against her seat belt. It wasn’t enough
force to activate the air bags. But her stomach churned anyway,
thinking of the forms she’d have to fill out, and how her superiors
would judge a traffic accident, and how her male colleagues would
joke about female drivers.

“Fuck, you can’t drive for shit!” Jude cried
from the back seat. “You fucking trying to kill me, bitch?!”

Rachel bit back an obscenity and threw open
the door, then stalked towards the older man just now getting out
of his car – a beat up old piece of crap, she noticed with disdain.
She straightened her shoulders, knowing she looked the image of the
confident, beautiful young career woman, thinking of how
intimidated the man would be when she flashed her badge at him.

Maybe she could get this settled without a
report… no, that would be against regulations, and Rachel never
went against regulations, not even in the smallest degree. No
matter how embarrassing it would be she would have to follow
regulations.

“You not watching where you’re going, honey?”
the man asked.

Rachel’s temper flared, and she reached into
her pocket for her wallet. Just then the man smiled and held what
looked like a little bottle of perfume in his hand. He held it up
quickly until it was only a few inches before her face, and
sprayed.

Rachel was stunned by the unexpected sprits.
She stumbled back, gasping, and suddenly found her head spinning,
the world getting woozy around her. She gaped at the man in shocked
confusion, not understanding at all, not able to react. And then
she was falling into his arms, her eyes rolling back in her
head.

* * *

Rachel groaned weakly, rubbing her eyes. They
ached. Her eyeballs ached, and her stomach didn’t feel especially
good either. She blinked her eyes weakly, feeling – strange. She
was waking in an unfamiliar place and was sore and – and naked.

She gaped at herself, at her image in a wall
mirror. Her head turned slowly around herself, her jaw dropping
open, bewildered, not understanding what was going on.

She was in a square room which was perhaps
ten feet by ten feet square. The walls and roof were completely
mirrored.

And she was nude, naked. She gasped, crossing
her arms across her breasts and snapping her thighs together. She
sat up very slowly and carefully, staring around her in disbelief.
She couldn’t even see where the door was on the wall. The only item
in the square room was a small Asian style squat toilet in the far
corner.

But she wasn’t alone.

The girl, Jude, that she had arrested, was
laying on the floor next to her, her dark brown hair spread around
her head like a fan. Like Rachel, she was entirely nude.

It was then that Rachel discovered the
slender gold rings piercing her sore, throbbing nipples, staring at
them, then feeling them with disbelief. Her jaw dropped as she felt
another aching and parted her thighs, staring down at a similar
ring piercing her lower labia. Her eyes raised, stunned, and she
stared around her at the box, seeing a multitude of Rachel’s
staring back at her.

The roof was low, and as mirrored as the
walls. Recessed light came from under a center panel which went
down the middle of the room.

She heard Jude groan and jerked her shocked
eyes at the girl, noting immediately that, like her, the girl’s
nipples were pierced. She could not see her groin from this angle
but had little reason to doubt the same.

What? Who? Why? Where? Those questions filled
her frantic mind. She shied away from the “why”, and had no idea
where she was. But she had never heard, never read about such a
situation before. Certainly any number of girls had been kidnapped
for sexual reasons, but not like this! And why them? Surely they
must know by now who she was, for they could not have missed her
gun and credentials. Any organization which involved itself in
kidnapping young women would have shied away from grabbing a police
officer who would be almost immediately missed.

Unless it was an individual, one who had
constructed this – this mirrored box all by himself. She examined
the floor. It was mirrored as well, though instead of glass it
looked like highly polished metal. Whatever this was it hadn’t been
cheap to make it.

Her eyes ran over the walls. She realized
abruptly that there could even now be someone watching her, staring
at her, perhaps even cameras. Her arms had already been covering
her breasts out of force of habit, but now they tightened, her
thighs drawing closer together. Modesty was hopeless, of course.
Whoever had kidnapped them had already seen her nude, had spread
her legs to pierce her labia.

And what else had they done?

She swallowed anxiously, her heart pounding,
and slid a hand between her legs, her fingers probing the entrance
to her sex, wondering if she would be able to tell if she had been
raped. She was sore, of course, but so far as she could tell that
was from the piercing, not penetration. But would she really
know?

The girl, Jude, stirred, and then sat up
groggily, eyes blinking as she tried to focus. Rachel saw her go
through the same confusion and shock as she herself, saw her
staring at her pierced nipples, then up around her at the mirrored
walls. Then her head jerked around and she stared at Rachel.

“What the fuck!?”

Rachel shook her head weakly.

“Where the fuck are we!?”

“I don’t know. I just woke up myself.”

“Fuck!”

“What happened after that man drugged
me?”

The girl stared at her, then stared around
the room again.

Rachel slapped her hand on the floor and
repeated her question.

“I uhm…. You just sort of… collapsed and the
old dude grabbed you before you could hit the road. I didn’t see
him do nothing,” Jude said, her tone still showing the shock she
felt. He came over to the car and opened the door, and then he
sprayed some shit in my face.”

Her voice trailed off, and she stared around
her again.

“Hey! Hey, whoever the fuck you are! What do
you want!? You want a blow job!? I’ll do whatever the fuck you
want! Just let me go afterwards!”

There was no reply. Rachel was reasonably
certain they were being monitored, but whoever was doing it was in
no hurry, and that was as scary as the metallic and glass
efficiency of their glass cage.

Rachel did not fear rape, at least, not very
much. That seemed strange to her, for she’d always had that worry
in the back of her mind, just as any other woman did. But now, her
fear was not of rape, it was of something worse. For she had a
sneaking suspicion that whoever had grabbed them and built this
place had no intention of letting them go – not ever.

Jude yelled out more offers, then curses, all
to no avail. Rachel stayed silent, knees drawn up against her
chest. Jude imitated her for a while.

“Where the fuck are they?” she growled.

“They’re taking their time,” Rachel said.

“Why? They can rape us any time they want.
They might have already raped us. What the fuck! I mean, they
fucking pierced my nipples! Who kidnaps girls and pierces their
nipples and pussies!? What are they, freaks!?”

“Quite probably,” Rachel said, eyes moving
over the walls.

“How the fuck do we get out of here!? You’re
the cop! Do something!”

“Like what?” Rachel demanded angrily.

“How the fuck do I know!”

“You think I’m hiding a gun or radio on me
somewhere?” Rachel demanded.

Jude glared at her. “You fucking got us into
this!”

“How did I get us into this!?”

“If you’d just stayed the fuck away from me
this never would have happened!”

“For all we know you were the target all the
time. In fact, that’s a lot more likely than me being the target.
White slavers, or whoever this guy is, don’t kidnap FBI agents,
they kidnap pretty little girls who won’t be missed by anyone
important. That’s you!”

Jude shook her head angrily. “They were
probably just waiting there on that road for anyone who came by –
.”

“Oh don’t be a child. You don’t go to the
time and effort to build something like this and then just grab
people at random. I bet they were watching you and knew all about
you.”

“Well if they’re so careful then why grab
you!?”

“I don’t know,” Rachel said.

“Maybe it’s you they want. Maybe they’re
terrorists who want to torture secrets out of you!”

Rachel glowered at her in irritation. “I
don’t know any secrets.”

They argued back and forth for a while, then
lapsed into silence, both glaring around them at the mirrored
walls. Hours passed, though, and the girl, Jude, could not maintain
her careful position hiding her body. She began to unfurl, glaring
challengingly at the walls, and at Rachel.

“They’ve fucking seen everything they want
anyway,” she said.

After a while she stood up and began
exploring the walls. Rachel watched her, and watched for a
response, but none came. The girl ran her fingers over seams in the
walls and mirrors, rapped on the mirrors to see how strong they
were, and determined that the glass had some kind of solid
backing.

There was no question in Rachel’s mind that
they had been kidnapped for sexual purposes, or that their captor
or captors intended rape, probably repeatedly. Watching the girl
moving back and forth, pacing like a restless young cat, she felt
the first stirrings of a sense of protection. She was older, after
all, and she was the cop. The girl was barely out of her teenage
years, and Rachel guised that impudent, tough girl attitude would
soon fall away when the girl was truly threatened. Even now her
bravado was patently insincere.

The girl had a stunning body, Rachel noted
grudgingly. She berated herself for thinking of such things, but
really, how could she not notice? The girl’s full young breasts
were quite firm and high on her chest, the nipples hardened by the
cool air and her nudity, the small areolas puckered and
swollen.

The girl had a marvelous ass, her hips slim,
her bottom a neat little bubble, and her pussy was tightly shaven,
as was Rachel’s. Rachel had started shaving years ago, not because
she liked to wear high cut thongs and such but, well, that was part
of it, but it was also that her suspicion of sex had always made
her think of “down there” as faintly dirty, and it looked a lot
cleaner and neater without thick curly hair covering things up.

Oh no, she had no doubt why this young woman
had been taken; a lovely face and exquisite body combined with a
low level criminal behaviour which would cause her to not be missed
by anyone. She watched the girl move before her, then reach up to
press against the walls higher up. With her back to Rachel, the
girl rose onto the balls of her feet, and the view of her bottom
became even more perfect. Not to mention the tight, neat little
pussy of hers, with the ring hanging down below it in a very
visible and erotic fashion.

Not that Rachel felt aroused at all. She was
too frightened, too anxious, too dazed by it all, still. But there
was no denying that what a lovely little morsel Jude was. She was a
walking sex kitten, and a nearly perfect subject for white slavers.
If she had been blonde it would have been even more perfect.

“Damn! Fuck!” Jude snarled, slapping her
hands against the glass. “Let me out of here!”

There was no response, and the girl returned
to sprawl on the hard, metal floor next to Rachel.
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Hours passed. And the only thing which
changed was that the box began to grow warm, and then warmer still.
At first Rachel feared they were simply running out of air, but she
could faintly hear the sound of a fan. No, the temperature was
going up too fast for that, and both she and Jude began to sweat
under the heat.

And more hours passed.

She gave up her stiff pose, gave up trying to
hide her body. As Jude said, it was pointless. She unfolded her
long, slender legs and let them open. The fresh piercing hurt more
with her thighs closed.

She did not bother to examine it closely, for
the sight of her bare little slit embarrassed her and made her
terribly uncomfortable. She had examined the nipple rings, and
watched Jude do the same to all her rings. They were not normal
rings. There was no discernible opening in the perfect metal rings.
Unlike most such rings, which had a small round ball into which one
end of the ring was screwed, these rings were perfect circles with
no start or end, and no way to remove them that either of them
could see or feel.

“So what’s it like being a FBI agent?” Jude
asked moodily, laying on her side.

Rachel shrugged, but hours and hours of
inactivity had left her bored, as well, so she and Jude began to
talk. She told Jude about why she joined the FBI, about university,
about herself, and Jude told her about her boyfriends, about
growing up in a violent house, about taking drugs and getting into
trouble. It was not exactly female bonding, but they did get to
know each other somewhat better.

And more hours passed.

“Fuck it’s hot,” Jude groaned.

Her hair was matted against the side of her
head, and her body was sheeted in sweat, just as Rachel’s was. She
breathed in shallow gasps, blinking her eyes against the bright
light.

Rachel lay on her side, as well, the heat
robbing her of energy, making her drowsy. She was hungry and
thirsty now, as well, but tried to ignore it.

“You think they’re cannibals and we’re just
going to cook here?” Jude groaned.

“They wouldn’t bother to decorate us with
nipple rings if they were,” Rachel said tiredly.

“So they kidnapped us to be sex slaves?”

“Probably.”

Jude sat up weakly, sweat running slowly down
her forehead and chest. “Then come and fuck me!” she shouted.

But nothing happened, and more hours
passed.

They had probably been there for twenty four
hours when the mirrored panel before them slid aside to reveal an
LCD screen which was perhaps two feet wide. The suddenness of it
shocked both young women, who sat up abruptly, woken from their
torpor by something happening – anything happening.

At first the screen was blank, then it showed
– a commercial for Evian water, showed the cool water pouring down
out of a fountain, pouring out of an icy cold bottle into a glass
with ice in it. The commercial ended with a picture of a small
bottle of Evian water. Then the screen went blank briefly before a
picture came on.

The picture was of a nude woman, a blonde,
kneeling, sitting on her heels. It showed her from the rear, her
hands clasped together, forearms pressed tightly together to the
elbows. Above her, a word appeared – Strappado, and male voice,
clearly recorded, said in a stern voice “Strappado!”

“What the fuck,” Jude whispered, shaking her
head.

The next picture showed the same girl from
the same angle, but this time her arms, instead of being straight,
were bent at the elbows, each hand clasping the opposite bicep.
“Box,” a stern female voice said, as the word appeared over her
head.

More pictures appeared, slowly, each held in
place for a full minute. The girl had her wrists crossed behind her
back in one, above her head in another, behind her neck in yet
another.

“Obey,” the male voice said.

“Obey,” the female voice echoed.

“What the fuck is this?” Jude demanded in a
harsh, somewhat frightened voice.

The girl on the screen now had her hands
pressed together, up between her shoulder blades. “Reverse Prayer,”
said the male voice.

“I think – I’m afraid that it’s – teaching
us,” Rachel said in a dull voice which she struggled to keep
toneless.

“Teaching us what?” Jude demanded.

“How to – position our bodies when we’re
ordered to.”

“Yeah? Well fuck you!” she shouted at the
walls.

She rose on her knees. “You see this, you
fuckers!?” she demanded, holding her fist up and out, her middle
finger raised.

“Obey,” the male voice said.

And then she screamed in shock and jerked
back on her back, falling heavily.

Rachel stared at her, jaw dropping as Jude
lay on her back, gasping weakly.

“What – .”

Then it looked as if Jude had suddenly been
struck. She screamed again, her body jerking up violently, back
arching before flipping violently onto her belly, then onto her
back again, where she collapsed, gasping for breath.

“What is it?!” Rachel demanded.

But she had a sneaking suspicion already.
She’d had training with a taser, of course, had seen and
experienced the effects of electrical shock on other people.

And the floor was made of metal.

Yet if Jude had been shocked why hadn’t she?
She bent and examined the floor, and saw that it was not a solid,
but made up of “tiles”, large ones about three feet square. There
was a small line of some material between each square, some kind of
plastic she guessed. That would allow whoever had built this box to
put an electrical shock into all of the tiles – or just one.

And that made the costs involved even
greater, and the likelihood this was just one pervert indulging
himself, even less.

“I think the floor is electrified,” Rachel
said.

Jude moaned weakly, shaking her head to clear
the fuzz out of her brain. “Fuck,” she whispered.

Rachel crawled over to her and helped the
girl sit up, brushing the damp, tangled hair back from her face and
forehead. “Are you all right?”

“No I’m not fucking all right,” Jude said
miserably. “This fucking sucks!”

The screen showed the video of the Evian
water again, followed by the pictures of the blonde girl. The
pictures changed as before, continuing for perhaps an hour. Then
the screen shifted into something new. A picture of a pair of
bottles of Evian water. That picture stayed in place for perhaps
ten seconds. Then the words “Pit of Doom” appeared on the screen.
“Assume, Pit of Doom,” the female voice said in a firm voice.

“Obey,” the male voice said.

That had been one of the poses the screen had
shown previously. The two women stared at it for long seconds, not
understanding.

Then both screamed and jerked back, falling
heavily onto their backs as the electrical shock traveled up
through their bodies and sent their muscles and nerves spasming
wildly.

The screen went blank while they lay there
gasping, nerves on edge, fingers trembling and twitching.

“Fuck!” Jude gasped.

“Oh God,” Rachel moaned, her arms going
around herself, hugging her chest.

Slowly, they sat up, staring at each other in
anxiously.

A tone sounded, and the picture of the
bottles of water appeared on the screen, then the picture of the
girl. “Assume, Pit of Doom,” said the male voice.

“I-I think it wants us to assume the position
we saw in the slide show,” Rachel gulped.

Jude stared at her, then at the screen, not,
at first understanding. But Rachel abruptly shifted her position,
sitting on her folded legs, raising her arms high above her and
pressing her hands together. She blushed as she did it, feeling a
stinging surge of embarrassment and anger, but the shock – .

“Obey,” the female voice said.

“I don’t – .”

Jude screamed as the floor beneath her let
out another shock, this time a more powerful one. It flung her onto
her back again, and she rolled violently onto her side, then rolled
again. But even while she jerked from one tile to another the
shocks followed her, setting her to writhing and thrashing and
howling inarticulately in pain. It only lasted seconds, though, and
then she lay dazed and drooling, barely conscious.

The LCD screen now showed the two bottles,
except that as she looked at it, Rachel saw the bottle on the left
fade away. Then, next to the screen, on the right side, a smaller
panel slid up, and revealed a small bottle of Evian water.

Rachel let her hands slowly, hesitantly drop.
She eased forward on her knees and grabbed the open bottle, then
slid back to where she was. She stared at the screen, then at the
bottle, then at Jude. Her thirst was overwhelming, though, and
whatever doubts she had about the water being drugged, well, she
had to drink something.

She put the bottle to her lips and drank
deeply, exulting in the cold, clean taste of the water sliding down
her throat.

She drank perhaps half the bottle, then eyed
Jude, who was still only partially conscious, still laying on the
floor, gasping, chest heaving, limbs twitching. She looked at the
bottle, then started to move towards her.

The floor tingled warningly below her knees
and feet, and she jerked to a halt, then drew back. The message was
clear enough. She regretted not being able to give any water to
Jude, but – a part of her was just as happy. She was so thirsty!
She didn’t want to share the first drink she’d had in so long!

She savored the taste, drinking more slowly.
She wanted to upend the water and pour it over her head, but
couldn’t stand the thought of it going to waste.

After a few minutes Jude sat up, and then the
panel over the LCD screen in front of Rachel slid closed.

Jude’s writhing and thrashing had moved her
almost to the other side of the room, and now a similar panel slid
open there, showing a single bottle of Evian water. Jude stared at
it, her eyes a little glassy. The picture faded, and the words Pit
of Doom appeared. “Assume Pit of Doom,” the male voice
commanded.

“Jude, assume the right position!” Rachel
called.

Jude blinked her eyes at her.

“Assume the Pit of Doom position or you’ll
get another shock!” Rachel cried. “Hurry!”

“Obey,” the female voice said.

Jude looked frightened, and then awkwardly
set herself into the position, raising her hands high above her
head, body stretched out, her breasts taut against her slender
chest, her body trembling.

The picture faded and another panel slid
open, revealing another bottle of Evian water.

“Fuck,” she whispered.

“Get your water,” Rachel said tiredly.

Jude licked her lips, then let her arms fall
and fell forward onto all fours. She crawled forward and took the
bottle out of the panel, drinking it immediately, upending it,
drinking so quickly some spilled out of her mouth and splashed onto
her chest.

Jude crawled back to where Rachel sat, and
the two carefully nursed the last of their water. The new panel
slid closed, and the old one, in front of them now, slid open,
again showing the various positions, focusing in on their arms and
hands, then their legs and feet, then their heads, and then their
bodies. Each position had a name to it, and they watched anxiously,
knowing now that they needed to learn them all.

Jude began to imitate the poses now as they
appeared on the screen, and after a few minutes, Rachel, though she
hated the thought of how she was being forcibly trained, and that,
clearly, someone was watching them, did the same.

The worst positions were “Open”, in which,
both eying each other uneasily, the two women lay back, raised
their legs straight up, and then spread them open at a ninety
degree angle, and then “wide open” which merely had them spread
their legs even wider, as wide as they could go. Rachel felt dirty
and ashamed as she did it, and also felt the tendons in her thighs
aching and stretching as she spread her legs wide, wide open to
reveal herself.

She noted that she could not get her legs as
far apart as Jude. But then, Jude was seven years younger than her,
and had probably spent less time sitting on her ass in front of a
computer screen.

It seemed incredible to her that the both of
them were laying on a metal floor on their backs with their legs
stretched out as far to the sides as they could go while some man
or men ogled them on a television monitor. As an FBI agent she had
been trained to take control of all manner of situations, but there
was not a single thing she could do to protect herself or to
control what was going on.

A tone sounded across the room, and the panel
slid down there to reveal the other screen. Jude looked at Rachel
anxiously, then felt a tingling surge of electricity under her
feet. She gasped and crawled quickly over to kneel in front of the
screen. When Rachel started to do the same she felt the floor begin
to tingle under her knees, the tingle getting worse as she
continued to the next tile. She eased back and it stopped.

Now the screen showed the words of the
positions, and the voice repeated them, sometimes male, sometimes
female, clearly recorded. Jude immediately took up those positions,
kneeling, knees spread obscenely apart, hands and arms shifting
positions as the voice spoke, then standing, hands going behind her
back, or neck, or above her head as the positions changed. Then she
was on her back, “open”, then “wide open”.

She assumed the Humble position, her head
bowed, then “Kiss the Floor”, with her bottom raised and her
forehead against the floor, arms outstretched.

Rachel could do nothing but watch, and feel a
sense of rising panic as she realized how quickly she and the girl
were being trained to the will of their captors. The young, lithe
brunette was posing and positioning herself in a series of
degrading and subservient ways which would no doubt inflame the
lust of any man watching – and Rachel was sure she would be
next.

“Attention.” The word filled the screen as
the voice spoke, and Jude got to her feet, standing stiffly.

They had been watching anxiously for some
time, so they knew the positions now, but even so, Jude was
corrected several times. If her pose was not exactly so she would
feel a little shock under her, not the awful ones she’d felt
before, but more of a warning, and the shock would only fade when
she shifted her arms or legs or feet into exactly the right
pose.

Then the tone sounded, and a sort of shallow
drawer slid out from the wall about three inches above the floor.
There was a bowl in it, and the screen now said “Eat.”

That was not one of the words they had been
taught, but their stomachs rumbled as they stared at it. Jude
hesitantly crawled forward and then looked at it. It looked like
some kind of meat, like small meatballs. She reached for it and
gasped as she got a shock from underneath. Confused, she looked at
Rachel, then back at the food. She reached for it again and yelped
at another shock.

“It fucking says eat!” she exclaimed.

“I think – I think you’re not supposed to use
your hands,” Rachel replied.

Jude stared at her in confusion, then leaned
over the bowl and slowly lowered her mouth to it. There was no
shock, and she tongued up one of the meaty little balls and
swallowed it with a moan of relief. She was sooooo hungry!

Rachel felt a surge of outrage and fury at their unknown, unseen
jailors. All Jude saw was that she was eating, but Rachel saw more
clearly, saw the slender young woman on all fours, head lowered to
the bowl like a – like a dog – like a bitch dog, her breasts
hanging full and free beneath her. She had no doubt that was the
intent of their captors, to turn them into obedient sexual animals.
And there was not one thing she could do about it.

Her own stomach grumbled angrily, and she
felt a wave of jealousy towards Jude. But she knew better than to
try to crawl over there and share her food. The floor would simply
start shocking her. She was so certain she didn’t even test it.

She looked at the screen in front of her, but
it showed nothing.

Already, Jude was licking at the bowl, and
Rachel closed her eyes and shook her head in despair. What would
happen to them? Would they wind up being brainwashed into serving
their captors like unthinking beasts? How could she resist!?

Surely someone was looking for them by
now!

Jude finished and moved back, laying down
with a groan. The bowl slid back and the panel over the TV slid
closed.

Then there was a chime in front of her, and
Rachel swallowed anxiously as her own TV began the same little
exercise. A part of her wanted to glare at it, sneer at it and do
nothing. But that would only get her the kind of shock that she had
seen Jude take, perhaps even worse. And she was very hungry.

She assumed the positions, face red,
wondering who and how many men were watching her. She shifted her
arms and legs, her feet and hands, furious with herself for
submitting, but unable to think of a way not to. Even when she had
to assume the most degrading positions, she did so, kneeling, her
forehead against the floor, arms spread forward, then out to either
side, knees spreading open to bare herself and open herself up to
being – to being – used.

“Attention,” the voice ordered, and she
popped to her feet, shoulders back.

“Stork,” the voice growled.

Rachel balanced on one foot, raising her
other foot, placing the tip of her foot against the ankle of the
other. She brought her hands up behind her head and balanced
herself carefully.

Then she was on her knees, furious on the
inside but anxious to avoid being shocked again.

“Abase yourself,” the voice commanded.

She shuddered and extended her body, her
hands sliding forward along the floor, her breasts against her
knees.

“Hogtie,” the voice said.

She grunted and lay down fully on her belly,
then drew her feet up and back and bent her body back, grabbing her
ankles.

“On your back. Forty Five,” the male voice
ordered.

Rachel let her body unfurl as she rolled onto
her back on the hard steel, then drew her legs up and back, again
blushing and angry at how obscenely exposed this left her. She had
to keep her legs straight and together as she held her legs up and
apart at a forty five degree angle.

“Touch your toes,” the female voice
ordered.

Rachel drew her legs further back, gripping
her ankles and pulling them down, raising her bottom and lower back
off the floor and rocking back on her shoulders, then letting go of
the ankles and gasping with the effort to maintain her position as
she touched her toes.

“Open,” the male voice said
remorselessly.

Clenching her teeth in shame and anger,
Rachel let her legs rise back up until her toes were pointed
together at the roof, then she spread her legs slowly out to either
side until they were at a ninety degree angle.

“Wide open,” the stern male voice said.

She let her legs slide further apart, feeling
the tension in her groin and thighs as the tendons stretched.

She felt a little shock under her back, and
felt a surge of panic. She tried to spread her legs wider, putting
her hands on her thighs and pressing down, but the tendons
stretched only so much and the pain even then was beginning to
mount.

“Wide open,” the female voice said.

The power rose and she was starting to gasp
for breath as her entire body began to quiver and tremble with the
electricity crackling through it.

“I can’t spread my legs any wider!” she
cried.

“Obey,” the male voice said.

“Obey,” echoed the female voice.

The electric shock doubled and redoubled. She
screamed and her body writhed and thrashed, back arching, head
rolling under her. She flipped violently onto her belly, then
screamed again, rolling and twisting as the power followed her
around on the floor.

She was barely conscious when it stopped, and
gulped in air desperately, gasping weakly, chest heaving. The panel
slid shut, but there was no bowl of food for her.

Hours passed, and her stomach rumbled. It
took a good hour before she stopped twitching and feeling the
terrible pain which had crawled over her body. Then she did the
only thing she could think of, and began to massage her thighs and
spread her legs, to stretch her body, especially her legs and
thighs, working on stretching out her tendons. After several hours
the TV opened and put her through the exercise a second time, and
again she failed and was left drooling and dazed on the floor.

She resumed her stretching exercises, as Jude
did the same, trying to encourage her. When the next exercise came
a third time she evidently passed it, and the bowl slid out into
the room. Almost dazed with relief, Rachel crawled over and began
to eat.

 


 


 





Chapter Three

 


 


 


 


Over the following day there were more such
exercises, the same positions repeated, and each time, and now they
did them in tandem, together, and ate and drank together. Their
water came in bowls, sliding out of the wall, like their food, now,
so that they drank, as well as ate, like dogs.

And then the LCD screen began to show
different positions, combinations of arm, hand and body movements
which the girls struggled anxiously to imitate.

Standing and touching toes was fairly easy,
but a more difficult version was “touching toes on tiptoes”. Both
girls had trouble maintaining their balance on their toes while
bent over and trying to touch them, and stumbled repeatedly.
Touching Toes – Slut, was the same, except with their feet wide
apart. Bent over – Strappado – required them to bend over at the
waist, their arms raised straight up behind their backs, fingers
interlaced. Screw Me – Strappado, was the same except that their
feet were well apart instead of together.

It was hard to keep track of the time in
their windowless cell, but by counting meals Rachel figured they
had been there several days doing this. The mirrored cage remained
hot, the light bright. And they did nothing but lay around, mostly
bored, or do exercises for food and water – and to avoid pain.
There was no sign of their captors, no indication they were even
present somewhere.

And then the chime sounded for Jude and
Rachel to do the exercise, and the screens slid down. But this
time, instead of simply a word on the screen, there were matching
pictures of the pose – but not that of the blonde woman. Instead,
Rachel’s screen showed a picture of Jude doing the proper pose, and
Jude’s showed a picture of Rachel.

The two stared at each other, shocked. The
pictures were crisp and clear and bright, and Rachel felt her
stomach churning as she imagined those pictures in the hands of the
FBI, of her colleagues, who would snicker and grin and leer and
no-doubt become aroused by them. But a tingling underfoot warned
her and then, like Jude, she began to quickly imitate the
poses.

Something else changed now. The poses were
held for longer periods of time, and when they changed, the instant
they changed, the floor beneath each girl began to tingle with
electricity. “Obey,” said the recorded voice sternly.

The power rise quickly until the proper
position was assumed – whereupon the power faded away. They had to
move very quickly into each pose now to ease the electrical shock,
and the sweat began to stand out on their bodies once more as they
grunted and gasped with effort.

The exercise stopped with the chime going
off, but there was no food. Instead, Rachel’s screen now showed a
riding crop, or rather, a picture, a drawing of a riding crop. She
stared at it uncertainly, then her eyes drifted to Jude’s screen,
which was blank. The drawing of Rachel’s screen changed. Now it had
a drawing of a girl in the PNP position.

PNP stood for Pussy and Nipple Punishment,
and it required the girl to sit back on her heels, knees spread
wide, back arched, shoulders back, hips forward, hands behind her
flat on the floor. The drawing of the girl on the screen was in
this position, and then the riding crop appeared, and in slow
motion, the tip began to slap against her pussy from underneath,
then down across her stiff nipples from above.

A drawer slid out of the wall and in it was a
riding crop.

Rachel leaned forward and took it, examining
it anxiously. It was a slender crop with a wrist strap at one end,
and a narrow, flat slapper at the other.

Jude’s screen chimed and showed the PNP
position. Her face red, she took up the position. Rachel’s screen
showed the riding crop swinging against the drawing.

“Forget it,” she gulped.

The floor tingled. “Obey,” the almost robotic
voice ordered.

“I don’t care if you shock me! I’m not going
to – aggghh!”

She screamed and writhed on the floor, the
crop falling from her fingers as she spasmed and thrashed and shook
in the grip of the violent electrical storm.

“Obey,” said the emotionless male voice.

“Obey,” said the emotionless female
voice.

She writhed and twisted, screaming in the
grip of the electrical storm until it finally relented, and she lay
gasping, spread-eagled, moaning weakly and dazedly.

After long minutes she was able to still her
violent twitching and jerking, and pull herself together. And
almost at once her screen chimed, showing the same drawing of a
riding crop again, striking the same drawing of a female body.

“I-I won’t,” she gasped.

“Obey,” said the voice.

Her screams were now joined by Jude’s, for
electricity erupted beneath both of them, sending them tumbling and
thrashing and squealing and writhing back and forth across the
floor until both were laying in a sweating, bedraggled heap,
sobbing weakly and barely conscious.

“Just – Just fucking – do it!” Jude gasped
when she could finally speak.

“I-I won’t!” Rachel gasped, cringing in fear,
waiting the feel of electricity tearing through her nervous system
again.

There was a delay, and they were able to sit
up, and claw the hair out from their eyes. Then Jude’s screen
chimed and it showed the same PNP image. She whimpered and stared
at Rachel, then assumed the position. The screen changed, then,
showing a drawing of a girl in that position, then a round circle
with an arrow, indicating she should turn to her right – away from
the screen and towards – towards Rachel.

The screen changed again, and now showed the
more extreme variant of PNP. In this variant she had to bow back
farther, until the backs of her hands were flat on the floor. In
that position, her back arched, knees well apart, she was ready to
be punished. And Rachel was the one who was to punish her.

She stared at Jude and felt the floor
beginning to quiver beneath her, but she steeled herself to endure
it. But instead Jude began to shake and quiver and gasp and moan.
“Please! Please!” she gasped in a choked voice.

“Obey,” ordered the toneless voice.

Then the power erupted around her and she
screamed and writhed and twisted, rolling over and over again.
Rachel reached out for her anxiously, but knew there was nothing
she could do but watch.

“Stop it!” Stop it!” she cried, staring
wildly around at the walls. “It’s not her fault!”

“Obey,” said the voice.

The power erupted underneath her and she
screamed and fell back, writhing and twisting just as Jude was, the
power tearing through her body and mind as she trembled and shook,
her muscles spasming and convulsions wracking her body.

The power eased, and the two women lay
gasping and moaning. Jude sobbed softly, gulping in air as her
chest heaved. It took long minutes before they could recover enough
to slowly sit up.

“You stupid… fucking… bitch!” Jude
gasped.

“I-I’m sorry,” Rachel moaned, her head
aching, every part of her feeling raw and sore.

The panel slid up and the chime sounded. The
letters PNP appeared on the screen in front of Jude.

She shuddered and then shifted weakly into
the position, sitting back on her heels, arching her back, falling
back so that the backs of her hands were against the floor.

“Fucking do it!” she gasped.

The chime sounded on the other panel, and the
picture of the crop appeared.

“Obey,” said the voice.

“Do it!” Jude screamed.

Rachel snatched up the riding crop and moved
over next to where the girl was positioned, then looked back at her
screen. Now it was showing the riding crop striking the drawing of
the female – between the legs.

Swallowing anxiously, she slapped the tip of
the crop against Jude’s pussy.

Now the screen zoomed in on the drawing, and
the tip of the whip there was slapping directly against the top of
the female’s pussy. Gritting her teeth, Rachel slapped the tip of
the crop against Jude’s clit.

The floor began to tingle beneath them.

“Harder,” said the male voice, just as
tonelessly. “Faster,” said the female voice.

The screen had the words “Harder” and
“Faster” on it.

Frantically, she slapped the tip of the crop
against Jude’s clit repeatedly, slapping harder and then still
harder. Jude began to quiver and tremble, moaning and gasping and
whimpering as the crop slapped against her sensitive clit. She
clenched her teeth together at first, then opened her mouth wide,
gulping in air.

“Stop,” said the voice, and Rachel halted in
relief.

Then the drawing appeared, now zooming in on
the figure’s breasts.

With a sinking heart, she stared at Jude’s
taut breasts and then raised the crop nervously above them. She
whipped the slapper down against the center of one breast, against
her nipple, and Jude gasped in response.

“Harder” and “Faster” said the two voices,
and she shifted to the other breast, slapping the crop down across
it, then sped up and whipped her wrist up and down faster and then
still faster, whipping the girl’s pink nipples until the center of
each breast was an angry red.

A chime sounded, and Jude collapsed onto her
back with a sob, her arms going around herself, hugging her aching
breasts, her thighs remaining wide apart as she groaned weakly.

“Bastards,” Rachel gulped. “Are you all
right, Jude?”

“No, I’m not fucking all right,” Jude gasped,
“But it’s still better than being fucking electrocuted.”

She sat up slowly, and Rachel impulsively
gave her a hug. The girl leaned her head against Rachel and her
hair brushed against Rachel’s cheek. Rachel started as she felt a
sudden surge of arousal. The side of her left breast was pressed
against Jude’s shoulder, and she felt her nipples beginning to
tingle and harden as she quickly drew back and turned away.

There was a chime in front of her screen. The
letters PNP appeared on it.

She stared quickly at Jude, then hurriedly
assumed the proper position, sitting on her heels, shoulders back,
hands behind her flat on the floor, chest arched.

Now it was Jude’s turn, and she did not
hesitate, crouching in front of Rachel and bringing the flat
slapper at the tip of the crop down against her clit. Rachel gasped
and moaned and clenched her teeth as the slapper cracked fast and
hard against her clit. The muscles in her thighs and legs spasmed
as her body instinctively sought to jerk her legs closed. But she
held her position.

The crop began to crack down on her breasts
and she gasped and shuddered, her nipples burning, her breasts
aching as Jude whipped the crop down again and again with quick
movements of her wrist and hand.

The chime sounded attention, and she wearily
stared at it and saw that it now required her to lay back in the
more extreme position, the backs of her hands against the floor.
She glanced anxiously at the other screen, the one which was
Jude’s, and felt the breath catch in her throat. It had previously
shown a hand and wrist, the hand moving rapidly up and down moving
the crop. Now it showed the drawing’s entire arm to the shoulder,
and the arm itself was moving, bringing the crop up and down in a
much longer stroke – a much harder stroke.

The floor began to crackle beneath her and
she gurgled and moaned and then arched her back, gulping in air and
trying to brace herself.

Jude looked anxiously at the screen, then bit
her lower lip as she raised the crop up high and, as the power
began to crackle around them, brought it down stingingly across
Rachel’s right breast.

Rachel couldn’t suppress a cry of pain at
that, her body jerking down as the crop slashed across her
breast.

“Harder,” said that robotic voice.

Moaning, Jude whipped the crop down hard
against her other breast. Again Rachel cried out, her breast
flaming.

“Faster,” said the other voice.

Rachel clenched her jaws and groaned as the
crop began to slash down across her breasts hard and heavily, red
lines and welts appearing across her aching, burning chest as Jude
fearfully whipped the crop down again and again, her arm rising and
falling just as the one on the screen was. Rachel was gulping in
air so fast she was hyperventilating, her head starting to swim as
the world spun around her.

Then the chime sounded and end, and she
collapsed with a sob, rolling onto her side into the fetal
position, trying to grasp her breasts for comfort but almost
immediately jerking her hands away. Her breasts continued to burn,
covered in welts from the crop as Jude slowly lowered it, her lower
lip trembling, tears in her eyes.

“I-I’m sorry,” she whimpered.

Rachel shook her head weakly, wiping tears
from her own eyes and thinking vicious, obscene things about their
anonymous captors.

“It’s still better than the shock,” she said
weakly.

She told herself that an hour later, when she
was in the “strappado” position, bent at the waist, her arms high,
as Jude slashed the crop across her bottom. Not only did it hurt
stingingly, but the position was humiliating; having to bend over
to be cropped!? She was an FBI agent, and it shamed her to the core
of her being.

But she did it. And when Jude had to assume
the same position twenty minutes later she brought the crop down
across the girl’s bottom with hard, fast swings of her arm,
ignoring the girl’s gasps and cries of pain.

For the next several days their jailors
taunted them by forcing them to do that and worse. Rachel was even
more deeply shamed when the image on the video screen required Jude
to kneel, sitting on her heels, and have Rachel bend her belly
across her legs, her bottom up, for a spanking. The electricity had
both of them writhing and howling before she consented, her face
flaming as she lay on her belly, and Jude’s bare hand slapping down
hard against her bottom.

In between punishments, they learned more
positions, the most humiliating was CFM, which appropriately stood
for Come Fuck Me. The two girls had to kneel with their knees
spread wide apart, then fall forward onto their bellies. With their
knees pressed into the floor they reached down their sides and
grasped their ankles, pulling them up and back so their toes were
pointed at the roof. In that position, they were readily available
to anyone who cared to either look or use them, and they had to
hold that position for long minutes.

There were also positions on all fours,
including the Good Dog position, the title of which had Rachel
grinding her teeth in fury even as she assumed the position.
Another position was called “Bad Bitch”, and made her almost as
angry, though both made her feel – defeated and helpless.

And then, as they lay on their backs, bored,
talking idly, the chimes sounded again and the mirrors rose to show
the screens once more. Now the black and white drawing of a woman
was kneeling and straddling – something. They watched as the
obscene drawing showed the woman’s pussy spreading apart as it sank
down on some sort of phallic object. They looked at each other in
confusion as the drawing of the woman rose and fell and ground
herself against the thing she was riding.

“What are we supposed to do?” Jude asked
anxiously.

And then, abruptly, two metal – tubes rose up
out of the floor. They were rounded at the end, and the thickness
of a fairly thick – cock.

“Son of a bitch,” Rachel said bitterly.

Jude licked her lips nervously.

“Obey,” said the female voice.

The floor began to buzz and tingle, and the
girl yelped and hurriedly crawled over to one of the tubes,
straddling it and then, with one embarrassed and frightened look at
Rachel, slowly eased her pussy down onto it. The floor around
Rachel tingled even more strongly, and she gasped and hurried to
the other one. The tingling eased as she slid her fingers down to
her pussy and spread her sex lips open, then slowly sank down onto
the tube.

“Ungh, fuck, this is thick!” Jude gasped.

Rachel focused on the physical task at hand,
trying not to think about what she was doing or why or who was
watching.

The LCD screens continued to show the drawing
of the female riding up and down on the pole, and they rode up and
down in time to her. When she sank fully down they sank fully down.
Jude had some problem with that at first, but when the screen
before her said “Down” she struggled to force the thing deeper into
her aching pussy. And with the electricity starting to flow she
finally succeeded.

The picture of the girl halted, and they saw
on the screen, the base of the metal pole she was riding had sort
of risen up in front and was jammed hard against the top of her
pussy. Just then, the floor rose in front of the two metal poles on
which the girls were impaled, pressing against them as well. When
they started to tingle and buzz the two of them stared at each
other frantically, trying to understand what they were doing
wrong.

But the power did not grow worse, did not
become that awful storm of power which ripped through their bodies.
Instead it stayed at a low level, the little metal pads buzzing and
tingling and – vibrating.

Rachel understood first an felt another surge
of outrage.

“They’re fucking vibrators,” she said.

“Really? Fuck!”

“These sick fucks think we’re going to get
off on this.”

Jude let out a bark of laughter. “Yeah, I’m
like, so hot right now.”

Twenty minutes later the idea was not as
absurd. Their minds had gotten used to outrages, and as their
bodies got used to the penetration, and their anxieties eased, the
buzzing against them began to draw a physical response from both
women. Both of them ignored it, not wanting to admit the slightest
pleasure, not even to themselves.

The figure on the screen began to rise and
fall.

“Ride,” the male voice ordered, and the two
young women forced themselves to ride slowly up and down on the
metal poles.

The figure stopped and so did they, their
pussies pressed against the buzzing, vibrating metal cap.

There had been nothing remotely like pleasure
since they had been captured, aside from when they were able to
ease their constant thirst and hunger. There had been nothing but
pain, shame and humiliation. Even having to use the toilet in the
corner, to squat there while their captors no doubt looked on, had
been a humiliation which they had now gotten used to.

And so the pleasure, forced upon their
bodies, began to speak soothingly to their minds, beckoning them,
whispering attractively as they knelt there, impaled on the metal
tools. Mentally and physically exhausted, neither was at her best
or strongest. Jude, of course, was the first to give in, slowly
beginning to grind herself against the pad unconsciously. She
stopped several times, red-faced, when she caught herself.

And then as the pleasure continued to grow,
she stopped caring. Her breathing became more ragged, and her eyes
began to get glassy. She started to ride up and down, grinding
herself against it, her head rolling weakly.

Despite the churning in her own lower belly
Rachel stared at her in disbelief. She thought at first the girl
must be joking, must be trying to lead her on, then to lead their
captors on. But the way her face and chest were flushed, the way
her nipples were so hard and the way the tube began to glisten with
her juices suggested it was no joke.

Worse, the sight of her in the grip of sexual
heat, the smell, now, of her pussy, was doing something to Rachel
that the tube alone could not have. It was arousing her all on its
own. And with her pussy jammed against that vibrator and the metal
tube up inside her she found herself quite unable to resist. Her
own hips began to role and grind, and she found herself riding up
and down the pole, in short, jerky movements that made her gasp and
moan as she felt the pleasure grow more powerful.

“Unggghh! HuhhhgggghhH!” Jude cried, back
arching as she rode the tube to an orgasm.

Rachel stared at her in disbelief, even as
she ground herself against the thing, too. The sight and sound of
the girl’s climax clawed at what remained of her own mind, though,
and she found her own orgasm rising up around her, refusing to be
beaten back, refusing to be stopped. She was less vocal than Jude,
but she gurgled and shook and jammed her pussy against the vibrator
with frantic jerking movements of her hips.

The tubes slid back into the floor, as did
the caps, leaving it flat again, and the two of them collapsed onto
their sides, gasping weakly. Two drawers slid open with bowls in
them, and they crawled weakly to them and drank – surprised to find
that instead of the usual dull-tasting water it was fruit
juice.

 


 


 





Chapter Four

 


 


 


 


Now that she knew what to look for Rachel
inspected the floor and found there were any number of places where
instead of the perfectly flat tiles, there were oddly shaped areas
where something or another could rise up into the room. But aside
from the metal dildos she had no idea what the other things might
be.

They were soon to find out.

The chimes drew their attention to the
screens, and the drawing of the girl. Now she was mounting
something that looked like five or six golf balls on a long nail.
But she was sliding it up into her ass, not her pussy.

“I think those go up our butts,” Jude said in
distaste.

The image changed, though, and now it showed
the girl riding the familiar smooth tube as the tubes themselves
slid up out of the floor. Neither of them had chosen to talk about
their embarrassing physical weaknesses atop the things, and now
they tried not to look at each other as they crawled forward and
reluctantly sank their pussies down onto the tubes.

They rode them as the drawing did, and the
pads rose in front of them to press against the top of their
pussies, buzzing insistently.

They knelt, knees wide, pussies down flat
against the floor. And then both of them gasped as they felt
something else moving beneath them, some other part of the floor
pushing upwards. They rose as one, startled, staring down, and saw
that the floor had risen just behind the metal tubes, had risen
several inches – and now they saw the golf ball things, though
smaller than golf balls, pushing up, and they knew exactly where
they were supposed to go.

Jude sank slowly back down, letting her
weight slowly spread her anus apart to take the first ball in.
Rachel watched, disturbed and embarrassed. She had never
experienced any kind of anal sex and didn’t want to now. But there
really was no choice, and she began to press her own little
wrinkled opening down against the first ball.

Soon they were back in their old positions,
with two of the little balls up their bottoms. The thing continued
to slowly rise, though, and a third ball pushed up into their
bottoms, then a fourth, then a fifth, as the round things drove
slowly up deep into their bottoms.

Long minutes passed as they knelt there,
doubly impaled, and then their screens abruptly changed. Instead of
the drawing of the girl Rachel stared at a video of Jude from the
first time they’d mounted the tubes. The video showed her from
several different angles, the pictures clearly having been edited
together. Her face was a mask of pleasure, her breasts rose and
fell, jiggling lightly. The scene zoomed in on her moist pussy
sliding up and down on the tube, from the front, then the rear. Her
voice sounded, louder than Rachel remembered, gasping and
moaning.

She stared at the video in disbelief, then
jerked her eyes aside to see that Jude was looking at a video of
her. She stared at that video, appalled, again thinking of what
would happen if the thing got out, if her bosses and colleagues saw
it.

For a few minutes the videos shocked them,
but their ability to get used to obscene, degrading things had now
become routine, and within another few minutes the pleasure was
starting to burn in their loins once more.

For Rachel it was worse, for the sight of
Jude in the throes of sexual pleasure, her tight little pussy
riding the tube, was like oil on the fire of her desperately
suppressed lust, and she was soon humiliating herself once again by
riding up and down, grinding her hips and shuddering in sexual
heat.

That was when the thing in her bottom began
to move, slowly retracting so that one ball after another pushed
open her rear passage, then slid out. Her sphincter snapped behind
it only to be forced open from within by the next ball, and the
next, and the next. It was a shockingly erotic sensation and drove
both of them over the edge into helpless orgasm.

Rachel was sullen and depressed afterwards,
but Jude was more relaxed. “Would you rather get your tits whipped
again?” she asked.

Rachel almost said yes, but she knew it would
have been a lie. More importantly, it might have tempted their
captors to have them do it again.

Their next challenge came. The drawing on the
screen showed the girl on all fours, then showed a penis sliding
into her mouth. Her mouth opened wide, and the penis slid deep. The
drawing showed her throat widening as the penis slid down her
throat, then back, then down, then back.

“Service,” said the voice.

“Shit,” Jude whispered.

And now another pair of tubes slid into view,
not from the floor, but from the wall before them. This time they
were not metal, however, and as the two young women crawled
hesitantly forward they saw they were dildos, made of some sort of
latex.

“I’ve never been able to deep throat,” Jude
said anxiously. “I’ll barf all over the wall!”

“Weren’t you just wondering why we hadn’t
gotten any food for a while?”

Jude stared at her in confusion.

“I doubt you have anything in your belly, nor
do I.”

The floor began to tingle, and the two leaned
forward, extending their slender throats, opening their mouths to
envelop the head of the latex cock.

Rachel slid her lips slowly up and down the
latex cock. She was filled with anxiety, herself, for she had less
experience with oral sex than Jude, and was far from confident that
she could do what their captors were demanding.

“Service,” the male voice ordered.

The mirror box had been quite cleverly
designed. Even as she stared down the length of the dildo, gagging
weakly as the head pushed lightly against her throat, two wide,
flat panels pushed forward from the wall a few inches above the
floor. As the panels encountered her wrists the folded quickly
around them to lock them in place. Underneath her lower legs, the
same panels pushed up, folding immediately around her ankles and,
like her wrists, locking them immovably in place.

Then the dildo pushed forward. Rachel’s eyes
bulged as it entered her throat. She jerked back desperately, but
of course, did not move. She could almost see her throat forced
open, just like in the drawing, like a sock with a foot shoved into
it. She gagged violently, choking and coughing as the cock slid
deep into her throat. She could feel it moving down inside her very
chest. And from the gagging and coughing next to her she knew the
same was happening to Jude.

“Swallow,” said the male voice.

“Swallow,” said the female voice.

For long minutes the two of them struggled
and gagged and coughed as the tubes lay still, their heads so deep
inside them they were almost down to their quivering stomachs. The
wonder was, Rachel thought, that she could breath. Yet she quickly
realized why from the feel and sound of her breaths. The tubes were
hollow, and there must be air holes along the shafts so she could
suck air into her lungs.

Her stomach heaved, but as she had suggested
to Jude, there was nothing in it, and the box kept them locked
pitilessly in place as long minutes passed. She started to get used
to the sensation, and her continued breathing quelled her panic as
she realized she would not choke to death.

After a while, the dildo began to move slowly
in and out, and again the two girls gagged and choked at the
unfamiliar sensation. But as the tubes continued to move, their
nerves began to settle, and they got used to these sensations as
well. The dildos slowly withdrew completely, and they gasped and
coughed, saliva running over their lower lips. Then the dildos
moved forward, and they were forced to open their mouths wide, to
spread their lips to admit them once more. And as before, the
dildos pushed straight down their throats, gagging them.

“Swallow,” said the male voice.

“Swallow,” said the female voice.

Again and again they were penetrated by the
big dildos, to the point their mouths and throats felt raw and
aching, they were drooling heavily, their eyes were watery and
their noses running. Finally, the dildos were withdrawn, and the
metal panels folded around their wrists and ankles were withdrawn,
freeing them.

Over the following days they were repeatedly
penetrated orally, anally, and vaginally by various tubes, and
spent a number of times in the “exercises” shifting their poses and
positions on demand. But their captors seemed intent on keeping
them constantly off-balance. As soon as they began to get used to
the robotic penetration, they introduced another new concept.

The chime sounded, and the drawing appeared.
She was in the “open” position, slender legs spread straight out to
either side, feet dangling in mid-air. Then, a drawing of another
woman appeared. The second woman knelt in front of the first and
brought her tongue out to lick up along the first woman’s
pussy.

Jude and Rachel looked at each other,
stricken, then back at the screens. Rachel’s screen changed
abruptly, and now her drawing was on the “open” position. Her mind
swirling and stomach churning, she quickly fell onto her back and
spread her legs wide, placing her hands on her inner thighs.

She didn’t look at what Jude’s video showed,
but knew, of course, especially when the girl, her face red,
crawled over between her legs.

“Service,” said the male voice.

“Service,” said the female voice.

Rachel’s sexual experimentation phase had
been short-lived and ended long years ago, ended with young,
inexperienced men who had little interest beyond quickly satisfying
their own lust. And so she had never actually experienced oral sex.
The touch of Jude’s tongue against her made her body jerk
convulsively, and she desperately ordered her body to stay still,
and her mind to think of other thoughts, any thoughts, however
unpleasant, anything to divert her from what was taking place.

But the struggle, however desperate, was
hopeless. Jude was a much more sexually experienced young woman and
had played around with other women, even if it had been under the
influence of drugs and alcohol. Performing oral sex on a woman
sober was somewhat distasteful, but no terrible thing. Moreover,
she was actually quite good at it.

Beads of sweat began to appear on Rachel’s
forehead as she tried desperately to feel nothing as the other
girl’s tongue licked at her sex. Her body trembled weakly and her
fingernails dug into the palms of her hands.

Jude, after her initial reluctance, decided,
however, to do the job properly, to lick Rachel as well as she knew
how, and she felt a sense of smug delight coming over her as she
detected the older woman’s responsiveness. Rachel was a
straight-laced, tight-assed cop, and making her give in to sexual
pleasure made Jude feel a girlish sense of giggly delight.

She licked more enthusiastically, and felt
more than a little gleeful as Rachel’s come swept over her and she
began to jerk and buck and hump against her wildly licking
tongue.

By now the idea that someone was looking, was
always looking, had lost its shame value, and the boredom of
robotically repeating poses again and again and again had left her
mind looking for something at least mildly entertaining. Getting
the prissy FBI woman to come, clearly against her will, was the
closest thing to entertaining she had found in some time.

She drove her tongue deep into Rachel’s
pussy, pumping it in and out, letting it squirm around inside the
tight pink tunnel as her nose and lips rubbed against her clit. Her
own hands slid up along Rachel’s body, slid over her taut breasts,
and began to gently knead and massage them.

“S-stop it,” Rachel gasped, staring up at the
ceiling helplessly.

Jude smirked to herself, lapping strongly at
the woman’s clit now, letting her lower lip rest against her tongue
to add pressure. She soon had Rachel gasping and moaning and her
hips jerking spastically again as she forced her into orgasm for a
second time.

The chime sounded, and Jude eased back onto
her heels, smirking at Rachel as she remained in position,
quivering, gasping, chest heaving, face and chest flushed with
arousal.

“Now I bet it’s your turn, honey,” she said
with a smug grin.

The chime sounded on the other side of the
room, over what they had come to think of as Jude’s screen, but the
position required was not what she had expected.

“Touching toes,” the voice said.

She rose at once, then bent over, touching
her toes.

Now Rachel’s screen showed the riding crop,
and then a picture of it striking a drawing of a bent over
woman.

Rachel stood up, shoving the mass of now
tangled, filthy hair from her face as she held the riding crop. She
glowered at the younger woman, and felt more than a hint of
satisfaction as she brought the crop slashing down across her
upraised bottom.

“Aghgghh!” Jude gasped, wobbling.

The crop sliced across her bottom a second
time, and then a third, and then a fourth and fifth.

“Stop,” the male voice said.

The chimes sounded.

“Strappado,” the female voice ordered.

“Strappado slut,” the male voice ordered.

Gasping with effort, Jude raised her arms up
and back as she spread her legs apart and balanced precariously on
the balls of her feet.

Now Rachel’s screen changed. It had a drawing
of a bent over female, and zoomed in on her groin. Now a drawing of
a female face moved into place and began to lick at that pussy, to
suck at the clit, to pump in and out.

She felt dizzy, felt a wave of shock run over
her.

“Obey,” the female voice ordered.

The floor tingled, the tingling growing worse
so that she found herself jumping from foot to foot, gasping.

“Obey,” the male voice said uncaringly.

She threw herself forward, and as soon as she
was kneeling behind the girl the electricity was gone. Gasping
weakly, she stared at Jude’s lewdly revealed sex, and then, her
mind squirming with fear and more than a little disgust, she pushed
her tongue out and licked lightly along Jude’s slit. She drew back
briefly, then pushed forward and licked again, harder, licked up
and down the tight, neat little bare slit, then licked across her
clit.

“Obey,” the female voice said, as the floor
began to tingle.

Gasping, she plunged her face into Jude’s
groin, feeling the girl’s wetness now against her mouth and cheeks
as she licked and sucked at her clit. Automatically her hands rose
and gripped Jude’s thighs as she thrust her tongue into her pussy,
tasting her cream, tasting a girl’s sex for the first time in her
life.

And found herself becoming fascinated with
it. She’d never had many female friends, never had a close
experience with another woman’s pussy. Now she found years long
desires, curiosity and interest rising as she felt the softness and
heat of Jude’s pussy against and around her tongue. She licked with
growing excitement at her clit, feeling a sense of determination to
do it right, to make the girl climax as she had.

She had little experience to go on, of
course, but what she did had, she’d had just minutes earlier – by
Jude herself. So she had some idea what the girl herself liked, and
gave it to her, licking strongly against her clit, then catching it
between her lips, sucking and blowing and massaging it as Jude
began to sway and rock on the balls of her feet.

Jude began to moan and gasp and shudder, and
as the orgasm hit she rocked back against Rachel’s face, only the
older woman’s grip on her thighs keeping her from falling as her
legs shook and her ankles collapsed.

They lay down, not looking at each other,
feeling awkward and strange. But of course, that didn’t last. They
had to do the exercises again, and after that the drawings on the
screen ordered more lesbian activities. They knelt facing each
other, breasts pressing into breasts, and kissed, their tongues
plunging into each other’s mouths as their hands, imitating the
drawings on their screens, kneaded and squeezed each others’
buttocks.

Then Rachel lay on her back, her lower body
half turned, one leg up, as Jude knelt and maneuvered her pussy in
against Rachel’s. She ground herself against her, one hand kneading
Rachel’s breast, the other gripping her long hair for leverage.

Then they were in a sixty nine, their tongues
buried in each other’s sexes, licking and lapping as their unseen
captors looked on, the unseen cameras rolling.

More time passed, and they continued to
practice at taking the positions ordered for them, continued to be
penetrated by the mirror box’s tubes and devices, and continued to
engage in lesbian sex – when not punishing one another with the
crop.

Then a drawer opened next to Rachel’s screen,
and inside it was a metal collar. The collar was about three inches
wide, soft leather on the inside and stainless steel on the
outside. It had a metal ring in front and another in back, and was
open, and somewhat flexible. It clearly joined together by fitting
three metal tongues on one side into holes in the opposite
side.

The video showed the drawing of a woman
putting on the collar, and Rachel, dully, placed the collar around
her throat, then pushed the tongues into the hole, where they
locked with a soft, but very firm click.

A similar drawer opened on Jude’s side of the
room, but instead of a collar, it had a leash. The drawings on the
screen showed her what to do, and she stood up and clipped the
leash to Rachel’s collar. Again the screen changed, and the voice
called out “All fours.”

Rachel dropped to all fours, Jude holding the
leash.

“Good dog,” the male voice ordered.

Face hot, Rachel made sure her hands were
flat, wrists together straight below her shoulders, fingers spread
out, and her knees were also tightly together, the backs of her
feet against the floor, toes extended.

“Bad bitch,” the female voice said.

Her knees and hands came apart, and she
pushed her bottom up more.

“Prowl,” the voice ordered.

That was a new word, and Rachel looked up at
the screen. The drawing of the woman there was on all fours,
leashed, and now her right hand and right knee moved forward
together, her shoulders low. Her left leg and hand moved forward
then, her bottom staying raised. She watched the figure move for
long seconds, until the floor began to tingle.

“Obey,” said the male voice.

She crawled forward, trying to do it as the
drawing showed, and Jude followed, holding the leash. She crawled
across the room, then back, then circled the room, wincing, for the
steel was hard against her knees. She felt somewhat sick at what
she was doing, but her pride had taken such a ferocious beating
since she’d been here that it was hard to get worked up over
anything any more.

“Beg,” the voice ordered.

On the screen, the drawing of the woman was
begging like a dog which had risen up onto its hind legs, her arms
against her chest, the backs of her hands towards the roof, hands
limp.

Rachel begged.

When was done, it was Jude’s turn, and
despite herself Rachel felt a strange sense of – dark excitement as
she held the girl’s leash and followed her around the room,
watching her crawl.

What was wrong with her anyway!?

 


 


 





Chapter Five

 


 


 


 


Both girls wore collars now, for while they
had not been ordered to keep them on they had no way of getting
them off. Then came a gigantic change in their captivity. A chime
sounded after they’d finished a sixty-nine which had left them both
gasping and weak. Drawers opened on both sides of the room, and
inside each were four metallic rings, much like smaller versions of
their collars.

They looked at the screen, but there was
little doubt what was required. The shackles went around their
ankles and legs, and clicked closed.

“All fours,” the voice ordered.

They dropped onto the floor nervously. Then a
new panel opened in the middle of the wall. It was at floor level,
about two feet wide and two feet high. And there was nothing behind
it but darkness.

“Prowl,” the voice ordered.

They looked at each other again, their
excitement rising. Were they finally going to get out of this
horrible, overheated, overlit box!? Rachel crawled towards the
hole, and then crawled through it to emerge in another, larger
room. There were still no windows, and no furniture. But there the
lighting was dimmer, more like normal room lighting, and softer,
unlike the harsh florescent lights in the mirror box.

More importantly, the floor was covered in a
very soft, cushiony, light brown carpet, and the walls were painted
a soft, comforting brown as well. The air was a good ten degrees
cooler here, and both of them almost groaned with relief.

Then another small door slid up across from
them, and they crawled towards it, and through it, to emerge in a
narrow corridor or crawlspace, the roof too low to stand. They
crawled through to a brightly lit room with a very low ceiling, and
found themselves in a bathroom, a small one, with an Asian style
slit toilet in the floor, a knee high counter with a mirror over
it, and a wide sunken tub already filled with hot water and
bubbles.

They had been in the hot sweaty box for days
on end, sweating like pigs. They were filthy, their hair matted and
tangled. The two girls gasped in delight at the sight of the
bath.

“Side by side,” the voice said, only there
was something different this time.

They knelt side by side.

“Display,” the voice said.

Rachel started. She knew what was different.
This didn’t sound like a recording. It sounded like a real person.
Nevertheless, she and Jude sat on their heels, spreading their
knees wide, and placing their open hands on the outsides of their
thighs. They kept their backs straight, their heads back.

There was a long pause.

“Abase yourself,” the voice said.

Rachel was sure that was a live voice now,
but it hardly mattered. The two of them slid forward almost without
thought, their arms extended, hands flat on the floor, breasts
pressed against their knees.

“You may now bath each other,” the voice
said.

The girls rose, and then crawled into the
tub, Jude groaning in relief as she ducked her head into the water
and ran her hands through it.

Rachel giggled like a girl, twisting her
hands through her hair

“Bath each other,” the man’s voice said
sternly. “Obey!”

They both jerked to a halt. There was now
something ominous and frightening about that word. It always told
them they were doing something wrong, and it preceded the
electrical shocks they had felt so often over the past many
days.

Rachel seized a bar of soap and motioned to
Jude, then began to soap up the girl’s body Jude found another, and
the two knelt in hip high water soaping up each other’s torsos.

“Oh God it will be good to get clean again,”
Rachel sighed.

“There will be no speaking,” the voice
said.

Rachel started, looking around, wondering
where the camera was. Could they be shocked here? In the water? No
doubt, if their captors had designed it so. They soaped each
other’s upper bodies, then stood each in turn, while the other
soaped up their lower bodies. They were both so familiar with
touching each other by now that embarrassed neither.

There was shampoo, and they sat and washed
each other’s hair, then rinsed it off with a small hand shower.
Abruptly, the water began to run out, and they looked at each
other.

“Rinse,” the voice said.

They rose on their knees, and rinsed each
other with the hand shower, then crawled out of the tub as the last
of the water ran out.

“Do each other’s hair,” the voice said.

Fucking pervert asshole, Rachel thought to
herself, wondering now if this was all just one rich pervert.

But there was a brush, and even a blow dryer
on the low counter. She brushed and dried Jude’s hair, and the girl
did hers.

“Return,” the voice ordered.

They crawled back into the brown room, both
hoping they didn’t have to go back into the mirror box.

“Display.”

They sat on their heels, knees spread wide,
backs straight.

“You will not move. You will not speak,” the
voice ordered just as a normal sized door slid aside in the wall to
one side.

A man walked through. He wore a black leather
jumpsuit and black leather boots. He had on black leather boots,
and a black leather sam brown belt from which dangled a variety of
implements. He wore what Rachel could only think of as a black mesh
hood which entirely covered his head, leaving no holes even for his
mouth or eyes. She could see nothing of his face, not even his skin
colour, but it was clear he could see them.

He held a sort of club in his hand, but it
had a metal tip which made her quiver with fright.

“I will now run you through your exercises,”
the male voice said. “Each time I give you a position, you will
respond verbally with the words “Yes, Master, as you are taking
that position. When I ask a question, you will respond
affirmatively or negatively, and append the honorific at the end.
Do you understand?”

Rachel had to force her frozen vocal chords
to work.

“Yes, master,” she whispered.

The man standing now behind them reached out
and pressed the tip of his baton against the small of Jude’s back.
She screamed and was thrown forward onto the floor.

“Do you understand? Obey!” the voice said
curtly.

“Yes, master!” Rachel cried.

“Y-Yes, master!” Jude gurgled, pushing
herself back into position.

It was worse, far worse now, with the man
standing behind them, with the voice giving them orders now alive
rather than a toneless recording. But they were well-practiced and
their bodies moved smoothly into each position side by side.

“Yes, master!” they cried at each order.

The faceless man behind watched, the baton
ready.

They lay on their backs, legs spread wide.
They stood and bent over, legs spread wide. But the worst, for
Rachel, was the CFM position, face and chest on the floor, belly
and hips raised, knees on the floor, ankles drawn up and back next
to her hips, her bottom raised and her sex lewdly displayed for the
man behind them. They held the position for a full minute as the
man with the baton slowly, casually circled them.

“You will now learn a new position,” the
unseen voice said. “Kneel, back straight.”

“Yes, master!” they gasped as they pushed
themselves up on their knees.

“The position is called kneepoint,” the voice
said. “It is a difficult one and requires practice and balance. Yet
it is also quite easy. All you need do is kneel as you are now,
keeping your backs straight and shoulders back, and then raise your
ankles up and back behind you, grasping them with your ankles while
holding your position on your knees alone. You will be given some
time to accomplish this. Begin now.”

“Yes, master,” they said, their voices shaky
and uncertain.

It was certainly uncomplicated, but balancing
only on the knees was extremely difficult. It would have been even
harder in the box, on the steel floor, not to mention painful. Even
here on the heavily cushioned floor it was hard on their knees, and
both of them wobbled and fell forward again and again and again.
They tried for about ten minutes without success. Then the familiar
sound of a chime sounded, an they looked up anxiously.

“You have failed,” a female voice said with
disapproval. “When a slave fails, she must abase herself,
apologize, and beg for punishment. Do so now.”

They knew how to abase themselves, and took
up that position quickly.

“I’m sorry, master!” they each said.

“When addressing a female you will use the
term mistress,” the female voice said.

“I’m sorry, mistress!” they said in quavering
tones.

“And?” the voice said menacingly.

“Please punish me, mistress!” Jude cried.

“Please punish me, mistress!” Rachel echoed a
half second behind.

“Assume CFM,” the woman’s voice ordered
curtly.

“Yes, Mistress!” they each cried.

They grunted with effort, kneeling, belly
down, ankles wide and drawn back, bottoms raised and thrust
out.

Rachel waited anxiously, then gasped as Jude
abruptly screamed and was thrown forward to lay in a gasping heap
on the floor ahead of her. A moment later she felt something
against her pussy, felt herself penetrated, and had only a moment
to realize it was the baton the man had been carrying as it was
thrust painfully deep into her pussy and a stunning spark of
electricity ripped into her belly.

Like Jude she screamed and was thrown forward
onto her belly to lay gasping dazedly, her nervous system
fried.

“You will practice, and be ready,” the female
voice said. “There will be no further food or water until you
succeed.”

The man with the baton then left and the door
slid closed.

Only when her mind started to fit itself back
together did Rachel realize she had not once even considered trying
to resist, trying to attack the man with them.

She and Jude then began to practice again,
this time facing each other. They tried holding each other up, and
partially succeeded that way. But they knew they would have to do
it independently, and despite how much their knees were beginning
to ache they continued trying until they could each manage to
balance precariously for long seconds at a time.

The door slid open and the faceless man
appeared.

“Attention,” the voice said.

They jumped to their feet, but a moment later
Rachel felt the tip of the baton jab against her wrinkled anal
opening and the shock made her scream as she fell forward onto her
belly. An instant later Jude echoed her and collapsed beside
her.

“You were instructed to acknowledge each
order when it was given,” the voice said. “Now try again.
Attention.”

“Yes, Master,” they cried as they got to
their feet.

“Stork.”

“Yes, master!”

She carefully raised her right leg,
positioning her foot against her ankles.

“All fours.”

“Yes, master!”

She threw herself onto her hands and
knees.

The masked man then moved around in front of
them. He had holstered his baton and now held instead – two long,
thick, realistic looking dildos.

“Service,” the female voice barked.

Humiliating as it was, Rachel hurriedly
crawled forward a step and slipped her lips around the head of the
fake cock as Jude did the same next to her. The two of them licked
and sucked on the dildos, bobbing their heads up and down the
length as the faceless man looked down at them.

“Swallow,” the voice said.

They forced their lips further down the
shafts of the dildos, all the way down to where the man’s gloved
fingers held the tips, and held still, gurgling and wheezing
weakly.

“Good dogs,” the voice said as the man slowly
drew the dildos back.

They assumed the proper position, gasping,
licking the saliva off their lips.

“Knee points.”

“Yes, master!”

Now they rose shakily and tried to balance on
their knees. After several failed attempts, both were balanced on
the points of their knees at the same time, holding their ankles
and swaying weakly.

“Good dogs.”

They fell forward onto all fours, wrists and
ankles touching, gasping “Yes, master.”

“Obedience is rewarded,” the voice said.
“Sixty nine.”

They froze, the masked man standing only a
few feet away.

“Obey,” the voice growled.

“Yes, master!” they cried, throwing
themselves together.

No matter how shocking the thought, they
feared the electrical shock worse, and so Rachel on top, they lay
together, their faces in each other’s pussies, licking and sucking
at each other’s clits as the hooded man moved slowly around them
watching.

Intellectually, they had known someone had
been watching all the time. But this was infinitely worse somehow,
and their minds squirmed as they licked, as he watched.

Because of that Rachel did not, as she
usually did, find the sex to be arousing. Instead she fumed
inwardly, filled with outrage and fury.

“Stop,” the voice said. “Abase yourself.”

“Yes, master,” they gasped, springing into
position, foreheads against the floor, arms straight ahead of them,
bottoms raised high.

The masked man now stood in front of them,
legs straight and apart.

“Now you will learn something new,” the voice
said.

A panel in the wall slid up to reveal a large
LCD television. There was a foot on the monitor, a boot, really.
And as they watched a woman’s face appeared. She pushed her tongue
out and licked slowly up along the side of the boot, up along the
ankle, then across the center, licked down the center, then lapped
timidly, submissively at the boot. The boot rose and she angled her
head awkwardly up and back, licking now at the sole of the
boot.

“It is called “Submission,” the voice
said.

Jude made a face. Rachel felt her fury
rising.

“You will submit now,” the voice said.

They looked at the man uncertainly.

“Obey!” the voice barked.

The word caused both to gasp in fear and fall
forward onto their bellies, then extend their necks and lick at the
man’s boots. Rachel did it almost without thinking, but even as her
tongue was licking at the man’s boot she felt a white-hot rage
exploding inside herself. How could there be many of them? Surely
there was no more than two or three, and one was here in this room.
He had an electrical prod, and at least one more of them was
probably nearby!

It was simply too much! Licking his boots!?
Groveling at his feet!? She couldn’t do it!

She lunged upwards, slamming her fist into
the man’s groin, only to cry out in pain as her fist met a
protective cup. She was on her feet, nevertheless, her fist aimed
at his throat, but he dodged aside and brought the side of his hand
down against the back of her neck, dropping her to the floor. An
instant later the baton pressed down against the small of her back
and she screamed as the power ripped into her.

“Rebellion and disobedience can have only one
result,” the voice said tonelessly.

Two posts descended from the ceiling with a
soft, machinelike hum, and another masked, hooded man in black
entered the room as Jude cringed back in alarm. The two men ignored
her, grasping the dazed FBI agent and dragging her towards them.
Her arms were lifted high as Rachel was raised onto her knees, then
her shackles were locked to the lower part of the posts, which
lifted her upwards.

They spread her legs apart and very
efficiently used short chains to lock them to rings set in the
floor so she was standing – on her toes, spreadeagled.

One of the leather hooded men then produced a
whip. It was not a short crop such as those they had seen before,
but a long, single-tailed whip which he wielded with an expertise
which spoke of long practice.

“I-I’m s-sorry, master,” she gasped.

“When a slave fails she must beg for
punishment,” said the voice. “You have failed in your obedience to
your masters. Beg now for punishment.”

Rachel groaned weakly, her nervous system
still crackling with the remembrance of the electrical shock.

“P-Please punish me, m-mistress,” she panted,
her head twisting anxiously around, trying to see what they
intended.

The whip cut through the air with a
high-pitched hissing sound and then sliced into the soft flesh of
Rachel’s back. She screamed and her body thrashed frantically
against the shackles holding her in place. A line of fire glowed
diagonally across the center of her back.

“Beg for punishment, slave,” the voice said
coldly.

Rachel could hardly breath, much less speak,
but found the breath to scream as the whip cut across her lower
back.

“Obey, slave,” the voice said.

The whip sliced into her back again, this
time diagonally again, but in the opposite direction. Again she
screamed, her body flinging itself violently against the restraints
as the pain mounted.

“Slaves who disobey will be punished,” the
voice said.

The whip sliced down across Rachel’s back,
but this time curled around her hip and bit into her soft
belly.

“Slaves must obey their master,” the voice
said.

The whip bit into Rachel’s back and curled
viciously across her hip and down into her open groin, snapping at
her shaven sex. She howled, her hips bucking forward.

“A slave’s duty is to please her master.”

The whip curled across her other hip and
again bit into her pussy.

“A slave who does not please her mistress
must be punished.”

The whip cut across Rachel’s back and she
howled and sobbed in agony.

Again and again the whip cracked down onto
her flaming skin. Rachel was soon sweating and sobbing and hanging
weakly in her shackles, her mind swamped by pain as the voice
droned on in a cold, relentless voice. In the end, she was barely
conscious, and when they lowered her to the floor she could only
moan weakly. They rolled her through the opening and back into the
mirror box, and the door closed firmly behind her.

 


 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


Rachel was now by herself in the mirror box,
but she was never, of course, alone. And she got no sleep, at
least, not more than a few minutes worth, for every time she closed
her eyes the floor shocked her back to wakefulness. No voices
spoke, and there were no videos prompting her to action. She lay in
her pain, wincing as she touched the welts on her body, trying to
lay or sit in a position which did not make her hurt more, and
struggling with her growing exhaustion as the lights flared and the
floor sparkled with electricity, and, occasionally, loud noises,
like gunshots going off or cymbals crashing, jerked her violently
awake.

She was starving, dehydrated and exhausted by
the time the door slid open, and she eagerly crawled through and
out into the cooler, dimmer room outside.

“Are you ready to learn, slave?” a man’s
voice said.

“Yes, master!” she gasped, her voice hoarse
because of how dry her throat was.

This time it seemed as though the entire wall
came to life. It was the biggest screen she had ever seen, and it
showed a nude woman half in shadows, her body glowing in
silhouette, as she began to position herself. The voice spoke, a
woman’s voice now, and Rachel hurriedly assumed the same positions
upon command.

When it was done, the voice was silent, then
it seemed as though a section of the floor rose up. Rachel quickly
saw it was actually a narrow T-shaped frame with carpet on the back
and leather on the front and top.

“Place yourself against the frame, slave,”
the voice said. “With your back to it and your wrists flat along
the top.”

Anxiously, Rachel crawled to it and then
placed her back against the frame. The top was a little below her
shoulders, and she spread her arms out to either side and drew her
shoulders back, placing her wrists flat along the top of the T. She
was not surprised when clamps swung up and then down across her
wrists to lock them in place.

The door opened, and one of the faceless
guards came in. He drew her ankles up and back behind her, locking
them to the sides of the vertical part of the frame. Then he
gathered her hair into a pony tail behind her and wound it with
cord. She gasped as he drew her head back, back, back until it was
staring at the ceiling, and then he tied the cord to the frame
lower down.

There was a humming sound, and Rachel
whimpered as she felt something rising up from the floor, and
something else pushing out of the frame. She was not at all
surprised to feel herself being penetrated, slowly, by dildos which
spread open her pussy and anus and pushed deeper and deeper inside
her. Nor was she surprised when she felt something against the
center of each breast, something like a suction cup, which hissed
and sucked on her nipples.

The man pressed his gloved finger and thumb
against her jaw and Rachel cried out in pain, opening it wide. He
inserted a thick ring gag to hold her mouth wide, then strapped it
beneath her head. She saw a long, thin post descend from the
ceiling, and as it came closer she saw there was a thick latex cock
on the end. It slid unerringly through the ring and into her mouth,
sliding slowly across her dry tongue to halt at the entrance to her
throat.

And then, as far as she knew, the man was
gone, and she was alone. The lights grew dimmer and then
disappeared. Then a small pale light appeared above her head, a
soft glowing green which moved slowly from side to side across the
roof.

“Look at the light,” a woman’s voice said
softly. “Watch the light, slave. Is it not beautiful. It is cool
and perfect and moves smoothly, predictably. Back and forth, back
and forth, never pausing, never stopping, never deviating. A lovely
light which represents warmth and comfort and joy and happiness.
Follow the light with your eyes slave, and it will lead you to food
and water, to sleep and freedom. Such a beautiful light it is,
slave.”

On and on the voice spoke, its voice a soft,
crooning whisper. Only after many minutes, when she was barely
awake, did it change its tone and words at all.

“Do you want to obey, slave girl?” it
whispered.

“Yes, mistress,” she thought, her voice
trying to form the words even around the latex dildo, but of
course, causing them to be slurred and muffled.

And then, of all things, water seeped out of
the dildo and into her mouth, and she dazedly sucked on it
avidly.

“Such a good slave,” the voice whispered,
sounding pleased. “Good slaves obey their mistress. Are you a good
slave girl?”

“Yes, mistress,” she tried to say, sucking
thirstily at the water slowly seeping out from narrow holes all
around the dildo.

Between her legs, she felt a buzzing, as the
dildo impaling her became a vibrator, a narrow lip of it pressed
against her clitoris slowly rotating from side to side, gently
massaging her clit.

“You love cock, don’t you, slave girl,” the
voice crooned.

“Yes, mistress!” she gurgled.

“I want you to say it, slave girl,” the voice
said.

“I love cock, mistress!” she mouthed around
the dildo, repeating it again and again and again as the voice
urged her on.

“Do you love to obey, slave girl?”

Again she said the words dozens of times.

“Follow the light, slave girl. Is it not a
beautiful light. Such a sweet light, such a wonderful light. Watch
it carefully, slave girl. Watch it move. Back and forth, back and
forth, back – and forth. Concentrate on the light, slave girl.
Relax your body. Calm your mind. Think of nothing but the light.
Watch the light, Slave girl. And relax. Go limp, Slave girl. Be at
peace. Follow the light and be at peace. Think of nothing.”

That was not hard. Exhausted as she was
Rachel’s mind wasn’t up to much in the way of complex thoughts
anyway.

“Keep following the light, Slave girl. I am
going to count down from ten. Each time I count down you will feel
more relaxed, more at peace.”

The dildo slowly pulled up out of her mouth,
but of course, she could not close her mouth. The dildo inside her
continued to buzz, but on a lower setting.

“Peace, slave girl. Relax. Ten, your body is
starting to go limp. Nine, your mind feels weary. Eight. You close
your mind to all other thoughts. Seven: you lay still unmoving,
unthinking,” the voice whispered. “Six, you can barely keep your
eyes open now, Slave girl. You are so very sleepy. Five, and you
fall into sleep, sweet, pleasant, relaxing sleep. Four, and your
sleep deepens. Three; and you are deeply asleep and floating. Two
and you begin to dream, a sweet, pleasant dream. One, you are fully
asleep.”

The light continued to move back and forth,
but Rachel, though staring up sightlessly, did not see it. The
ceiling lit up around the light with an image of a beautiful woman
tied spreadeagled. The buzzing between her legs grew as the
vibrator purred and the lip rubbed gently at her clit.

“You think the female body is beautiful,” the
voice said softly. “Its contours are so soft and round, its every
facet erotic to look upon and touch. Your own body is beautiful and
lush, and you find yourself aroused merely by seeing yourself nude.
You touch yourself, and the feel of your skin is so soft, so warm,
so pleasant, that you feel aroused by it. Your breasts swell and
your nipples become hard, tingling.

The sucking things on her nipples turned on
again, sucking gently and rhythmically at her stiff, hard, tingling
nipples.

“It is so sensual and erotic to be a sex
slave,” the voice whispered softly, “To be a creature of sex and
pleasure, with no cares or worries in the world but to obey. You
love to touch yourself, and love even more to be touched by others.
You grow instantly moist and feel your sex grow hungry, and you
feel the thrill of passion and desire.”

“Feel yourself becoming aroused now, slave.
Feel your juices beginning to flow, your pussy beginning to throb
and hum, your nipples to tingle with longing. You feel lust at
being a sex slave. It arouses and excites you. Every time you obey,
you feel a sudden wave of passion. Every time you submit to your
master or mistress you feel lust within you.”

“You are becoming more and more aroused now,
Slave girl. Your hips grind against your master. You long to make
love to him, long to feel him thrusting into you. You grow more
aroused by the second, but you will not climax, Slave girl. You
will not have an orgasm until you are permitted to do so. Do you
understand, slave girl?”

“Yes, mistress,” she panted dazedly.

The cock pushed down into the open ring and
she felt it slide against her tongue.

“You love the touch of a cock in your mouth,
slave girl. It makes your pussy throb and pulse with hunger and
passion. You love to feel it against your tongue. You love to close
your lips around the shaft and suck. Suck, slave girl. Make love to
your master’s cock. Feel the hunger within you grow as you
suck.”

Rachel sucked hungrily on the dildo, which
pushed deeper. The dildo became moist, and then began to ooze a
pleasant tasting liquid which she swallowed greedily. It soothed
her throat and mouth and trickled slowly into her empty belly. She
felt her pussy throbbing and burning, her hips jerking against the
hold the dildos had on her.

“You love to suck cock. You love to feel it
against your skin, to feel it inside your mouth, against your
tongue, and in your throat. You feel fulfilled with a cock deep
inside your throat.”

The dildo pushed down into her throat, and
Rachel did not gag at all, but only moaned weakly and excitedly
around it as it began to ooze fluid again.

The voice whispered on. The images overhead
changed, shifted into more beautiful women in the now familiar
poses. They had shackles and collars on them now, and were bound in
tight, beautiful, erotic ways, looking so exotic and aroused as
they writhed slowly in their bondage.

The image shifted and shifted again, and now
there was a woman hanging by her wrists, posed erotically
again.

“There is no pain,” the voice whispered.
“Only heat. You feel the heat of passion within you, Slave girl.
You feel the heat of hunger, the heat of need and want and lust. It
burns so deliciously. You love the heat, slave girl. And pain is
merely a different heat.”

The image of the woman overhead arched as a
whip flew forward in slow motion and curled around her chest.

“So erotic, so beautiful. You find the sight
exciting, arousing. How lucky she is,” the voice whispered as the
whip flew slowly forward again and cut across her perfect
breasts.

“You grow more aroused now, Slave girl,” the
voice whispered. “you wish it was you being whipped, wish you could
feel the soft leather against your moist sex, against your firm
breasts. The touch of the leather brings heat and joy and passion.
You grow aroused as you submit. You grow aroused as your are
punished with the whip. Your sex is so wet now that you are
dripping. The whip catches your moisture as it kisses you down
there, and you cry out in pleasure and passion.”

Rachel moaned dazedly around the cock in her
throat.

“The whip cuts across your breasts, and your
nipples burn with pleasure and passion and excitement. It slices
into your bottom, and you feel the hot lust inside you. You long to
feel its kiss in the center of your sex, to feel it biting there so
cruelly, so deliciously. If only it could kiss you there your
pleasure would explode in helpless glory.”

“You love the whip. The sight of the whip
excites you. The feel of it inflames your passion and lust. You
long to make love to the whip, to feel its against your body, to
feel it scouring you of all that is bad and dark and ugly. The
cleansing fire of the whip makes your body burn with passion and
hunger.”

“You do not fear the whip. You fear only
disappointing your master or mistress. You fear only disobeying
them. You love to obey. You love to pleasure others with your
beautiful body. You are a slave, and the thought of disobeying
fills you with sadness and distress. Only in obedience an you know
fulfillment.”

The voice continued for some time, and all
that time Rachel’s body quivered and trembled with sexual need and
passion. Her sopping wet pussy grinding against the latex cock
inside her, her anus squeezing down around the one stuffed up into
her bottom, her mouth sucking eagerly on the one in her mouth as
her nipples burned and throbbed.

“You surrender to slavery, you submit to the
will of your masters. And now you grow nearer your climax. You are
almost ready to orgasm. Think of obedience, Slave girl. Think of
the passion and joy of obedience. It fills you with heat and
hunger. Obey, slave girl. Think the word. Say the word. And as you
say it, you feel your body growing more inflamed, feel your hunger
becoming stronger. Obey, slave girl.”

“Obey,” she moaned, aroused behind
measure.

“I will say the word, slave girl, and you
will finally achieve climax. Your body hungers for it. Your passion
rises as you wait the moment. When I say the word obey you will
climax more powerfully than you ever have before.”

“Obey.”

The orgasm screamed through her already
inflamed system, and Rachel screamed even as the dildo thrust deep
into her throat. Her body bucked and thrashed violently as her
nervous system crackled with an overload of sexual heat. Her
muscles spasmed and her limbs jerked helplessly again and
again.

“Obey!” the voice whispered.

Her orgasm surged up once more, and again
Rachel screamed around the dildo, her body bucking and thrashing
and twisting as pleasure tore through her mind.

“Obey!” The voice breathed, and again she
howled and writhed, her body wrapped in the crackling firestorm of
ecstasy.

“Obey!” the voice crooned. “Obey!”

Convulsions wracked Rachel’s body as she
writhed and twisted and bucked and thrashed madly, exhaustedly.

“Feel calm, Slave girl,” the voice whispered.
“The heat is not so terrible now. But your body still craves the
touch of others. Your pussy is warm, your breasts throb. But you
are more relaxed now. You will waken soon, Slave girl. When you do
you will long for the feel of a man’s cock against you, long for
the feel of someone touching you, long to press your tongue against
a woman’s flesh. Every time you hear the word obey you will feel
arousal coursing through your veins.”

“Now I will begin to count upwards, and when
I reach ten you will awaken.”

* * *

“Ten.”

Jude’s eyes blinked as she woke. She groaned
weakly, not sure of what had happened, and, for a time, where she
was. But she did not feel frightened. Or at least, not very much.
She had felt frightened for a very long time, and it felt good to
not feel frightened now, though she could not have explained why
she no longer felt frightened.

Her body was warm and soft against the
leather restraints circling her. Her breasts felt hot and swollen,
her nipples tingling and hard. She felt a thought flitting through
her mind. She wished – someone would touch her.

The faceless man unstrapped her, and then
attached a leash to her collar. Gasping weakly, she followed him,
crawling across the floor, thinking excitedly at how nasty and
kinky and exciting it was to be crawling on the end of a leash like
a big in heat – like a sexual animal!

And now, as she was led crawling into a room,
she saw a man at last, at last, a middle aged, balding man wearing
a dark robe of some kind. The man in black leather walked her up to
him and he reached out his hands for her.

Hesitantly, Jude rose on her knees, leaning
forward, and he took her hands. She trembled excitedly at his
touch, feeling heat and warmth spreading into her body as he slowly
ran his hands up her wrists and onto her arms, smiling at her.

“Master!” she panted.

His smile deepened, and then his hands slid
over her shoulders, and down onto her breasts. Jude shuddered,
feeling her nipples burn at his touch, feeling her breasts swell
and grow taut and hard, pressing her breasts into his hands as his
fingers kneaded the soft flesh.

He opened his robe and her eyes fixed
rapturously on his cock, her pussy throbbing and pulsing in
response to the sight of it.

The man sat back and spread his legs.
“Service,” he said.

“Moaning excitedly, Jude ran her tongue
lovingly over his inner thigh, then lapped at the head of his cock
as it began to harden. She gently massaged his balls as she drew
cock into her mouth, and began to suck gently and rhythmically. As
he hardened, her lips spread wider, and she bobbed deeper, taking
it deeper and deeper into her mouth, and then her throat, moaning
in pleasure around it as it stroked back and forth across her
tongue and caressed her tonsils.

She had no idea why she was so aroused, but
did not ponder it overmuch. Her attention was fixed on the
beautiful cock in her mouth and the feel of it against her
throat.

“Enough, slave girl,” he said. “Assume
CLF.”

She drew her mouth reluctantly off his cock
and then turned and lay her upper body on the floor. She reached
back, grasping her ankles, pulling her feet up and back and apart
as she bared her sopping pussy to the man. The sight of the
faceless man in leather hardly caught her attention at all as she
waited, trembling, for the man to mount her.

She felt him moving into position, and waited
breathlessly.

“Beg, slave girl. Beg to be used,” he
said.

The word `use’ caused a thrill of excitement
to burn through her mind.”

“Please use me, master!” she gasped.

Again, the word made her pussy throb and her
nipples burn.”

“Please use me, master!” she cried again,
once again feeling her body respond with lust and passion and
hunger.

“Please use me, master!” she cried out again,
her voice filled with passion and hunger and desperate need.

She felt his hard cock rubbing against her
dripping slit, and then he seized her hips and lunged forward. She
screamed in pleasure as he drove into her, and an orgasm tore
through her mind as his cock plunged in and out of her trembling,
spasming body.

“Using you,” he panted. “Using you. Using
you.”

Every time he spoke the word Jude shuddered
and bucked, her mind overcome by a frenzied hunger and need that
made it impossible to think, only to respond. She cried out weakly,
gurgling and gasping and moaning as she climaxed a second time,
then a third, all while his wonderful cock pounded into her with
unrestrained force and speed.

“Please use me, master!” she gasped. “Use me!
Use me! Use me! Oh yes! Oh God! Yes! Use me! Use me, master!”
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Rachel wakened slowly. She felt more relaxed
than she had for a long time. Her body did not ache nearly as much,
and the sleep had finally taken the edge off that terrible
exhaustion she’d been feeling for so long. She sat up on the floor,
her hands running slowly over her body as though inspecting it. She
felt a little smug sense of pleasure at how soft and warm her skin
was, and gazed at her breasts with pride, her hands rising to cup
and squeeze them gently before dropping away.

She looked around the room, wondering what
her captors had planned for her next. The thought did not frighten
her as it once had, though she remained anxious about what it would
be, and whether she would react properly, would please them.

She found herself idly playing with the rings
dangling from her nipples, and realized her nipples were hard, and
tender. Her fingers stroked them gently, and she felt a little
pulse of pleasure.

She stood up slowly, and then paced slowly
around the room. She tried the door, not at all surprised to find
it locked. What was unlocked was the little panel which led to the
bathroom, and she felt the urge inside her. She wondered briefly
whether she was allowed to, but she decided if they hadn’t wanted
her to go to the bathroom they would have locked it.

She crawled down the low ceilinged, narrow
corridor and into the bathroom. There was no question of standing
up here, for the ceiling was less than five feet high. She used the
slit toilet, then looked at the full tub and slid into it. She
soaped herself up, feeling a sense of lush tactile pleasure as her
soapy hands slid caressingly over the soft flesh of her body.

Kneeling water up to mid-thigh, she rubbed
her soapy fingers up and down against her slit, feeling the heat
growing inside her, yet fighting against it in the certain
knowledge she was being watched. Yet hadn’t they seen her doing
everything imaginable already. What did it matter if they watched
her touching herself. It was hardly a terrible image, after all.
She was a beautiful woman, her body exciting to look upon, which
was, of course, why they had captured her. The sight of her
touching herself would be arousing and exciting to those
watching.

That thought should have caused her anger and
embarrassment, and it did – a little. The anger was weak, however,
and the embarrassment was overcome by a strange sort of smug
satisfaction at causing her captors to be aroused looking at her.
That was a victory, of sorts. Here she was all – wet and – soapy
and warm – and her hands were moving erotically over her body, and
yet they were sitting alone in some office or other watching and –
hungering for her.

Her breathing came faster as her fingers
stroked harder, and her hips began to roll in and out as her right
hand thrust between her thighs again and again, her fingers sawing
across her clit. She moaned weakly, sliding the soapy fingers deep
inside herself as she used her thumb to rub her clit. Her other
hand rose and caressed her breasts, squeezing and kneading them as
she thought of how exciting and arousing she must appear to those
watching.

Bastards, she thought, gasping weakly,
panting for breath as her hand thrust in again and again. Do you
like this, bastards? Are you getting all hot looking at me? Do you
wish you could touch me!? Do you want to come and feed me your
cocks!? I bet you do! Aren’t I hot! Aren’t you getting hard, you
sick perverts!?

She was punishing them, in a way, making them
hot, and demonstrating her sexual power, which was the only power
she had left to her, of course. Or at least, that was how she
rationalized it. Knowing they were almost certainly watching both
embarrassed and, oddly, aroused her, though she could not have said
why it aroused her.

The heat washed over her, and she arched
back, gasping, her face a mask of passion and want as the orgasm
exploded and her pussy burned and throbbed against her fingers.

She lay back, panting, groaning weakly. She
arched her back, stretching, and feeling another little pulse of
excited satisfaction, knowing how good she looked, how hot she was,
knowing that arching her back made those watching her lust for her
and think her even more attractive. She didn’t stretch for that
reason, but because she was stiff, and sore, and it made her feel
good. But she could not stretch without being aware of how she
looked, of what those watching must think, for she knew just how
hot she was, how physically attractive and sexually desirable.

That was why they had kidnapped her, after
all, to make her a sex slave.

Thinking the words sent a little ripple of
heat through her groin, but she finished washing her hair and then
crawled out of the tub. She used the towel on herself as she knelt
before the low counter, then brushed out her hair and used the blow
dryer. She examined herself in the mirror, pleased there were no
lasting marks on her body, that her skin glowed like cream in the
light. She ran her tongue along her lower lip, then dropped the
brush and crawled out of the room and back up the little corridor
to what she had come to think of as the brown room.

She wondered where Jude was, and then what
she herself ought to be doing now. Escape was clearly out of the
question, at least, unless some new opportunity presented itself.
What did that leave her to do? She looked around the room,
unconsciously assuming the position which had been described to her
as “at rest”. That was sitting on her heels, her knees wide apart,
hands on her outer thighs, back straight, head up.

She waited perhaps five minutes, wondering if
they were watching her now, wondering if they were lusting after
her. She felt the weight of the rings on her nipples, and the other
one between her legs. She must present a very erotic sight kneeling
there like that, she thought.

And then the door slid aside and one of the
faceless, leather-clad men entered.

Rachel felt her pulse begin to race and her
heart beat faster as a wave of anxiety swept over her. She drew in
a deep, shaky breath, and waited as the man slowly circled her.

He was a large man, but she could see little
of him with all that leather, and with the mask. She could tell
nothing of his age, nor even his race. Then he stopped in front of
her and reached down to the front of his groin. She felt her pulse
skip a beat as he unzipped, and she wondered if he was the one
she’d tried to punch in the balls. Did they all wear cups? If so
how did they – .

And then the question was solved, for he wore
no cup, and he drew his cock out, long and thick and hardening
rapidly in his hand. He was white, she knew that. But aside from
that – he was just a cock to her.

But it was a very lovely cock, thick and now
hard, and she felt herself wanting to rub her thighs together even
as a wave of resentment and anger began to build in the back of her
mind. They had done so many things to her since capture, but she
had yet to be raped – unless she counted the artificial cocks they
had made her ride. This one was real, though, and now inches from
her face.

“Open,” he said.

And that too was the first time any person
had spoken to her directly. Always before it had been recordings,
or someone over a speaker. This personalized things, even though
the man was utterly impersonal.

“Obey,” he growled.

She felt a little flutter in her chest, and
another between her legs as her mouth opened wide. Without moving,
she held still as he pushed his cock slowly into her open mouth.
She rolled her eyes up at him, but saw nothing but the blank mask
as he pushed his cock deeper into her mouth.

“Suck, slave girl,” he ordered. “obey.”

Another pulse of excitement hit her when he
called her “slave girl”, and an even stronger one when he used the
word “obey”. They did not completely override the anger she felt at
being orally raped, but they did much to rob her of the fury she
ought to have felt.

She sucked. And she found herself doing so
with pleasure and gusto, bobbing her lips up and down his cock,
wetting it with her saliva, licking it with her tongue, and forcing
her lips further and further down onto it with every movement. Her
hands reached up to grasp it, and she folded her fingers around the
shaft, staring at it, engrossed, examining the veins running along
its surface.

“Hands at your sides, sex slave,” he
growled.

She dropped her hands at once, moaning,
rising on her knees as he reached down and gripped her hair to
force her up higher on her knees, pulling her face into his groin.
Her lips slipped further along the fat shaft and she gagged weakly
as the head entered her throat. Then her lips just seemed to keep
sliding without stop until her nose was jammed against his pubic
bone and he was buried in her oral cavity.

God he was big! And she could feel his cock
pulsing and throbbing in her mouth and throat! She moaned around it
and tried to lick at the underside of his shaft as he ground her
face into him, then he eased his grip on her hair and she slid
slowly back, a little light-headed from lack of air, but elated at
how easily she had deep throated him. She pulled back, inch after
inch of gleaming shaft emerging from her tautly stretched lips.
Then he pulled out and she gasped and gulped in air as he held her
hair and rubbed his saliva coated cock all over her face.

She mouthed it, eager, for some reason, to
get it back inside her mouth, and he let her turn her head and
swallow it, sucking and licking as she pushed her mouth further
into him and took him back down her throat. Now she was able to bob
her lips up and down easily, freely, even with him deep in her
throat. The sensation of him inside her throat was delicious, and
she felt her pussy humming with excitement.

“Finger yourself, slave girl,” he said.

And instantly, she did, gasping, moaning as
her fingers stroked across her clit, as she bobbed up and down on
his cock and rubbed her clit. It embarrassed her – vaguely, but
that was a distant sensation. The sexual heat had overcome her. She
felt drunk on passion and need and hunger as she kneaded her breast
with one hand, fingered her clit with the other, and took the
faceless man deep into her throat again.

He exploded within her throat, and she
swallowed every hot drop as his cock began to slowly soften. He
pulled free, and held her by the hair for a long moment, then flung
her back so she fell onto her back. She gasped weakly as she lay
there, spread-eagled, then her hands continued where they’d left
off, rubbing her clit and kneading her breasts.

The faceless man stood over her, watching, as
Rachel gasped and moaned and writhed before him, her fingers a blur
against her clit, her body writhing and twisting, hips grinding,
back arching. Then the orgasm hit and she cried out, arching and
twisting, her head rolling from side to side as the pleasure tore
through her.

He walked out.

Rachel lay, gasping, chest heaving, staring,
glassy-eyed, at the ceiling.

What…. She wondered. Why had she felt so – so
hot? Since when had she gotten hot at sucking some guy’s cock? She
didn’t like sucking cocks. She didn’t even like guys! And yet – and
yet she couldn’t deny that the feel of his hard prick in her mouth
had turned her on, that even thinking of having a hard prick in her
mouth turned her on. But why?

Certainly she had changed in the last days.
They had programmed behavior into her, to some extent, there in the
mirror box. She knew all the positions, and her body now moved to
assume those positions the instant the words were spoken. She
didn’t even stop to think about it. But even so, why the hell was
she feeling so aroused at the thought of a cock? The only sexual
pleasure she’d ever gotten in her life had come from women, well
and vibrators.

And what on earth had possessed her to
masturbate in front of him!? That disturbed her even more as she
slowly sat up. Oh if he told her to do something she had to, of
course, but it hadn’t bee because of that. She’d been wildly
aroused there, so aroused she hadn’t been able to keep her hands
off herself, so aroused her body had flamed with enough heat to
burn away her pride and every conscious thought that did not
involve sex.

Why the hell was her body reacting like
this!? Why was she getting so aroused?! She’d just masturbated in
the bathroom, for Gods sakes! And even then – why had she?

She knelt in place, sitting on her heels,
pensive, trying to understand, to comprehend what had changed
within her that she suddenly felt so sexually alive, so interested
in male anatomy.

But then the screen lit up before her, and
she began to run through her exercises as the recording called out
positions. All other thoughts fled her mind as she threw herself
into every new position, standing, kneeling, and laying down,
following the orders quickly and smoothly.

And then the drawings faded, and a new image
came on the screen. It was a woman, a lovely woman, barely out of
her teens, her lithe body moving in time to unseen music.

“Dance”, said the voice.

Rachel got up hesitantly. She had never
actually been much of a dancer. She hadn’t been one to go to clubs,
even I high school and college, and certainly not since.

“Obey,” the voice said.

She shuddered, and her hips began to move as
she stared at the girl on the screen. She did her best to imitate
her movements, back and forth across the floor, her hands rising
and falling, her hips grinding and twisting and rolling as the girl
danced. It should have embarrassed her, dancing this lewd dance
naked, knowing someone watched, but it didn’t. All her
concentration was focused on the screen, and on imitating the girl
there as faithfully as she possibly could.

And then the door opened. She halted briefly,
then continued dancing, her face flushing as another – or the same
– faceless man came in, carrying a chair. He sat down and watched
her, and she continued dancing, battered by strange and conflicting
emotions. It embarrassed her to be dancing in front of him, never
mind doing it nude. But at the same time her body felt a longing
for the cock he no-doubt had there with him, felt a hunger to feel
it inside her body.

Rachel tried to shake her mind free of that
thought, again wondering helplessly where it had come from, and
why. She didn’t like men, damn it!

And now there was a man on the screen,
sitting down in front of the girl dancing. And Rachel danced as the
girl did, directly in front of the man. She turned as the girl did,
and then bent over, rolling her bottom at him. She watched the
dancing girl straddling the chair and lowering herself to grind
against the man, and, face heating, she did the same.

She ground herself against him, arching her
back, sliding her chest up and down so that her breasts pressed
against the sides of his face. He sat still, unmoving, as she
ground herself down against him, then rose, danced, turned, and sat
back down facing away from him, again grinding herself against
him.

He had no cup. She knew that much. But there
was something else hard in his pants, and she felt a flush of
excitement knowing what it was, knowing she had made him hard,
knowing he wanted her, wanted to stick it into her body, wanted to
use her like the whore she was.

She turned again, straddling him, and now he
had taken his cock out. It was not the same man, for this one was
Black, and that made her shudder for some reason, as she sank her
pussy slowly down onto his stiff cock. He spread her open
painfully, and she groaned as she sank down. His gloved fingers
kneaded her buttocks, and cupped and fondled her breasts, then he
began to jerk her up and down on top of him as she gloried in the
deep, thick penetration.

God, she was so fucking full! Oh it felt so
good inside her! So high! So deep! She felt herself nearly swooning
with the bliss of being so deeply penetrated, and had to be brought
back to reality by his hands lifting her up and down. She began to
ride him, gasping and moaning as her tight pussy lips rose and
fell.

God, he was fucking her! No, she was fucking
him! And it felt so amazing, so incredible!

She moaned and shuddered as she rode up and
down. He mouthed her breasts, sucking and licking and chewing as
she rode up and down, and her pussy spasmed and squeezed down on
his cock as her excitement mounted.

Jesus God, she moaned to herself. Why does it
feel sooooo gooood?

She was gasping and moaning as she rode him to the first orgasm,
and she cried out, jamming her breasts into his face as the orgasm
tore through her mind and filled her with bliss. She kept riding,
though, and she second followed soon after, then the third. Then
she was alone again, gasping for breath, and trying to
understand.

Every ten or twenty minutes another of them
arrived, and she rode them or they rode her. But whatever they did
she gloried in the feel of their cocks inside her, and her mind
unraveled as their hands moved over her body and the sexual heat
burned away at her attempts to understand why.

* * *

Jude moaned softly, tiredly. She would have
liked nothing more than to lay down and sleep, preferably on a
soft, warm mattress. But it had been some time since she’d had a
mattress under her, and even longer since she’d had a long,
relaxing sleep. And she certainly wasn’t going to get one now.

Her hands had been drawn up high above her
head, then pulled back down behind her neck, her wrists had then
been locked to the ring on the back of her collar. She had been
knelt in the middle of a low mirrored room. It was not the mirror
box, for this one was no larger than a closet. Yet it had the same
kind of floor, and a large penis-shaped metal pipe had slid upwards
so that she could slowly work the tight lips of her sex around the
head and take it into her body.

When she had succeeded in doing that it had
slid upwards, slowly, inch by inch, until it was so deep it
ached.

Her knees were spread wide, and locked in
place by straps. Hooks had been slipped into her nipple rings,
pulling them up and forward, forcing her back into a sharp arch.
Another hook had been attached to her pussy ring, pulling it down
and back. Then they had forced her mouth open and put a painful
clamp on her tongue. That clamp was attached to a wire which was
pulled up and out, half yanking her tongue out of her mouth.

Jude was in pain, but she was also aroused.
She didn’t understand why she was aroused, but then, arousal wasn’t
something she put a lot of thought into understanding. It helped
her cope with the pain so she was glad of it. Her nipples stung,
and her back ached. Her tongue was the worst, though, for it was
crushed between the jaws of the metal clamp, and the root of her
tongue ached as it stuck out far too far.

Then the little vibrator started against her
clit, ands she moaned helplessly, gasping and groaning as the
sexual heat and hunger rose unerringly, and her body began to
tremble and shake.
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The room was quite well-lit with tasteful
recessed lighting. There were two raised daises running along the
sides, however, about six inches off the floor. On each dais were a
series of circular platforms. Six on each side, running down the
room along the walls. A girl stood on each of the platforms. Rachel
happened to be standing across from Jude. Both girls, like the
others in the room, were shackled. Their wrists were locked
together behind their backs, and their ankles locked to the sides
of the round platforms.

Like the others, they each were wearing
stiletto heeled shoes, but were otherwise nude. A gleaming metal
pipe rose from the center of each of the platforms and disappeared
into the anus of each of the twelve young women on display. Each
girl was gagged with a ring gag, but that was more for effect than
any concern about noise. They knew by now not to speak unless
spoken to.

There were half a hundred other people in the
narrow room, most male, most middle aged or older, all well-dressed
as befit their comfortable stations in life. Exquisitely expensive
watches, bracelets, rings and necklaces adorned them, some worth
more than the lifetime earnings of middle class workers in a
western country.

Soft music played in the background, and
young men in tuxedos walked among them with silver trays laden with
Champagne and hors d'oeuvres. The guests mingled and occasionally
chatted, but most of their attention was on the immobile statues
lining the walls, and most of their conversation concerned the
physical features of those nude young women.

Rachel stood silently, no longer blushing,
though she was still hideously embarrassed, and furious, and
helpless to do anything about either. She felt a sense of panic,
realizing she and the other girls were on display prior to their
sale. The idea of being sold as sex slave appalled and terrified
her – and yet it also aroused her. Worse, the people who came by to
inspect her were not at all reticent to explore her body, to slide
fingers into her pussy, to pinch her nipples and knead her breasts
and rub her clit as though they were squeezing vegetables at a
market. And their touch was making it hard not to squirm and roll
her hips.

She had come to the conclusion that her
captors had somehow drugged her. That was the only way she could
explain to herself her body’s new responsiveness to the touch, her
mind’s new fascination with being touched, with cocks, with sex,
how quickly and powerfully she became aroused.

The round platforms turned slowly in place so
the viewers and potential buyers could see the girls front and
back, and she felt a hand squeezing her bottom as she turned
towards the mirrored wall. Then as she turned she saw the couple
before her. One was an older man, plump, clearly Arabic, well into
his sixties. Next to him was a broad shouldered, fat bellied female
in one of those all concealing black Muslim bed sheet things.

The two talked in Arabic as they looked at
her, both of them raising pudgy hands to stroke her skin, to knead
her firm breasts, and to explore the tightness of her pussy. They
were both disgusting, physically, but it didn’t seem to matter. Her
pussy began to throb as they touched her, and she felt her juices
beginning to flow – again.

Did they ever really stop flowing!?

The two moved on to look at the next girl in
line, a tiny blonde with large breasts, and a tall, thin black man
took their place, running his hands over her, kneading her breasts,
fingering her nipples. Then it was a pair of small, wizened Asian
men chatting amiably as they groped and caressed her.

Her attention was caught by movement and
sound across from her. She looked up to see Jude, her hips
grinding, her head twisting and jerking as she climaxed, the sounds
of her come heavily muffled, but audible, even through her gag as a
thin, middle aged woman before her rubbed her clit.

The girls endured an hour or so of the
touching and fondling, and most of them climaxed at least once.
Rachel managed, by superhuman restraint, to keep herself from
coming. But the lack of climax left her body overheated so that
when she was led out onto the stage, she was still extremely
wet.

She crawled out onto the stage, naked, of
course, leashed, blushing a little, for the hundred people there
were all sitting around now watching her. The man there put her
through her paces, and now she had to assume the proper positions
while all those people watched. She didn’t know what he was saying.
It sounded like he was speaking French, though there were many in
the audience listening to little headsets which evidently
translated his words into a variety of languages.

He produced a large, realistic looking dildo,
and held it aloft, then presented it to her, head first. Rachel
took it unerringly into her mouth, bobbing her lips on it, sliding
them further and further along its length, then taking it down her
throat to the base. He held it there, speaking aloud, then slowly
drew it back, and ordered her to rise.

Posts descended from the ceiling, and he
ordered her wrists up and out to either side. She stood,
spreadeagled, as he fastened her shackles to the posts. She spread
her own legs apart, on the stiletto heels, and braced herself,
gulping in air as the man stepped back and picked up a long, single
tailed whip. It was a light whip, for he had no intention of
marking her perfect skin beyond what would fade in a day or
two.

The whip sliced across her back and Rachel
cried out softly, arching against the sharp bite of pain. Her
breathing grew more frantic, and she felt her pulse racing.

The whip sliced across her back again, and
again she cried out. It slashed across her bottom and her hips
bucked forward.

It was all so surreal.

Her pussy was throbbing and pulsing with
hunger, and she thought the words “sex slave” again and again, and
thought of how exciting and erotic it was for her to be whipped,
for her to be whipped in front of a crowd of people, like a …. Sex
slave.

The whip sliced across her back, under her
armpits, and bit into her firm breast. The sting made her breast
explode in pleasure. Another blow made her nipple ache with desire.
The whip sliced into her nipple directly, and she screamed in a
strange, twisted combination of agony and ecstasy.

Now it curled around her hip and down into
her pussy. Again and again, over one hip, then the other, it sliced
into her pussy. And it was too much for her. She climaxed
violently, visibly, screaming into the gag, her hips bucking
frenziedly, her head jerking back wildly, her body twisting and
thrashing as the orgasm consumed her.

The man smiled broadly, and thrust the thick
handle of the whip up into her anus, leaving it there as he started
the bidding.

Rachel sagged dazedly, half hanging by her
wrists, head hanging back as the auctioneer’s voice rose over the
crowd, counting off the bids.

Then the bidding was done, and the gavel
brought down, and two young men in tuxedos unshackled her and half
led, half dragged her away as Jude came crawling out onto the
stage, eyes wide, breasts wobbling beneath her.

They took her down a flight of stairs, and
then handed her over to a balding middle aged man in a very
expensive tailored suit. There were two beefy men standing behind
him that looked like bodyguards to Rachel, and their eyes examined
her appreciatively as their boss took possession of her. He led
her, the leash attached to her pussy ring, out into a private
courtyard which had been turned into a parking lot. The two large
men got into the front of a Mercedes, and the shorter, balding men
pulled her into the rear.

The car started up, and a black glass slid up
between the front and rear seats. The exterior windows of the car
were all heavily tinted, as well.

The man spoke to her, but Rachel had no idea
what he said. It sounded something like Spanish, but not quite. She
sat obediently as he ran his hands over her body, and in between
her legs. Then he unzipped his fly and ungagged her, drawing her
down by the hair until she could slip her lips over his cock. She
moaned at the excitement which pulsed within her as his hard cock
filled her mouth, and began to suck hungrily as he continued to paw
her body.

They drove for perhaps an hour. During that
time she sucked her new master, then rode him, then sucked him
again and knelt on the floor, bottom raised, as he sodomised
her.

He led her into a private jet, and she was
strapped down as the plane took off. Then they were over the ocean,
and Rachel, exhausted after her long ordeal, fell asleep.

Her new home was a mansion overlooking the
Mediterranean. Sometimes her master dressed her in slinky lingerie,
or tiny dresses with ultra low tops and ultra high skirts. Mostly
he kept her naked. She serviced his body when he was alone, acted
as a maid, fetching and carrying for him, and serviced other men
when they came for meetings.

Often he would have the meetings out by the
pool, which was on the cliff overlooking the sea. He would have her
sit nearby when he met with the men, naked, of course, kneeling,
sitting on her heels, knees wide. Rachel thought at first he was
simply bragging in his possession of her, but then began to realize
he was using her to distract them, for their conversations often
sounded more like business, like negotiations, rather than small
talk.

He often put her through her paces in front
of them, making her shift positions often, especially going into
the more obscene ones. This rarely failed to arouse his guests. And
then he would have her take the “at rest” position, and continue
his negotiations with the aroused men.

And often, if he seemed happy with the
outcome, she would service his guests, a reward for their
cooperation, perhaps.

She had discovered by now that he was
Italian, and his name was Giovanni, though she only ever called him
“Master”. She thought he was almost certainly involved in criminal
activities – quite aside from holding a slave – and that most of
the men who came to visit him were, as well.

When he left, the mansion was empty save for
two young, muscular, and armed men who looked after it. They
treated her as their slave, then, and quite enjoyed it. She cooked
for them, danced for them, and serviced them while they waited for
Giovanni’s return. Sometimes that would be days, and sometimes
weeks.

Rachel did not like men. But she climaxed
repeatedly, helplessly, bucking and jerking and crying out in
pleasure as the laughing men used her.

* * *

Jude danced. She did a lot of that lately.
Her lithe body turned and twisted and swayed to the music coming
from the expensive stereo as her mistress watched. Then, at a
motion, she dropped to all fours and crawled over to her mistress,
who spread her legs wide and dragged her forward by the hair. Her
tongue pushed out and she began to lap at her mistress’ sex
eagerly.

“Oh God! Yes! Lick me! Oh yes! Lick me, slut!
Lick me!” the girl gasped.

Jude’s pierced tongue thrust deep into the
girl’s pussy and squirmed and twisted as her nose ground against
the girl’s clit. Then she drew her tongue up and flicked it rapidly
across her clit in a way she knew the girl loved. Her mistress’s
legs jerked and her hips bucked as she grabbed Jude’s hair and
shoved her face in harder.

The girl’s name was Anne. She was Jude’s age,
and looked quite similar to her – eerily similar, in fact, with
roughly the same facial shape and features, and the same long brown
hair. The girl’s breasts were a little smaller, and her legs
slightly shorter, but aside from that the two looked quite
similar.

Jude’s tongue was quite strong now, and quite
long, and it got a lot of exercise from licking Anne to repeated
orgasms.

As far as she could determine, they were in
the United Kingdom somewhere. She had no idea where for she lived
in a cage in an empty room with no windows which adjoined Anne’s
bedroom. She had decided it was once a large, walk-in closet.

Anne treated her like something of a doll,
dressing her up in different outfits, at times. She treated her
like a companion, at other times, though a clearly inferior one.
But she would ask her opinions on outfits and Jude always told her
what she thought she wanted to hear.

Anne had a cruel streak in her, and seemed
fascinated by her ability to inflict cruelty and pain on her new
“toy” without regard to what Jude thought or wanted or felt.

She whipped, flogged, spanked and beat her
fairly often, and often bound her in very uncomfortable positions
for long periods of time.

Anne was a cruel, spoiled rotten, whiny,
self-centered little bitch, as far as Jude could tell, but of
course, she never offered this opinion up to the girl.

Jude had been purchased for the girl by her
father, who had mentioned in passing that Anne had few friends, and
needed a “companion”. But Jude quickly determined there was another
reason for her purchase. For oftentimes when Anne was away her
father would come and fetch Jude, and on those occasions he would
inevitably have her dress up in schoolgirl outfits, then dance for
him.

After that, he would often spank her, and
then use her throat, pussy and anus quite violently.

He would not have her call him master,
though. Instead she called him … daddy.

One did not have to be a genius to figure out
what kind of fantasies were playing out in his mind.

Anne would always punish her far more
severely than usual when she came back, and with considerably more
anger, as if she somehow knew and blamed her. After one such
session with her father, Anne had whipped her until she bled, then
dragged her out back to where the kennels were, put Jude on all
fours, and tried – unsuccessfully – to get the male dogs to mount
her.

She had considerably more success getting men
to mount Jude. Jude would dress up in a low skirt and low cut top
and Anne identified her as a distant cousin, using her to attract
young men and persuade them to come home with her. She never made
out with these young men, but instead encouraged them to do so with
Jude while she watched. She grew very excited watching the young
men fucking Jude, and then, after the men left, Jude would perform
oral sex on her and bring her to multiple climaxes.

Then Anne would beat her and call her a slut
and a whore, then throw her into her cage and leave her there for
days.

When the government men came for her, she was
kneeling, nude, of course, with an enormous dildo up her pussy and
another up her anus, acting as Anne’s foot stool while the girl
watched a television show. Needless to say, the girl was upset, as
was her father, as both were taken away for interviews.

Jude herself was taken away for an interview,
given clothes to wear, and spoken to gently as she related what had
happened to her. The police, or at least, so she assumed they were,
wanted her to relate everything in great detail, even the most
intimate acts of sex which had occurred between her and Anne and
Anne’s father.

And then, shocking her, when they were done,
the “police” had stripped off her clothing again, bent her over the
interview desk, and used her orally and anally, before putting her
in a cage. She was taken out back, put into a closed truck, and
found herself back where she had been auctioned off. This time she
was auctioned off to an Arab man, sold, shackled, and led away to a
new owner.
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The police raid on Giovanni’s mansion was
considerably more vigorous than the one which Jude had seen.
Instead of two men there was an entire swat team with automatic
weapons. Giovanni and his bodyguards were rounded up and taken
away, and then Rachel was given a jumpsuit and taken off in the
back of what was obviously a police car. Even after months of
captivity here she still spoke very little Italian – nor had she
been encouraged to learn.

She felt a sense of incredible relief that
her ordeal appeared to have come to an end, but also lost, for she
had no idea what else to do, had grown used to being ordered and
guided and controlled.

Her collar was removed, and she was
interviewed by two men in suits who spoke English with heavy
accents. They wanted to know everything which had happened to
her.

Rachel had expected as much, and also
expected them to demand every little detail, however embarrassing
it was. But she did so, on camera, blushing as she described her
training, and Giovanni’s sexual demands. She could not explain,
however, why being whipped made her climax, and that was perhaps
the most embarrassing thing, for they kept asking her, to the point
she wondered suspiciously at their motivations.

“Tell us more about these – positions – that
you had to take,” one of them said, a bearded man who had
identified himself as Luigi. “We don’t understand.”

“Yes, we need to know more about your
training,” the second man, a shave headed younger man named
Aldo.

“Perhaps if you could show us,” Luigi
said.

“Yes, an excellent idea,” Aldo replied
eagerly.

Rachel was uneasy about the idea, but the two
men quickly pushed aside the table and helped her out of her chair.
Rachel demonstrated a few of the less embarrassing positions for
them, though she was embarrassed to do so, like Stork, and
Attention.

“Ah, I think I understand,” Luigi said
eagerly.

He rummaged through some papers and came out
with one. “This must be a list of those positions!”

He looked at Rachel. “Show us Box.”

Almost without thinking it Rachel’s arms came
up behind her back.

“Now Pit of Doom.”

Blushing a little, she raised her wrists high
and joined her hands together.

“Reverse prayer,” he said. “Now
Waitress.”

Rachel grew more uncomfortable with performing the positions for
the men, but her body fell back into the routine instantly.

“Bent over Strappado,” he growled. “Just like
a sex slave.”

She stood and obeyed, blushing hotter, her
pussy throbbing at the words “sex slave”.

“Screw me Strappado.”

“That’s very obedient of you.”

Again she felt a pulse of hunger.

She spread her legs, rising onto the balls of
her slippered feet, presenting her bottom to them, growing more
uncomfortable, especially when Luigi reached out and ran his hand
slowly across her rounded buttocks.

She licked her lips and opened her mouth to
protest. “I – .”

“All fours!” he barked, and she fell into the
position.

“Yes, you obey well,” he said. “No doubt
conditioned.”

“Like a sex slave!” Aldo said.

“Good dog!”

“Obey.”

“Bad bitch!”

“Good sex slave.”

“Abase yourself!”

“Yes, that’s just like a sex slave.”

“A very lovely sex slave.”

“PNP!”

“You must obey, yes?”

“A lovely sex slave.”

She took up the position, unable to resist
the commands.

“What does PNP stand for?” Luigi asked.

She blushed more hotly. “Pussy and Nipple
Punishment,” she gulped.

He frowned as if in confusion. “I don’t
understand.”

“I-It’s for – for if they want to – to use a
crop or – or a flog on me – there,” she stuttered.

“Ah, I see.”

He had a small ruler and he grinned and slapped it lightly across
her nipples.

“Like this?”

He slit the ruler between her thighs and
slapped it against her pussy, against her clit.

“Yes, I can see where you cold do a lot to a
sex slave in this position.”

Rachel was panting weakly, gulping in air,
face and chest flushed hotly.

And what is CFM?”

She felt a fresh wave of embarrassment. “It
means Come Fuck Me,” she said in a low, awkward voice.

“Show us.”

“I don’t – .”

“CFM,” he said. “Obey.”

She assumed the position, chest against the
floor, bottom raised, ankles gripped by her wrists as she pulled
them up and back and out.

“You look very erotic like that,” Aldo
said.

“Now doubt it would look even more erotic
without the jumpsuit on,” Luigi said.

“Yes, I’m sure it would. Attention.”

Gasping, she forced herself to her feet.

“Remove the jumpsuit,” Luigi ordered.

“What? But I – I don’t –.”

“It is important we get a very clear idea of
how this conditioning works. Strip. Obey.”

“Yes, obey, sex slave.”

She gasped at the words, and her fingers
unconsciously went to the zipper and pulled it down. She had not
been given any underwear, and before her conscious mind even kicked
in she was pulling the jumpsuit back over her shoulders, baring her
breasts. They were still ringed, and the men stared at them
lustfully, then reached out, each taking a ring, twisting it,
playing with her nipples so that Rachel’s pussy began to throb.

Then she was naked, and they were putting her
through the positions again, making her assume CLF, and Sex Kitten,
making her lay on her back and touch her toes, then spread her legs
wide, wide apart.

She lay on the floor, dazed, legs spread wide
to either side as the two men looked at her, smirks on their
faces.

“PNP.”

Now she was laying back, and Luigi was
slapping her pussy and then her nipples with the ruler. The little
blows stung but made her mind swirl and her body tremble as hunger
and sexual need swelled within her.

“Yes, I see, very obedient of you.”

“Such a good sex slave.”

“Stand, Open.”

She stood, legs apart, on the balls of her
feet, hands behind her head, and Luigi smiled and slid the ruler
between her legs. He slapped it lightly, repeatedly, against her
sex, against her clit, and as he continued, Rachel felt her pulse
racing faster and faster, her insides twisting and churning with
growing violence and need.

“Does this hurt, slave girl? How does this
make you feel?”

She could barely speak, and gasped weakly,
whimpering as her mind felt wave after wave of pleasure and pain
sweeping through it.

Luigi slapped the ruler against her breasts,
against her nipples.

“Is this how one punishes slave girls?” he
asked coyly.

He stepped back.

“Bent over, strappado. Yes, very nice. Now
let’s see, ah, Screw Me Strappado.”

She rose on the balls of her feet, balancing
awkwardly, legs apart, bottom raised, her arms drawn up and back so
they were raised straight up above her.

“It must be hard to balance like that,” Luigi
said, grasping her joined hands to help hold her in place.

Then she felt Aldo behind her, felt him
rubbing his hard cock against her moist slit, and gasped weakly,
trying to think of how to protest. But Luigi had undone his own
zipper, and his cock slid into her open mouth as Aldo drove his own
cock deep into her pussy.

“Ah, so this is what slave girls are for,”
Luigi said, pushing his cock deeper as Rachel sucked and
licked.

“She has a very tight cunt for a sex slave,”
Aldo said behind her, thrusting in and out hard.

The two men used her casually, groping her
breasts, caressing her body, thrusting steadily in and out until
they came inside her. Then they pulled back, smirking at her.

“All fours,” Luigi ordered.

Rachel’s rubbery legs dropped her to her
knees, and she slowly fell forward onto her hands as Luigi put the
collar back around her throat, then attached a leash.

“Let’s go for a little walk, sex slave” he
said.

Rachel’s mind was adrift, completely
flummoxed, not knowing what to do. She ought to protest, but she
had protested nothing in – in months, and had been conditioned to
never refuse, never disobey an order. Her pussy was hot and
throbbing because of how Luigi and Aldo had fondled and groped her,
and now she was led into a larger room and up in front of a man she
recognized.

“Kneel,” Luigi commanded. “PNP.”

She knelt, sitting on her heels, legs spread,
hands back behind her on the floor, back arched as she looked up at
Special Agent in Charge Douglas Rogers, who had been her boss what
now seemed an eternity ago.

“Thank you, that will be all,” he said to
Luigi.

Luigi grinned, and withdrew, leaving her
alone with Rogers.

“Well, congratulations, Agent Connor, you’ve
done an outstanding service to the FBI.”

Rachel stared at him, open mouthed.

“Giovanni Micelli ran the Camorra mafia for
years, and no one could get near him,” Rogers said, sitting back in
a chair, relaxed, wearing his usual blue suit and polished shoes.
“Not now. Now the Italians have got him and three quarters of his
gang behind bars. And their entire American operation has been
wiped out.”

She stared at him in helpless confusion,
blushing furiously, but not daring to change her position.

“Your collar was bugged,” he said with a
self-satisfied smirk. “He had his place swept daily, but whenever
he wanted to have a really private conversation he went out by the
pool. And more often than not he took you with him to impress and
distract the people he met with. We had an observation post nearby,
and activated your collar at those times, and he never suspected a
thing. We got a bonanza of information from them!”

It took enormous effort for Rachel to go
against her conditioning and speak without permission, but the
shock broke her loose.

“You – you knew about – about me!?” she
whispered.

“Knew? Are you kidding? We arranged it all.
It was a brilliant operation, and we knew you were exactly the
physical type Giovanni liked, with just your hair and body shape,
young, but not too young. He doesn’t go in for teenagers. We
weren’t sure he would take you, of course, but we had all the girls
collars bugged in any event. We’ve gotten information on crimes,
smuggling, terrorism, just reams of information from those
girls!

Rachel stared at him in disbelief. “You… you
know about the … the white slavers?”

He laughed in amusement. “White slavers?
Please. Do you really think we would let an operation that big go
on without shutting them down? No, there was one guy who
occasionally grabbed runaways, and we turned him and expanded his
operation. The Bureau’s own Behavioral Science Unit came up with
the ways to condition female slaves into obedience and sexual
slavery. And the Bureau created the mirror box and other devices.
Did you enjoy it?”

“How… how could you!?”

“Oh come on, Rachel. Most of them are
brainless airheads, much like that girl you were captured with. And
they probably liked their new lives anyway. They got to have a lot
of sex and do very little work.”

He grinned smugly.

“You can’t – you can’t leave them with – with
those men,” she whispered.

“Well, we don’t need to, of course. We’ve
already got their owners dead to rights with the recordings, and
the witness statements from the girls. Most of them will simply be
turned to use against other criminals. We’re setting up the biggest
network of high powered criminal informants in history,” he said
with a triumphant grin. “They’ll have no choice now but to work for
us!”

“The project is so successful we’re
continuing it,” he said. “The girls will go back into the system
and be bought by a whole new group of wealthy criminals, and we
will, in turn, get enough information on that group to turn them
into informants as well.”

She stared at him in disbelief.

“As for you,” he said, grinning and leaning
forward in his chair, “We can put you to better work at the Bureau.
There is a lot of financial analysis to be done on the records
we’ve pulled in, and we don’t want too many people knowing about
our little operation. The politicians would throw a fit.”

His eyes flicked down her nude body. “And we
have other uses to put to you, as well, which I’m sure you’ll enjoy
nearly as much as I will.”

He reached behind him and his hand came out
with a riding crop. He extended his arm and thrust it between her
legs, then pressed the shaft up between her pussy lips, letting it
sink between before sawing it slowly up and down against her
pussy.

“I’ve always wanted a sex slave,” he purred,
“And I’m sure you can work just as well naked as you can in one of
those suits you used to wear.”

He flicked the tip across her clit and Rachel
gasped and her hips jerked convulsively.

“Face it, Rachel, you’ll be much happier this
way,” he said.

He jerked the crop back and then slashed it
across her right breast with stinging force.

Rachel let out a soft cry of pain and
pleasure.

“Full arch,” he growled. “Obey!”

She dropped her upper body back, the backs of
her hands pressed against the floor, and he rubbed the crop across
her clit, then cut it down across her breast, and then again, and
then again.

“Such a good, obedient sex slave you are,
Agent Connor,” he said in a sneering voice. “I can’t tell you how
many times I and others at the Bureau have pictured you like this,
and wanted to punish you for your snotty and arrogant
attitude.”

He thrust a finger into her pussy and rubbed
his thumb against her clit, then sliced the crop down across her
breast again.

“Filthy little whore,” he said. “I’ve seen
all your videos, Rachel, especially you masturbating and eating out
that other little whore. I knew you were just a slut at heart!”

“CLF!” he barked.

Without thinking she spun about, pressing her
chest against the floor and raising her hips high, drawing her
knees in and pulling back on her ankles. Again he slapped at her
pussy, and she gasped and winced and moaned in pleasure and pain.
Then he slid onto his knees behind her and a moment later she felt
the nose of his cock rubbing against her moist pussy entrance.

“Whore,” he said in contempt.

He thrust into her and she cried out as her
pussy was abruptly strained wide. His hands seized her hips and he
thrust hard again, forcing himself deeper, then shifted his grip to
her hair, yanking back on her head as he began to roughly pump in
and out. “You like the feel of that cock, you filthy little
whore!?” he growled. “Take it! Take it up your cunt, you dirty
whore! Fucking slut!”

He gasped and grunted as he rammed his hips
forward, as he raped her with his hard cock, punching it into her
like a weapon again and again and again as he groped her breast,
slapped her bottom and yanked back on her hair.

Rachel didn’t move, but her eyes slowly
glazed over and rolled back in her head as the sexual steam built
into a burning conflagration within her and raised her passion to
feverish levels. She began to cry out with every new thrust, not in
pain but in helpless animal pleasure. Then the orgasm swept through
her and her gurgling cry of wanton pleasure rose to new heights as
he cursed her and slapped her and yanked on her hair, plunging his
eager cock deep into her aching pussy with furious strokes.

When he was done he laughed and wiped himself
on her bottom, then zipped up his pants and yanked her to her knees
by the hair.

“Now we’ll get you dressed up for the trip
back stateside,” he said. “Can’t have you getting on a plane like
that. Might cause some questions.”

The easiest disguise was a Muslim burqua. It
covered her head to toe, with a thick black lace covering her face.
Underneath, she was nude, a ring gag filling her mouth, her arms
bound to her sides.

“We have to sneak you in,” he said casually.
“You’re wanted by the police, you see, and Interpol. According to
your record – .” He grinned wolfishly. “You were about to be
arrested for funneling information to terrorists when you fled. So
there are a lot of warrants out for your arrest. But don’t worry.
No one will find you where we’re putting you.”

* * *

The laptop computer was small but very
powerful. Rachel wished the screen was bigger, though. She had been
staring at it for hours and her eyes were sore. Not nearly as sore
as other parts of her body, of course.

The “seat” supporting her, was an eight inch
long triangular shaped piece of wood with its sharp end pointed up.
There was a fat dildo in the middle of it, and she’d had to sink
her pussy down the full, long foot of it before her soft pussy
flesh then jammed against the narrow slat of wood. She was not
entirely supported that way, though, for her ankles were strapped
to her knees, and her knees were flat against the floor.

Her pussy ring was locked in place so she
could not pull herself off, and her nipple rings were locked to the
table in front of her so she could not move back. She worked long
hours like this, going over the financial documents the bureau had
seized, and only broke briefly to eat her food off the floor, or
when one of the agents working the project came in and stuffed
their cocks down her throat.

Being kept in this position left her hardly
able to walk, despite the pads under her knees, and left her pussy
aching, sore and bruised. But that only made it more sensitive to
the touch, and some of the agents, all male, were quite eager to
touch her at every opportunity.

The worst of them was undoubtedly James Ross.
He had been one of the agents assigned to her before she had become
a slave, and she had found his performance quite unacceptable on
numerous occasions, castigating him verbally in front of others,
and writing very bad performance reviews for his record. Now he
seemed to revel in making her grovel, in degrading her.

And in hurting her.

He also seemed to find the conditioning she’d
been given fascinating, and never failed to exploit it.

Rachel had come to despise him.

She despised them all, of course, but him in
particular.

The conditioning had not robbed her of her
mind. She knew what they were doing, and was appalled by it, even
aside from their treatment of her. But she was given no opportunity
to even think about escape, and despite her anger and loathing for
them, her conditioning forced her into writhing sexual pleasure all
too easily.

He loved to use the whip, did it slowly,
lovingly, slicing it into her pussy and across her breasts, making
her climax as the pain tore at her mind. It infuriated her that she
could not stop herself coming, could not prevent herself crying out
in pleasure, could not even hide her wetness and arousal at his
touch.

She groaned as she shifted her weight briefly
on her “seat”, and the ache between her legs grew worse. It hurt,
but there was a hot, churning eroticism to the pain which robbed it
of its force.

“End of day, Sex slave,” came a voice.

She turned slowly and glowered across at
Ross, then blinked her eyes as she saw he was accompanied, for the
first time, by a woman. The woman was small, petite, even, skinny,
and nearly flat chested. She had on thick glasses, and wore a long,
tube skirt and high heels. She examined Rachel as Ross unclipped
her and eased her up off the thick dildo, then down onto all
fours.

“This is Doctor Evans from Behavioral
Science,” he said. “Say hello, sex slave.”

“H-hello… mistress,” Rachel gulped.

The woman smiled. “Note the hesitation,” she
said. “A few months ago there’d have been no hesitation. It’s as I
suspected, she’s losing her conditioning.”

“So throw her into the box again,” Ross said
carelessly.

She sighed and rolled her eyes. “It’s not
that easy. You’re treating her, in some ways, like a
colleague…”

“Not me!” he said.

“Yes, even you, for you’ve got her doing work
for you.”

“That’s what she’s here for, though I prefer
her other duties.”

“I understand that,” she said with an
impatient sigh. “The point is she’s thinking of herself as a
person, and not as a slave. That’s something that needs to change.
She has to realize right down to the core of her being that she is
nothing but a slave, and never will be anything but a slave. Not
ever.”

She stared at Rachel, but her eyes looked
like someone examining a piece of furniture, or a malfunctioning
piece of equipment. “I have a few ideas I feel we should
implement,” she said.

Rachel wasn’t fed that night, nor the next
morning, nor for two days. Then she was taken into the lab, and
laser hair removal performed. Every hair on her body except her
eyelashes and eyebrows was permanently removed over the following
days. Her lips were tattooed a deep red, and dark, arched black
lines were tattooed into her skin around her existing brows to give
them a thicker appearance. The nerve endings in her pussy and
around her clit and nipples were stimulated so as to make them even
more sensitive, and a small, neat slice was taken out of her voice
box, robbing her of speech.

She was subjected to further hypnosis which
again taught her that joy and pleasure came from sexual slavery,
servitude and obedience, and a number of the younger male agents
were tasked with using her as often as possible to remind her what
her purpose in life was. She was also given to prisoners to entice
them to be more cooperative, and a few times, the Bureau gathered
together roomfuls of sex offenders, and gave her to them to
enjoy.

Only when they were certain that she was a
slave in mind as well as body, did they begin giving her small,
non-sexual tasks to do once again. But her mind was not really
interested in such things any more, and despite frequent beatings
and even electrical shock her work deteriorated badly. Because of
this, the Bureau put her back into the slavery program, and she was
auctioned off once again, this time to a Japanese man.

He kept her for a few years, and impregnated
her. She bore twins, both girls, but she was given away to a friend
of his in Taiwan before their first birthday, then sold her, a year
later, to a man in Shanghai. She wound up deep in western China,
where she sexually serviced the provincial governor, a sly,
ruthless, but not unkind man, and wrote letters for him in English
to foreign businessmen, most of whom were as thoroughly corrupt as
the governor.

She served him for many years, and the
governor, a curious man, investigated her background carefully and
discovered the path she had taken. His doctors were able to reverse
the damage done to her voice box so she could speak, and he
questioned her thoroughly on the events of her life.

Rachel, her skin unexposed to the sun and
weather, remained a beautiful woman deep into her forties. But one
day the governor showed her his new slaves, slaves he had obtained
from a man in Japan with the aid of the FBI, who had trained them.
They were beautiful young Eurasian twins with long brown hair. They
stayed to service the governor, while Rachel was given to one of
his favored underlings – a short, slender woman Rachel's age.

By then she was flawless in Mandarin and
Cantonese, and Chen, the woman to whom she was gifted, was a
pleasant woman delighted at her lovely new “servant”. Homosexuality
was still heavily punished in China, and so Chen had been forced to
keep her “unnatural lusts” to herself for most of her life. Yet the
governor had discovered her perversion and had used it both as a
carrot and a stick. Now Rachel was her reward.

In some ways, of course, Chen was Rachel's
reward. Despite her conditioning forcing physical arousal on her
she had never been a lover of men. Now at last she was given a
woman to love, to serve, to service and obey. The two spent much of
their first weeks together in bed, for Rachel's knowledge far
exceeded her relatively inexperienced new mistress, and Chen could
not get enough of her.

After that, they enjoyed one another's
company in other, less physical ways, and came to fall in love

As to the twin girls, theirs is another
story.
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function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



