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DAY ONE: PLAYING DOCTOR
 
    
 
   She took the gloomy rattling freight elevator to the top floor of the old warehouse, terrified, her heart pounding, careful not to brush the dingy, dusty walls and soil her immaculate school uniform of white blouse and knee-length plaid skirt. 
 
   After exiting, she turned right, as she’d been instructed, and followed a dim hallway to a door marked OFFICE. Before she could even knock, a voice over an intercom speaker said, “Come in, Tara,” and there was a buzzing sound as the door unlocked. 
 
   She timidly opened it and stepped through the door. 
 
   The office was bright and clean, a shocking but comforting contrast to the filthy warehouse outside. The furniture was bland Ikea stuff, and the walls had large photos of nature scenes – mountain vistas.
 
   The man sitting behind the desk was younger and far more handsome than she had expected, with long hair – a rich chestnut color – tied back in a loose pony-tail. He wore a black button-down shirt, and his eyes were bright blue. He flashed a bright and friendly and seemingly genuine smile at her. “Please, sit down.” 
 
   She tried to smile back, but it felt forced and fake. She pulled back the chair and sat down, clutching her knees together. 
 
   “I’m sure you’re nervous,” said the man. “You can call me Christopher.”
 
   She nodded. “Hello, Christopher. Yes, I’m very nervous.” 
 
   “It’s important that you know that everything must be consensual. As I explained on the telephone, we are absolutely not going to do anything to you that you don’t agree to do.” 
 
   She nodded again. “I understand that.” 
 
   “But of course,” he said, “this is a very big step in your life. Have you had any second thoughts?”
 
   “No,” she said firmly. “No second thoughts at all. Anything is better than my current situation.” 
 
   He nodded. “Most of the clients that we deal with say the same thing. I assume if you had other options, you would take them. “
 
   She nodded. 
 
   He presented some papers to her. “This is the contract. Not, of course, legally binding. There’s nothing legal about any of this. But it details everything that’s going to happen for the next three days. Essentially you will participate in a series of BDSM scenarios, including sex acts as indicated on the page there. At the completion of all of them, you will receive a completely new identity, with a passport, a driver’s license, a credit card, a full scholarship to Merton University on the coast, and a bit more than $50,000 in a bank account.”
 
   She bit her lip as she examined the document. “I want to confirm … these documents, they aren’t just … copies or duplicates or fake papers.”
 
   “No, they are the real thing. Real papers that will stand up to any background check. A real person who has existed. A very dear friend of mine, actually. She … passed away earlier this year. She was buried under another name and you will assume her identity.”
 
   She frowned. “That’s a little …” 
 
   “Does it seem like bad luck? Well, she was a brilliant girl, one of the kindest people you’d ever want to meet. But she couldn’t live with the pain of things … certain people had done to her. She died from drugs. If she can live on in some way, by allowing you to live a better life, well, I’m sure she would like that. And don’t worry, she had no criminal record or anything like that, and she even had a decent credit history. The money is clean, also, from a source that has already been taxed and explained. An inheritance from a grandmother, as far as the bank is concerned anyway.” 
 
   Christopher passed a photograph across the table to her. “When you leave here, you will look like that.” 
 
   Tara drew in breath as she looked at the photograph. “Wow … very … different.”
 
   Christopher shrugged. “You are the same height as her and the same general build and have the same eye color. You’re both the same age, 18, and born in the same year. Hair color is of course not really an issue.”
 
   “But the … tattoo …”
 
   “Yes, that is a part of the … scenario. Your hair as well.”
 
   “And the piercings.” 
 
   “Yes,” he said simply. 
 
   “She’s really beautiful,” said Tara. “I don’t feel like I could ever look like this.” 
 
   “You will, when you leave here. You’ll be able to stay in her apartment – not far from here – for the next two months, and then when you go away to college, you’ll have a room in the dormitory, all paid for by your scholarship. I have all the papers here, if you’d like to look at them.” 
 
   He passed another folder full of documents across to her. 
 
   She examined them carefully as the minutes ticked by, nodding her head finally and putting the folder aside.
 
   “Of course you are welcome to change your look as you wish, in the future, but when you leave here, you will look like her, and technically speaking, be her – her name was Shade.”
 
   She looked at him pensively. “Shade. Interesting name.”
 
   “Obviously,” he continued, “someone you trust pointed you to us, but I again want to assure you that you can leave at any time. If at any point during the next three days you want to stop, all you have to do is say the safe word, which is mercy. Say that, and everything stops. You’ll be free to leave.”
 
   “And leave with nothing,” she said softly. 
 
   He shrugged. “Yes. But stay with us for three days, and you’ll have everything you want. Freedom and escape and an opportunity to make something of your life, away from your current situation. I can guarantee you that the next three days will be terrifying and uncomfortable and … humiliating, but if there’s pain, it will not be severe or unbearable. The people involved are … very experienced at what they do. There is very little chance of injury. If the pain gets to be more than you are comfortable with, simply say the word limit and it will scale back. There will most certainly be arousal, and almost certainly orgasms. Our clients often have multiple orgasms.”
 
   She looked up at him shyly. “I’ve never had one,” she said.
 
   He didn’t laugh, merely looked at her and nodded. “Go ahead and look through the list, and see if there’s anything you don’t agree to. We could perhaps negotiate …”
 
   She looked through the list. “The only thing I have doubts about is the … uh … first few things. The, uh … water sports?” 
 
   “Well, I know a lot of people are uncomfortable with it. But it’s all sterile. There is no danger involved. And we have medical professionals doing the administering,” he said.
 
   “How many … different people … are involved?” 
 
   “Counting myself, six. They don’t have any knowledge of your identity, by the way. That information stays with me.” 
 
   She looked at him, her green eyes meeting his blue ones. 
 
   “Okay,” she finally said. “I agree to the terms.”
 
   He nodded, smiling gently. “Okay, when you sign that paper, your old life is over, and your new one begins.”  
 
   She begin initialing the items on the list, and finally put her signature at the bottom. 
 
    
 
   Christopher escorted her back down the hallway and through another plain wooden door; there was a small bare room with a futon on the floor and a liter bottle of mineral water. 
 
   “All right, the first stage. Go inside and lie down. I’ll give you further instructions through the intercom.”
 
   She nodded. 
 
   The door closed and locked behind her. 
 
   She felt a terrible rising panic and felt herself beginning to shake all over. 
 
   Soon Christopher’s voice spoke up over the intercom again. “Lie down and try to relax. Think about the life you had for a while, and then think about the life you’re going to have.”
 
   She sat down on futon and closed her eyes and tried to concentrate on her breathing. The room felt cramped and oppressive and moldy, and her white blouse shone under the single overhead light in the room.
 
    Finally her shaking stopped and she felt her heart rate slow a bit. 
 
   She calmed herself by thinking that whatever happened over the next few days, none of it could be worse than the things her father had done to her. 
 
   And – unlike the things her father had done to her – after three days of it finished, she could finally be free. 
 
   She wondered if he had realized she was missing yet. She’d told her mother and father she was going on a weekend ski trip. She knew they tracked her telephone, so she’d stuck it with tape under the back bumper of the bus going on the school ski trip this morning. 
 
   She doubted that would fool them for more than a day, however. They’d try to call her this evening, and get a voice mail. Then they’d start calling her friends, and realize she’d never gone on the trip. 
 
   Surely they couldn’t find her here, though? Surely not. 
 
   She was breathing deeply and slowly now. 
 
   Time passed, but she had no watch or phone to check the time. Thirty minutes? One hour?
 
   She realized she was thirsty and drank some of the water. It had been a long walk to the warehouse on a hot day and it tasted good. 
 
   Then she finally she lay down and closed her eyes, continuing to breathe deeply and slowly. 
 
    
 
   Her eyes opened with a start. She was aware she’d actually managed to fall asleep, and she was also aware that she had to pee.  
 
   “Hello?” she finally said. She could see an intercom on the ceiling but nobody said anything.
 
   She stood up and said, “I have to go to the toilet.” 
 
   The intercom finally crackled to life. “Yes. The first step. Go ahead.” 
 
   “I … here?”
 
   “Yes. You read it.”
 
   “I … can’t I even take off my … panties?” 
 
   There was a short laugh. “No, you may not.” 
 
   “I don’t …”
 
   “Would you like to go home, Tara? Say mercy and you’re free to leave.” 
 
   She shook her head. 
 
   “Piss yourself now, Tara. As agreed,” said Christopher’s calm, kind voice.
 
   She steeled herself. Standing with her legs spread, she tried to go. 
 
   She found that her body refused to do it.
 
   “I can’t!” she said, and felt herself beginning to cry. 
 
   “You can. When you need to go, you will go.”
 
   She paced in a circle and then took another drink of the mineral water.
 
   “It’s better if you lie down on the futon. It’ll be easier if you lie.”
 
   She lay and closed her eyes, feeling the hot tears silently flowing down her cheeks.
 
   “Just relax,” said Christopher’s soothing voice. “You’re doing this to put your old life behind you, Tara. Soil that stupid school uniform, those stupid cheap white panties that your mother buys you.”
 
   She opened her eyes and looked at the intercom, shocked. 
 
   “Yeah, I know about that. I had to do a background check, of course. I know all about your family.” 
 
   She began to cry harder. 
 
   “Piss on them, Tara, piss on that stupid school uniform, the school that never did anything to protect you or help you, and the stupid cheap panties that your mother buys. Did the girls laugh at you in gym class because of your cheap panties?”
 
   “Yes,” said Tara weakly. “I hate them!”
 
   “The panties, or the girls, or your mother and father?”
 
   “All of them!”
 
   “Just relax and let go, Tara. We’re going to take care of you. We’re going to give you all the things they never gave you. A chance for freedom. All you have to do is … piss on them.”
 
   She began crying harder. The pressure on her bladder was almost painfully intense now. 
 
   Just let go, she thought. 
 
   Finally she did. The hot urine soaked into her panties and skirt and the futon beneath her, seeming scalding hot on her thighs and ass.
 
   Tara sobbed loudly. 
 
   “All right,” said Christopher softly through the intercom. “It begins.”
 
   The door opened and two men stood there. They were wearing paper masks, the kind doctors and nurses wear, over their mouths and noses, but they were both tall and well-built white guys. They wore baseball hats and blue uniforms and latex gloves. 
 
   Tara looked up fearfully.
 
   They wheeled a … stretcher, a wheeled gurney thing, into the room and put it next to the bed. 
 
   “Come on, miss, just relax,” said one of them. 
 
   They crouched down and lifted her onto the gurney and strapped her onto it. One band crossed her waist, and her wrists were secured to the metal bars on the sides of the gurney with nylon Velcro cuffs. Her ankles were also secured quickly to the metal bars, her legs spread. 
 
   She was trembling all over. The feeling of being completely helpless … well, it wasn’t unfamiliar. But she’d never been bound, restrained like this. She tried to move her legs, tugged on her arms, but she was securely fastened in. 
 
   She wept silently, her heart racing. 
 
   One of the men shined a penlight into her eyes and said, “Can you tell me your name?”
 
   “Tara,” she said fearfully. 
 
   “And what happened?”
 
   “I … I don’t …” 
 
   “Your skirt is wet. What happened?” asked the second one, arms folded. “You pissed yourself, didn’t you?”
 
   She looked up and nodded her head. 
 
   “Say it,” said one of them, putting his hand on her neck and putting his fingers on her carotid pulse, while checking the watch on his other wrist.
 
   “I … yes, I … peed … myself.”
 
   “Dirty little bitch,” said one of them. 
 
   “Filthy,” said the other. 
 
   “Pulse 110 per minute. Are you scared, little whore?”
 
   “Yes!” she said.
 
   “Why? We’re here to help you.”
 
   “You … keep calling me names!”
 
   “Oh, little bitch doesn’t like that, does she? Little pee stained bitch.” He put his hands on her breasts, squeezing them, kneading them through her white blouse and bra.
 
   Tara gasped and cried out, squirming under his touch. 
 
   Christopher’s voice came over the intercom. “Remember Tara, you can stop at any time. Do you want to stop? All you have to do is say mercy. Do you want to stop?”
 
   She shook her head. 
 
   “Say it,” said Christopher’s voice.
 
   “I don’t want to stop,” she whimpered. 
 
   “Are you sure?”
 
   “I’m sure,” she said softly. 
 
   “Good little bitch,” said the first one, kneading her tits harder. She licked her lips involuntarily at the firm but gentle touch of his large hands and the pressure on her sensitive breasts.
 
   The other one was pulling her wet skirt up and examining her legs. 
 
   “Pretty hot little bitch,” said the first one. “Nice tits, really nice.” 
 
   “Oh god, please, please” said Tara, squirming against the restraints that held her into the gurney. 
 
   He began unbuttoning her blouse, and Tara felt herself begin to pant. 
 
   “Oh, she likes that,” said the one raising her skirt, and running his hands over her thighs. “Your muscles are so tense, little whore. You’d better just relax.” 
 
   The first one unbuttoned the blouse as much as the waist restraint allowed, and examined her tits, in her cheap white cotton bra. He felt them through the bra again, squeezing them hard and making her moan, and then pulled the strap and cup down over her shoulder so one hard pink nipple was visible. 
 
   Biting her lips, Tara shook her head back and forth. “No, no, no, no.”
 
   “Yes, yes, yes,” said the man. He unzipped his pants and took out his cock, which was already fully erect. 
 
   Tara cried out in fear, straining against her bonds. 
 
   “Oh, don’t worry, little whore,” said the first one, rubbing her erect nipple with his thumb. “I’m not going to fuck you, and I’m not going to hurt you.” He began stroking his cock with one hand, and then moved closer and touched the throbbing hot head of his cock against her puckered pink nipple. 
 
   Tara jerked as if burned, crying out again. 
 
   “Shhhhh,” he said, grabbing a handful of her hair – not pulling it just grabbing it, so that she couldn’t move her head without hurting herself – and began gently stroking his cock against her nipple, moaning softly with pleasure as he did so, 
 
   The other one, the one stroking her thighs, moved up and chuckled appreciatively and began touching her other breast through the bra, then pulled the cup down so the other nipple was exposed. 
 
   “Oh god, please,” said Tara, now arching her back and licking her lips involuntarily as the other one took out his erect cock and began stroking it slowly, also pushing his throbbing purple head against her nipple and firm white breast. 
 
   “Little whore likes that,” said the first one
 
   “You love to have cocks on your tits, don’t you little bitch,” said the second one. “You want us to cum on your little pink nipples, you fucking whore?”
 
   “I … I don’t …” Tara gasped, breathless.
 
   “Liar,” said the first one. “Look how hard your nipples are.” 
 
   “I can’t control that! I don’t have a choice!” she said.
 
   “That’s right,” said the second one. “You don’t.” 
 
   She wept as the two men, almost exactly in unison began pulling their fists over their cocks, rubbing the heads all over her tits held upright by the pulled-down cups of her bra. Her nipples were tingling with pleasure as the hot cocks teased and caressed them, and the tingling was travelling down between her legs, and she felt another surge of humiliation as she remembered her piss-stained panties …
 
   Their breathing picked up and she felt the two men begin to shake.
 
   “Oh, god, please, please,” said Tara, and cried out as the first one spilled hot cum all over her nipple and pale white breast. Like the urine she’d spilled on herself earlier, it felt scalding hot. 
 
   The other man began to groan, pushing his cock harder against her tit, and he too ejaculated, an explosion of viscous slimy heat against her hard nipple and over her breast as the ropes of semen shot out. 
 
   She cried out again and began crying harder, her back arched against the restraints, as she felt the cum cooling and drying on her tits. 
 
   The men stepped back and zipped themselves up.
 
   They moved the gurney and began wheeling her out of the room and down the hallway, through another door, and down another hallway. 
 
   Christopher’s voice came over the intercom. “Very good, Tara. You’re doing just fine.” 
 
   She wept silently and said nothing. 
 
    
 
   They wheeled her into a room with a bright light overhead; she turned her head and saw trays of instruments next to a gynecological table.
 
   There was another man in the room, wearing a green surgical gown and a doctor’s mask and latex gloves. A woman stood beside him, wearing a short white dress with a zipper on the front. She had a lot of platinum-blonde hair spilling from beneath her small white hat, but her face was also hidden by a mask – except for her big heavily made-up blue eyes -- and she also wore gloves. 
 
   “Get her out of those filthy clothes,” commanded the doctor. If he was a doctor. 
 
   The two men who had brought her in removed small devices she had never seen before – sort of blades with little wheels and guards on them – and carefully sliced off her blouse and skirt, pulling them away. The cold metal on her skin made her cry out again and the helpless vulnerability of being on the gurney in bra and panties made her weep even more. 
 
   “Bra and panties, also,” said the doctor. 
 
   The first man inserted the device between the cups of her bra and sliced it open; he pulled the remains off her, her breasts so firm and tight, covered with goosebumps and nipples fully at attention, that they didn’t even jiggle as he did so. She was aware of the crusty drying cum stains on both of her stiff nipples … and the urine-soaked panties she still wore. 
 
   The second one inserted the device against her hip and cut the urine-stained white cotton panties off her, pulling them out from under her and sealing them inside a plastic bag. 
 
   She writhed on the gurney as the doctor approached her. 
 
   “How do you feel, Tara?” asked the doctor. 
 
   Tara just whimpered. 
 
   “I need you to answer me when I ask you questions, Tara.”
 
   Tara sniffled. “I feel cold and … scared. Helpless. My heart is beating so fast.”
 
   “And does this helplessness and humiliation turn you on, you little whore?” asked the doctor calmly.
 
   Tara closed her eyes and turned her head away. “A little,” she whispered.
 
   “Nurse, wipe her down,” said the doctor. 
 
   The nurse moved forward with a wash rag, which she dipped in a bowl nearby. Tara tensed but then relaxed as the warm rag touched her. The warm rag felt very good in the cold room as the nurse first slowly cleaned Tara’s thighs, and then rubbed the dried cum off her breasts. 
 
   “There there, sweetheart. Just relax.” The nurse spoke with a husky cigarette-smoke voice. “Did those bad old men cum on your titties after you pissed yourself? Huh?”
 
   “Yes,” said Tara softly, turning her head away. 
 
   “Just relax and I’ll get you cleaned up.” 
 
   The warm rag felt good on her stiff nipples and tender inner thighs; when the wash rag moved between her legs, Tara moaned and jerked against her bonds. 
 
   The nurse and the doctor chuckled. 
 
   “Patient is responsive,” said the nurse. “Nipples pink and hard, as you can see. Full sensation in breasts and pussy as well, it seems.” 
 
   “Put her on the gynecological table, gentlemen,” said the doctor. 
 
   The two paramedics unstrapped her and then lifted her – she didn’t resist although she let out a sob as they lifted her – and moved her onto the leather gynecological table, the stiff white paper on its surface crackling and rustling beneath her. 
 
   They spread her legs roughly, making her gasp, and strapped them into the stirrups. Her hands were bound over her head this time, in similar Velcro nylon cuffs. Her plump breasts and hard nipples pointed at the ceiling.
 
   The room was silently except for Tara’s whimpering as they all looked at her trembling on the table, her body glowing under the bright light
 
   The doctor took out his stethoscope and pressed the cold end of it to one of Tara’s nipples. She cried out. The doctor nodded, and then moved it to the other nipple, teasing the hard puckered pink flesh with it; this time Tara just whimpered as her tits began to ache from the cold. 
 
   The doctor moved the stethoscope to the proper place to listen to Tara’s heart. “Your heart is beating like a rabbit, little whore,” said the doctor. 
 
   Tara didn’t answer.
 
   “Let’s talk about your sexual history. You’re not a virgin, are you, little whore?”
 
   Tara hesitated, then shook her head. “I’m not, no.”
 
   “When did it first happen?”
 
   “Last year.”
 
   “Did you enjoy it?”
 
   “It was … over quickly.”
 
   “No orgasm?”
 
   “No.”
 
   “With a boy you already knew, or a stranger?”
 
   “I … knew him already. We weren’t friends, but I knew him. Just at a party, he wanted to do it and … I thought I should get it over with.”
 
   “How often do you masturbate?”
 
   “I … never have. My … parents constantly warned me that I’d be in big trouble if they caught me doing that.”
 
   “Have you ever had an orgasm?”
 
   “I … no. I don’t think so. Not that I’m aware of.”
 
   The doctor shook his head. “A shame. Have you sucked cock before?”
 
   Tara actually felt herself blushing, her face burning, as she said, “Yes.”
 
   “Quite a lot of cock?”
 
   Tara nodded her head, a tear trickling down her cheek. More than she wanted to think about. 
 
   “And anal sex? Have you ever had anal sex?”
 
   “No, I haven’t.”
 
   “Nobody has put their finger there?”
 
   “Well …”
 
   “Tell me, Tara.”
 
   “Someone gave me … I believe it’s known as the shocker … two fingers in my … vagina and the little finger in my … ass.”
 
   “And even that didn’t give you an orgasm,” asked the doctor, sounding amused.
 
   “No, I don’t think so. I … maybe I was close, that time, but … no.”
 
   “How many sexual partners have you had? Including fingers and oral sex and so forth.”
 
   “Six.”
 
   “Have you ever had sexual relations with a woman?”
 
   Tara hesitated, then shook her head.
 
   “You hesitated, little whore, in a way that makes me think you’re lying,” said the doctor. 
 
   Tara frowned. “I kissed a girl at summer camp when I was 15.”
 
   “With tongues?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Did she touch you? Touch your breasts?”
 
   “Umm, well. Yes. Over the shirt.”
 
   “I bet you loved that, you little slut,” said the doctor calmly. 
 
   “I was very turned on,” said Tara. “But I stopped it.”
 
   The doctor nodded. “Too bad for you. Let’s test the sensitivity of the patient’s nipples, nurse. Please suck them now,” said the doctor, stepping back as the nurse stepped forward again. 
 
   The nurse pulled down her mask, revealing garishly red lipstick on smooth plump lips.
 
   “No!” said Tara. “Please no!”
 
   “Are you ready to stop, Tara?” asked the doctor. “All you have to do is say mercy. Are you going to say it?”
 
   Tara blinked back tears, and shook her head. 
 
   “Are you sure?” 
 
   “Yes,” said Tara, more firmly. “I’m sure. I don’t want to stop.”
 
   “All right, then. Nurse, suck her nipples.”
 
   Tara turned her head away, squeezing her eyes shut. 
 
   The nurse watched, smiling, and then bent down and began sucking one of Tara’s hard nipples. 
 
   Tara let out a gasp of pleasure, and her breathing picked up, taking on a distinct growl. The nurse’s mouth was hotter and wetter than Tara had expected.  
 
   Tara raised her head, looking into the nurse’s big blue eyes as the hot tongue danced over her nipple. 
 
   “Oh you like to watch me suck your tits,” said the nurse, sweetly, and then moved to the other breast, her tongue swirling around the nipple and then flicking it, making Tara moan and gasp in pleasure.
 
   The nurse raised her head. “Nipple sensitivity seems to be excellent, doctor.” Both of Tara’s nipples were smeared with bright red lipstick now.
 
   “Good,” said the doctor. He raised two fingers. “Nurse. The lubricant, please.”
 
   The nurse took a tube and squeezed some clear lubricant onto the doctor’s latex-sheathed fingers, and then began rubbing the lubricant thoroughly over them. 
 
   “Nurse, please examine the patient’s pussy visually.”
 
   The nurse got between Tara’s legs and looked at her small tight pussy slit. “She doesn’t seem to be opened up yet, doctor, but I do see some traces of moisture. A bit of pubic hair, in the fashion known as the Brazil.”
 
   “Go ahead and shave her now, nurse,” said the doctor.
 
   Tara bit her lip worriedly as the nurse applied a bit of shaving cream and rubbed it into the thin strip of pubic hair. 
 
   Tara let out a shocked gasp when she saw the straight razor that the nurse was going to use. It gleamed wickedly from the bright lights overhead.
 
   “Relax, sweetheart,” said the nurse. “I’m an expert.”
 
   Tara held her breath as the razor began to scrape away the hair above her pussy, a maddening itchy tingle on her skin.
 
   “There, there, sweetheart … just don’t move, and everything will be fine,” said the nurse. 
 
   “I can’t stop … trembling.”
 
   The nurse smiled and kissed Tara on the cheek. “I know, and it turns me on so much. Almost finished though …”
 
   Finally the last bit of hair and shaving cream was scraped away. 
 
   The doctor took a look at it and then nodded his head. “Kiss her on her inner thigh, nurse.”
 
   The nurse giggled and began putting warm butterfly kisses on Tara’s inner thigh, a few inches from her crotch. Tara inhaled sharply and made a mewling noise.
 
   “Does it feel good, little whore?” asked the nurse.
 
   Tara hesitated, then nodded her head. “Yes, it does,” she said in a small voice.
 
   “Nurse, you can kiss the patients pussy now.” The doctor spoke in a calm, detached voice. 
 
   Tara gasped as she felt a hot mouth and tongue slide over her labia; the tongue swirled around her pussy lips until Tara’s hips were bucking, and then found her clit, expertly, making Tara cry out with pleasure. 
 
   “Enough, nurse,” said the doctor, and the hot mouth disappeared as suddenly as it had appeared. 
 
   “Oh, her pussy is dilated now, doctor,” said the nurse. “Wide open.”
 
   “Of course it is. I’m going to stick my fingers in your cunt now, little whore. All right?”
 
   Tara turned her head to the side and moaned, closing her eyes tight.
 
   “I’m sorry, miss, I didn’t hear you,” said the doctor a bit more sharply. “Do I have your consent to stick my fingers in your cunt?”
 
   “Yes,” whimpered Tara. 
 
   “Yes what?”
 
   “You can put your fingers inside of me,” gasped Tara.
 
   He touched the cold stethoscope to her nipple again, making her jump. “Say cunt. Say that I have permission to put my fingers into your cunt.”
 
   “You can put your fingers in my cunt!” blurted Tara.
 
   Before she had even finished speaking, she felt the slick lubricated latex slide inside of her, probing gently past her labia but then sliding easily all the way in. 
 
   Tara whimpered, holding her breath. 
 
   “Feel good? You like my finger in your cunt?” asked the doctor.
 
   Tara nodded, letting out her breath, and moaned, “Mmm-hmmm,” her hips beginning to move in time to the doctor’s gentle thrusts. 
 
   “I think she’s ready for a second finger, doctor,” said the nurse. 
 
   “Is that right, Tara? Are you ready for two fingers?”
 
   Her hips squirming, her breath coming quickly, Tara panted, “Yes.”
 
   “Yes what?”
 
   “Yes, I want two fingers.”
 
   “Want them where?”
 
   “In my pussy.”
 
   “You mean your cunt?”
 
   “Yes,” panted Tara, “Put two fingers into my cunt.” 
 
   Tara whipped her head from side to side, moaning and arching her back as the doctor inserted two fingers all the way into her. 
 
   “You can suck her nipples some more, nurse,” said the doctor, and the nurse eagerly lowered her head and flickered her hot tongue over Tara’s tits.
 
   Tara could hardly breathe now, and her body was vibrating, becoming so hot, the heat in her belly building from the doctor’s skilled thrusts and the tingling current from her nipples traveling straight towards the center of her pleasure.  “Please please please,” said Tara. “Oh, god, please, what are you doing to me?” 
 
   “Shhhh,” said the doctor, thrusting his fingers in harder, making moist noises. “Everything is fine. Everything is all right. Everything feels just right there. I mean, here you thought we were going to hurt you. All we want to do is make you feel good, right?”
 
   “Mmm-hmmm,” said Tara, licking her lips.
 
   “It’s pretty much the opposite of torture, isn’t it? We’re making you feel good … although it’s still all a bit out of your control …” His fingers curled inside her and Tara cried out in pleasure, now panting uncontrollably. 
 
   “I’ve located the g-spot, nurse,” said the doctor dispassionately. “Get me the dildo.” 
 
   Tara raised her head and looked at the tray of instruments next to the gyno table; there were a variety of dildos on there, in different sizes, shapes, and materials. 
 
   “What size, doctor?” asked the nurse.
 
   “Eight inches should do it,” said the doctor. “What do you think, Tara? Eight inches, or would you like more?” 
 
   Tara whimpered. That was big, but her pussy was sopping wet and throbbing. “That’s good,” she whispered.
 
   The doctor raised the dildo; a smooth beige one with lifelike molded head.  “I don’t think there’s any need for lubricant, do you nurse?”
 
   “No, doctor. The bitch is soaking wet.” 
 
   Tara gasped as she felt the head of the dildo rubbing over her wet pussy lips, pressing firmly against them, teasing, rubbing up and down, once brushing against her clit and making her hips buck. 
 
   “Ready, Tara?” asked the nurse, bending down to speak in Tara’s ear. “Ready for that cock?”
 
   “Yes,” whimpered Tara. 
 
   “I didn’t hear you,” said the doctor. 
 
   “I’m ready.” 
 
   “Ready for what? Say it, you little whore.” 
 
   “I’m ready for that big cock inside me,” said Tara, bursting into tears, hips bucking uncontrollably.
 
   The big dildo began to slide slowly into her, the head passing her pussy lips and entering her, causing Tara to yell her pleasure at the ceiling, arching her back, tears streaming down her face.
 
   The nurse began to suck Tara’s tits again, her latex-gloved hands squeezing them as she moved her mouth from nipple to nipple quickly, her tongue flickering. 
 
   “You want more? Hmmm?” asked the doctor.
 
   “Oh god yes!” panted Tara. “Give it to me …” 
 
   “Say please,” said the doctor. 
 
   “Please give me that cock,” whimpered Tara, her body on fire, “Please put that big cock inside of me all the way OHHHHHHHH GODD!!” she screamed as the doctor thrust the dildo all the way inside of her.
 
   He slowly pulled it out as Tara began to moan and shudder uncontrollably, and then thrust it all the way in again, making Tara cry out again.
 
   “Oh god, I can’t stand it!” Tara cried, her body convulsing, “Fuck me faster!”
 
   The dildo began moving in and out faster, rhythmically, and the nurse sucked Tara’s tits in time, and finally Tara’s whole body was quivering uncontrollably and a balloon of pure pleasure rose and grew inside of her and Tara knew she’d had her first orgasm.
 
   Tara was breathless and spots were dancing in front of her eyes, but she could hear the doctor and the nurse laughing and applauding. 
 
   “Bravo!” said the doctor. 
 
   Tara’s eyes filled with fresh tears and she said nothing. 
 
   “Very good,” said the nurse, stroking Tara’s hair. “You really did well, honey.”
 
   The doctor bent and spoke into Tara’s ear. “And now for your enema.”
 
   Tara gasped. “But … you said I did good!”
 
   “You did very well, Tara. And now we’ll get you clean on the inside as well, you dirty little slut.” 
 
   Tara began crying harder, shaking her head.
 
   “What’s the matter, Tara?” asked the nurse sweetly, bending down to kiss Tara on the forehead. “Had enough? Ready to go home?”
 
   Tara sniffed back tears and shook her head. “No. I want to stay. Give me the enema.”
 
   The doctor wheeled a device over with a large bag and some rubber tubing hanging from it. 
 
   “Have you had an enema before, Tara?” asked the doctor.
 
   “I … haven’t.”
 
   “You are familiar with them, though?”
 
   Tara just whimpered.
 
   “A medical procedure that’s just about as old as mankind. The ancient Egyptians even used them. We will introduce warm soapy water into your colon by way of your anus, and then when you expel it, you’ll be all nice and clean inside. Doesn’t that sound nice?”
 
   “Oh god,” said Tara. 
 
   “Orderlies!” yelled the doctor, and the two men in blue uniforms and baseball hats came back into the room. “Flip her over, please.”
 
   The two men unstrapped her and turned her over. The table seemed designed to accommodate people face-down as well as face-up; the bonds fit both ways. 
 
   She whimpered as the men strapped her firmly into place, and she was laying on her aching breasts with her ass in the air now, her legs spread.
 
   “Please visually examine the patient’s asshole, nurse.”
 
   Tara couldn’t see what was happening, but she felt so exposed and helpless she let out another sob. 
 
   “Looks perfect, doctor,” said the nurse. “A beautiful healthy little asshole, not so much as a hair visible.”
 
   “Go ahead and clean the patient’s anus, nurse.”
 
   Tara felt the warm rag move over her buttocks and then over her asshole, gently. She gasped and let out a moan of pleasure.
 
   “I think she likes it, doctor,” said the nurse.
 
   “Go ahead and orally stimulate the patient’s anus, nurse.”
 
   Tara heard the nurse let out an eager sound and then she felt hot breath on her ass and then something very warm and very wet touch her asshole – the nurse’s hot probing tongue.
 
   “Oh my god,” moaned Tara, squirming with pleasure. She’d never felt anything like that before.
 
   The tongue disappeared, and Tara was aware she was panting again.
 
   “All right, Tara, I’m going to manually check your asshole now,” said the doctor, and she heard the now–familiar sound of lubricant squishing onto latex. “All right, Tara?”
 
   “Yes,” said Tara softly.
 
   “I can’t hear you,” said the doctor.
 
   “Yes, it’s okay for you to stick your finger in my asshole.” 
 
   She felt something cold and slimy touch her anus, felt her sphincter contract. She let out a moan of combined humiliation and arousal.
 
   “Ready, Tara?” asked the doctor.
 
   “Yes, I’m ready,” said Tara, sniffling her tears. 
 
   “Ready for me to put my finger in your asshole?”
 
   “Yes, I’m ready for you to put your finger in my ass … ohhhhhhhHHHHHH!” Tara cried out as the cold latex-clad finger forced its way past her sphincter and inside of her. Her hips bucked towards the finger, involuntarily. 
 
   “There there. Calm down,” said the doctor. “It’s going all the way in.” 
 
   She felt the finger slide all the way into her anus, felt it gently moving, stoking her insides.
 
   “Oh, god!” murmured Tara.
 
   “Feels good, little whore? You like it in your asshole, I can see that.”
 
   “Oh, god, it’s … mmmm … it’s uncomfortable but … ”
 
   “It’ll take a little getting used to,” said the doctor, and withdrew his finger. 
 
   Tara let out a breath of relief tinged with disappointment. Her anus felt slimy with lubricant now.
 
   She heard the snap of latex gloves being removed and then another pair being put on.
 
   “Now … let’s see. What kind of nozzle should we use, nurse? I’d like your opinion.” 
 
   “Well, I suppose the bigger, the better, doctor,” said the nurse.
 
   “This kind has a small balloon that inflates to ensure that there is no leakage,” said the doctor. 
 
   “I think that will be perfect, doctor,” said the nurse, and Tara heard moist noises. Were they kissing?
 
   Then she felt something cold and hard touch her asshole, and she screamed.
 
   “Oh, what’s the matter, Tara? Do you want to go home? Please, if that’s the case, then just say mercy,” said the doctor.
 
   “No!” said Tara. “I don’t want to say mercy, I don’t want to stop.”
 
   “Are you sure?”
 
   “Yes! Yes, I’m sure!”
 
   The doctor chuckled and Tara cried, “Oh, god!” as something large and cold began forcing its way slowly into her anus.
 
   “There, there … just relax …”
 
   Tara writhed and moaned as it worked its way fully inside her.
 
   “There we go,” said the doctor, and she heard a click, and the thing in her anus expanded inside of her. 
 
   “OOOHHHHOOOOHHHHHHWWWWWWW,” cried Tara. “Oh god!”
 
   “Does it hurt?”
 
   “No … it’s just … uncomfortable, I’ve never felt anything … ahh, ah, ah, ahhh, ahhhhh, OWWWWW,” she cried, as she felt the water flowing inside of her. 
 
   “That’s it … now … just going to put this bedpan under you … okay now, hold the water as long as you can, little whore.” The doctor’s voice was strained; Tara could hear the unmistakable sound of the nurse sucking his cock, back behind her, as he administered the enema.
 
   Finally the flow stopped, and the doctor said, “And now I’m just going to put this little vibrator against your clit.”
 
   “Oh god,” moaned Tara as the small vibrating device wedged between her pussy lips, making her gasp with pleasure as it touched her clit. 
 
   Tara was panting and shaking now at the pressure in her colon, but she couldn’t deny that again she was very hot and beginning to feel orgasmic. The vibrator was setting her whole body trembling; it was such an intensely enjoyable experience, it was almost too much – like being tickled. Her breathing was so fast that she began to feel like she was going to hyperventilate. 
 
   “Hold it for a full two minutes,” said the doctor breathlessly, and the noises of the nurse sucking his cock intensified. 
 
   The vibrator buzzed beneath her, sending waves of pleasure through her clit and through her whole body, and Tara moaned and writhed against her bonds, rubbing her breasts on the table, holding her ass clenched. 
 
   Finally Tara released the enema into the bedpan, and she had a massive orgasm at the same time, her whole body turning scarlet and convulsing, and she heard the doctor crying out as he came as well. 
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   Miles away, Tara’s stepfather Derek walked into the offices of the private investigator without knocking. The secretary nodded and said, “He’s expecting you, sir, go on in.” 
 
   The investigator stood up and shook hands with him. “Hey Derek. Long time.”
 
   “Hey Richard. Yeah, nice to see you again too. I wish it could be under more pleasant circumstances.”
 
   “The last time wasn’t too pleasant either. Fucking Afghanistan. But what can I do for you? What’s the problem?”
 
   “My daughter has run away,” said Derek. “I need to find her as soon as possible.” 
 
   “Well, first step is usually to track her phone.” 
 
   “That’s how I know she ran away. She said she was going on a school trip, and I checked it this afternoon, I have an app on my phone to show me where her phone is, and I found it was stationary just a few miles outside of town. I drove out to where it was and I found it on the side of the road.” He produced the phone. “Look at it. It’s covered with tape.” 
 
   Richard examined it thoughtfully. “Very strange.”
 
   Derek paced back and forth, running a hand through his dark hair, scowling. “And I called the hotel where they’re supposed to be staying and she’s not there. I called several of her friends and they don’t know anything. Or they claim they don’t know anything. I want you to examine that phone, call records, texts, everything. You can get access to her email accounts, right?”
 
   “Yeah, I can. You know I can.”
 
   “And you can find texts that have been deleted, right?” 
 
   “Yeah, I can,” said the investigator. “You’d be amazed how easy it is, in fact.”  
 
   “Can you get on it immediately? Price is no object.”
 
   The man took the phone. “You know I’m the best and you know I can do it,” he said. “And you know I owe you one.” 
 
   Derek nodded. “Right.” 
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   After the doctor and nurse were finished with her, they moved her into another room and locked her in – after giving her a blue hospital dressing gown to wear. This room was like a small hotel room, with an attached bath and shower and a comfortable bed with pillows and a blanket. A carton of yogurt and a banana was on a small table, as well as another bottle of mineral water. 
 
   She lay down, still shaking and exhausted from the orgasms. 
 
   Finally she ate the banana and the yogurt and drank some water and climbed into the bed, her mind and body completely overwhelmed. 
 
   Before she could go to sleep, Christopher came into the room. She was again struck how kind his eyes and smile were, and how warm his voice was compared to the doctor. 
 
   “You did very well today, Tara,” he said.
 
   “Thanks,” she said weakly. 
 
   “No thought of quitting?”
 
   She shook her head. “None.”
 
   “How do you feel about everything that happened today?”
 
   She hesitated. “It … made me feel ways I’d never felt before.”
 
   He nodded and looked into her eyes and she looked back fearlessly. 
 
   “All right. Get some rest. Tomorrow is a big day. Tomorrow you turn into somebody else,” he said. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   DAY TWO: SHAVED
 
    
 
   When Tara woke up, it took her a moment to remember where she was. 
 
   It certainly wasn’t her own bedroom. That unremarkable room in an unremarkable suburb in which she had never been safe from the demands of her stepfather, Derek. 
 
   The events of the previous day came rushing back to her so suddenly that she almost gasped, and her heart began pounding. The contract. The agreement: three days of BDSM, after which she would receive a new identity and a new life. 
 
   And Christopher … the mysterious, beautiful leader of this mysterious group. 
 
   Then the first day of it. Pissing herself on command, she remembered, feeling her face grow hot at the thought of it. Then the molestation by the men dressed as paramedics. The doctor and nurse. Her first orgasm. Her first enema, and her second orgasm. 
 
   She got up out of bed, still wearing the hospital gown she’d been given, and was surprised to find an elaborate white dress, with bare shoulders, a v-back and a long skirt  – sort of a prom dress, she thought, maybe even a wedding dress for a less conservative type of wedding. It had been hung on the wall while she slept, she supposed, and again her vulnerability made her shiver. 
 
   And a pair of white lace panties, a white strapless push-up bra, and a pair of thigh-high white stockings. 
 
   She felt a little thrill rush through her at the thought of wearing it. She remembered her stepfather’s particular punishment of only buying her the cheapest, plainest underwear. 
 
   Then, as she headed for the shower, she wondered what they’d be doing to her today. 
 
   After Tara finished her shower, she was rather pleased to find Christopher waiting for her sitting in the room’s one chair. 
 
   “Good morning,” he said. “How are you feeling?”
 
   “Okay,” she said, feeling a bit self-conscious about him seeing her wearing nothing but a towel, but then deciding that was, under the circumstances, rather ridiculous.
 
   “Here’s a protein smoothie for breakfast,” he said, pushing forward a thick pink shake in a tall plastic glass. “Have to keep your strength up.” 
 
   She drank some of it.
 
   “Did you sleep well?” he asked.
 
   “My god, I slept like a rock. I was totally exhausted.”
 
   He smiled. “Yes, it’s exhausting. Mentally and physically. Your first orgasms, hmmm?”
 
   “Yes,” she said. 
 
   “Good. Only two more days. Have you had any change of heart? Are you still committed to seeing this through?” 
 
   She felt a sudden uncertainty, a sudden fear. What would stop them from keeping her here? What would stop them from not giving her anything, when they were done with her? Not much. 
 
   The idea had come from a close friend, who told Tara she had heard of this arrangement working out with a cousin; the cousin had an abusive boyfriend, well-connected at the city government level. Legal means of getting away from him had been exhausted, but this group enabled her to disappear, starting a new life in Europe. 
 
   Tara had found Christopher’s name on a Deep Web site, and there were only positive comments from people regarding his organization. But it was a totally criminal, completely underground enterprise …
 
   But then Tara though again of what she had discovered in the basement of their suburban home, and turned her mind back to the day in front of her.
 
   “No,” she said firmly. “I’m going to do this.” 
 
   “Good,” he said, “I’m glad you’re not afraid.” 
 
   She hesitated and then said, “I didn’t say I wasn’t afraid.” 
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   It was no problem at all for Tara’s stepfather Derek to kidnap her friend Peter.
 
   Derek had been a Special Forces operative in Afghanistan and he had worked in more than one “black bag” rendition of various insurgents and wanted terrorists. Kidnapping a kid off the street in a major US city was different only in a few details. 
 
   The private investigator Derek had hired – a former intelligence agent named Richard -- had worked most of the night doing a thorough forensic examination of Tara’s phone and computer, and had only managed to find a few deleted e-mail messages with some cryptic references to a meeting with somebody named Christopher. The return IP address on the messages was some place in China, so it had probably been re-routed to hide its origin. 
 
   Richard’s company had subcontracted installation of the city’s traffic cameras, however, and thus he easily hacked into them around Tara’s school and found footage of her leaving the parking lot of the school with a guy in a new-model Mustang, which Derek immediately knew belonged to her friend Peter. 
 
   Peter was a couple years older than his 18-year-old daughter, and had graduated the year previously. He was a college student now, and he lived by himself in an apartment near the college. 
 
   Derek had never liked the kid much, but he was harmless and effeminate and probably gay so he’d allowed his daughter to hang around with him, going to a few musical shows and a couple of dance recitals. 
 
   He set himself up near Peter’s car, in the parking lot of the cheap apartment complex which had no security at all, except for cameras also installed by Richard’s company. Richard arranged for the cameras to have some technical difficulties. 
 
   Derek had called the kid at 7:00am, identifying himself as a police officer and saying that his friend Tara has been found dead and he needed to come down to answer some questions. The kid had come rushing out of the apartment about fifteen minutes later, clearly frantic.
 
   When the kid came out to his car, Derek went up behind him, locked his forearm around the kid’s skinny neck and choked him unconscious, then tossed him in the trunk of the car. There was a pillowcase in there already, which Richard quickly slipped over the kid’s head. He then zip-tied the kid’s hands and feet. 
 
   It hadn’t taken five minutes, and nobody had seen. Nobody got up that early at that particular complex.
 
   Derek drove off, pleased with his abilities, Tara’s best friend unconscious in the trunk. 
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   Christopher oversaw Tara putting on the prom dress – she was hesitant for only a moment about being naked in front of him, but then remembered that he had watched everything that had happened to her yesterday. 
 
   He also oversaw her doing her hair up in an elaborate pile on top of her head and helped her with her make-up. 
 
   “You’re pretty enough, you don’t need make-up, but … nothing subtle today,” he advised. “Lots of lipstick, and lots of eyeshadow.” He helped her outline her lips. 
 
   “You seem to know a lot about makeup and hair,” she said. 
 
   “My brother was a drag queen,” he said, somewhat absently. 
 
   “Really?”
 
   “Yes. He’s … gone now, unfortunately.” Christopher’s eyes went downward and Tara knew she shouldn’t talk more about this subject. 
 
   “How … long have you been doing this?” she asked Christopher. 
 
   He smiled. “A few years. As close as I can tell, we’ve had nearly complete customer satisfaction.”
 
   “I mean, this … BDSM, all this stuff.” 
 
   “Most of my life,” he said, smiling thinly. She again felt she shouldn’t pry, not at the moment.
 
   “This person … the person whose identity I’m taking … Shade. She was special to you, wasn’t she?” Tara asked.
 
   He looked at her, smiling a little. “How did you know that?”
 
   “Your face, your eyes, really change when you mentioned her.” 
 
   He frowned, looked down for a second, and then said, “I’ll talk to you more tomorrow. Or tonight. If you make it through day two. Okay, you look beautiful. One last thing,” he said, and handed her a blindfold. 
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   Derek drove about forty-five minutes out of the city, to a place he liked to fish, on a 40-acre tract of land owned by a friend of his. He knew nobody would bother them there. 
 
   The kid had started to kick a bit, about twenty minutes into the drive, but then he’d stopped. He was presumably scared shitless, anyway. Too stupid to even know about the inside latch in the trunk on modern cars, Derek figured, but he’d disabled it just in case. 
 
   After he parked, Derek drew his gun, a .40 Smith and Wesson automatic. Just in case. He didn’t expect the kid to put up a fight, but occasionally they surprised you.
 
   When he opened the trunk, the kid began babbling and screaming, his screams muffled a bit by the pillowcase but not too much. While Derek considered that a positive development, in terms of getting information, it angered him that the kid was so weak and … girly. Actually he supposed girly wasn’t the right word; he’d interrogated plenty of tough girls. 
 
   Including his daughter.
 
   He slapped the kid on his pillow-case-covered face, and holstered his gun again while he dragged the kid out of the trunk and tossed him on the ground. 
 
   The kid began yelling the usual stuff that people yelled. “Who the fuck are you! What the fuck do you want!” 
 
   Finally he told the kid he was going to shoot him if he said one more word. 
 
   The kid finally shut up. 
 
   Derek pulled the bag off Peter’s head and let him see. When the kid finally got his eyes focused, he stared up in moist-eyed surprise.
 
   Derek smiled at him. “That’s right. Tara’s dad Why did you kidnap my daughter, Peter?” 
 
   “I didn’t … I didn’t kidnap her. Is she … dead? The police said … what’s happening here!” the kid said, his voice high and tight with terror and frustration, tears streaming down his face. 
 
   “No, as far as I know, she’s not dead. Unless you killed her. Did you kill her?”
 
   “NO!”
 
   “You just kidnapped her, then. Where did you take her?”
 
   “I didn’t kidnap her!”
 
   Derek showed him the still picture that Richard had printed from the security camera, of the two of them getting into Peter’s Mustang. 
 
   The kid didn’t say anything. His floppy hair was hanging in his eyes, his smooth white face was red with humiliation and anger. 
 
   “Where did you take her, then, Peter,” asked Derek calmly. 
 
   The kid didn’t answer.
 
   “Now why wouldn’t you tell me where you took her, Peter?” asked Derek. 
 
   “I … this isn’t legal, what you’ve done to me. You can’t do this.” 
 
   Derek smiled down at him. “Well, I obviously did, didn’t I. I don’t think what you did is legal either, Peter. Kidnapping my little girl.” 
 
   “I didn’t kidnap her! She’s 18, she can do what she wants!”
 
   “You gave her a ride then. If it’s perfectly innocent, why won’t you tell me where you took her?”
 
   “I … I just … I just took her back to your house. That’s all I know!”
 
   Derek looked down at him and smiled. It was a bright beautiful sunny day and a gentle breeze blew through the grass. “Now I know that’s not true, Peter. I checked the cameras around my house, and my wife didn’t see her, either, so she absolutely did not return to our house yesterday. She left and has not returned. She put her phone on the bus to that ski trip, so I would think she was there, I assume, and then she got a ride somewhere with you.”
 
   “I …” he said, and closed his mouth and turned his head away.
 
   Derek looked down at him. “Now, Peter, I suppose she asked you not to tell where she’s gone. But you can see that I’m worried about her. She’s a very confused young girl, you see, and she doesn’t always make the best decisions.”
 
   The kid was struggling, Derek could see that; the usual disconnect between the fact that he had been kidnapped, abused, and held prisoner, and the gentle reasonable words of the man interrogating him. 
 
   Finally Peter made his choice. “She told me about you,” said Peter. “If you don’t let me go, I’ll tell the police everything she told me. You’ll go to jail.” 
 
   Derek finally laughed. “Well, I guess I’ll have to shoot you then.” 
 
   He pulled the pillow case back over Peter’s head and racked the slide of his gun – ejecting a round, because of course the gun had already been ready to go, but civilians heard that slide-racking so much on TV they expected it, and it was enough, of course, it made Peter shriek with terror. 
 
   Derek put the little orange foam ear plugs in his ears, and then fired two shots at the ground not far from Peter’s head. He’d been through enough gunfights that he had a bit of hearing loss and tinnitus already, and he certainly didn’t want anymore. 
 
   Peter pissed himself. 
 
   Derek wasn’t particularly surprised by that, but it still pleased him. He took the ear plugs out, and the shrieks had stopped, replaced by sobs. 
 
   He pulled the bag off the kid’s head and waited a few minutes, letting him blubber. No point in talking immediately, anyway, the kid’s ears were probably still ringing from the gunshots. 
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   Christopher made sure the blindfold was on properly, and led her to the door of the room, and then down a corridor and through another corridor.
 
   “Okay. Put your hand on the wall and walk straight down this hallway,” he said from behind her gone.
 
   She put her hand on the wall and walked as carefully as possible down it. Her high heels clicked on the wood floor; the surface of the wall was cold and smooth and slightly moist. 
 
   She reached a door, after what seemed like an eternity, and Christopher, somewhere behind her, said, “Open it and go inside.” 
 
   She did so and walked into a room that felt large and cold, her heart hammering and her feet moving carefully, her hands feeling in front of like antennae. She walked a few steps into the room and stopped. 
 
   She stood still, listening. She could hear her own breathing, and nothing more. She held her breath for a moment, and the she was doubly aware of her own heartbeat. 
 
   She thought she felt something touch her face and she jumped backwards, almost tripping on the heels and falling. 
 
   “Is there someone here?” she asked.
 
   There was no answer. 
 
   Christopher’s voice came over the speakers. “Remember, Tara. Do you remember the safe word?”
 
   “I remember it,” she said. 
 
   “One word, and everything stops. Don’t you want to stop all this? All this humiliation, all this … fear?”
 
   “No,” she said. 
 
   “Why not?” he asked. 
 
   “Because I want a new life. I need a new life.” 
 
   “And you can get it Tara. Two more days of submission, and then you’ll be in control of your new life. But as for now … get on your knees.”
 
   She did, the skirt of the prom dress crinkling and catching under her. The wood floor was uncomfortable. She fleetingly wished she had a yoga mat. 
 
   “Sit like that, back straight,” commanded Christopher.
 
   She listened. Was there movement in the room? She had no idea of the size of the room, but judging from its temperature it was not small. People could be watching her. She didn’t think she was on a stage, or anything but … she realized her mind was running away from her. Concentrate on the moment, she told herself. 
 
   “Now present your arms in front of you. Like a slave, waiting to be handcuffed.” 
 
   She did so. And screamed when metal cuffs attached around her right wrist. Somebody was right in front of her and she hadn’t even known it!
 
   “Be still!” yelled Christopher. “Keep your arms extended. Let the cuffs be attached.” 
 
   Trembling, she kept her arms extended and another cuff was clicked into place on her left wrist. She thought she sensed the movement, but still had no idea who was in front of her, or how many.
 
   “Now, you will learn the second pose. Put your arms on the floor, and raise your ass in the air.” 
 
   Shaking, she put her arms on the ground and raised her ass, the skirt of the prom dress crinkling around her and providing a bit of padding under her knees. Her breasts were plumped with terror and the chill, in the low cut dress, but she felt them straining to fall out of her push-up bra as she assumed the position. 
 
   “Very good,” said Christopher, through the loud speaker, and then he was silent. “Now, wait. Such a good little slave. Are you sure you don’t want to say the word, Tara?”
 
   “No,” she said, firmly. 
 
   Then she was aware of someone touching the skirt of the prom dress, and pulling it up around her waist, over her ass, she felt a breeze on her thighs and butt above the stockings she wore. She was aware then of a person standing close to her; she felt body heat. She tried to sense somebody else in the room, and was aware her breath was coming so quickly and she was whimpering. 
 
   “Take some deep breaths, Tara,” said Christopher’s voice. 
 
   She concentrated on her breathing. 
 
   The minutes ticked by. Seconds? Minutes? Hours? She was losing her conception of time. Reality and perception narrowed down to her breathing, her heartbeat … her helplessness. Her submission. 
 
   She began to feel calm. 
 
   She felt her breathing slow and her heartbeat level out.
 
   She realized that she trusted Christopher, and that made her feel a lot better. Stupid, perhaps to trust a man she didn’t know and had just met, but … somehow she did. 
 
   “Have you ever had a spanking before, slave?” asked Christopher. 
 
   She actually had to think about it. “I’ve been slapped on the ass a few times, by friends and things. But never a … real spanking.” She’d gotten far more lasting and awful punishments from her family. 
 
   “Are you ready for your first spanking, slave?” asked Christopher.
 
   “Yes,” she said, and sighed.
 
   There came a sharp slap on her ass, but … somehow it didn’t even feel like pain. Just a burst of sensation, sensation that enervated her. It has been a … something flat. Wood? A paddle of some kind. 
 
   She let out a little cry, and there was another sharp smack on her other ass-cheek. She moaned, and the spank came more quickly now, until her ass felt like it was burning and the heat began to spread through her body, making her nipples tingle and her panties wet.
 
   “You like that, little slave?” asked Christopher’s voice.
 
   “Yes I do,” she moaned. 
 
   There was a long pause. She felt her ass cooling down and could only imagine how red it must be, sticking in the air in this room. How many people could be watching her? What were they doing? What were they thinking?
 
   She was terribly turned on now. 
 
   Her ass was wiggling in anticipation of more spankings, now. She wanted to ask where they were, but knew that she had to be still. She was aware she was whimpering again. 
 
   Then, suddenly, more firm blows fell on her ass cheeks, first the left and then the right, in rapid succession, and then they stopped. 
 
   She moaned, a long drawn out sound, full of all the emotions she felt – pain, pleasure, humiliation, frustration. 
 
   “Now change positions, slave. Lay on your back.”
 
   She rolled over, and was aware of how sore her ass was, and more thrills and heat shot through her. 
 
   “Feel your breasts for us, slave,” said Christopher. 
 
   Letting out a moan of grateful pleasure, she began to feel her own breasts through the dress. 
 
   “You can pull the dress down so you can get access to them, slave.” 
 
   She pulled the front of the dress down, along with the cups of the strapless bra, so that her 34C breasts were free in the air, her nipples hard, and she mewled with pleasure as she took them in her hands. The cold metal of the handcuffs still on her wrist touched her skin and she let out another whimper before arching her back and kneading her breasts. 
 
   “That’s it … good little slave. You like to touch yourself, don’t you?”
 
   “Yes,” she moaned.
 
   “But your parents warned you not to. They told you it was bad. Now you know that it’s not bad. They were the bad ones for putting those kind of restrictions on you.” 
 
   “Yes,” she panted, tugging on her hard nipples. 
 
   “Pinch them harder, slave. Make yourself moan again.” 
 
   She pinched them hard, making herself hiss then moan with pleasure. 
 
   “Now your pussy, slave. It needs some attention. Do you want to touch it?”
 
   “Yes,” she said. 
 
   “Ask me nicely.” 
 
   “Please, master, may I touch my pussy?”
 
   “Good girl,” he said. “Go ahead.” 
 
   Her hands moved down. The skirt of the dress was still hiked up over her waist, and she rubbed her fingers, her hand, over the mound of her crotch, over the now damp white lace panties.
 
   ‘That’s it,” said Christopher’s voice. She was aware of movement over her, some breathing, a sound of skin rubbing on skin; she felt sure that somebody was standing near her – could she smell something? A bit of a manly type of sweat smell -- and that man was surely masturbating.
 
   She would have liked to touch her breasts with one hand while she rubbed her crotch with the other, but her hands were still handcuffed. She gasped, “Can I put my hand inside my panties?”
 
   Christopher chuckled over the speaker. “Good little slave. Asking permission. You look so hot masturbating for us, little slave.” 
 
   The acknowledgment that she was being watched – and watched by more than one person – made her writhe with pleasure. 
 
   “Go ahead and put your hand in your panties,” said Christopher.
 
   She moaned again as she spread her legs wider and slipped both hands inside her panties, the edges of the metal cuffs digging into the pale sensitive skin of her midriff, and used one hand to part the moist lips while her middle finger sought her sensitive throbbing clit.
 
   It didn’t take long. She arched her back, her heels sliding on the wood floor beneath her, and cried out as she had an orgasm. 
 
   “Bravo!” said Christopher, and she felt a renewed wave of humiliated arousal when she heard applause in the room – several people, at least two or three, including the person standing near her. 
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   “So what did she tell you about me, Peter?” asked Derek, bending down to look at the tear-stained, helpless pale little face in front of him. 
 
   “You abused her!” he sobbed. “You sexually abused her for years!”
 
   Derek smiled patiently. “Abuse! You act like I raped her.” 
 
   “You forced her to suck your dick!” shrieked Peter. “You’re fucking crazy! You kidnapped me and shot at me!” 
 
   Derek shook his head. “And I think you’d have learned to be a little more respectful, having learned what you know about me. Now. Tell me where my daughter is.” 
 
   “Fuck you! I won’t tell you anything!” Peter shrieked.
 
   That was the only problem with the fake execution, it occasionally gave the subject the false confidence that you didn’t actually intend to kill them. 
 
   Derek put the gun back in his pocket and took out a knife. 
 
   It wasn’t the biggest knife he owned, but it was big enough. It had a six-inch blade. 
 
   “Forced her to suck my dick,” said Derek. “That’s complete bullshit, Peter. You act like I threatened her, or held her down. I found all the dirty little pictures on her phone, and I gave her a choice, that’s all. I offered to show them to her mother, but she chose to … suck my cock. That’s not rape, Peter. That’s a girl dealing with the consequences of her own slutty behavior.”
 
   Derek was still blubbering and shaking his head. 
 
   “Now you, on the other hand … you’ve kidnapped my daughter. Oh, I know, you say you didn’t, but you took her somewhere and won’t tell me where. That’s like kidnapping, as far as I’m concerned.”
 
   He lifted the kid by the hair, eliciting more shrieks, until the kid was on his knees, his hands still bound behind his back, his ankles still encircled with zip-ties.
 
   “Don’t you think I’m entitled to do anything I need to do, to get my daughter back? Wouldn’t you do anything, Peter?”
 
   “You’re crazy,” he repeated. 
 
   Derek used the knife to slice the kid’s t-shirt off. It came off easily, the knife was so sharp. 
 
   The kid was silent now, but his whole body was trembling. 
 
   He took the blade of the knife and pressed the flat part of it against Peter’s crotch. He momentarily cursed himself as being a bit rusty at all this; it would have been better if he’d stripped the kid first, of course. People, especially men, felt so much more vulnerable and helpless when they were naked. 
 
   “Tell me where my daughter is,” he said. “Or I’m going to cut your balls off.” 
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   “Now roll over again, little slave. Assume the first slave position.” Christopher’s voice was still calm and detached beyond the loud-speaker.
 
   She did so, her ass still a bit sore from the spanking. It felt better having it in the air, than trying to lie on it. 
 
   “Are you ready to get fucked by a stranger, little slave?” asked Christopher.
 
   She hesitated. She was horny as hell, but … a stranger?
 
   “All you have to do is say the word mercy,” said Christopher. “This will stop. All this will stop.” 
 
   She thrust her ass backwards, stretching like a cat, her handcuffs jangling on her wrist. “No, I’m ready. I’m ready to get fucked by a stranger.” 
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   The kid looked up at him with pure terror, pure defeat in his eyes. “I just dropped her off at a coffee shop downtown,” he said in a quiet voice. “That’s all. She wouldn’t tell me where she was going or why, she just asked for this favor and I did it, please don’t hurt me anymore, please just let me go, I won’t tell anybody, I promise, I won’t tell.” 
 
   Derek smiled and patted the kid’s cheek. “You won’t tell. Well, you’re going to need to convince me of that. I think I’ll believe you if you suck my cock. Ever sucked a cock before, Peter?”
 
   Peter looked up at him, with his big girly eyes and long eye-lashes and floppy hair. The kid shook his head, eyes wide with horror. 
 
   “I mean, it’s only fair. You take my daughter away from me. You accuse me of raping her, my own step-daughter, when I was just enforcing discipline in my household. You use foul language at me. Take my cock in your mouth, suck it good, and you can prove to me your best intentions in this case.”
 
   He put the fine edge of the knife against the kid’s throat. So soft and white, so different from the hard sunbaked brown throats in Afghanistan. 
 
   With his other hand, Derek pulled out his cock. It was long and straight and throbbing hard already. 
 
   “Well, Peter? What do you say? Are you going to suck my cock and show me that we’re friends here?”
 
   The kid’s bottom lip was trembling, and tears fell on his bare chest. 
 
   Then he nodded his head, pitifully, sobbing as he did so. 
 
    “See? Was that so hard,” said Derek, and then held the kid’s nose so he’d open his mouth, and stuck his cock in it. 
 
   The kid bawled uncontrollably during the whole business, but Derek thought the extra moisture was just a bonus, and all in all, Peter sucked cock even better than his stepdaughter did. 
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   The wait seemed to stretch out into infinity, and Tara felt her heart beating – steadily, and her pussy getting hotter and wetter, and she was aware she was writhing, rubbing her legs together, her ass still in the air, and she said, “Please. Please fuck me now.” 
 
   The lacy white panties were slid slowly down over her ass and onto her thighs. 
 
   She felt very large hands on her hips, on her ass. VERY large hands, and then she felt a cock bounce against the outer lips of her pussy, and again – it seemed gigantic, far weightier than any cock she’d ever had before, certainly. 
 
   It began to ease into her, very very slowly and it was indeed huge, and she felt like she was being stretched as wide as she could be stretched. 
 
   She was panting now, trying to take deep breaths, aware of the vulgar unintelligible noises that were escaping her as this very big cock slid all the way into her. Every time she thought every inch of her was full, it managed to find more space. 
 
   And then it was gone, the wonderful intense pressure that had never quite gotten to the point of pain, and she whimpered her disappointment.
 
   “More,” she said. “Give it to me.” 
 
   The cock began sliding into her again, faster this time, and she cried out in pleasure at it bumped her g-spot, her whole body shivering, and then the cock slid out and back in, more easily, this time, as she relaxed and took it all, gratefully, even greedily. 
 
   “More,” she gaped. “Faster.” And she cried out as the full length entered her twice in rapid succession.
 
   The cock was pounding her hard now, and she moaned and begged him not to stop as she rode it. She pressed her face against her forearms and pushed her ass back against the thrusts, the feel of her breasts brushing the floor and the soreness from the spanking anchoring her to reality and enhancing her pleasure as the fucking continued. She felt the building heat and pressure of another orgasm, and right as she got to the point of another …
 
   The fucking stopped. 
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   Derek let the kid sit in the front seat as he drove back to the city. He knew the kid wouldn’t try anything; he was thoroughly broken. Besides, he had to admit it was kind of nice to watch the kid sit there, shirtless, weeping silently, his lips trembling, trying to pretend it all hadn’t happened, trying to deal with the nightmare that his life had very suddenly become. 
 
   My skill set is still pretty good, thought Derek.
 
   He dropped the kid off at his apartment and watched as the kid got out of the car and walked, dazed and zombie-like, back to his door. 
 
   Derek knew the kid wouldn’t tell anybody. He just … wouldn’t. Couldn’t. 
 
   Derek smiled at the thought of it. 
 
   He considered what he’d do to his daughter, when he found her and brought her back. 
 
   He’d been spending a lot of time thinking about that, actually, down in the basement of the house, but now he knew he was going to do far worse things than he’d ever thought about before.
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   “Oh god, please!” she moaned. “Please don’t stop!”
 
   The room was beginning to spin. Tara was losing track of time again. Every time she approached orgasm, the huge cock withdrew, leaving her bound and helpless on the floor, begging for it. She was aware of cheers and applause occasionally from somewhere in the room – somewhere in front of her, and again she vaguely sensed there were at least three or four people there. 
 
   She realize she was crying hysterically, out of breath, trapped on the verge of an orgasm, her whole body feeling like it was about to shake apart, like she was about to have some kind of seizure. 
 
   “What’s your name?” asked Christopher’s voice from the loudspeaker. 
 
   “Tara! Oh god please let me cum!” 
 
   “Your name isn’t Tara. Not anymore.” 
 
   She struggled to think. “Shade? My name is … Shade?”
 
   “No, not yet. You’re not Shade, not yet.”
 
   “Slave! My name is slave!” she cried. 
 
   “Yes,” said Christopher. “Z, let her cum now.” 
 
   The big cock drove into her again and again, filling her completely, filling her with heat and pressure and fire, and her whole body began shaking uncontrollably. 
 
   She was more aware of people around her, now, heard footsteps, she felt body heat and heard breathing even over her own hammering heartbeat.
 
   Then she felt the first splash of something hot and sticky on her back, and knew that somebody had just jacked off on her. Another sticky hot splash from another direction. So hot! She felt more land in her hair. 
 
   Breathless, she felt herself tensing around the big cock inside her and she began to cum, with such force that the whole world disappeared. 
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   Derek met Richard at the private investigator’s office, and explained to him what he’d found out. 
 
   Richard had only had a few hours of sleep – after Derek had left to “speak with” the kid, he had taken a nap on the sofa of his office – and he instructed his secretary to fix some coffee. 
 
   “All right, we know the address of the coffee shop where he dropped her off, and when, we can get into the traffic camera footage and find out where she went. It’s going to take a while, though. There are a lot of streets downtown and a lot of foot traffic. We’ll have to look through footage from every camera around there.”
 
   “The let’s get started,” said Derek, pouring himself a cup. 
 
   “You didn’t get any sleep at all last night. Do you want to catch a nap or something?” asked Richard.
 
   “No,” said Derek, drinking his coffee. “I do not.” 
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   Tara awoke. 
 
   Lying on the cold wooden floor, still blindfolded. 
 
   The pressure and warmth between her legs throbbed. Her breasts ached. 
 
   How long had she been unconscious? What was happening? 
 
   Christopher’s voice spoke. “Is that you, Tara?”
 
   Tara thought, no. “No, that’s … not me.” She said.
 
   “What’s your name?”
 
   “Slave. Nobody. I’m not anybody right now.” 
 
   “Good,” said Christopher. “Very good. Can you stand?”
 
   She managed to stand up, unsteadily. 
 
   “Take that prom dress off her, Z.” 
 
   She felt the big hands unzip the dress in the back, and the dress was pulled over her head. She obediently raised her arms. Her tits were still hanging out of the push-up bra and the panties were still pulled down around her thighs; she’d lost the high heels somewhere during the fucking.
 
   She felt the panties being pulled into her crotch for a moment and then were ripped away entirely. The big hands unhooked the strapless push-up bra and then it was gone, also. 
 
   She stood obediently, now completely naked, enjoying the touch from the big warm hands. 
 
   “Walk forward,” said Christopher’s voice. 
 
   Carefully, testing each step, she moved forward. 
 
   “Stop. Now turn left, and walk forward ten steps.” 
 
   She did so, carefully, her hands still cuffed in front of her, and felt the floor turn from wood to something cooler and smoother – concrete? 
 
   “Okay, stop.”
 
   And warm water began falling on her. She cried out at first, and tried to stagger away, but then realized it was just something like a shower, and the temperature of the water was nice. She turned her face gratefully towards it, letting out a gasp of pleasure. 
 
   The warm water fell on her and she rubbed it over her body, turning her cum-splashed back towards it. Her hair fell in her face and she tossed it back. 
 
   Then it stopped, and she felt her wet body being lifted. A massive arm and massive hands went under her waist. She was being carried by somebody huge. She relaxed and sighed in pleasure, leaning her head against the huge chest. The person carrying her was naked, also, and she enjoyed the feeling of skin on skin. 
 
   So good just to surrender. Submit. Submit to somebody she trusted.
 
   She was put in a chair, her handcuffed hands still in front of her. 
 
   Finally the blindfold was removed, and it took her eyes a little while to adjust, but she realized she was sitting in a barber’s chair. And that there was a mirror in front of her, and the bedraggled mess of a girl she saw there was her. 
 
   Her hair was hanging in strands in her face; her eye shadow and lipstick had mostly been washed away but smears off it still remained. 
 
   Then she saw the giant behind her – he almost looked like a statue at first, he was so big – a huge muscular man, with a shaved head and golden-brown skin, a stocking mask covering his face. 
 
   She looked at him in the mirror, and he raised the large pair of scissors in his hand, grabbed a handful of her long blonde hair and clipped it off. 
 
   He let the handful of hair fall, and she felt a moment – only a moment – of panic, and then she felt the calmness of surrender. She leaned back in the chair and let out a sigh.
 
   The giant grabbed handfuls of hair and clipped them off, one by one, slowly and purposefully, without speaking, until her hair was nothing but short wet ratty spikes. 
 
   “Goodbye, Tara,” she whispered.
 
   Then the giant turned on an electric trimmer and began shaving her head. 
 
   She closed her eyes and enjoyed the tingling sensation on her skull as the remains of her hair fell over her shoulders and chest. 
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   Outside the warehouse, Tara’s stepfather Derek parked his car. The sun was beginning to set, turning the dark streets of this shitty neighborhood grey. 
 
   It had taken most of the afternoon to find Tara’s picture on the captured footage from the traffic cameras, but they’d found her, and they’d tracked her. The last picture they’d found showed her turning into the front of a particular warehouse in a bad area downtown, several miles from the coffee shop where Peter had dropped her off. 
 
   Somehow he felt sure that his daughter was still in there.
 
   He looked at the building for a few minutes, then he started the car again and drove around the warehouse and around the surrounding neighborhood for a while, just looking, getting a feel for what was normal and abnormal down here. Establishing a baseline was always important. The warehouse seemed abandoned and the front entrance was padlocked with a giant industrial steel lock. The lock did look like it was fairly new, however. 
 
   Then he parked down the street from the warehouse’s entrance and sank in his seat, just watching, waiting, his hand on the gun in its holster at his side, as the darkness claimed the neighborhood. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   DAY THREE: TATTOO YOU
 
    
 
   Tara was sore when she woke up. Every muscle seemed to ache … especially those between her legs.
 
   The ache was pleasant though, in her muscles and in her sex. Sore, in a good way. Her walls had a pleasant throbbing warmth to them. 
 
   It was good to feel something. She’d been so numb for the last two years. 
 
   Thanks to her stepdad. He’d sucked all the joy out of her life, and certainly taken all the joy away from her sexuality. 
 
   The fucking she’d got the previous day was like nothing she’d ever experienced before. She idly wondered what her sex life was going to be like after she finished this. When she started her new life.
 
   She went to run her hands through her hair to get it out of her face, as she did every morning … but then realized she no longer had any hair. 
 
   She was changing in many ways. 
 
   One more day, she thought. By the end of today I’ll have a new life, she thought. I’ll be a different person. 
 
   That new life couldn’t come soon enough, but she found she was almost a little disappointed to be leaving the strange world of BDSM she’d entered, of submission and domination … and the powerful orgasms.
 
   It troubled her a little that she felt that way, but then she thought of the kind eyes of Christopher, the man who seemed to be the leader of this strange group. 
 
   She went into the bathroom and looked at herself in the mirror. The shaved head made her look strangely delicate, like a baby bird. 
 
   There was no clock in the room; she had no idea what time it was, beyond some vague idea it was morning. 
 
   She looked at herself in the mirror. Even the eyes looked different somehow, she thought. Clearer.
 
   More determined. 
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   Shortly before dawn, Tara’s stepfather Derek saw somebody emerging from an alleyway near the warehouse. 
 
   He’d waited all night, planning to enter just before the sun came up. If there was anybody awake in there at that hour, they’d be sufficiently exhausted that they probably wouldn’t give him much trouble. 
 
   He, Derek, was used to going without sleep. The pills he’d taken helped, of course, as did the coffee.
 
   He waited, one of his feet twitching. 
 
   But then, finally, he got a lucky break.
 
   A single figure, a man in a long coat with an old-fashioned fedora-style hat on, came out of an alleyway nearby. 
 
   Derek slumped in his seat and watched. In the dark corner of the parking lot opposite the warehouse, he was sure he wasn’t visible. The man wasn’t looking in that direction, anyway. 
 
   The man in the long coat crossed the street and walked across the parking lot, and then headed up the road a bit to a 24-hour donut shop. 
 
   As Derek figured, he emerged soon after with a cardboard tray with four coffees in it. 
 
   Four people inside the warehouse, at least, then. Or more, including some who don’t drink coffee.
 
   Derek felt a little thrill of anticipation at the challenge.
 
   He got out of the car and waited near a trash dumpster nearby, in the path that the guy had taken. The guy, like most civilians, was not paying any attention at all to what was going on around him. Stupid idea in general, and a stupid idea in this neighborhood in particular, and a stupid idea especially if he was involved in kidnapping his stepdaughter. 
 
   Derek removed a collapsible baton from his pocket. A cylinder of telescoping steel, it was only eight inches long when folded up inside itself, but almost 18 inches long when fully extended. 
 
   Derek extended it to its full length. 
 
   When the guy walked by the garbage dumpster, Derek clubbed him on the collarbone with it. 
 
   The guy yelped in surprise – more of a hiss, actually, the sudden incredible pain had taken his voice away– and the coffees went flying and splashing on the concrete.
 
   Derek grabbed him by the collar of his coat and pulled him backwards, poking him in the solar plexus with the steel rod and knocking the wind out of him.
 
   He didn’t want the guy screaming, or anything. Although he didn’t think it would attract attention in this neighborhood. 
 
   The guy was a middle-aged man, Derek saw now – brown hair with a bit of grey in it – and not particularly fit. His face was red and his eyes bulged from the blow to his solar plexus. 
 
   Derek yanked the guy’s coat down around his arms and pulled him back to his car, then tossed him in the passenger’s seat. He quickly fastened the safety belt over the guy’s chest and arms, which were still tangled in the coat. 
 
   Derek got in the driver’s seat and took his gun out. 
 
   The guy’s panicked rasping increased but when he got his breath, he spoke, keeping his eyes fixed on the gun. “My wallet is in my left front pocket. There’s about a hundred bucks in there. Or you want my ATM card, I’ll tell you the pin. Just calm down here, man, I’ll do anything you want.”
 
   “That’s good to hear,” said Derek. “And I’m calm … man. You’re the one that needs to calm down. And then you’re going to tell me how many people are in that warehouse, the interior layout of it, and then tell me where my daughter is and what the fuck she’s doing in there.” 
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   When she got out of the shower, the giant was waiting for her. 
 
   She knew him only as Z. He was like a great ebony statue, nearly seven feet tall and probably weighing three hundred pounds of pure muscle. He still wore the skull mask he’d worn every time she’d seen him previously, and a pair of bodybuilder bikini briefs. His immense rippling physique towered over her.
 
   She shivered a bit at his rather fearsome appearance, and perhaps in anticipation of whatever awaited her today. More fucking by him? She wondered. 
 
   He said, “Good morning, miss. Please come with me.” 
 
   “Should I get dressed?” she asked. 
 
   “That’s won’t be necessary.” 
 
   Naked, she followed him out into the hallway. 
 
   Day two had concluded rather differently than she expected; after being fucked in front of a small audience by the black giant, he had shaved her head. 
 
   Then, the giant had led her – still naked -- to a large room with gym mats on the floor, and had given her lessons in basic grappling, with a particular eye towards techniques for escaping from a larger attacker and slipping away from people who had you pinned. It was self-defense against rape, she’d realized.
 
   Then the girl who had played the nurse – a pneumatic blonde – came out, and she’d wrestled with Tara for a while. Tara had learned a fair bit, she felt, but the larger nurse still pinned her. Two men – the guys who had been playing the part of paramedics on the first day – jacked off while they watched.
 
   Her punishment for losing was to eat the nurse’s pussy. 
 
   She’d never done that with a girl before, but she was so aroused by the wrestling that she supposed she made up in intensity what she lacked in technique. Her tongue worked the nurse’s wet slit until her jaw and neck were sore and her face was covered with the nurse’s juices. 
 
   The nurse had seemed to enjoy it, anyway. 
 
   Afterwards, she’d been given another protein shake, and the final event of the day had occurred. 
 
   “A challenge to you,” said Tara. “These two guys are going to try to fuck you. They are not trained grapplers, just usual dudes. You have more training than they do. The usual rules for wrestling apply. You can tap out and the match will stop, but then they get to fuck you. No hitting, no eye gouging, no pinching or biting. Do you agree or do you want to say mercy?”
 
   The agreement was that mercy would end the contract, and she could go home without her new identity. 
 
   “No, absolutely not,” said Tara. She was a little high from the adrenaline of the wrestling training. 
 
   “And you’ll have a slight advantage,” said Christopher. “You’ll be oiled up.” 
 
   He personally poured baby-oil all over her, and rubbed it all over, coating her thoroughly. 
 
   She was breathing heavily by the time he finished. 
 
   “If you make it to the doorway, you get a boon.”
 
   “A boon?” she asked.
 
   “Yeah, anything you want, within reason. We’ll give you whatever you want, extra food or drink or an alcoholic drink or whatever, anything except an early end to the game or more money. Good luck,” he said, and impulsively, she kissed him on the lips. 
 
   He smiled her, that warm engaging smile. 
 
   The two paramedics – both of whom were now naked, but both of whom wore stocking masks over their faces – circled her on the mat. Both of them had semi-stiff erections. 
 
   One rushed her and tried to grab her around the waist; she dropped out of his grasp and freed herself easily.
 
   The other one grabbed her arm, and she twisted against his fingers and rushed past him. He tried to grab her again, diving and grabbing her leg, but she easily slid out of his grasp again. 
 
   She made it to the door, surprised at how easy it was to get past them, now that she’d had a little training. 
 
   It was a breathless, exhilarating experience, and made her feel powerful. 
 
   “Bravo!” said Christopher. “What boon can I grant you, my lady?” 
 
   She considered. “I want Z and these two paramedic doofuses to line up on the mat and jack off, like three monkeys.”
 
   Christopher laughed at that. 
 
   The three men knelt on the mat and she watched, playing with her own nipples, while the three men dutifully and obediently knelt on the mat and worked their cocks through their fists until they exploded. 
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   Derek entered the warehouse, using the alleyway entrance that the man – the doctor, as it turned out – had told him about. The door had a numeric code panel as a lock, and he entered it using the code the doctor had given him. He was wearing the doctor’s long coat and his hat, though the doctor had told him that the security cameras on the outside were probably not being monitored.
 
   He entered the door and walked up a long flight of steps, his gun drawn. 
 
   Derek’s head was still reeling with what the doctor has told him. A BDSM club that traded false identities for participation in their sick games? He’d never heard of anything so perverse. That his stepdaughter would do something like this just proved that she was a sick, lost soul, who needed to be disciplined. 
 
   And needed to have her sexuality controlled. Carefully controlled. 
 
   Derek went down the hallway, and saw the door on the right that the doctor had told him about. 
 
   Derek didn’t think it very likely the man had lied. He had stopped blubbering and begging for his life and had started evidencing a kind of blank, puppyish enthusiasm, an eagerness to please that was the true mark of the really terrified and broken person. 
 
   After the interrogation, Derek had smashed the man’s face with the collapsible baton, splitting his lips and breaking his nose. Then he’d zip-tied his hands and feet, gagged, and dropped him in the trunk. 
 
   The door wasn’t locked, and Derek stepped in, seeing the blonde woman – dressed in a short slutty nurse’s costume, her huge tits – fake, according to the doctor – sitting at a desk with a computer.
 
   “Got my coffee?” she asked, then looked up and saw Derek, but she didn’t have time to scream. 
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   Tara was on an x-shaped frame, her wrist and ankles strapped into attached leather cuffs, and another one running around her waist. 
 
   Complete naked, her legs spread, she was totally vulnerable. She found that all of her anxiety had vanished; she felt the complete pleasure of utter submission and surrender. 
 
   First, the giant known as Z gave her an oil massage, working every muscle with his huge rough powerful hands. 
 
   It was damn near better than the fucking she’d received from him. The pain and tension worked away completely, replaced by a bone-deep relaxation. She felt as peaceful as a newborn kitten. 
 
   When one of his fingers felt between her legs and stroked the already-wet lips of her vagina, she murmured in thankful pleasure and bucked against it involuntarily, rattling her chains. 
 
   “Be still, girl,” he said in a deep voice. 
 
   He found the tender bud of her clit with no fumbling.
 
   She moaned aloud, her breath coming fast, as another finger danced over one of her erect eager nipples. 
 
   His fingers were moving in delightfully gentle teasing, in tandem, one stroking his clit in the just the barest, lightest, tickling strokes, while the other touched her nipples in the same way, moving from one to the other. Just lightly touching those parts of her body and no other. 
 
   She surprised herself in how quickly she orgasmed; it was almost like falling off. The sensation became almost unbearable, like a tickle-torture, but she suddenly came, panting like a dog. 
 
   Z held the moist finger he’d used on her clit to her lips, and she sucked it eagerly, tasting the salty sweetness.
 
   “You are a like a fine musical instrument, young lady,” he said. “With the right musician, you can indeed produce beautiful music.” 
 
   She was so out of breath that she could barely speak, but she nodded her thanks. 
 
    
 
   Christopher came in, dressed all in black, as usual, his hair combed back neatly in a pony-tail. The few sexy strands in the front had not escaped yet. She’d be waiting for that. 
 
   “Good morning. Are you ready?
 
   “Christopher, do you even have to ask?”
 
   “You’re going to look completely different when I’m finished,” he said, and took the cover off the tattoo equipment. 
 
   She felt a moment of hesitation, but only a moment. She wanted a new life, and a new body would be the first step in it. If she looked half as beautiful as the girl she’d seen in the picture, she’d be happy. “I’m ready for it.” 
 
   “I’m going to pierce your nipple first,” he said, his voice warm.
 
   She arched her back, sticking her breasts out. “I’m ready.” She was holding her breath though. 
 
   He took some fresh needles out of the paper packages, and pulled on some rubber gloves. 
 
   She was aware she was biting her lip. 
 
   “It doesn’t hurt as much as you’d think,” he said. “I have both of mine pierced.”
 
   “Can I see them?” she asked. 
 
   He considered for a moment, and then took off his shirt. His body was nicely defined and ripped, though he had the slimmer body of a dancer rather than a weightlifter. Indeed both his nipples were pierced, and he had a number of tattoos, mainly dragons. 
 
   “Your tattoos are … very similar to the ones I’m going to get,” she said. 
 
   “Yes.” 
 
   “Shade was your … girlfriend?”
 
   He nodded. She could see the sadness in his eyes for a moment, again, and remembered that the real Shade was dead. She was just going to be a replica, a no-doubt inferior copy. 
 
   “Nipple piercings will probably make your nipple more sensitive, and you’ll have to keep it clean. It usually doesn’t hurt much but it will be tender. I’ll give you an instruction booklet before you leave here today.”
 
   She bit her lip and moaned as he bent down and kissed and sucked the nipple until it was nice and hard. 
 
   “Won’t it be more difficult that way?” she murmured, gasping in pleasure.
 
   He kissed her on the lips. “Yes,” he said, with a twinkle in his eye. Then he used gauze pads to apply antiseptic to her right breast, pinched it between his gloved fingers, and prodded it with the metal. 
 
   The sharp metal point against her nipple caused her to gasp. 
 
   “Ready?” he asked, but without waiting for an answer he drove the needle into it.
 
   She hissed in pain. It was no worse than being pinched or bitten, and then the pain flared again as he put the barbell through and attached the end to it. The nipple felt very hot. 
 
   Then he moved to the other one. 
 
   “How was that?” he said. “You like that?”
 
   She nodded, gasping a little, and the other nipple was already hard, tingling pins and needles running all through her body after the sudden burst of pain, but he licked and sucked it anyway. 
 
   Then he wiped it off with antiseptic, pinched it between his practiced fingers, and drove the needle through it. 
 
   She let out a cry of mixed pain and pleasure, and was aware that he was looking down at her with naked lust in his eyes. 
 
   “Ohhhh, that was … not bad,” she said. 
 
   “Of course the only problem is we have to be careful when you play with them, now,” he said. “They might get infected.” 
 
   He was getting the tattoo gun ready now, putting a fresh needle in it, and he swabbed her arm with antiseptic and then put the outline of the tattoo – a stylized black dragon – on her right arm. 
 
   It hurt a lot more than the piercing, the needle biting constantly into her flesh like a horde of wasps. Her whole body flushed with it, and she began to pant. 
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   The nurse was a fighter, Derek found. 
 
   Even when he pointed the gun at her, she tried to run, and when he grabbed her by her bleach-blonde hair and pulled her back, she tried to claw his eyes. 
 
   He hit her in the solar plexus, beneath her huge beach ball tits, with a short left, holding the gun against his body with his right hand so she couldn’t grab it, and she collapsed gagging to the ground. 
 
   He took some plastic zip-ties from his pocket and bound her hands behind her back quickly, and then heaved her up on to the desk, laying her across it so that her ass and legs hung over the side. 
 
   He spanked her ass hard with the flat of one of his big calloused-hands until she screamed herself awake. 
 
   The office had several tables covered with various medical supplies, so he grabbed a roll of gauze bandages and jammed it into her mouth. 
 
   That worked pretty well. 
 
   The door on the other side of the room burst open and two men came into the room, average-looking white dudes, one wearing sweatpants and a t-shirt and looking as if he’d just woken up, and the other wearing a blue paramedic-style uniform. He drew the gun and ordered them to get on their knees, identifying himself as a federal agent. 
 
   He wasn’t too surprised when they rather meekly complied.
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   She hissed in pain as the needle shot fire into her arm. 
 
   “You said I can ask you questions today.” 
 
   “Yeah, go ahead,” he said. 
 
   “How old are you, Christopher?”
 
   “28.”
 
   “Do you … own this place?”
 
   “Yeah, what, the building, or the club?”
 
   “Either.” 
 
   “Well, I own and operate the club,” he said. “The building, is leased. I … you remember I mentioned my brother?”
 
   “The drag queen?” she asked, and he laughed.
 
   “That’s not the polite politically correct term for it, of course. But he liked that expression. He was my older brother and he started the place and … well, he taught me how to operate it.” 
 
   “He taught you about … BDSM, also?”
 
   “Well … first, let me say he was my step-brother, not my real brother. And I grew up around this stuff. My father was … an old school porn director. In the 70s. Back when it was relatively new and chic. He made exploitation movies and porn back when they were made on real film. Mother was an actress in his films. They didn’t try to hide what they did from us. I mean, their intentions were good, they just didn’t want sex to be a … mystery. But free love didn’t work out all that well, all things considering.” 
 
   “Are you parents still alive?”
 
   “Yes, Dad lives up in Alaska. Mom is a therapist and psychiatrist actually, she works with adult film industry performers and strippers and such, she runs a whole clinic. STD testing and specialty counseling and even tax and accounting advice.”
 
   “Wow.” 
 
   “Mom is something special, definitely. I’ll arrange for some sessions with her after … this. Part of your payment. Highly recommend to help you sort through your feelings about … all this. And whatever else has happened to you.”
 
   “She … knows what you do here?”
 
   He nodded. “She doesn’t know all the details, but she knows. And she knows why I do it.” 
 
   She considered what he said, and wanted to ask why, but she felt there were probably some painful depths to the story that she didn’t want to plumb into yet. 
 
   The fiery needles of the tattoo gun began again, and she moaned as more hot flashes ran through her body. 
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   Derek quickly zip-tied the hands of both of the white dudes and put them face down on the floor. He regretted he didn’t have anything to put over their heads, it always made it a bit easier to control people when they couldn’t see. 
 
   “All right,” he said. “How many more people in the building, and where are they?”
 
   “You’re … if you’re a federal agent, where’s your warrant? And your, like, backup?” one of the paramedic guys finally said. 
 
   “Department of Homeland security,” he said, “Patriot Act investigation of possible terrorist-related activities,” he said, and stepped hard on the guy’s ankle, causing him to shriek in pain as it cracked.
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   When the tattoo on her arm was finished and swabbed with antiseptic and covered with a plastic bandage, she was given a drink of water and then turned over and strapped into place lying on her stomach on the x-frame. The dragon and sun tattoos on her back were much larger and more elaborate, and it took a while for Christopher to trace them.
 
   When he began to tattoo her back, however, she gasped not just at the shooting pain but when she felt warm breath touch her pussy. 
 
   Christopher murmured a laugh at her surprised reaction.
 
   It must be Z, she knew, somehow. Strapped into place, on her belly, legs spread, he had unlimited access to her. She writhed as his big hot tongue moved delicately over the lips of her pussy as the tattoo needle danced equally delicately over her back. 
 
   “Now the trick, with all pleasures of the flesh,” said Christopher, “is to maximize the sensation before the inevitable numbness occurs.” 
 
   The hot wet tongue danced maddeningly over her cunt lips, as the hot needle moved across her back, driving tingling sensation into her. 
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   The two paramedics were surprisingly recalcitrant in telling him anything. They kept demanding to speak to lawyers, even after he’d probably broken one’s ankle. 
 
   He scouted into the room they’d come from, and he found the security monitors, and that pretty much told him everything he wanted to know anyway. 
 
   There was a bank of four monitors; a typical rotating security camera setup. He pushed a few switches and the views on them changed.
 
   It didn’t take him long to find the room where a girl with no hair, strapped onto an x-shaped frame. 
 
   His daughter? Jesus Christ, what had they done to her? 
 
   And he saw a guy with a ponytail putting a huge tattoo on her back. 
 
   And there was a very large bald black man kneeling between her legs … from the looks of it slurping away at her pussy. 
 
   Rage shot through Derek. 
 
   How dare these motherfucking scum touch that which was rightfully his. 
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   “Ohhhh,” gasped Tara, “did Shade love to have her pussy eaten?” 
 
   Christopher paused in the tattoo and said, “She did. And her asshole, also.”
 
   And with that, the swirling wet tongue moved from her pussy up to her tightly clenching sphincter.
 
   She cried out, feeling like she’d never felt before. Every part of her felt like it was vibrating with life and sensation and pleasure. 
 
   “What’s your name?” whispered Christopher into her ear. 
 
   “Ohhh, god, my name is … Shade.” 
 
   “A girl with tattoos. A girl with a shaved head.”
 
   “A girl who loves to get her pussy eaten,” she moaned. 
 
   “And a girl who loves a hot tongue on her asshole,” he said. ‘Say it.” 
 
   “Oh, god, I’m a girl who loves a hot tongue on my asshole.” 
 
   “Are you a girl who is free? A girl who has a new life?”
 
   “Yes, I’m a girl … with a new life.” 
 
   “All that … pain is behind you? The family shit you’re running away from?” 
 
   “Ooohhhh,” she moaned as the tongue moved back to her clit, taking her breath away. “All of it is behind me, all of it is gone.” 
 
   “In front of you is your whole life, right?” said Christopher. “You can do anything you want. And be anything you want. You’re not a victim. You’re a survivor of something bad, but you’re not going to let it destroy you or fuck up our life.” 
 
   “Ohhhhh, yes,” she moaned. “I’m a new person with a new life.” 
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   Upstairs in the office, Derek stormed out of the security room and hit both of the paramedic guys in the head with his baton, drawing blood, and then moved to the nurse still draped over the table. He pulled the hem of her nurse’s dress up over her hips and pulled away the white thong there, ripping it away easily. 
 
   “You dirty dirty scum laid your hands, your mouths, your cocks, on my daughter, the girl who belongs to ME,” he raged, smacking the nurse repeatedly on her round muscular ass until it was bright red. 
 
   When he was almost too tired to move his arm anymore, he pulled out his throbbing hard cock and began forcing it into the pulsing brown eye of her asshole. Without so much as spit for lube.
 
   He loved the sounds she made into the gauze gag as he fucked her ass. 
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   She was approaching orgasm. And she knew it would be one of the biggest ones yet. She felt it building deep inside her, not just her cunt, but seeming to come from her extremities, all over her, the electric needle dancing on her back as the black man’s big fingers began sliding in and out her pussy as he continued to gently tongue her asshole. 
 
   “Who are you now?” asked Christopher.
 
   “A new person,” she wept. 
 
   “Which person?” he asked again. 
 
   “Shade,” she said. “I’m Shade.” 
 
   “Shade,” said Christopher. “How do you feel?” 
 
   “Like I’m being born,” she moaned, and felt tears escaping as she began to cum in long deep pulsing waves that shook through her whole body, making her weep.
 
   And then the room exploded. 
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   Derek entered the room and fired a shot into the ceiling. This was not exactly proper room entering procedure, but since he was working solo, and didn’t have a stun grenade, he needed a little shock and awe. 
 
   “FEDERAL AGENT GET YOUR HANDS WHERE I CAN SEE THEM! ON YOUR KNEES ON YOUR KNEES!” he yelled as he trained the gun on the bizarre and ugly scene in front of him. 
 
   He considered just shooting them, but they were both clustered around his daughter and he didn’t want to chance a stray bullet hitting her. 
 
   He had other plans for her. 
 
   The ponytail one backed slowly away from his stepdaughter – the tattoo on her back was gleaming with fresh ink and blood droplets – and the big black one started to stand up and Derek, seeing how large the guy was, continued forward and hit the guy in the head with his elbow and forearm as hard as he could, keeping the gun aimed upward with the other hand. 
 
   The blow sent a shock of pain through Derek’s arm and shoulder – like hitting a tree – but the blow landed cleanly on the giant’s temple and the guy fell over backwards.
 
   The ponytail guy was moving forward again but Derek was already back in firing position, the gun aimed at the guy’s chest. 
 
   “Don’t make me say it again,” Derek barked. “On your knees, ankles crossed, hands on top of your head.” 
 
   Ponytail did it. 
 
   “Hello honey,” said Derek calmly, though his daughter was facedown, head pointed away, he was sure she’d recognize his voice. 
 
   She began shrieking, bursting into hysterical tears.
 
   Good, thought Derek. He smiled at the reaction. “Don’t cry. You’re safe now. I’m here.” 
 
   “Fuck you!” she yelled.
 
   That, he didn’t like. She’d never said that to him before. 
 
   He held the gun one-handed on Ponytail boy and took out his collapsible baton with the other, and shook it out to its full length. 
 
   “I don’t know what these people have done to you,” he said. “They’ve tried to change you into something that … they want you to be, I can see that. But you’re going to come home with me, where it’s safe, and you can be the girl that you were.” 
 
   “Fuck you!” she said again. “I’ll never be that girl again! If you try to stick your cock in my mouth again, I’ll bite it off you son of a bitch!” 
 
   “Ohhh, honey,” he said, laying the cold metal tip of the baton on one of her legs. “Don’t talk like that. Things will be difficult at first, of course, but you’ll come around. After I … deprogram you. After your hair grows back.”
 
   “I know what that room in the basement is for! It’s not just for disasters! You were going to lock me in there and keep me there!” she screamed again. 
 
   Derek caressed her leg with the baton. He wished her could see her face, he’d imagine it was appealingly red and tear-streaked, as he enjoyed. 
 
   “You’ll be safe there,” he said. “It’s for the best. You don’t know your own mind, that’s clear. Look at what they’ve done to you. All your beautiful hair. But it will grow back, of course. And that fucking weird tattoo …”
 
   “I’m not your little bitch anymore! You’ll never control me!” she shrieked. 
 
   “Says the girl who is tied to a frame,” he said. He pressed the metal baton between her legs, just gently at first. “Your punishments will be many, and severe, but you’ll eventually see that I’m just trying to help you.” 
 
   “Fuck you! Fuck you! Fuck you!” she yelled again. “These people are trying to help me!” 
 
   “But you’re still tied to a frame,” he chuckled, and probed the tip of the rod against her anus. 
 
   Then he felt something wrap around his ankle and pull his legs out from under him, and the ground came up to smash him in the face. He looked to see a large black hand clutching his ankle, but before he could get the gun aimed at it – he’d fallen on the baton – the ponytail kid was above him, on him, and a boot was crashing into his face and flashbulbs were going off in his brain and then the boot came down again and everything was black. 
 
   When the black went away, he couldn’t quite figure out where he was … but when he tried to move he realized he was strapped to an x-shaped frame. 
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   Shade was still trembling, but it wasn’t fear now. The fear that had always consumed her, the helplessness, when she heard his footsteps in the hallway outside her room.
 
   No, now it was anger. 
 
   At first he’d begin by reminding her about the pictures he’d found on her phone – some underwear shots and one nude she’d sent to a guy in her school she’d liked. He’d spend a long time asking her how she’d feel if her mother – an alcoholic and pill addict prone to violent anger – saw those pictures. Or her friends at school. Or if they just got posted on the internet for the world to see.
 
   He seemed to love to watch her cry. 
 
   And her underwear. He loved that. “I bought you those panties, I think I deserve to see you in them.” 
 
   The actual blowjob he’d make her give him was always over comparatively quickly. 
 
   It was the fear and the anticipation he seemed to enjoy. 
 
   She could only imagine how fucking … smug he’d feel, with her locked up in the basement.
 
   To use as he pleased. 
 
   How he’d enjoy the anticipation!
 
   It seemed to happen every few years – some woman or women would be discovered who had spent ten, fifteen, twenty years as a captive of some sick bastard. 
 
   But those are only the ones who are discovered. How many live out there days in utter misery and die quietly, with no one ever knowing? 
 
   After Z had released her from the frame and then lifted her stepfather into it, Christopher had gagged Derek with a rubber-ball gag, and after cuffing him, had gotten a roll of duct tape and wrapped his arms and legs again, just to make sure he couldn’t get out. Derek had woken up after a few minutes and didn’t scream or struggle, just watched them all with his cold dark eyes. 
 
   Christopher stood to the side with the gun, watching him with eyes that were nearly as cold.
 
   Shade started to speak, but Christopher said to just be quiet for a while, to let them assess the situation.
 
   Z had gone to check on the others, after assuring Christopher that he wasn’t badly hurt from the blow to his head. He was gone for what seemed like a long time, but Christopher just kept close watch on Derek, gun at the ready. Shade had gone into the bathroom nearby and splashed water on her face. She could feel the tattoos starting to scab, the skin around them stiffening and crusting. 
 
   She couldn’t stop shaking. 
 
   When she returned, Z was talking softly to Christopher. 
 
   “ … banged them all up pretty good. Nurse was … raped. The doc is unaccounted for, nurse said he went out for coffee and then this guy came in. I checked all the security cameras and I didn’t see anybody outside that looked out of place. I think this guy is alone.”
 
   “All right. Anyway. Complete bugout. Go upstairs and start splashing bleach around. Then find this guy’s car. Get the others to my mom’s clinic. She’ll know what to do.” 
 
   Z turned his steady gaze on Derek. “And what about this … waste of oxygen?”
 
   “Well, now, that’s the question, isn’t it?” asked Christopher. Christopher turned to Shade. “Do you want us to kill him?”
 
   She looked at him, and then shook her head. “I don’t want to be a murderer, and I don’t want you to be a murderer because of me. I’ll … go to the police, if necessary. Surely we can get him locked up. He’s assaulted all of you.”
 
   Christopher nodded, thoughtfully. “What about your new life?” asked Christopher. “Police scrutiny is not … exactly what we want, here.” 
 
   “Right,” she said. “I don’t know, Christopher. Are there any other options?”
 
   He took the ball gag out of Derek’s mouth, careful to keep his hands away from his open mouth.
 
   “Well, of course, Z and I know how to disappear.” he said. 
 
   “I’ll find you,” said Derek, calmly. “I found you here, I’ll find you there.” 
 
   Christopher smiled. “Well, funny, I have an idea about that. You have a business. A position in the community. A wife, abusive alcoholic bitch though she is. Friends. But suppose at the next reunion with the boys in Afghanistan … them all received e-mails with pictures of you being fucked in the ass by a large black man?”
 
   Derek’s face went white and his mouth dropped open. 
 
   “What do you think, Shade? Good idea, or not? I guess we could lock him up in the basement here, just like he wanted to lock you up.” 
 
   Shade considered. “No. Fuck him. Literally.” 
 
   Z smiled and went to the cabinet of sex toys and removed a condom. 
 
   Christopher took a knife and began to cut her stepfather’s pants off. 
 
   “I’ll get you for this,” Derek said, calmly, though his breath was coming quickly now. “I’ll find all of you and I’ll get you for this, somehow …” 
 
   Once he had Derek’s pants and underwear off, he stepped back. “Let me just make this clear. You’re connected, clearly. But so are we. And we’ll have people watching you. If you ever seem to be looking for your daughter, or looking for anyone involved in this, or, indeed, abusing anyone else, first, these pictures will go out. After that, a contract will be taken out on your life. Understand?” 
 
   Derek didn’t answer. He was staring at the ceiling, breathing heavily. 
 
   Z pulled his skull mask back on, and pulled off his bikini briefs and pulled the condom onto his gigantic member and stroked it to life; it stirred slowly, like a cobra wakening. 
 
   She was surprised how little she enjoyed the anticipation.
 
    She wanted to get right to the action. To see if her father could understand … violation.
 
   Z lifted her stepfather’s balls and semi-turgid dick and began to drive his cock into his asshole. The position seemed awkward but she supposed the x-brace had been designed to allow access to all orifices as easily as possible. 
 
   Her stepfather didn’t scream at first; his lips were clamped tightly shut and his head was whipping back and forth, and the veins in his neck were standing out just as one was pulsing on his forehead. 
 
   Christopher went to a control panel on the wall and made a few adjustments, looking at the black globes on the ceiling where presumably cameras were located.
 
   “Christopher,” she whispered. “I find I really don’t want to watch this.”
 
   Christopher took her hand and led her from the room. 
 
   When her stepfather finally started to scream, it did, however, sound rather sweet to her ears. 
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   Above, Christopher handed her a suitcase which had already been packed with clothes and an envelope that he said contained all the aspects of her new identity. 
 
   She dressed in a pair of jeans and a tight t-shirt that advertised the old band The Misfits. She’d never listened to them, although she recognized the name. She’d definitely check them out, though.
 
   “You have an apartment here paid for a couple more months, before you go off to college, but under the circumstances, maybe this would be a good time to go … backpacking around Europe or something.” Said Christopher. 
 
   “I’ve always wanted to go to South America,” she said. “I saw a documentary about Macchu Picchu when I was a kid …” That sentence trailed away as she realized that her childhood had ended forever down in that room today. But then, really, it had ended the first time her stepfather came into her room and unzipped his pants, actually. 
 
   But now … freedom. Complete freedom, and it thrilled her and scared her a little. 
 
   “That’s a great idea. Great place, Peru.” Christopher finally looked like the events were catching up with him; he got them both bottles of water but his hands were shaking.
 
   “And you? Are you going on a little holiday, also?” asked Shade. 
 
   “Yeah, well, as soon as I square away a few things. As I said, I’m … always ready to disappear.”
 
   “Even from you mom?” 
 
   He smiled. “Don’t worry about that.” 
 
   “Can I ask where you’re going to disappear to?”
 
   He looked at her. Their eyes lingered. 
 
   “Maybe you’d like to disappear together?” she asked. 
 
   He smiled, and reached over and took her hand. “We have to finish the tattoos, after all.” 
 
    
 
   The End … and a new beginning?
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Thanks for reading! If you enjoyed the story, don’t forget to leave a review or a link or at least rate it or share it with a friend. It really helps a new author get established! 
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   If you liked that story, you might also like:
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   Jana’s Journey: A Novel of Dark Erotica
 
   Jana is blonde and beautiful, and has just turned 18. She's always been careful to avoid temptation though, so she's still a virgin. The other kids in school think that she's a tease. But she knows that she's a good girl.
 
   But everything changes one day after school in the Principal's office, when Jana finds herself forced into a world of dominance and submission, of blackmail and lust, of discipline and bondage and punishment; a world that involves not just Jana and the Principal, but his entire family and a mysterious wealthy former soldier with his own agenda.
 
   Jana's journey will take her to places which alternately thrill and horrify her, as she is forced to confront the strongest and worst urges of herself and others, and forced to find the boundaries that should never be crossed - and then cross them.
 
   But Jana proves to be more difficult to control than anyone, including Jana herself, realizes ...
 
   Will Jana's Journey end in freedom and awakening, or in complete submission and sexual slavery?
 
   This 45,000 word novel of BDSM and dark erotica is based on the collected Jana’s Journey stories, published as a serial on Amazon. It contains the full text of the stories plus extra material and an added epilogue. 
 
   WARNING! CONTAINS GRAPHIC DESCRIPTIONS OF ABUSE AND DUBIOUS CONSENT, AS WELL AS DOCTOR PLAY AND ENEMAS, GROUP SEX, SEX IN PUBLIC, AND MALE DUBCON PEGGING.
 
   Buy Jana’s Journey here on Amazon
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



BOUND BY THE BURGLAR
 
    [image: buglar] 
 
   Get it HERE on Amazon!
 
    
 
    "Natasha Stevens is a master of dark erotica!" -- Dahlia Morgan, author of THE NIGHT KITTEN series
 
   Elena is an underwear model and trophy wife with a dark past.
 
   Joshua is a former NAVY Seal with a dark present; he is now a burglar and thief who robs the homes of the wealthy.
 
   One night he breaks in, ties her to the bed and ravishes her - and she gives her full consent, in order to protect her most important possessions. And that is only the beginning of a cat and mouse game of lust and blackmail that will unite the thrill-loving couple in an attempt to steal a million dollars in gold and jewelry from Elena's ex-husband.
 
   But Elena's ex-husband has some terrifying and dangerous friends, with tastes just as kinky but far more depraved and deadly than theirs ...
 
   This the latest shocking, sexy, and scary dark erotic romance from Natasha Stevens, author of JANA'S JOURNEY and I OWN YOU. Warning! GRAPHIC CONTENT. Contains graphic scenes of sex and bondage under conditions of dubious consent, as well as scenes of enema punishment.
 
    This collects the BOUND BY THE BURGLAR stories, Part 1 through 5, currently published in serial form on Amazon. Get it HERE on Amazon!
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



Or something perhaps even darker … 
 
   I OWN YOU: THE COMPLETE NOVEL
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   He picks the lock and quietly enters the dark house.
 
   She awakens to find a man in her bedroom, touching her.
 
   But he is not a stranger. Not quite. He is the brother of her former boyfriend. The former boyfriend who tried to kill himself, because of her.
 
   The man in her bedroom wants to get even ... and he wants her.
 
   This novel collects the six parts of the shocking new dark erotica serial by Natasha Stevens, best-selling author of JANA'S JOURNEY. Once again she will take you to places very dark ... and very hot.
 
   WARNING: THIS STORY CONTAINS GRAPHIC MATERIAL SOME MAY FIND OBJECTIONABLE. IT IS NOT INTENDED TO BE READ BY THOSE UNDER 18.
 
   Buy I OWN YOU: THE COMPLETE NOVEL here on Amazon
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



Or something a bit lighter but no less taboo … 
 
   STEPDAD, TEACH ME ABOUT SEX
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   18-year-old Victoria has a problem. Her stepfather won't have sex with her, no matter how many times she parades around the house in her bra and panties or rubs up against him. He won't have sex with her, but he has a lot of other ideas … 
 
   This collection follows the inappropriate but scorching hot relationship between Victoria and her stepfather, in three stories:
 
   STEPFATHER, TEACH ME HOW TO MASTURBATE -- Seeing her frustration, her stepfather suggests she masturbate. But she wants him to show her how to do it right, and he fully agrees!
 
   STEPFATHER, CAN I WATCH YOU HAVE SEX WITH THE BABYSITTER -- When Victoria sees her stepfather having sex with the hot Russian babysitter, she's not surprised -- but she is very aroused! And fortunately Stepfather allows her to watch and to learn ...
 
   STEPFATHER, TEACH ME HOW TO HAVE SEX WITH A GIRL -- Victoria wants to learn how to make love with a girl, and the hot Russian babysitter agrees, and father will watch to make sure they are doing everything exactly right.
 
   WARNING! This 12,000-word story collection contains graphic descriptions of sexual acts, including masturbation, oral and digital sex, voyeurism, dirty talk, and FF sex. It is intended to be read only by adults.
 
   Buy it HERE on Amazon
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   Natasha Stevens is a bold an uncompromising new voice in dark and taboo erotica. Her Catholic School upbringing regrettably did not stop her from becoming a wanton slut, but she now tries to channel those energies into her erotic writing. 
 
   She tries to leave out the boring parts that most people skip, and establish character and story through dialogue and action. Most of her stories involve older men and younger women, dubious consent and the dynamics of sexual power exchange. Though some of her works can be fairly dark and disturbing, she likes to think the good guys always win.
 
   Find more works by the author here at Natasha Stevens’ Amazon author page
 
   Visit the author’s website at http://natashastevenserotica.blogspot.com
 
   


 
   
  
 



This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons, places, or events is purely coincidental.
 
   All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. 
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