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  Trapped and Alone Ch. 01


   


   


  This story is a collaborative effort between Rebeccasm and Sadkins116. Rebeccasm created the concept, the story line and added the art, Sadkins116 filled in in the blanks. We expect that this story will encompass several chapters and the first couple sets everything up. So if you are looking for a lot of sex at the start you will be disappointed. However if any of you have followed our stories I'm sure we will entertain you as we progress. The following story depicts slavery, non-consensual sex, humiliation and other depravities. So if you proceed you have been advised.


  With all that said we would like to let everyone know we took advice from new editor Mama K. She was very helpful editing this story.


  Nathalie Wilson was sitting in the car waiting for Jamal. She was an undercover vice cop, the youngest vice cop ever, regardless of man or woman. She was working on a potential major drug drop, as the bait. She looked down at her dress, a red and black halter dress that barely covered her breasts, complete with a large cutout exposing her tight flat stomach, and the skirt ending only a couple of inches below her crotch. The red high heels went perfectly with the outfit. Nathalie's blond wavy hair was down to her shoulders, and her blue eyes were unnervingly piercing. She had been working on this assignment for over 6 months. She knew Jamal would be nervous, and therefore unpredictable, but she also knew he was a key player whom had to be brought down.


  It was just over four years ago she started on the force, and was about to make what would hopefully be the largest drug bust in the state. She thought back to that first day. She was so excited walking into the precinct, her uniform tailored and pressed. She was so full of enthusiasm.


  Nathalie had turned her life around. She had dumped her ex, and started at the academy. She felt so free to be away, and most importantly, to no longer be a victim. He was such a controlling son of a bitch. Her boyfriend Justin, didn't approve of her applying for the patrolman position. His opinion was she should stay at home, look after him, hell to essentially serve him. He went as far locking her in his basement, trying to brainwash her, when she had made her plans known. He kept her under his complete control for almost 6 months. It was only when he was called away on an assignment for 2 months that she was finally able to break away. It was the hardest thing she had ever done. He had conditioned her to be so dependent on him, she could hardly make a decision on her own. By the end of the second month she found the strength to move out, and break off any contact. He pursued her for a while, but a restraining order put a stop to that. Now she was her own woman, determined to never be dependent on anyone ever again.


  Nathalie snapped out of her daydream when a car pulled into the deserted parking lot, and turned off its headlights.


  She tensed up, and whispered into her wire, "Here we go boys, they've arrived."


  She opened her door and stepped out of the car. The other car slowly approached, stopping about 20 yards in front of her. A lone black man climbed out, and walked over to meet her.
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  It was Jamal. He was nervous about this buy. Susan was too new to be buying this kind of weight, but the boss ordered him to do it. So here he was. His trunk filled with coke.


  He walked up to her and he told her, "Turn around, I gotta search you."


  "What? You're not touching me Jamal. Where could I possibly be hiding something?" Injecting a tone of annoyance and indignation into her voice.


  "I don't care bitch, I said turn around. Lean against the car." Jamal demanded.


  Nathalie did as she was told, praying that the pin hole camera wouldn't be found. Jamal ran his hand down her body, he fondled her breasts, and leisurely took his time feeling up between her legs. Too busy copping a feel and enjoying himself, he missed the camera discreetly hidden between her breasts.


  "Okay bitch, let's get this over. You got the money?" Jamal asked, a self-satisfied on his lips from touching up her magnificent body.


  "Yes I do. I just need the account number to transfer the funds." Nathalie responded.


  Jamal handed her a piece of paper. She looked at it and asked, "Where is the product?"


  "I have a sample in the car. Twenty keys. The rest is parked in a truck down the street."


  "I need to see it, all of it." She asserted.


  "Hey, my orders are that you need to transfer the funds. Then you get the product." Jamal explained, like a good little solider.


  Nathalie now knew that Jamal wasn't the man she wanted, she wanted his boss. Before she could put a new plan into action, a noise was heard off to the side. Jamal jumped, and caught a glimpse of someone in the shadows. It clicked that this was a setup, he lunged at Nathalie.


  Nathalie heard the noise too, and knew the gig was up. When he lunged at her she was ready, raising her left arm she brought her elbow down, catching Jamal tight between the eyes. He crumpled like a cheap tent, landing at her feet. The bust went quick and quiet. They collected the drugs from Jamal's trunk, and located the truck with the rest of the load. With only Jamal there, and no other witnesses, it was decided to keep this quiet in the hopes that they could protect her false identity.
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  Busts of this size were not kept a secret for long. By the next day it was front page news. It was picked up on the wire services, and soon was broadcasted around the world.


  Ivan found out with his breakfast the next morning. He hit the proverbial ceiling. Clearing off the table with a swipe of his arm in a fit of rage. The bust cost him near on ten million dollars. Someone had to pay, and as always, he knew who to contact. Ivan had lost his appetite. He needed to calm down. Losing ten million dollars tended to piss you off. Luckily, he knew the perfect release.


  "SLAVE, GET IN HERE." He screeched.


  The slut slave kneeling in the next room, scampered into the dining room when she heard his scream. Just the sound of his voice scared her. It was always tough on her when her Master was angry. As she crawled towards her Master, she could feel his anger. When she was a couple of feet in front of him, she stopped, lowering her head to the floor, ass in the air, arms outstretched in what was position 3. She waited for the next command.


  Ivan watched his slave crawl towards him. He was already pulling his belt out of his pants. When she stopped assumed the required position, he reared, swinging the belt down, lashing her upturned ass. Almost immediately, a long red welt formed, running down her left hip to her knee. It was followed by lash after lash till the slave's ass was covered with welts, and she was crying hysterically.
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  Stopping to catch his breath, he looked down at his handy work. His anger ebbing with the exertion, but his arousal mounting. Punishing a slave always excited him. He reached down, grabbing a handful of her long brown hair, and pulled her up to his groin. He didn't need to say a word. The slut slave hastily opened his trousers, and pulled out his cock. Without hesitation, she swallowed it whole not stopping till she reached the base of his massive cock.
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  For the next 15 minutes he fucked her face. Saliva poured out of her mouth and down her naked chest. Her face and chest were almost as red as her ass from the exertion. Ivan stood enjoying his slave servicing his cock till he felt his orgasm build deep inside him. As his cock swelled, he grabbed her ears, roughly pulling her face tight to his stomach and exploded, sending his seed directly down her throat. He held her there till his orgasm subsided. Spent, he released her. The slave was gasping for air and collapsed to the floor.


  "Back to your post slut till I need you again." Ivan ordered, nudging her away with his foot.


  The slut slave simply nodded, and crawled out of the room to her pad outside the door. She would remain there till he called for her services again.
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  Ivan had effectively diminished his anger. His head now clear, he wanted revenge. He walked out of the dining room, into his office. Sitting down at his desk, he picked up the phone and purposely punched a number into the number pad.


  ***


  Nathalie was a bit of a celebrity back at the precinct for the bust, but she knew that her opportunity was lost. She would never be able to get this close again. As she was finishing the paperwork and filing her reports, the captain walked up to her.


  "Hey Captain what's up?" She asked.


  "Good job last night Nathalie, you took a lot of drugs off the street. However, we're concerned that your cover is blown. We think you should go back to patrol for a couple of weeks. Just till things calm down. We are keeping your name off the reports and any connection you might have had with the busts, but Ivan Samanski is not someone you want pissed at you."


  "What, patrol, no don't do that. Bring on Ivan, and I'll bring him down too. Don't do this to me just because I'm a woman. I can take care of myself." Nathalie defended.


  "This has nothing to do with you being a woman Nathalie, it's for your own safety. I need you to calm down, it's just for a few weeks. You'll be back with vice when things cool down. Besides I need some additional feet on the street as a lot of junkies are going to be hurting soon." The captain justified.


  Nathalie slumped down in her chair and groused, "I'd bet if I was a man they wouldn't send me back to patrol."


  The next couple of weeks went slowly, Nathalie hated being on patrol. Things took a turn on a Wednesday, when a young man approached her at her desk.
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  Nathalie didn't even see him till he spoke.


  "Nathalie Wilson?" he asked.


  "Yeah, what can I do for you?" She replied.


  "I'm John Andrews from the FDEA. I'd like to talk to you." He told her, she noted the confidence in how he spoke to her and carried himself.


  "The FDEA? You're a fed? What do you want with me?" She answered, unable to keep the note of surprise out of her voice.


  "We've been watching you. Your last bust really stirred the pot, so to speak. We would like to have a sit down, and discuss a few things. Are you free for lunch?"


  Nathalie wasn't sure what this was all about, but if it freed her from patrol duties she was all for it.


  "Sure why not? My shift is ending. I need to change out of this uniform, and we can go."


  Ten minutes later she walked out of the locker room. The two walked down the stairs. Nathalie informed the sergeant she was signed out, and they headed out to a little deli down the street.
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  Once there Nathalie was the first to speak, "Okay what is it, you want? What does the FDEA want with a vice cop from Cleveland?'


  "Well, your bust really pissed off Ivan Samaski. You know who he is right?" John questioned her, Nathalie nodded confirmation. "Well, since then he has been focused on revenge. You know, classic drug lord behavior. So much so that he's getting careless. We think he's about to come back to the country. We want to be ready for him. The problem is we can't seem to get anyone on his private island. We know he's about to have a major meeting with his regional guys in the next week or so. We also know that for these get togethers he usually brings in several high class women to, well service his guests. We recently busted the madam that supplies these women."


  "So you want me to be a whore, and find out what exactly?" She interrupted.


  "Well you see Ivan has particular tastes. He likes strong beautiful, blond women. The kind with a mind of their own. A challenge so to speak. We've read your undercover work records, and we think you could fill that role."


  "When would this go down?" She queried, her interest peeked.


  "Our intel tells us the meeting should be in 4 days, but we would need you now. We would need to get you to the madam's place as soon as possible." John explained.


  "I need to think about it. Can I have till tonight?" Nathalie asked, she knew she was going to take the job, but she didn't want to come across as too eager or impulsive.


  "Yes, but no longer. It's already cleared it with your superiors if you decide to help."


  "Okay. How about we meet around 8?" Nathalie replied, hoping she didn't sound as excited as she felt.


  "Great I'll stop by your apartment." John told her.


  "Do you need the address?" She asked.


  "No we already know where you live." John advised. Nathalie mentally chided herself, of course they did. They were the freaking FDEA.


  ***


  The rest of the day flew by for Nathalie. The offer was dominating her mind. Why her? Didn't they already have someone in the agency? This could be her big break. Over and over these thoughts cycled through her head. When 8 o'clock arrived her bell rang. Nathalie jumped up at the sound, answering the door.
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  "Hello Nathalie, have you made a decision?" John enquired.


  "You don't beat around the bush do you?" Nathalie counter "I think so, but I have a couple of questions first."


  "Naturally." John smiled in a reassuring manner.


  "Well, firstly why me? Surely you have women in your agency that fit the mold equally as well, if not better than me? And, secondly, what kind of protection would I have once I'm on the island?"


  "Both are good questions. To answer why you: we think we have a mole in the agency. We don't know who it is so that's why we're going outside the department. Only myself, and two others will know you're undercover. As for your second question, not much to be honest. Once you land you will be alone. Your only way to communicate will be via a cook who works there. But we've watched you, and know that you have the smarts, are tough, and can handle yourself. If anything goes wrong, we're prepared to invade the island and bring you back."


  Nathalie was apprehensive at what John told her, but the thought of bringing down the largest drug kingpin in the world was intoxicating.


  She thought for a moment, "Okay I'll do it."


  Two hours later Natalie and John were on their way. She didn't need much, just a few personal items. She had changed from her slacks, into her favorite dress. Nathalie also packed a casual outfit of shorts, and a blouse. She wasn't sure what to expect. Just before she walked out the door she called the captain. John could only hear her side of the conversation.


  "Hey Cappy it's Nathalie."


  "Yes, I'm taking it. We're leaving now."


  "Yes, I'm sure."


  "No, they promised me backup, I'll be careful. No, I'm sure. I'm going to do it."


  "Thanks Cappy, I'll call you when I can. Bye."
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  They walked to John's car and drove to a safe house. It took almost an hour to get there. John took mostly side streets to make sure they weren't followed. Nathalie wondered 'why all the cloak and dagger. They were nowhere near any trouble and if no one knew....


  When they arrived, John introduced her to Rosemary. She apparently was the house mother. She kind of reminded Nathalie of her own mother. She quickly made Nathalie feel at home, telling her to make herself comfortable. They would sit down and hash out the plan in 30 minutes.


  Nathalie stood in her room, wondering what she had got herself into. She could very easily be killed, or even worse be kept captive. She would rather be killed than lose her freedom. Her ex made her keenly aware of being a prisoner. She slipped off her dress, and changed into her shorts and blouse before heading downstairs for the meeting.


  John was sitting at the large conference table in the dining room. Rosemary was sitting to his right at the end of the table. When Nathalie walked in the two were huddled together, whispering. They stopped as soon as she entered. There was an awkward silence before Rosemary spoke up.


  "My my, don't you look comfortable? Please have a seat dear."
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  Nathalie knew something was wrong from the outset.


  "Okay guys what's up? What happened?" She asked directly.


  John leaned back in his chair and smiled, "Well your entry to the island is gone. The madam was stabbed in a mugging."


  Nathalie frowned, "And why are you smiling? How am I to get there now?"


  "We have another way. It's not a clean as going as one of the whores, but we feel it's the best option." He started to explain.


  Nathalie just sat there, staring at him. She had a feeling that this wasn't going to be good.


  "We have a team of men that can get you on the island. All you have to do is blend in with the other women. Then try to get close to Ivan." John was trying to put the best spin on a bad situation.


  "So let me get this straight, you want me to dress up as a commando, do some sort of beach landing, find my way through the brush to this major kingpin, change clothes and blend in with some high class hookers?" She ascertained skeptically.


  "Well now that you put it that way it might not be the optimum solution, but it's all we have. We might not get another opportunity to nail him. Some risks must be taken." John reasoned, hoping she wouldn't back out now.


  "I see. How long before we leave?" Nathalie asked, sounding far more confident and in control than she felt.


  "Actually we need to leave now if we're to meet the team and get to the meeting point in time." He answered. Nathalie sighed she had a bad feeling about this. She wasn't sure she trusted John.


  John stood and said, "We got to go now, it's now never. Are you in?"


  She sat there for a few moments before she stood, looked him square in the eyes and nodded. He turned, and walked out the door with Nathalie following.


  When they got to the car Nathalie stopped him. "Just what kind of fool do you take me for? Do you really think this will work?"


  "Actually this might be better than the other way. This way you'll have weapons, radio, and survival gear if you need it. The other way you had nothing. I've seen your transcripts from the academy. You were at the top of your class in all areas. Hand to hand, endurance, survival training, everything, you can take care of yourself. If anyone can do this, you can. So let's stop all the bullshit and get going. You know you're going to do it."
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  Nathalie smiled and got in the car. Her body was already trembling, but not in fear. She was so excited she thought she might orgasm just thinking about it.


   


   


  Trapped and Alone Ch. 02


   


   


  This story is a collaborative effort between Rebeccacm and Sadkins116. Rebeccacm created the concept, the story line and added the art, Sadkins116 filled in in the blanks. We expect that this story will encompass several chapters and the first couple sets everything up. I would suggest you start at the beginning. However it should be entertaining none the less.


  The following story depicts slavery, non-consensual sex, humiliation and other depravities. So if you proceed you have been advised.


  With all that said we would like to let everyone know we took advice from new editor Mama K. She was very helpful editing this story.


  The drive to the small airport was only about 30 minutes. Nathalie mentally chastised herself her for rushed pack job, she needed so much more than a measly black dress, shorts, and a blouse.


  "Can we go back past my place?" She asked hopefully "I'm going to need some things."


  "No time," John answered briskly, "Everything you need will be provided."


  They drove the rest of the way in silence. Nathalie feeling moodily shafted, given the huge favor she was doing for them.


  They pulled in next to a Lear jet on the tarmac, its engines whirring as they warmed up. The embarked the plane, and 15 minutes later they were in the air. John was on his cell. He was tersely debating something, eventually shaking his head, and ending the call. He looked at Nathalie, a shit eating grin pasted to his face. Nathalie stomach sunk, whatever he was about to tell her, she knew she didn't want to hear it.


  Taking the initiative she blurted out, "What happened?"


  "Well... a slight change of plans. You aren't going alone. The agency chief decided that a commando will be going with you to the island. You will be the one infiltrating Ivan's complex. The commando will have your back, sheltered in the nearby the woods. If something goes down, he will notify us, and we will invade the island."


  "Okay, but doesn't Ivan have security all over the island?" Nathalie queried carry a circumspective tone to her voice.


  "Yes, but your partner will be able to disable it for short periods of time. Enough time for you two to get in place without being seen." John assured her.


  "I'm not sure if this is the best way to go. If I get caught by security I can say I got lost, if I am a lone female. If they catch both of us, we're screwed." She countered.


  "Well the decision has been made. He is going with you." John enjoined.


  "Who the hell is he?" Sarah ask curtly, "And more importantly; is he any good?"


  "I'm not sure who they're sending, but he will meet you on the skiff on the way to the island." John answered.


  "Motherfucker" Nathalie muttered under her breathe. This was less than ideal. Less than ideal was an understatement she corrected herself inwardly.


  The remaining flight was quiet, Nathalie pissed off, and John apparently lost in their own thoughts. If he was competent enough to have any, Nathalie thought to herself.


  Three hours henc they landed at on a rarely used tarmac strip, somewhere south of Miami. Stepping off the plane they were met by some officials and rushed into a building, into a darken room. Nathalie was separated from John, briefly wondered if she would seem him again. She was handed a set of fatigues, along with assigned equipment she would require. She wondered, not for the first time, how she was expected to infiltrate Ivan's house. Especially now, dressed like commando Barbie. Being a good vice cop, and knowing the pecking order, she knew she was in no position to ask. She would just to wait.


  Nathalie waited for about an hour before John walked into the room. She was surprised at her mild relief to see him again. Not that she trusted him, but a familiar face nonetheless.


  "Okay Nathalie, here is where we part company. You're going to board a helicopter. This will meet up with a boat that will ferry you to the rendezvous point. You will land nearby, just off the island. Tonight there is a new moon, as such it will be pitch black outside. That should give you enough cover to get on the island. Good luck." John instructed, then he her a hugged her, which Nathalie couldn't shake off as being unprofessional. Her mind reeled. Did he think he was sending her on a death mission?


  Nathalie was trembling slightly, her mind and body ambivalent, out of sync. Her mind churning like crazy; everything that could go wrong; what might happen. Her body however, was strangely turned on. Adrenaline was pumping through her veins. Her heart beating erratically. Her breath coming in short, shallow, bursts. She couldn't believe it, but she found herself aroused. So much so her military issued panties were soaked with her juices. She had that familiar twinge of yearning, it was almost painful, deep down in her stomach. The one she only felt when she was scared or excited. This felt like it was from both.
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  The journey went smoothly; it was almost tedious in its uneventfulness. By the time it was midnight, they had arrived at the rendezvous point. Nathalie climbed into the skiff. At the helm was a large man also in fatigues. His face painted, wearing a hat that covered part of his face and adorning night vision goggles. He didn't say a word as they propelled off.


  "My name is Nathalie, what's yours?" She introduced herself keenly.


  The commando only grunted, steering the skiff to the invisible island supposedly in front of them. She couldn't quite place it but there was something familiar about the commando in front of her. She pushed the thought away. As a beautiful woman, she wasn't used to men taking little to no notice of her. She tried to push this vain thought away too. Sitting quietly, as she assumed she was supposed to, she waited to arrive at the island.
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  After some time they landed quietly landed on a small beach. They both jumped out, pulling the small boat behind some brush. While he covered the boat, Nathalie covered the track marks in the sand. She vainly hoped the commando would take notice and think something of her "worldly' abilities.


  Finally, she couldn't take it anymore and grabbed his arm.


  "Hey what do I call you?" She demanded "Also, how do we communicate later?"


  The commando turned, looking down at her. He smiled as he took off his hat and goggles. He lit a cigarette, and she saw his face.
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  Nathalie almost collapsed when the lighter lit up his face. The commando assigned to her was none other than her ex-boyfriend, the same sick son of a bitch that almost broke her, and made her his slave.


  "Oh my god Justin!" Nathalie choked, her voice and face filled with panic, "W-what the fuck are you doing here?"


  "Hello Nathalie I'm happy to see you too." He grinned his devilish grin, voice cocky with knowing he had the upper hand on her. "I'm here to protect your ass, and when we are done we're going to have a very long talk."


  Nathalie's entire body was trembling again. Only this time her mind and body were in concordance. She was terrified. Not of Ivan, but of Justin. She suddenly felt very alone. The special, acute kind of alone that you only get when you are in the vicinity of someone you love, or used to love. Nathalie knew she pissed him off when she broke off their relationship, and escaped from his house. She also knew that the T.R.O. had caused him problems at work, but she didn't know what he did. Now she was about to go against a major drug kingpin with her support being a lunatic that tried to make her his personal slave. All he had to do was expose her, and leave the island. She would be at the mercy of a ruthless criminal.


  "Justin, please ..." She started to beg. Old habits die hard.


  "Shut up slut. If you want to get out of this you will do exactly what I tell you." He spat at her. He turned, grabbing a couple of bags out of the skiff. He headed out into the brush with Nathalie following closely behind. He was wearing the night vision goggles. Nathalie was in total darkness, totally lost.


  Justin smiled vindictively to himself as Nathalie struggled to keep up with him. She tripped over rocks, and for his own sadistic pleasure he released branches that would snap back, hitting her in the face by surprise. She quickly learned that she needed to stay right on his trail, stepping exactly where he did in order to not trip, and minimize getting whipped with branches. The darkness was all encompassing and total. She could not see her hand in front of her face. If she could she would be able to see a path just ten yards to her right. Justin turned quickly, she walked straight into a tree causing her to down.


  "Justin wait, I fell down. Where are you?" She called out in the calmest voice she could muster. She didn't want this jerk to know he was getting to her.
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  "What did you say slut" He cruel voice came out of the darkness at her.


  "Please sir! please wait, I fell down sir! I Don't know where you are." She said subserviently, before she realized it.


  'Oh God he's in my head already. Oh fuck what do I do?' she asked herself afraid of the answer.


  "That's a better way to address your master slut, and don't you forget it." He chuckled, "Now what seems to be your pathetic problem?" Justin smiled enjoying her misery.


  "Please sir, I can't see, you need to go slower so I can keep up. I need to touch you to follow you." Nathalie answered contritely.


  Justin was waiting for this opportunity. He reached down, grabbing her wrist and pulled her to her feet. Still holding her wrist, he brought up his other hand and slapped a cuff on it.
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  Before she could react he pulled the other cuff and attached it to his belt, just above his ass. She obviously couldn't see it coming, and he almost laughed when he saw her expression of shock as she felt the cuff. When he attached her to his belt the effect was evident in her face. The look was priceless, it had everything, surprise, shock, anger, fear, and finally resignation.


  "Now follow along like a good little slut and you won't get lost now." He jeered.


  Nathalie was in bewilderment. Her worst nightmare was happening in real life. She was out of the country, on a private island belonging to a drug kingpin, in total darkness, hopelessly lost. And now her ex-psychopathic-boyfriend had her clasped to his belt. She had no choice but to obey.


  When the cuff clicked on his belt all her feelings from before came rushing back. Her mind was slipping into a submissive sub-space. She staggered after Sir and lilted softly, "Thank you Sir."
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  They trekked for a while, Nathalie lost all concept of time. Total darkness will do that to a person. After what felt like eternity they made it to a clearing. Justin sat himself down on the edge. Nathalie sat next to him waiting for instructions.


  Justin didn't say a word but looked her up and down. She was unaware as it was so dark, but she felt an eeriness that he was up to something. He studied her face, smirking. He knew she had no idea what to expect. They sat there on the edge of the clearing until daybreak was upon them. Nathalie was glad for her vision, noticing a small stucco building about 200 yards from their hiding spot. She strained to get a better look.


  when Justin finally spoke, "Okay slut, it's party time. I want you go check out that building and let me know if there is anyone there. Wave when... or rather IF the coast is clear."


  Justin's voice sent chills down her spine. Her body was reacting just like when she was a slave in his house. Sense memory she reasoned with herself. She simply nodded, stood, and looked over the clearing to see the best way to approach the small building.
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  Ivan was sitting in his office. He was in a robe. His staff notified him that his guests were approaching. He was watching when they landed via his night vision cameras located all along the small beach. He watched as the big commando was practically dragging a woman in fatigues through the woods. He was laughing as he could see the path just a few feet away. It wouldn't be long now till he had his revenge.


  Sitting back from his desk and yelled, "SLAVE, GET IN HERE!"


  Slut slave scurried on her knees into the spacious office, stopping at the required distance, in the correct position. She had done this hundreds of times since she had arrived on this cursed island. This was her life, her future, she was a slave now, and she was to please her Master.


  "Get over here and suck my cock slut." He ordered.
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  She scampered over, opened his robe, licking her way up his leg. She lightly scrapped her nails over his skin. She knew he loved this. Any was she could make him happy the easier it was on her. As she approached his growing cock she stuck out her tongue, just touched the end his unit.


  Not in the mood for teasing, Ivan grabbed her head, shoving his cock deep into her mouth. He pulled it out a bit, then shoved again, pushing his cock down her throat. Slave was used to this, she had taken much bigger cocks than her current Master's, but it was her Master's cock she craved. Her life now revolved around her Master.


  Ivan was in control, using her head to fuck his cock, rapidly stroking moving in and out. She was nothing more than a vessel. A slave to be used. His eyes closed as his arousal was building to a massive release. He wasn't using his slave, in his mind he was reaping his revenge. Just a few seconds later he groaned, blasting his morning load down her throat.


  [image: https://web.archive.org/web/20230201075409im_/https:/www.literotica.com/images/illustratedstories/2016/2016_09/rebeccasm_trapped-and-alone-ch-02_09.jpg]


  Done with her, he pushed her to the floor, pointed to the door. He sat at his desk letting the orgasm run its course, his naked body still panting, covered in sweat.


  It was about 5 minutes before he opened his eyes and looked at the monitors. He located his prey and watched as the woman commando was approaching the stucco shed. He watched to see if his plan would work. He loved surprises and this one was going to be huge.


  Nathalie didn't think to disobey. She surveyed the clearing, trying to figure out how to approach it without being seen. There really wasn't, the shed was on the far side of the clearing. The grass was only a foot tall. It was too far to crawl, so she would have to cover the distance as fast as possible. She looked over at Sir and nodded. Nathalie sprinted for about 180 of the 200 yards, then dropped into the grass. She was panting hard, it was a long sprint. Not wanting to be caught this close to the shed she looked to see if she noticed any movement. Nothing, as far as she could tell. She jumped up ran the last few yards. She plastered her body against the wall. The door was on the other side of the building facing the woods. She slipped around the building, listening for any noise. It was deathly quiet. She slowly stalked towards the door.
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  Just before she reached the door, a twig snapped behind her. Nathalie froze not daring to moving a muscle, praying it was an animal.


  "FREEZE, DON'T MOVE!" Nathalie heard a woman's voice.
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  Nathalie felt the cold barrel of a gun pressed against her neck. She slowly raised her hands, awaiting instructions.


  "Who are you, and what are you doing here?" The woman's voice demanded "This is a restricted area. You are not allowed to be here."


  "I'm lost, I got separated from my party and ended up here." Nathalie answered hoping it would work.


  The woman backed up a bit, looking away for a second. Nathalie took her opportunity, pivoting around she caught the woman by surprise with a Kick to the forearm, sending the gun flying.
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  Taking advantage of her confusion, she went for the gun and secured it. Nathalie was in control now. She shoved the other woman against the wall, and frisking her thoroughly. Finding nothing, she figured it would have been hard to hide something under her skin-tight outfit.
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  "Who are you and what do you do here?" Nathalie ordered the best 'don't-fuck-with-me' tone she could muster.


  "I am Monique, Nique for short. I'm assigned to keep anyone out. This is my post." Nique replied, sounding almost bored.


  "Where is the main house?" Nathalie demanded.


  "It's about a mile down that road." Nique answered pointing out a dirt road.


  "When does your relief due?" Nathalie continued to interrogate.


  "I just started my shift. Look I'm here mostly for eye candy. I'm not here to get killed. There's something big going down. I'm pretty sure I was sent out here to be kept out of the way. I'm to return to the main house at 19:00 hours. I'll let you do what you want to me, just don't kill me. I only took this job for the money. The sex ain't bad either. You can tie me up or whatever. I won't tell anyone."
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  Nathalie smiled, telling the woman to lie down on the floor, and not to move. She walked out to the clearing, waving at Sir.


  'Why can't she stop thinking of him as Sir?' she questioned herself.


  A couple of minutes later, Justin arrived with Nathalie standing above the woman lying on the floor.


  "Why is she still alive slut?" He demanded.


  "Please Sir, I didn't want to make any noise shooting her." Nathalie reasoned.


  "You stupid slut. You don't have to shoot her to kill her you dumbass. Because you are so stupid from now on you refer to yourself in the third person, understand SLUT!" Justin practically screamed at her as he towered over her.


  "Y...Y...Yes S...S...Sir the slut understands. This slut was stupid Sir, please forgive this slut. But Sir, she really isn't a guard Sir. She is only here till they need her at the main house Sir. Maybe we can use her?" She stuttered out her apology and explanation.


  Justin turned his back to Nathalie, smiling at the woman lying on the floor. She smiled back at him. Seeing the deranged glint in his eyes her expression quickly changed to fear.


  "Please Sir, don't kill me. I won't tell anyone, in fact I can get you into the house. Please don't kill me Sir." Nique begged, winking at Justin as well, using all of her womanly wiles just for good measure.


  Justin looked down at Nique and spat, "How?"


  "I have clothes here. I have a couple of outfits. She can wear one and I can wear the other one. We can walk right in. There are several women here to service the men." She answered a simpering smile almost crossing her lips.


   


  "Right, get up. Change your clothes." Justin ordered "you too Slut."
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  NIque quickly jumped up and rushed to the corner of the room. She grabbed a garment bag lying on the floor. Nique opened the bag and pulled out a couple of outfits. The first one was a white spandex dress with flowers around the bottom. It had ¾ sleeves and a scoop neck. The bottom if it ended up just a few inches below her crotch. The brightly colored flowers along the hem made it seem even shorter. When Nique slipped it on it fit so tight it even it outlined her ass perfectly.


  Nathalie smiled at her and asked where her outfit was and Nique pulled out three small pieces of what looked like an animal pattern. Nathalie couldn't even figure out how to put it on. Nique just smiled and said, "You need to strip and I'll help you. You're going to defiantly be noticed."


  "I don't know if I want to be noticed. I need to meet Ivan but I'd prefer to do it my way." Nathalie stated as her fatigues hit the floor.


  Nique was standing behind Nathalie and whispered in her ear, "Sorry honey, but the undies must go. There's no way you can wear this and anything else.


  Nathalie held up the first piece. It was a pair of white spandex leggings with black splotches. It was crotch less and exposed her ass and pussy. There's a couple of straps that buckled just above her slit. The leggings covered her entire legs and had straps around her thighs that restricted her stride. A matching pair of 6" stiletto heel shoes covered her feet.


  Nique handed Nathalie the small matching vest. There were no buttons so it was totally open, showing most of her tits. The final piece was a micro "G" string only just covering her slit.


  "God I look like a cow in this. Don't you have anything else?" Nathalie complained.


  "Trust me darling, you do not look like a cow. You are the sexiest cowgirl I've ever seen. If Ivan doesn't notice you in this he's dead or blind. You look good enough to eat."
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  Justin walked up behind Nique and growled in her ear, "You better get her in or you're dead before anyone else. Got it?"


  "Yes Sir I understand. I get her in but after that it's up to her." She responded quietly.


  He then walked up the Nathalie, he grabbed her right nipple and pinched hard. Nathalie grimaced but soon gasped in pain has Justin pinched harder and harder till she started to drop to the floor.


  "Okay slut, you know the plan. Make sure Ivan notices you and find out when he's coming to the states. You signal me and I will let them know on the ship. It anything goes wrong, just let Nique know and she will contact me. I'll bring the reinforcements."


  Nathalie just nodded as Sir kept a firm grip of her nipple. "Yes Sir this slut understands." She meekly answered, then turned and started for the door. As Nathalie walked out the door, Nique whispered into Justin's ear, "Is she really that stupid?"


  Justin pressed his finger to his lips indicating for her to be quiet and smiled. He was about to get back at the bitch that pissed him off.


  Nique quickly followed the sexy Nathalie out the door and pointed out the yellow Camaro parked by the tree line. There's my car and I'll explain what you need to know on the way there. The two very sexy women climbed in and headed down the dirt road with Nique driving. They arrived at the compound in about two minutes.


  "Okay Nathalie, here is how it works. We're going to the back of the mansion and enter the kitchen. It will be very busy but no one should pay attention. They see whores all the time and they're usually naked. Once inside we go to the banquet room. It's down the hall on the right. I have to report to the office so you need to slip into the banquet room, hopefully without drawing too much attention. I'll meet you there later. One word of caution, keep your eyes lowered. They don't like nosey women."


  Nique kept telling Nathalie all about the layout of the house and where and who to avoid. Nathalie wanted to take notes but that was impossible. There was absolutely no place to hid anything.
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  Nathalie was now both scared and excited, her backup was back in the woods and now they are trusting a woman that they just met. She was wearing an outfit more fitting a prostitute than an agent. Her heart was going ninety miles an hour, her cunt was gushing and her nipples were so hard they hurt. She took a deep breath, opened the door and follow Nique towards the kitchen door.


  As soon as the women walked into the kitchen, Nathalie groaned, everyone there stopped what they were doing and stared at the two scantily dressed women walking through.


  'So much for not being noticed,' she thought.


  Nique didn't seem to notice and pushed through the army of cooks and waiters. She turned down the hall and stopped at the second door.


  "I have to report in, you head down to the third door on the right and I'll meet you there in a few minutes."


  Nathalie smiled a nervous smile, nodded and slowly walked down the hall. The straps made walking slow and tedious. Nathalie reached the door and turned to see if Nique was in sight, but she was alone in the hall. She reached out her sweaty hand and turned the knob. Gathering her thoughts she pushed it open and walked in.


  Nathalie expected to see a huge banquet room filled with people, but instead the room was dark. She stepped in and the door closed behind her. Now with the door closed it was totally black with no light except a thin bar of light near the floor across the room. There was another door. She reached back and tried to open the door but it was locked. Now panic was winning the war with excitement. Her body was shaking and the fear was starting to envelope her entire body. She tried to gather her thoughts but the fear was quickly locking down her brain.


  'Think stupid, you must have walked into the wrong room. Stay calm and remember your training.' Nathalie thought as she knew if the fear kept winning she would make a mistake and be killed.


  She felt along the wall to the next wall and then along that wall to the opposite wall. She learned the room was only about 6' from the door and 10 to 12' long. When she reached the opposite wall, she followed the wall to the door. Nathalie found the knob and turned it. It was unlocked. She took a deep breath and started to push it open. But to her surprise, the door suddenly pulled open, pulling her into the next room and causing Nathalie to fall to her knees the bright lights blinding her.


  Ivan had watched the two agents entire journey. From the time the two commandos arrived on the beach, till they made it to the clearing. Inside the shed he even had microphones so he heard the entire conversation. When the women walked into the kitchen he was afraid that his target would get spooked and go off plan. But Nique handled the situation perfectly. Soon she pointed out where Nathalie was to go and exited the hallway just as planned.


  Ivan was watching closely, his night vision cameras worked perfectly, showing her fear and capturing her every move.


  He smiled and clicked on his radio, "Get ready when I give the signal pull the door hard and gather our next slave."


  Ivan waited till he could see Nathalie start to open the door, "NOW!" he screamed into the microphone and watched when a large black man pulled the door open and with it Nathalie. The man didn't smile or show any emotion as he jumped on Nathalie's back, driving any air out of her lungs and temporarily stunning the agent.


  Nathalie had no clue what had happened. Everything happened so quickly. Before she could move, a hood was pulled over her head and her arms pulled behind her back and quickly strapped together. Nathalie was rolled over on her back and something was fitted around her neck and she could feel that something was attached.


  Nathalie didn't resist. She knew that she was somewhere she shouldn't but where she was she didn't know. Her breathing was short and fast, her body's excitement was using a lot of oxygen but it was fear that really gripped her mind and body. Before she could process everything she roughly pulled to her feet. She felt a tug and was pulled to another room. The bag was pulled from her head as well as the collar and leash.


  Nathalie blinked her eyes as they adjusted to the bright sunlight. She was outside on a patio. There were several guards around and a Hispanic man was sitting at a table. He was clearly in charge.


  "Who are you slut?" Francisco Ramirez asked. Francisco was Ivan's #1. He handled all the details for Ivan. Nothing happened without his knowledge.


  "My name is Nathalie," she answered.


  "I don't remember you. How did you get here?"


  "I'm sorry I was a late replacement for another girl. She fell and broke her ankle. Nique told me where to go." Nathalie answered.


  "Who got hurt and who sent you?" Francisco asked already knowing what she would say.


  "It was Tiffany, and Madam Kristine sent me in her place." Nathalie prayed that her story would hold up.


  Francisco looked at the sexy agent knowing she had no clue of anything planned for her, smiled. "Madam Kristine huh, She didn't say anything to me. Someone go and get Nique. I want to talk to her."


  Nathalie tried to not show any emotion, but her stomach was churning. 'God I hope she backs me up.'


  A few minute later a guard showed up with Nique. The two women stood waiting for Francisco to speak.


  Francisco looked at the two very sexy women standing nervously in front of him. He knew Nique was acting, but he wanted Nathalie to sweat for a minute.
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  "Nique, do you know this woman?" Francisco asked looking hard at her.


  "Y...Y...Yes Sir. I mean I don't know her well but I know her." Nique answered with the perfect amount of fear in her voice.


  "How did she get in the control room," Slut?


  "I'm sorry Sir I don't know how she got there. I told her to go in the third door on the left." Nique answered.


  Nathalie gasped, she was sure she said the third door on the right. "Please Sir I thought she said the door on the right. I'm so sorry Sir. It was my mistake." Nathalie pleaded hoping that she hadn't ruined the mission right at the start.


  Francisco looked at Nathalie and then to Nique, "Take her top off Nique."


  Nique slipped behind Nathalie and pulled her vest off her body. Nathalie shivered but it wasn't from the cold. Her body was trembling with excitement.
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  "Put your hands behind your head slut."
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  Francisco stood and looked at the nearly naked woman. His cock was starting to respond to the situation. He wasn't excited looking at her but what was going to happen to her.


  "Spin around and let me take a look at you slut,"


  "Yes Sir." She responded and slowly turned around. After last night with Sir and now here, her mind and body were already slipping into a submissive state. She was trying with all her might to keep strong. Maybe her cover wasn't blown. Right now she had to do as told, regardless of if her cover was blown or not.
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  Francisco watched as Nathalie slowly turned around and showed him her body. "Take her over to the cabana and get her ready. I want to see if she can serve. And Nathalie is it? That's too long. As long as you are here you'll go by Nats, got It?" He commanded and waved her away.


  Nathalie took a breath and prayed she passed his inspection, turned and followed the guard to the cabana out by the pool. When she passed Nique she mouthed "Thank you."


  The guard led the relieved agent and followed passively. When they got to the cabana the guard stopped abruptly. "Take those leggings off now slut."


  "Yes Sir." Nats responded quickly and started to unbuckled the straps and pulled the leggings down her long legs. By the time she got them off, the guard had her outfit for the evening. It consisted of a metal tray with a strap that wrapped around her waist, and another strap that went to a large black collar. The collar was leather, 3 ½" wide, and a locking latch on the back.


  Nats trembled when she saw the collar. Her mind started to flash back when Justin had her at his house. The first few days she was there, it was playing around enjoying a few bondage games. But soon it escalated to more and more extreme bondage. By the end of the third week, he had locked her collar around her neck with matching anklets and bracelets. She had never felt so helpless in her life. For the next 2 ½ months Sir pushed her into deeper and deeper submission. It was by sheer luck that she was able to escape. When Sir went on an extended assignment, it was 3 ½ weeks before she could work up the courage to leave his house. When he didn't come after her for another 3 weeks Nats managed to get help and move on, but Sir didn't. The resulting break-up was very bad. Now just looking at that collar pushed buttons that Nathalie hoped were buried and never to be found.


  Soon Nats was collared with a serving tray in front of her. Her hands were bound behind her back with white Velcro. She was left with only her "G" string, boots, tray and collar. The guard pulled her by her arm back to Francisco and presented the new serving slave.


  "Okay slut Nats, let's see if you can serve. Go through the door on the right and get your tray loaded. Then I want you to serve all the guards a drink. You better not spill a drop."


  Nats nodded and rushed through the door. Once inside a woman behind a counter looked up at the serving slave walking in the door. She didn't react as this was a common occurrence. She simply put a variety of drinks, all filled to the brim. There were also four tall bottles of beer.


  Nats felt the weight of the tray and drinks pulling down her neck. Every minute she wore the tray in pushed her into deeper submission. It was as if they knew exactly how to push her back down that rabbit hole. Nat's mind was hanging on by a thread straining to keep her from surrendering her soul. This time she knew there wouldn't be an escape.


  Nats thanked the woman and carefully turned to serve the guards. Her first step she almost spilled the entire tray. Nats stopped and didn't move for almost 30 seconds. She knew that if she failed she would lose everything, her body, her soul, her freedom. Nats blocked out everything till she managed to calm her body and mind. She opened her eyes, looked at the tray, and confidently walked out the door.


  Francisco watched the new slave carefully. He expected her to fail but was pleasantly surprised when she walked from guard to guard serving the drinks. He laughed when each guard tweaked a nipple, or slid his hand inside her "G" strap.


  Nats knew Francisco was watching her closely. She moved smoothly from guard to guard. Each guard coping a feel, pinching a nipple and shoving a finger in whatever hole the desired. By the time she reached the last guard her tits hurt, her ass was red, and her cunt dripping. She stood still as he grabbed the last glass off her tray he smiled.


  [image: https://web.archive.org/web/20230201075409im_/https:/www.literotica.com/images/illustratedstories/2016/2016_09/rebeccasm_trapped-and-alone-ch-03_07.jpg]


  "Francisco, she did it. No drips on the tray. What do you want to do?" He asked.


  "Take her to the bullpen with the others. Our guests will be here shortly. She can serve tonight." Francisco answered. He turned and looked directly into Nats eyes. "Listen up slut, here are your orders tonight.


  
    	You do not speak, period. If I catch you talking to anyone you will never see the light of day again.


    	You will allow anyone total access to your body. You will suck, fuck, drink, eat anything and everything told to do. If you don't you won't see the end of the party. As a matter of fact I hope you do refuse. I love slaves who give their all for the party.


    	When dismissed you will report to the bullpen. You will be given instructions from there.

  


  Nats didn't respond or react. She was just following directions. She turned and followed the guard towards the house. Once inside the guard grunted something and grabbed her nipple. He took great joy watching the slave try to not utter a word while he pulled her down the hall by her tit. When he pulled her into a large room with about 10 beautiful and nearly naked women, she started to relax. At least she wouldn't be alone. There was a lot of eye candy to be had. The guard pulled her over to an man sitting at a desk.


  Alexander looked up at the new slave. He already knew what was going to happen, it was just his time to have some fun.


  "Slave Nats, That's your name, Right?" Alexander demanded.


  "Yes Sir, its short for Nathalie."


  "Now I see why they shortened it. You've been given your rules already and now you speak? You stupid slut, now I have to kill you."


  Nats knees gave out and she fell to the floor. She dropped her head to the floor and crawled around the desk and started to lick his shoes. She couldn't talk but she could try to beg physically. Alexander laughed at the slave trying to lick his shoes, but it was difficult with her hands strapped behind her back and the tray attached to her waist. He reached down an grabbed a handful of hair and jerked her to her feet.


  "That was a warning, remember the rules, don't fuck up again. Now follow the other serving slaves and make sure you keep our guests happy." He smacked her ass, hard, leaving a bright red hand print behind.


  Nat followed the other slaves through a door and her tray was soon filled. They walked down a short hall and into a large room. There were about 100 people there in the room. Most of them were dressed in suits or very nice dresses. All were obviously very rich. Nat slowly walked around the room as the guest took the drink of their choice. When her tray was empty or filled with empty glasses, she would return to the room down the hall and get refills.


  On about the 6th or 7th trip, she was pulled to the side, her tray was emptied and cleaned. Someone put a bottles of wine and two glasses. Nat listened as she was instructed to deliver the wine to the Arab guests over in the restricted area. Nat knew that this was important. She believed her cover was secure. She walked through the main room and to the restricted area. When she approached a very large man looked down at her and growled. "Don't fuck up slave."


  Nat shivered at the thought of spilling any of the wine and certainly didn't want to break any rules. She slid past the guard and over past a slave dressed like her but without the tray, standing at attention waiting for an order or request. Sitting just past the slave, were two Arabic men. Everyone around them was very respectful and polite. Jan slid up near them and dropped to her knees, the tray remained steady and she didn't spill a drop.
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The Arab sheik looked down his long nose at the beautiful slave kneeling in front of him, serving him wine. He turned to his comrade beside him and spoke in Arabic, "This is the slut we're taking back with us. Ivan wants her trained to be a good slave. I think we can have some fun with this one." He and his friend laughed loud and long.

Jan sat nervously waiting till someone told her to move. She heard the Sheik speak and then both laughed. Nat knew they were talking about her but had no idea what they said.

Nat knelt there for almost an hour. Her knees were aching and her back was screaming. The tray was getting heavier and heavier but she stayed in place. Finally the friend of the Sheik stood and removed the wine and glasses off her tray. He waved his hand and dismissed her. Nat had trouble standing, finally she gave up crawled to a table and used that to leverage her body upright. She walked unsteadily out of the restricted area and back to the room.

By the time she reached the room, the circulation had returned to her legs and the pain lessened. As soon as she entered the room and small black man in a wife beater and hat removed the tray and collar. He pulled her by her nipple down the hall to another room. Nat was nervous, she thought she screwed up and was on her way to be killed. The small black man opened the door and shoved her in.

Nat stood in front of the desk, Alexander was sitting on the other side with his feet propped up on the desk. He had an evil smile on his face. It was the kind of smile that cut to Nathalie's core. She stood waiting to be told what to do.
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Alexander finally spoke, "You did well tonight slave, however you need training. Ivan doesn't like untrained slaves. He is gone for a few days and I think he would like you. But before I can give you to him I'm sending you for training. You can speak now slave."

Nathalie couldn't look at Alexander but quietly spoke, "Sir, how long will I be in training?"

"That depends on you. If you accept your training it could be only a week or so, but if you prove difficult it will be longer. But don't worry your little head about that. Just do as you're told and you'll be back her in no time." Alexander said with that same evil smile.

Nathalie knew she had no choice, she knew she was going to training, but she also knew if she wanted to get to Ivan she had to survive and bring him down.

"Yes Sir I will do as told. I will make you proud Sir." She said trying to sound believable.

"Good, now we have to prepare you for the trip."

Nat didn't have time to react when the door swung open and the small black man pushed in a cart with all sorts of sex toys. There was a collar, butt plugs, vibrators, and some sort of harness. Nat gasped when she noticed the size of some of the toys. Her mind and body trembled thinking about how they would fit inside her.
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Nat stood there staring at the cart and didn't notice that Alexander had moved around the desk till he grabbed her neck and roughly shoved her down on the desk. The black man quickly pulled down her "G" string.
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Nat didn't struggle till he started to push something in to her cunt. It was large and very uncomfortable. She wasn't aroused and her cunt was dry.
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Alexander laughed at her struggles, "You'll learn slut to always keep your cunt lubricated. You never know when someone's going to shove something in there. She just lay on the desk crying as her cunt was screaming in pain and what felt like a baseball bat was shoved up inside her.

Alexander and Ben, the small black man, rolled her over and pulled her up to a sitting position. Ben wrapped the harness around her waist then pulled a wide strap between her legs and locked in the vibrator inside her core.
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The two men pulled Nat off the desk and on her knees on the floor. Ben slipped behind her and wrapped the wide black collar around her neck and locked it in place.

He then removed her shoes and pulled out another pair. The new shoes were nothing like Nat had ever seen before. They were totally made of a gleaming metal. The heels must be almost 8" high and she would be walking on her toes.

Nat balked when she saw the shoes, she was afraid they might cripple her. But her struggles were in vain. There was no way she was going to get out of wearing them. Before they strapped the extreme shoes on, Alexander pulled out a large red butt plug.

"Just so you know, your training starts now. The belt and collar will never come off. The shoes will stay on 24/7. Now let me tell you about this special belt. The vibrator will stay inside you for the foreseeable future. We can recharge it without removing it. The belt in the back still leaves your mouth and asshole available. That is why we're going to train it too. This plug will go in now and in a few days we'll replace it with a larger one. By the time your training is over you'll be able to take any size cock without so much as a whimper.
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Nathalie knelt staring at the two men in shock. She knew she was in over her head, and things were spiraling out of control. But now if she backed out she would expose herself and she would be killed immediately. The only way out was forward.

Nathalie was accepting her position and quit struggling. When they told her to rollover and stick her ass in the air she did it without hesitation.

Alexander smiled as he watched as the slave finally realized that she was helpless. He grabbed the plug and Ben started to strap on the shoes. Soon Nat was locked into the slut shoes. Alexander was having fun teasing her tight little rosebud. He knew that she hadn't had anything in here maybe ever. He spit a couple of times down her ass crack and spread the saliva and lubricated her rear passage.

Finally Alexander pushed hard and shoved the large plug about an inch as her sphincter was trying to keep out the intruder.

"Relax bitch, you're making this much harder than it needs to be. It's going in whether you want it or not. Now push out like you're trying to take a shit."

Nat knew she would lose and the pain was already beyond anything she had experienced before. She followed Alexander's instructions and in the plug went.
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Nat didn't have a chance to recover from being plugged and shoed. The two men each grabbed an arm and pulled her to her feet. Nat gasped as the both plugs moved around inside her body. The shoes threw off her balance. It took a few minutes before she could stand without assistance. Even then her arms were extended trying to keep her balance.
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Ben grabbed her hand and let her around the room over and over till she was able to do it herself. For the next couple of hours they marched her around the building, sometimes with a leash, sometimes using a crop to motivate the slave. By time they quit Nat's legs and feet were screaming in pain. She didn't even notice the large plug and vibrator still buried in her body. Finally Alexander told her to stop and stand in front of him.

"There are a couple of things you should know about your new toys. From now on you will do as you're told without any hesitation. If you disobey even slightly this is what will happen. Alexander pulled out a remote and pushed a button.

Nat's reaction was intense, her knees buckled and she dropped to the floor. He mouth wide open in a silent scream. Nathalie was writhing on the floor and finally ended up in a fetal position.

Alexander smiled and spoke quietly in Nat's ear, "that was only on level 3. It goes up to 10. Just keep than in mind.

It took Nat a few minutes to recover from the shock. When she gained control again they pulled her to her feet. Nat stood shakily not wanting to piss them off. She never wanted to feel that pain again.

Alexander watched the slave closely, she was coming along nicely. "It's not all bad slave, do a good job and you will be rewarded." He pushed another button and the vibrator came to life again.
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Nat grabbed at her crotch as the vibrations quickly took over her body and her arousal skyrocketed. In only seconds she was on the precipice of a massive orgasm. She closed her eyes and let the pleasure cascade over her body.

Alexander smiled as he watched the slave's body give in to the pleasure buried inside her. But just as she was about to explode, he turned off the vibrator.

Nathalie almost dropped to the floor but grabbed the desk and managed to stay standing. Nat was now very frightened. She was losing control over her entire being. She was helpless and she knew it. Her only hope was to survive the training and keep her sanity.

The two men watched in fascination as Nathalie was changing right before their eyes. Her body was out of her control, she was trapped and she knew it. The only thing she didn't know was that they knew exactly who she was.

Alexander and Ben smiled at each other enjoying the slave's capitulation. When Alexander tossed Ben the remote to her body, Ben smacked the slave on the ass and said. "Okay slave, it's time for you to leave. Follow me slave."
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Nathalie grimaced as walking was even more difficult now that both her holes were plugged. She scurried after him as she strolled out the door.

As they walked down a long hallway, Nathalie worked up the courage and spoke to the man.

"Please Sir, Travel where? I thought the training would be here? How far away is the training?"

Shut up slave, you'll find out soon enough. They continued to walk for a long time. Nathalie had no idea of where she was. But from the looks of it, it wasn't good. In this part of the complex it was all cinder blocks and steel doors. Each time they walked through a door, it was locked behind them. Each click of the lock tightened the belt and collar on her body. By the time they finally reached the end of a long hallway. Ben turned and smiled.

"Well slave, welcome to your new life." He opened the door and walked into a well-lit room. Nathalie gasped as soon as she entered. Standing in front of her were two very beautiful women, dressed almost identically to her. The only real difference was they were blindfolded and she was not. Not only were they standing, but they were standing on some sort of podium. It reminded Nathalie of the Olympics for Gold, Silver, and Bronze.

[image: https://web.archive.org/web/20170224110641im_/https:/www.literotica.com/images/illustratedstories/2016/2016_09/rebeccasm_trapped-and-alone-ch-03_19.jpg]

It only took a minute before he had Nathalie standing on a podium just like the others. Nathalie wanted to quit and try to escape, but with the shoes locked to her feet and several locked between her and the rest of the island, she simply stood as ordered.
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The three women stood for what seemed like forever. Being blindfolded and effectively restrained none of them had any idea of how long it was. The only thing they knew was they were all in pain.

Nathalie was in her own world, dreaming of being back at the precinct only this time she is naked, collard and cuffed. She crawls around the building giving blow jobs to all the real cops. She was so lost that she didn't ever notice that someone was in the room with them. Her attention back to the real world was instantaneous. She could hear two people talking but she couldn't quite make out what they were saying. She could only catch words here and there.

"tonight...."

"Sheik..."

"cage...."

"ship..."

"month..."

"Jus...."
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Nathalie didn't hear everything but what she did scared her even more. She jumped when she heard the door open again and several voices walked into the room. She didn't understand the language but she soon learned what they wanted.

Nathalie felt a leash attached to her collar and she was roughly pulled off the podium and across the floor. But she stumbled and fell to her knees. Whoever was pulling her jerked hard on the leash, screamed at her and brought down a vicious blow with a leather strap. Nathalie screamed but got the point. She scrambled to her feet and rushed to follow her leash. They didn't walk far only a couple of minutes before they entered another room. Her blindfold was removed and Nathalie dropped to her knees and cried. Right in front of her was an animal crate. It was about 6' X 6'X 6'. There were wooden sides top and bottom. There was a metal door made up of bars about 3 inches apart. Nathalie could no longer take it and passed out.


   


  Trapped and Alone Ch. 04


   


  Thanks to all who have followed this story. As mentioned before this story is a collaborative effort between Rebeccasm and Sadkins116. Rebecca provides the art and Sadkins116 provides the story. All persons are of age and do not represent any persons living or dead.

We wish to thank SLWilde for her help in editing this story. She was an immense help. We welcome all feedback and hope that you will vote. To better enjoy this chapter you should read the previous chapters to understand how we got where we are.

********************************************************************************

When Nathalie came to she was dangling from a chain. Her feet, even with the heels were barely touching the floor. Her body was tingling and her mind was foggy. She shook her head and noticed Ben in an alcove above her. He was holding something in his hands. Nathalie stared at him when she saw him push something on the object and the chain pulled her just a little higher, straining her arms just a little more.
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Nathalie dangled there for a while, slowly spinning around. Only stopping when she could extend a toe and touch the floor, but the effort to relieve a little stress on her arms was short lived. Soon she had surrendered and simply hung from the ceiling. Nathalie had no idea how long she dangled, but suddenly someone was touching her. She was slowly turned away from the wall and what she saw surprised her.

Standing there in a white lab coat was a slight little old man with a clipboard. He looked her up and down, writing on the clipboard and grunting.
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"Oh you're awake, good, please answer these questions." He sounded like a weasel and something about him she scared her. He looked harmless but there was something about him that bothered her.

"Are you pregnant?"

"No Sir."

"Do you use drugs?"

"No Sir."

On and on the questions went. Nathalie answered question after question till she felt like he knew more about her than she did.

When he finally finished he motioned to someone across the room. Nathalie didn't see who untill she noticed two men strolling toward them. As soon as they got to the evil little man, she recognized who they were. These two were the special guests she had served earlier. She listened to the three men talk but was unable to understand as the conversation as they spoke in Arabic.

It was obvious they were talking about her, however. One if the Sheiks cruelly twisted her nipple and smiled when her face screwed up in pain.
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The two Arabs walked away but two other guards approached and grabbed her body everywhere. Soon, she felt the chain holding her up dropping. The men supported her weight and unclipped the chain. However the relief was short lived, however as she was soon chained spread eagle against a cement wall. Her new shoes had been removed and she was standing on the floor.

'Oh god that feels so good. I hope I never have to wear those shoes again.' Quickly went through her mind. Finally they removed the large black leather collar and replaced it with another much smaller one. But this one was different in more than size; when they wrapped it around her neck, she felt two pricks on her skin.

When the men walked away, that tiny ancient man was still close by. He smiled at her and spoke quietly.

"Slut slave, I'm going to explain what is about to happen to you. You will be cleaned inside and out. The collar you now wear serves two purposes. One to give you drugs and the other is to keep you hydrated during your trip, again if necessary. We will also be reprogramming your belt so we can control you from anywhere on the ship.

Nathalie jumped when she heard the word ship.

"Oh god what ship? Where are you taking me?" she asked her voice filled with panic.

"Do not worry little one. You are going for training. Your life is complete now. Your only concern from here on out is to please anyone and everyone. You will come to crave obedience. This is your life now, you are a slave."
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Nathalie broke down, she hanging from her restraints and sobbed uncontrollably. The man just walked away. He knew this would happen. It happened to all the women who were processed though here. It was at this point they realized that this was their life. He would let her cry till she couldn't anymore. He loved this part, when they finally gave up all hope and let them do anything they wanted. This was when he got to use his new invention.

He called it the processor, but in reality it was more like a medieval torcher device with electronic controls plus it doubled as a shipping crate. He could do the same things to her another way and cause very little pain. But this way was much more fun.

It was about an hour before her tears dried up. When he noticed her chest stopped heaving he sent over the guards and retrieved her from the wall. Nathalie hardly noticed what they were doing. She simply let them do anything they wanted; her mind was no longer functioning.

The first thing was a gag filled her mouth. It wrapped around and over her head, locking it in place. Inside was a bladder that was filled with air that silenced her completely. They took her to a wooden enclosure of some sort; it had posts, rings and straps mounted on it. The men pushed her head between two posts and attached her collar to them. Her head was immobilized; still she offered no resistance, not that she could had she wanted to. Next her arms were extended out from her shoulders and attached to the wall.

There was no escape now as she was kneeling beside a wall with her head and arms attached.

The little old man smiled as this was his favorite part. This part always brought music to his ears. In fact this is why they now gag the new slaves. The screaming disturbed the other workers and slaves.

Nathalie knelt there for a few minutes till one of the guards grabbed her left ankle. He pulled it out and over till it was extended out as far as it could go. Her ass was now pointed to her left. It was uncomfortable but she could handle it.

It was when the other guard grabbed her right leg and started to pull it to the other side. Nathalie's eyes almost popped out of her head. She hadn't done the splits since she was in high school. And even then it was front to back, never side to side. It was only a minute before Nathalie started to scream. Without any stretching the guard was splitting her in two. Just before she passed out, the first drugs hit her veins. Instantly her muscles relaxed and the pain eased, to a slightly more tolerable level.

The guard had done this many times. The last thing he wanted to do was pop a hamstring. He took it very slow. He would pull the leg further to the side and then backed off slightly, and then do it again only just a little further. Over and over he did this, slowly working her leg further and further away from her body.

Nathalie was screaming as loud as she could but no one outside of a couple of feet could hear her. The tears ran down her face in a steady stream. Her eyes were slammed shut as it took everything she had to handle the pain.

Nathalie had no idea how long it took. She was barely conscious. She didn't even hear the final strap click locking her leg into place.

The old man was very excited, his little cock tenting in his pants. He grabbed a special probe and slipped his hand between the stretched slave's legs pulling out the old probe and replacing it with his. This one would clean out her rear passage. She wouldn't need to shit for a while.

They kept Nathalie suspended on the wall as the controller did its job. Soon warm liquid was being injected into her anal passage. More and more till Nathalie's stomach started to fill. It didn't take long before she started to look pregnant. Now her body was cramping from all the liquid filling her body, joining her legs already screaming in pain.

Finally the liquid stopped and the old man massaged her stomach.

:"You look so lovely, my dear. I could play with you for days."

The old man continued to work on Nathalie's body for over an hour. When he walked away Nathalie was only semi-conscious.

Through the fog in her mind, Nat heard a familiar voice. She didn't quite know who it was but she knew it from somewhere.

"Slave, you will be mine when this is over. I own you now slave." The mystery voice whispered in her ear. She tried to open her eyes and see who it was but it was too difficult.

Justin walked up to the old man and thanked him for letting him speak to the new slave. The old man knew that if she remembered anything is would be a voice from nowhere.

Nathalie had no concept of how long she was out. The only thing she knew was her legs still hurt but her body had calmed down. The first thing she saw when she came to was Alexander kneeling in front of her.
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"Hello Nats, back with us? I just came down to wish you a fond farewell. I just know you're going to love it. By the time you get back here you will be a trained obedient slave. He laughed and tweaked her nipples. Nats grunted not so much from the pain but more so from the pressure. He let her go and stood.
"Have a nice trip slut," He said as he turned and walked away.

Nathalie could only groan as her body was consumed in fear. But then the vibrator went off inside her. At first she was able to ignore it but the intensity increased she was soon panting. She opened her eyes and tried to look at her body but moving her head was out of the question.

Nathalie was about to panic. She was totally helpless, and now was packed in a crate on the way to god-knows-where for slave training. No one knows where she is but her pissed off ex-boyfriend and even he might not know how bad it is. She could only hope he had contacted the reinforcements and was about to invade the island. Suddenly there was someone in front of her. Her attention was brought back to the present.

Standing in front of the bound slave the old man whispered in her ear.

"Slave, let me fill you in on what you can expect to start your trip. You are attached to my slave processor shipping crate. You will be hydrated via an IV in your neck. You will be injected with a muscle relaxer to ease your pain and allow you to use your mind. To help you with that, I'm putting these earphones in and sealing them in. I wouldn't want you to miss out on anything. When we close the crate, you will spend the next 18 or so hours enjoying all these special accommodations we are providing."

The man paused to look at the slave trembling in front of him. He saw the fear and knew she was about to have a panic attack. He looked up and nodded his head. Another man standing off to the side pushed a button on a panel and the process started. The drugs started to flow and Nathalie's fear subsided.

The dirty old man smiled and continued, "Once you get to the ship, you will spend your free time in your new home. The rest of the time will be spent at special service stations on the boat. At those stations you will service any crew member with the appropriate hole. I'm quite sure you will enjoy it. By the time you return you will crave to serve in any way you can. I can't wait till you get back slave!"

Nathalie hardly heard a word he said. The drugs were working and she was totally relaxed, even in this obscene pose. She now really felt the vibrations inside her cunt. Her arousal level was skyrocketing and an orgasm was just about to explode, when the vibrations stopped. Nathalie groaned in frustration. She opened her eyes again just in time to see Ben closing the crate.
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She would have laughed if the gag wasn't in her mouth. Here was the smallest man in the place, but he was closing this huge crate. In seconds everything went black, all light was cut off. She heard something outside the crate and assumed they were screwing the lid closed.

Nathalie closed her eyes and tried to clear her mind, when she heard voices. Very faint voices but voices nonetheless, she strained to hear what they were saying. Her mind was focused on the voices; she could almost make it out.... "serve"....."cum"....."suck"...."slave..." "humiliation..." "Pain..."

Over and over she heard the words, she knew there was more but she couldn't quite make out the other words. Her body was very relaxed and the darkness was all consuming pushing her further into a submissive state. Nathalie drifted off into a hypnotic trance, listening to the words over and over again.

She had no idea of how long she was in the dark container. Her body was constantly being aroused to edge of an orgasm. Then she was shocked till any essence of arousal was gone. The cycle was repeated over and over again. Meanwhile her mind was being bombarded with the voices it only now she could make out what was being said. But instead of dismissing the voices, her mind freely let them embed deep inside her brain.

"You were born to serve..."

The vibrator started again.

"You crave cum..."

Nathalie cunt already was tingling and ramping up quickly...

"You love to suck cocks..."

The intensity increased and the anal plug started moving...

"You are a slave..."

Nathalie was starting to pant as her arousal started to consume her body....

"Humiliation excites you..."

A sudden rush flushed though her body. As unknown to her, more drugs were released into her system.

"Pain arouses you...."

Nathalie was again right on the edge of a massive orgasm when she felt her world move. The vibrations stopped again and her body started to come down again. Her mind was confused and her body was out of control. She knew she was moving but had no concept of how or where.

Ben used a fork lift to load the three crates with the newest slaves into the back of a truck. They had been crated for almost 8 hours now and the programming would be well on the way to removing any of the remaining resistance from the slaves. When he finish, the truck left for the boat.
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Other than the initial movement, Nathalie didn't even notice the ride to the boat. Her entire world consisted of her cunt and ass and how badly she needed to cum.

Although the island was relatively small, only about 30 miles across, the trip took almost 2 hours. The roads were bad and the driver wasn't in any hurry. Besides they paid him extra if he took longer than an hour.

The driver pulled the truck beside a small freighter in the island harbor. Even though there was no industry, using freighters was an easy way to move product. The harbor was shielded from the ocean by a peninsula and allowed them to load without being seen. He got out and handed some papers to a man and walked to a building till the truck was unloaded and he could leave.

Nathalie had passed out and the control box on the side of the crate blinked twice. The sensors inside the crate recognized her inactivity and a small dose of speed were injected. She woke with a start and felt the crate moving.
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She was jostled about and heard what sounded like a chain being wrapped around the crate before she felt herself being and lifting it up. It wasn't long till the three crates were on the boat.

Nathalie prayed that she would be released soon as another cycle started. The three crates were stowed below deck in a large room with hundreds of other crates. It was four hours before the ship pulled out from the dock as they continued to load the rest of the cargo on board.

When the island was drifting off in the distance, the captain of the ship, Miguel, summoned his first officer Juan to the bridge. When Juan walked in the door he smiled at the captain.

"Is it time?" He asked hopefully.

"Yeah, release the bitches and get them walking. I want them to their posts as soon as possible. We will start their first shift as soon as they can walk." Miguel answered. His own cock twitched. He knew the quality of the slaves that were sent to this camp. All were always very beautiful.

Juan walked down to the hold and made his way to the crates. They were always just outside the door for the berthing quarters for the crew. They liked to have easy access to the slaves during the seven day trip. He ordered a couple of crewmen to open them. These were only the latest of nearly a hundred slaves that had been transported over the last year.

Ten minutes later all three crates revealed their cargo. Juan smiled as these three were by far the best looking slaves to go through here, ever. In addition to a tall fabulous blond, there was a brunette and a red head. Each a stunner, each with the same chastity belt and each very aroused and scared. The three men each took a slave and slowly released their legs. It would be a long time to before they would be allowed to close their legs. Juan knew from experience that after being pinned in the split position for so long their muscles, despite of the muscle relaxers, were probably locked in the split position. If they allowed them to close their legs they could hurt themselves quite badly. It took almost an hour before the slaves could start to flex their legs.

Juan watched the operation closely. The last thing he could allow to happen was to injure one of the slaves. If the cargo was damaged it could be deadly. After about two hours, the slaves were finally able to try to stand. Juan was getting impatient and clipped the leashes to their collars. He led them to the upper deck and had them kneel on the port side near the middle of the boat. He took off their leashes and let them look over the side of the ship. The only thing they could see was the island disappearing behind them.

"We won't need a leash anymore. You have nowhere to go." Juan announced.

Nathalie was kneeling behind the other two slaves. The man's voice booming in her ears, she had momentarily forgotten about the ear buds they had sealed in her ears. Even now with the man giving instructions, the voices were still in the background.

"You are a slave..."

"You crave cum..."

'I...am...not...a...slave... I...must...hold...on'

She was just hanging on by a thread. But the voices....
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The slaves huddled before the man still gagged and collared. They held each other closely as the only thing going through their minds was to survive.

"Okay slaves, everyone here works, no one is exempt from working. You will be handling specific duties during our voyage. You will be assigned a station each morning. You will stay there till you are released. Seeing as your cunts are off limits, we will have to make do with your other two holes. Now I know your asses are empty and I know you want them filled, so get on your knees, head down and ass up. I'm going to fill your ass with another plug. It stays in your ass at all times.
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  Report Story


  Nathalie knelt beside the other two slaves. This was the first time she had seen them since the warehouse and the podiums. Both were very pretty. The brunette was beside her, and Nathalie noticed that she was shaking. At first she thought she was frightened, but soon realized that she was on the edge of an orgasm as the man was filling her ass. Nathalie groaned as she realized that her own body was more aroused than ever before. Just kneeling on the deck and following his orders stroked her mind and body.

Juan loved this part of the job. He was going to get to play with the slaves as he assigned them to their posts. He looked at the slaves and knew which one was going to be his first.

"You, blondie, stand up and follow me. Nathalie slowly stood a hobbled after the dominate man. They walked up a narrow stairwell to the top of a hatch. Juan directed her to the edge and had her raise her hands over her head. He motioned to someone and down came a lift from above. Soon Nathalie's arms were stretched above her head and she was tottering on the edge of dangling on the edge of the hatch.

Nathalie's body was being pushed to the limit of her endurance. The last couple of days, with little food, the constant stimulation, the drugs, and the trip all served to eliminate any resistance.

He then took the other two slaves to their posts. First it was the brunette; he cuffed her to a hand rail near the bow of the ship. She was forced to kneel with her arms stretched out at right angles to her body. She was at the perfect height to give blow jobs. Juan removed her gag and smiled.

"You are to suck any crew that approachesyou. You will be relieved eventually. Have fun slut." He turned and her first customer opened his pants and strolled up to the slave.

Juan pulled the redhead to the other side of the ship. He removed her gag and smiled. "The guys love to hear the slaves scream on their first shift."

He grabbed her collar and bent her over. It was then she noticed a box mounted to the rail with shackles attached to each side. Soon her head was locked inside the box and her hands were attached to the sides. Juan pulled out her anal plug and sat it on the top of the box. Your job is to give up your ass as needed. Enjoy your day slave. As he headed to the bridge, her first customer stepped up to her ass.
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Nathalie didn't stay strung up for long. Juan knew exactly what to do. He went to the bridge and reported to the captain.

"Captain Miguel, the slaves are ready. I have a surprise for you. She is just your type, fuckable!" Juan laughed.

Miguel laughed with him and answered, "Bring her to my quarters."

"Yes sir," Juan answered.

Ten minutes later, Nathalie was shoved into the captain's quarters. Miguel smiled as it was the first time he had seen the latest slave. "Oh my, aren't you a pretty one. We're going to get to know each other very well in the next few days. Get on your knees and put that pretty little mouth to good use slut."

Nathalie crawled to the captain, sitting naked in an alcove near the bow of the ship. She worked her way up his legs. In spite of her exhaustion her body was getting aroused and her mouth watering. She looked at his magnificent cock and drooled on her way to suck it down her throat. Nathalie didn't understand why she was so excited to suck his cock but her body was trembling as her tongue lightly licked the tip. The touch was electrifying and shot straight to her core, and a wave of pleasure pulsed through her body. Never in her life had she wanted anything more. When the head of his cock, slipped past her lips her mind exploded as she orgasmed. Miguel watched, amazed at the slave orgasming just from touching his cock. "Oh My God you are going to be popular slut."

For the next couple of hours Miguel used Nathalie in both of her available holes. When he finished he turned her over to Juan. Juan sampled her charms for another hour. When he finished he clipped a leash on her and led her to the deck.

"Don't think you're getting off easy slave. I have a job for you." He opened a hatch and pulled out a mop. He put her gag back in and tied the mop handle between her tits. He then tied her hands to the handle and told her to mop the deck.

Nathalie groaned as she pushed the mop across the deck. Her ass was hurting and her body was exhausted. The arousal was gone and her body was just holding on.
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Nathalie had no idea of how long she dragged the mop around the deck. But she was about to collapse when Juan came and stopped her. He removed the mop and pulled her up to the other slaves. When she saw them, the brunette was still kneeling but her head was dropping slightly. But what shocked Nathalie was the amount of cum covering the brunette's body.

"Get down there and clean her up slave." Juan demanded.

Nathalie stood for a moment looking at the near-comatose cum covered slave. Instead of being revolted her mind and body pulsed with excitement. Her mouth was watering just at the thought of licking up the massive amount of cum covering her sister slave. She dropped to her knees just as the last crewman was finishing spraying his essence on her face and chest.

He laughed as he watched the blond slave crawling on her knees, her mouth open and her tongue licking her lips. When he saw her expression of lust he almost came again in his pants. The slave was practically drooling as she crawled closer to her target.

Nathalie didn't even see the man as her attention was only on the slaves coated tits. When she finally reached her destination she leaned forward and licked her right tit. As soon as her tongue tasted the ambrosia her body pulsed with excitement and arousal. It was like a junkie to heroin to a junkie; each lick sent waves of pleasure all through her body.
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The men kept Nathalie licking till they were satisfied all cum was cleaned off the body and floor. Juan pulled her away and across the deck to the other slave. Nathalie didn't resist but crawled after her latest master. When she saw the other slave, with her head still buried in the box, she cringed at the sight.

The slave ass was a deep red and her anus was filled with her plug. The crew members must have beat her while they fucked her ass. Her legs were covered in cum from her feet to her ass.

Nathalie's body trembled at the sight and her cunt pulsed. 'God what's wrong with me. I can't stop craving cum. I...am...a...slave... NO I'M NOT... I'M...A...WOMAN. But god I need that cum.' Nathalie's mind was going crazy. She was confused and afraid of what was happening to her.

Juan pulled her up behind the third slave. He positioned her mouth just below the slave's ass. He smiled and grabbed the butt plug right in front of her eyes.

"I know you want this, you cumslut, enjoy the treat." He said as he pulled the plug and shoved it in her mouth.

Nathalie took the plug deep in her mouth, and closed her eyes. She savored the taste of spunk from what must have been a dozen men. Nathalie lavished her tongue all over the nasty plug relishing the taste.

"Open your eyes slave. Look at what you are missing. Now get that plug out of your mouth and clean up the mess."

Nathalie opened her eyes and watched as the slave's ass spewed a river of cum down her ass and over her cunt. Before Nathalie could remove the plug, the stream almost reached the slave's knees. She dropped the plug on the deck and dove into the slave's legs, licking her way up to the source of the precious fluid.

Nathalie didn't need any prodding to drink the brown and clear liquid pouring out of the dilated sphincter. Her body and mind's cravings controlled her actions. She finally made her way to the brown ring and slipped her tongue deep inside the rear passage. They more she licked the more of the liquid ambrosia she found.

When she finally cleaned all she could find with her tongue, she shoved two fingers into the slave's ass and scooped out more. When she could find no more, she sat back and licked her fingers and smiled a contented smile. Her body was satisfied and her craving sated. Juan pulled up to her feet and ordered her to follow him. He led her to the captain's quarters for the next round.

By the time he finished delivering the blond slave to the captain and getting another blowjob, he walked to the cargo hold to check on the other slaves. When he rounded the corner he stopped and smiled. The two slaves were now cowering in a cage. This was one of his favorite things to do.

"Comfortable slaves? Well you better get a good nights sleep, you're going to need it. Tomorrow you get to do it all over again. Only this time you switch roles. Sleep well slaves." He crowed. Both women were gagged and bound. They couldn't respond but Juan could see it in their eyes. The hopeless vacant look of a defeated woman, a woman that had given up all hope and was in survival mode. He knew the ear buds were still pounding the message deep into their brains. Now that hope was lost, the training was taking hold.
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For the next few days their routine didn't change. Each morning a crew member would come down and open their cage. He would lead them to one of the service stations, as the crew liked to call them. They would be strapped in and their day started serving one cock after another. When their shift was over they were sent to the galley to serve food to the crew which played out like a contest to see who could humiliate the slaves more. After dinner they cleaned up the galley and were allowed to eat some of the scrapes left behind. Finally they were returned to their cages to bed down for the night. But even then every so often someone would come get one or more of the slaves and take them to the crew berthing quarters.

Those were the long days. Nathalie had no idea of the passage of time. One cock ran into another. Whether the sun came up or not was irrelevant. All that was going through her head was the insistent voice repeating the same message.

You are a slave...

I...I..I'm not...

You love cocks....

I...I..d..don't, i...love...cocks...

You crave cum....

I...I crave cum...

Pain arouses you...

Oh god I love it when they spank me...

You are a slave...

I...I...I'm not a sssslllaaa....

I'm a slave..

On and on till the message was drilled into their heads, that and cum.

Nathalie had no idea when the ship pulled into the dock. But she knew something was different. Instead of chaining the slaves to a service station, they brought food down to the cage. It was some kind of gruel but nothing had tasted so good in all her life. She had been subsisting on mainly table scraps and cum for what years. All three women sucked down their meals and licked the bowls clean. Next was a shower or what would serve as a shower. Juan grabbed a fire hose and sprayed the slaves down.

After the slaves were fed and cleaned Juan opened the cage and ordered them out. The slaves followed closely afraid of what was about to happen.

When the women walked out of the hatch they were blinded by the bright sunlight. It took a few minutes before their vision cleared. When they were finally able to focus their hearts dropped. Facing them was a world they had never seen before. Before them was a dock surrounded by sand. To the right was a series of mountains extending as far as they could see. But to the left was nothing but desert. Off in the distance was an obvious Middle Eastern city. Any small thought of surviving this evaporated like ice in a hot pan, gone in an instant.

The slaves were led down the gang plank to a yellow box truck but instead of a box on the back it was a cage. Juan walked up to them and smiled an evil smile. I can't wait till you're trained. He turned and walked away, leaving them in the custody of several armed guards.

The guards pushed the slaves over to the truck and shoved Nathalie in it first. He shoved her to the back of the cage.
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First they took off her shoes and left her with only her chastity belt, collar and gag. The guard ran a chain to her collar and pulled it till she was barely able to touch the floor of the cage. Then he and another guard pulled her feet off the floor behind her till they touched the top of the cage behind her. Before she could react, her arms were pulled to her feet and now she was suspended upside down and backwards.
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Her tits dangling down and her head pulled back to see everything around her and unable to hide her humiliation.

The guards then loaded the remaining two slaves, seemingly taking great pleasure in exposing each on in a different humiliating pose.
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As soon as the slaves were loaded they closed the cage and the truck drove slowly down the dusty road.
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They drove into the town as the town people pointed and laughed as the truck passed. Even the children yelled at the slaves. Nathalie should have been mortified but instead her cunt was gushing and her body aroused. All she could think of was what the cocks looked like under those robes.

It didn't take long before the truck pulled into a courtyard and the cage was opened creating a ramp inside. Soon an Arab man walked up the ramp. When he got close, Nathalie recognized him as the same Arab man she served so long ago.
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The sheikh looked over the slaves and smiled an evil smile as he walked by each slave, touching, poking and prodding their helpless bodies. He was especially delighted when he slid his fingers around each of the slave's cunts. All were dripping with arousal, all groaned and tried to push back and drive his fingers inside them. He laughed and called out to the guards and walked out of the cage.

Things moved pretty quickly after that. The slaves were released from the cage and chained to one another. Now, Nathalie's hands were cuffed and attached with a long rope to a camouflaged old truck. There was another rope that went to her collar. The next slave's hands were attached to the back of Nathalie's collar. This went on till the three slaves where helplessly bound to each other and being pulled out into the desert.
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Nathalie had no idea of how long they walked, but the city had disappeared behind them and in the distance a compound of some sort started to rise up on the horizon. They continued to walk till the truck led them through a large archway gate into the walled complex.
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  Trapped and Alone Ch. 05


   


  Thanks to all who have followed this story. As mentioned before this story is a collaborative effort between Rebeccasm and Sadkins116. Rebecca provides the art and Sadkins116 provides the story. All persons are of age and do not represent any persons living or dead.


  We wish to thank SLWilde and Arilyn Writer for their help in editing this story. They were an immense help. We welcome all feedback and hope that you will vote. To better enjoy this chapter you should read the previous chapters to understand how we got where we are. Please be aware that this story contains non-consensual sex and forced slavery. If this is not your cup of tea please move on.


  *****************************************


  Nathalie followed the truck into the compound. 'God look at the size of this place, we're never getting out of here. No one knows where we are and I can't resist for much longer.' A tear ran down her cheek and dripped on her nipple. She watched as they were disconnected from the truck and led over to a small building. Inside was a man sitting at a desk. He called the first slave over to him and started to ask them to fill out some forms. Nathalie couldn't hear what was said, but whatever he said caused each of the other two slaves cringe and tremble. When the Arabian man finished with them they were led out of the room and Nathalie wasn't sure if she would ever see them again. The Arab called her over and suddenly she could hear him through her ear buds.


  "Over here slave, stand in front of the desk. You are here for slave training and if you cooperate, things will go easier. If you don't, this will be the worst experience in your life. Now, my name is Master Abdulla and you will address me as such. All free persons, women or men, are your master or mistress and you will do as any one commands. If you hesitate or refuse you will be punished severely. Obey, and you can be rewarded. Now do you have any questions?" Abdulla said and looked up at her. He smiled as he watched her try to speak.


  "Good, I like a slave that knows her place."


  Nathalie tried to ask a question but with the gag filling her mouth it only came out as grunts and mumbles.
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  Abdulla stood and pulled Nathalie over to the side and grabbed a metal harness off the wall. He removed her collar and released her wrists. Nathalie didn't resist as there was no place to run. He slipped the harness around her neck and waist. Then pulled her hands behind her and locked on a set of cuffs. Nathalie was again helpless as she was accepting the constant messages filling her mind. The new harness only made her feel more like a slave than at any time since she was captured.
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  Abdulla took the next few minutes to fondle the new slave grabbing her tits and squeezing her nipples. Nathalie groaned as her body reacted to his touch. In spite of his crude molestations, Nathalie's pussy was again juicing and a trickle of moisture leaked around her belt. The conditioning over the trip to the compound was doing its job. Nathalie found every touch arousing, and Abdulla's rough handling of her body was rapidly pushing her to an orgasm is spite of her efforts to resist. He roughly turned her around and grabbed her hips smacking them several times enjoying watching them jiggle with each smack. He loved his job and with each new delivery of trainees he always took the best looking one to train, and Nathalie fit the bill perfectly. He pulled her head close to his mouth and whispered in her ear, "You will never escape, your life is now a slave and you will never ever see anyone you know again. Your life is now to serve and we will train you how to please any man or woman for that matter."


  He grabbed her harness and pulled her out the door and into the compound. Nathalie's eyes were flashing with fear. It seemed like each step pulled her further and further from freedom. She would be crying but there were no tears left. Even her ex-boyfriend would be a welcome reprieve.
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  Abdulla took particular pleasure in giving new slaves the tour of the facility. He knew that with each stop the slave's submission deepened.


  The first stop was the pony girl corral. There were four slaves on the carousel bound and marching. He watched her reaction to the pointed toe thigh high boots, the bit gag, the collar attached by a chain to the arm pulling them in a circle, and the tight arm bindings. He smiled and whispered in her ears, "Aren't they sexy? Notice how high they keep their heads. These are new ponies. They are just learning what it means to be a pony girl. Watch this!" Abdulla reached over and turned a dial. The carousel sped up and forced the slaves to practically run to keep up.


  "I wonder how long they can keep it up? If they fall they are sent to the punishment stall. I'll show that to you later, slave." Nathalie trembled watching the struggling slaves try to keep up while prancing around in a circle.
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  Nathalie tried to look away but Abdulla would not have it and forced her to watch. Don't worry slut, you'll have your chance here. All slaves spend time here, even the laborers.


  Abdulla turned the dial back down and pulled Nathalie out of the corral and across the courtyard towards another building.
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  It didn't look like much, more like a small barn than anything else, but something bothered her and she knew she wouldn't like what was inside. Abdulla pulled her to the door and opened the top half. Inside was a naked woman, hogtied and lying on her belly. On her head was a headdress of some sort, her hair pulled up into a high ponytail. Abdulla smiled at the nervous slave and said, "She's about to have her head shaved. Don't worry she'll get her hair back; we'll make a tail for her to complete her pony conversion. Nathalie didn't react but followed her master on the tour.
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  They didn't stay long as Abdulla wanted to show the next room, it was his favorite. He pulled Nathalie down to the next door and laughed. "I can't wait until you disobey and you will disobey, because here is where you'll end up. This is where we punish disobedient slaves." He opened the door and pulled her inside.


  It took Nathalie a few moments for her eyes to adjust to the dim light, but when they did she wished they hadn't. In front of her were three women, each in a different form of torture. There was a man standing off to the side with some sort of probe in his hand. The blonde woman on the left was standing on her toes on a small pedestal. Her arms bound behind her, and a strange collar locked around her neck. The collar had a metal attachment mounted vertically with sharp points on each end, forcing her to keep her head up and looking at the ceiling.


  Abdulla noticed Nathalie staring at her and explained, "That slave didn't keep her posture while out in the corral. This will teach her to maintain her posture. If her heels drop my friend here gives her a shock with the cattle prod. She needs to learn to stay on her toes with her head raised. After a few days in here she'll never forget again."


  Nathalie groaned and looked at the second woman. She too had a bit gag and arms bound behind her back. But her legs were chained to the floor spreading them wide giving total access to her cunt. Nathalie looked at the contraption between the slaves legs. It had a motor and a long pole with a dildo mounted on top. It was buried deep inside the slave and was moving up and down constantly fucking the slave. She was sweating profusely eyes were glossed over. Her body was trembling as it was obvious that she was about to orgasm. As the slave started to groan, the man with the probe touched her cunt and pulled the trigger. The slave screamed and almost collapsed. The man stepped back and waited to make sure the orgasm was gone before he went back to sit down until the next time he was needed.


  The third slave was suspended from a board. Her hands cuffed above her head. Her legs were attached behind her leaving her to hang over a bracket with a dildo attached. As long as the slave could hold her weight the dildo was barely inside her dripping cunt. But as the fatigue grew she slowly dropped down on the large dildo. When her arms finally gave way, the dildo was buried almost a foot inside her core. They watched as the slave struggled to keep from impaling her body on the large probe. Each time she pulled herself up and off the dildo her strength gave way and she dropped back down. The pain must have been intense as the slave screamed each time and struggled to pull herself up.


  Abdulla pinched Nathalie's left nipple and said, "After a couple of hours here she will never refuse a command again."
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  The third room Abdulla took her to was some kind of holding cell. The first thing she noticed was the first slave she saw hogtied was now standing inside the cell. Her head completely shaved with a metal harness locked on her body. It looked very uncomfortable. It started on her head, completely surrounding her face, gagging her and limiting any sight except straight ahead. Her mouth was gagged and continued down to and around her neck. This effectively eliminated any movement of her head. From there a metal strip down between her tits and between her legs and through her ass crack. To keep it in place, another band with cuffs went around her waist and locked her hands in front of her. Nathalie could see the defeat in her eyes and wondered if she would ever recover.


  The other slave was shackled with her hands above her head to the bars of the cage. She was wearing a set of delicate gold chains that draped around her naked tits and down her body. They continued around her waist and hips and between her legs. Nathalie looked at her eyes and saw nothing, it didn't look like she even knew they were there. Nathalie couldn't take her eyes off her face. When Abdulla leaned into her and whispered in her ear, Nathalie's legs gave out on her and she dropped to her knees.


  "I see you like her. She's finished her training and her new master will be picking her up shortly. I have to give her credit, she struggled mightily, but in the end she stood no chance. Once you enter here there is no escape. Your fate is sealed!"
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  Abdulla knew what to do next; he needed to push the new slave deeper into submission. To do that he had to push her to the brink of insanity, to push her so far that the rest of the training was preferable to the pit.


  Abdulla dragged Nathalie back from the cage and to a large pit in the middle of the floor. He nodded to another man who flipped a switch and lowered a harness down from the ceiling. It took Abdulla only a minute before he had Nathalie locked into the harness and suspended above the pit. He motioned to the other man and he slowly dropped the scared slave down the pit.


  Abdulla was kneeling beside her as she slowly dropped into the darkness. Just before her head dropped below the floor he said. "Enjoy your time in the pit slave. Don't worry about any of the pets, they don't bite much."
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  Nathalie eyes were filled with fear as the world disappeared above her. Down she went further and further till the opening was far above her. When the two men pulled a cover over the opening all light was gone and she was enveloped in total darkness.


  Nathalie was panicking as the darkness was all consuming. All her other senses were heightened and every noise caused her fear to explode. At first she tried to get out of the harness but she soon was exhausted and still trapped. Still suspended she tried to relax and drift off into her mind. She had no idea of how long she was there, when water started to pour over her. Locked as she was she couldn't get away from it and breathing was difficult as it poured over her head. On and on it went when she realized the pit was filling up. Nathalie again started to struggle as the water was now up to her waist and rising fast. In minutes it was up to her neck and soon would be above her head. Not being able to see only increased her fear of drowning when the water stopped. It was right at her mouth and unless she tilted her head back she couldn't breathe. Nathalie's mind was out of control and all she could think of was when death would arrive.


  Nathalie didn't know how long the water stayed in the pit. Her concentration was just to breathe. But she noticed that it seemed to be receding. The feeling of relief was immense as the water steadily dropped. When it finally was down around her ankles Nathalie thought she might survive.


  Time stood still for the frightened slave as the longer she endured the pit the more her mind accepted her fate. Finally she dozed off and slept. The welcomed sleep was short lived, however. Abdulla was in the control room and was watching the slave struggle to maintain her sanity. He let her doze off and waited for a few minutes before he reached over and pushed a button. Unknown to Nathalie several small doors opened near the bottom of the pit and out scampered three dozen rats. The rats fell into the remaining water and scampered to the only thing they could use to climb out of the water: Nathalie's legs.


  Nathalie woke with a start as she felt several creatures start climbing up her legs. She had no idea what they were but the darkness only multiplied her fear. When the first rat made it to her shoulders and started to nuzzle her face Nathalie lost it and started to thrash about trying to shake the creatures off her body. What she didn't know was the rats couldn't bite her as their mouths had been sewn shut. But with several rats on the board around her face, being unable to see them was too much to bear and she passed out.


  Nathalie had no idea of how long she was unconscious. She woke with a start on a cold concrete floor in a cell. Her arms were bound behind her back and attached to her ankles. She thrashed around on the floor until she realized that she wasn't in the pit any longer and started to calm down. The only thing filling her mind was to obey, she didn't think she could survive another bout with the pit. It was several hours before someone came to get her. But all he did was bring in a bowl with some kind of gruel and sat it in front of her face.


  "Eat slave." Was all he said before he walked out of the cell and disappeared.


  Nathalie no longer cared what it was, she was so hungry that she would have eaten anything and this hardly qualified as anything. When she finished eating she fell back into a deep sleep, exhausted.
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  Nathalie had no idea of how long she was in the cell. Every so often someone would come get her and take her to a new area of torture. The first day she was locked into a small cage and suspended above the pit. The cage was so small that she couldn't stand or move at all. Her hands were cuffed behind her and she had little movement. Every so often a man would walk in and play with the switch lowering her slightly down towards the pit. Nathalie panicked each time begging to do anything to stay out, knowing that she would do literally anything.
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  Food, lights, and the cage came at odd intervals. Nathalie lost all track of time and followed any instructions. Her routine changed to where she was placed in a box and sucked cocks for hours on end. Soon a new activity was added and her duties now included fucking any man that came into her cage. Her time was filled with cage, cocks, fucking, and slop for food.


  One day, a man decided to force his cock into her ass without any preparation of lubricant. Nathalie screamed and kicked him in the nuts. As soon as she felt her foot touch is balls she panicked.


  "Oh god, please forgive me, it was an accident, please I'm sorry, take my ass please."


  But it was too late. He grabbed her by her harness and pulled her down the hall to a room she'd never seen before. The entire way she begged for mercy. She promised the world and everything in it. But he never slowed down and pushed her into the dark room. Inside were two steel poles mounted to the floor. They must have been almost seven feet tall with a shackle on top of each one. The man picked up Nathalie like she was nothing and soon had her hanging by her wrists, her feet dangling above the floor. She was scared and didn't know what to expect when he grabbed her chin and growled. "Kick me in the nuts bitch and you will pay now, tomorrow, and every day after that until you're shipped out of here." He smacked her cheek and stepped back.


  Nathalie hadn't noticed the other man standing in the shadows until he stood in front of her. He was naked from the waist up but still was wearing the traditional Arabic head dress, but what she noticed more was the long whip dragging behind him. She closed her eyes and waited for him to begin.
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  The first lash landed across her thighs, leaving a long red welt. The second landed across her exposed tits. The whip felt like fire each time it landed on her body. Nathalie was trying to be strong but the pain was so intense her screams lasted from one lash to the next. Finally her mind shut down and her bladder released.


  The man was a master with the whip. Each stroke was only an inch away from the last. He continued until her chest, stomach, back and legs were covered with red welts. When he finally finished and release her wrists, she fell to the floor a blubbering mass of female flesh.


  Nathalie was returned to her cell and bound as before. She fell into a fitful sleep as the pain was constant. Nathalie had no idea how long they left her in the cell. She knew they'd fed her a few times and released her to empty her bowels in the commode.


  On what she guessed was the third day, a man came and took her to a new room. He locked her in her harness and growled, "Now we finally have fun."


  Nathalie really didn't care any longer. Her body was stiff and sore, but the welts had mostly healed. You could see them, but you had to really look. As soon as they entered the room Nathalie started to tremble. He pulled her to a board sticking out of the wall with brackets mounted above it.
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  He pushed her on the seat and strapped her hands above her head. She looked at him but saw nothing in his eyes. It was as if there wasn't a person inside. When he grabbed her right leg and pulled it up above her head the fear boiled up from deep inside her and consumed all thoughts.
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When he finished with the other leg, he flipped a release on the board and folded it against the wall. Nathalie was now hanging by her hands and ankles, exposing her tits, ass, and cunt and leaving her helpless.
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For the first time, Nathalie noticed some life behind the man's eyes. But the look was of pure evil. She shuddered when he walked away and came back with a crop. He laughed as Nathalie tried to evade his caressing her lips with the crop, over and over, driving her crazy waiting for him to begin with his punishments.
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Then it started, the man lashed her over and over on her exposed pussy and tits. Nathalie tried to be strong, but the pain blended together until her body started to accept it and eventually embrace it. After about 15 minutes she was panting and pushing her pelvis out to meet the blows. The man must have been paying attention, because as Nathalie had her first pain induced orgasm, he stopped and pulled a hood over her eyes. Now blinded Nathalie waited for the next blow, but it never came. She hung there on the wall and blinded. How long she hung there was unknown. It could have been minutes or hours, time had no meaning to Nathalie.

It was only when the first cock entered her pussy that she even knew someone else was in the room. It wasn't a gentle fuck but a brutal rape as the man shoved his cock deep inside her body making sure he bottomed out with each stroke. One after another each stroke was a little more brutal than the one before. Again, the pain was intense but strangely satisfying as Nathalie's body accepted the pain as pleasure and started to climb the mountain towards her second pain orgasm.

However, her climax never arrived before the man shot his seed deep inside her body. Nathalie screamed in frustration when she felt him pull out of her. She needed relief when another cock followed the first.

[image: https://web.archive.org/web/20170224111157im_/https:/www.literotica.com/images/illustratedstories/2017/2017_01/rebeccasm_trapped-and-alone-ch-05_18.jpg]

Nathalie didn't bother to count the number of cocks that fucked her that day. The line seemed endless. When they finally dragged her abused body back to her cell she was unaware of her surroundings. She had no idea how long she was out but it must have been a while as there were two bowls of food on the floor.

Nathalie crawled over to the bowls and ate the food. Soon she was asleep again until she heard the cell door open. Nathalie quickly got up on her knees and lowered her head. Her mind only thinking of obeying. The man clipped a leash on her collar and pulled her out the cell door. Nathalie didn't even think of standing, but crawled after the man praying that today would be better than yesterday.

Nathalie followed the man out of the building to a cave of sorts. She had no idea of where she was as she kept her head down and stared at the man's feet in front of her. When he stopped she finally looked up and gasped.

In front of her was a cross with one vertical post and two horizontal beams. There were shackles mounted on them and she assumed they were for her hands and feet. What scared her was a round post sticking out at her with two large cocks sticking straight up. Nathalie started to cry as she knew today wasn't going to be any better than yesterday. She dropped to the floor and curled into a fetal position.

It took two men to get Nathalie in position. Her hand were shackled to the top beam and her ankles to the lower beam. Her wide open cunt and ass were lined up over the cocks with them just inside her. As long as she could hold her weight up it wasn't too bad, but as her strength waned she slowly impaled herself on the cocks. The longer she hung there the deeper they went. When all strength was gone, the cocks were buried almost ten inches inside her. Nathalie was in intense pain as the cocks pushed into her cervix and almost to her intestines. Her mind was shutting down trying to cope with the pain, when both cocks started to vibrate. Nathalie's eyes grew large as now the pain was being joined by intense pleasure. Just before Nathalie's body erupted with a massive pain/pleasure orgasm, the vibrations stopped. Nathalie head dropped and her crying increased as the frustrations increased. Before she could adjust, a strong electrical current shot out of the cock and forced muscle spasms all through her body. Nathalie's mind was short circuiting as it, and her body, was confused as to what was happening. The shocks ended and her body relaxed, but it was only seconds until it started again. Over and over the cycle went, pain, pleasure, shocks till she finally collapsed and hung from the cross unconscious.
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  Trapped and Alone Ch. 06


   


  Editor's note: this story contains scenes of non-consensual or reluctant sexual situations.


  Thanks to all who have followed this story. We are sorry for the delay. Other projects have kept our attention. As mentioned before this story is a collaborative effort between Rebeccasm and Sadkins116. Rebecca provides the art and Sadkins116 provides the story. All persons are of age and do not represent any persons living or dead.


  We wish to thank Arilyn Writer for her help in editing this story. She were an immense help. We welcome all feedback and hope that you will vote. To better enjoy this chapter you should read the previous chapters to understand how we got where we are. Please be aware that this story contains non-consensual sex and forced slavery. If this is not your cup of tea please move on.


  ++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++


  Rosemary was sitting at her desk when she heard her computer ding indicating a new email. She opened Outlook and saw it was from a friend from another agency. She knew they concentrated on the Middle East and wondered why she was sending her a message. Rosemary opened the mail and read it over. At first she was confused as to why she was copied when she opened the attachment. The picture opened and Rosemary gasped, a sick feeling rushed up from her stomach.


  Rosemary sat there for a moment before she closed the mail and picked up the phone. At first she started to call her team when a thought occurred to her. How did this happen. All her intelligence told her was that their mission was proceeding as planned. The picture was proof that all her data was incorrect. She hung up the phone, grabbed her purse, and walked out the door.


  It took almost an hour before Rosemary arrive at her destination. After a few pleasantries Rosemary explained why she was there.


  Standing beside her were Amanda Martin and Marcus Miller. They were from another agency that specialized in black ops. After receiving the email earlier she didn't trust anyone in her own agency.


  "Thank you for meeting me on such short notice. I know this is unusual but I need your assistance. I received this picture this morning and it involves an undercover agent we have at a Drug Kingpin's island. Up to this morning I was under the understanding that the op was going well." Rosemary clicked the remote and a monitor came to life.
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  "Another agency sent me this picture and as you can see there are three women being led into a slave training camp near Yemen. I guess we knew it existed, but if you look closely the woman in the front is our undercover agent, and she's supposed to be on the other side of the world. All my reports from the other agent onsite say everything is going to plan. However, he either has no idea or he has been compromised and is either working with our target or being forced to give us false reports." Rosemary paused and watched for any reaction. Seeing none she continued.


  "Now, we are not going to abandon our agent and I want you and your team to rescue her. The problem is we can't just storm the compound as there is another operation following this sect. We need to find a way to get her out of there without compromising the other operation."


  Amanda stood there looking at the picture. She thought back on some of her other operations and knew she'd been lucky that she hadn't been compromised before. The thought of what the agent was going through made her entire being flush with anger.


  "We'll get her out of there, send us everything you have and we will get back with you soon."


  "Please do, and quickly. Our intelligence tells us that the women are only kept there for a few weeks before they are sold and never seen again. This picture is almost a week old. We have very little time and the longer she's there, even if we get her out, she may never be the same again."


  The two agents nodded and the meeting ended.


  For the next several hours, Rosemary was busy following up on some details that came to her after seeing the picture. Not wanting her team, or any team in her agency for that matter, she decided to do her own research. If there was a leak she would find it. When she got the call early that evening, she rushed to where Amanda instructed.


  It was almost nine o'clock when everyone arrived at the designated meeting. Rosemary was the last to arrive. Already there were Amanda, Marcus, and another man sitting off to the side.


  "Rosemary, I'd like to introduce my partner, Adam. He will be assisting with this OP. We think we may have found a way into the compound, but it's dangerous and we can't do it alone. Can you put together a team of field agents you can trust? Maybe 4 or 5?"


  Rosemary nodded to Adam and listened to Amanda, "Yes, I can do that. I have some on assignment elsewhere that I can pull in."


  "Good, if everything goes to plan we won't need them, but if things go wrong we'll need backup."


  Amanda nodded and asked, "How are you going to get in without getting noticed?"


  Amanda smiled and said, "Oh they'll notice us or I should say they'll notice me, I hope."


  Rosemary looked at her friend, her face showing the confusion going through her head. But Amanda's coy look calmed her a bit.


  "What do you mean you want to be noticed?"


  "Well, Adam has a contact that works in, well, let's say he supplies a fair amount of arms to just about anyone and everyone over there. Adam put a little pressure on him and it just so happens he's going there in the next couple of days, and has agreed to take us with him." Amanda explained.


  "Amanda, I'm not stupid. No one does things for free. What is this going to cost." Rosemary asked.


  "Well, I guess.... I mean... Well Adam gave me to him. He knows we want in, but he thinks it's because Adam is scoping out the operation for a client that wants to send women there for training. But he wants Adam to see it in operation and as a token of his client's appreciation he's giving him me as a slave." Amanda seemed a little nervous now. She looked at Adam still sitting in the corner. He had been her partner for the last two months and they were still getting to know each other.


  Amanda actually knew very little about Adam. She knew he was an ex-seal and had been undercover for the last year or so. But sometimes the looks he gave her made her think.


  Rosemary looked at the two agents and studied their expressions. She trusted Amana explicitly, but didn't know Adam at all and something told her neither did Amanda. However it seemed like Amanda was willing, and she knew Amanda wouldn't take unnecessary risks.


  "Okay, but what happens when you get in?" Rosemary inquired; she needed more details before she would sign off on the operation. The last thing she needed was to lose three agents in one operation.


  Amanda nodded and pulled out a three folders with several sheets of paper, photos, and diagrams. Soon all four were going of them were going over the details. Amanda asked several question and finally after almost three hours she sat back.


  "I'm not sure about this. I think the plan is solid getting in, but after you're in there's not much detail. Maybe we should look for other options?" Rosemary stated.


  "Rosemary, we can't wait, each hour we delay the harder it will be to get her back. Now Adam has assured me that we can trust his contact to get us in. I understand we're working out some details after we get there, but we may not have another chance for days or even weeks to get in again. We need to move now. I know if that were me in there, knowing someone was coming would be the only thing that would keep me alive. I think we should do it." Amanda explained looking directly into Rosemary's eyes.


  Rosemary sat and stared at the two of them for almost two minutes before she said, "Okay, do it."


  Amanda shook Rosemary's hand and smiled, "We got this, and we'll get your girl out of there, trust us."


  Rosemary looked at them and quietly said, "I hope so, I'd hate to lose all of you."


  They all shook hands and walked out of the small room. Each going a different way as arrangements needed to be confirmed. Fifteen hours later, Amanda and Adam landed in a small aircraft somewhere in the Middle East. Amanda was already dressed as a slave and Adam's whole demeanor seemed to change. Amanda noticed the change and thought he was just getting into character, but his looks were taking on a noticeable leer.


  They rushed out of the small plane and climbed into a large car with darkened windows. Once inside they couldn't see out. The window was closed between the driver and the passengers, but they assumed the car was bugged. Amanda was trying not to show it but her stomach was doing flip flops the further they went from the plane. She was practically naked, wearing a white lace nighty that covered little and highlighted her magnificent body. The White thong and high heel sandals finished off her outfit. Unfortunately, there was no place to hide anything. No cameras, microphones, or more importantly weapons. She was entirely dependent on Adam having her back. This initial meeting it was crucial that their arms dealer think she was a slave to be given to him. If she didn't act like a slave and do exactly as ordered the OP would be over before it started. Amanda's mind worked to get into character bowing her head and not speaking.


  The ride took almost an hour and when the car stopped and the driver got out. In seconds the door opened and Adam climbed out, when Amanda started to follow the driver held his hand up and stopped her. Amanda sat back down and the door closed followed by a click as it locked. Amanda could only wait until she was summoned.


  The car motor was off and so was the air conditioning. Seeing as this was the desert it was soon oppressive inside the black car. Amanda was now sweating profusely but she could only wait. She had no idea of how long she sat there, but when the door opened she almost fell on her face getting out of the oppressive sweat box inside the car. She looked up from her knees at the driver laughing at her.


  "Get up slave, it's time to meet your new master." He grabbed the hair on the back of her head and pulled her to her feet. Amanda didn't struggle and allowed the driver to direct her to what appeared to be a tent about thirty yards in the distance. When they got there, the driver pulled a flap back and shoved her in.


  Amanda blinked as her eyes adjusted to the light. The tent turned out to be a three sided shelter from the sun. There was floor, couch, rug, and table. Almost like a portable oasis. Standing in front of her was Adam. He was in the middle of the tent. Sitting by the couch behind him was a young man of mixed descent. He wasn't white, or Middle Eastern. He could probably blend in anywhere. Amanda stole glances in his direction and wasn't impressed. He was skinny with very little muscle definition. By what she could see behind the headdress she wasn't impressed with his looks either. She shivered at the thought of having sex with him, but she held no illusions about it not happening.


  Amanda approached Adam and stood in front of her master. Adam pointed his finger up; using a prearranged signal meaning Amanda would put her hands on her head. He twirled his finger and Amanda spun around slowly, making sure her master got a good look, but never looking him in the eyes. When she was facing Adam again, she glanced briefly at his face, hoping for clues on her performance. But the look in his eyes made her look twice. It was a cross between lust and perversion. Amanda actually shivered at his look. She suddenly felt very alone.
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  Amanda stood staring at the floor when a voice behind her said, "Strip slave, but leave the shoes on and turn around I want to inspect my gift."


  Amanda slid the nighty off her shoulders and down her body. She made sure to keep her legs straight when she bent over to pick it up, giving her master a good look at her ass. Staying in that position, Amanda slid her hands up, grasped the thin strip of elastic holding the tiny thong together. She slowly pulled it down her legs exposing her charms to the lowlife that now controlled her. Amanda was somewhat surprised at how her body was reacting. Her pussy was juicing and her nipples were hard. Without realizing it she was starting to pant.


  Adam moved over to sit by his contact as Amanda turned to face them keeping her hands behind her head.
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  Amanda felt dirty as both men were gawking at her fabulous tits. She couldn't help but notice Adam was as into it as her master. Both men reached out and groped the naked agent. Despite how much she hated what was happening to her, her body loved every second. It took about ten minutes before Amanda was moaning and pushing her soaked pussy against their fingers. Her eyes closed and her mouth open as she gasped for air.


  For the next half hour or so the two men kept teasing Amanda taking her to the edge a few times until Amanda's body was losing control as her muscles convulsed and her mouth grunting with each stroke of their fingers buried deep inside her core.


  Amanda almost screamed when they stopped and pulled their hands away from her body. She needed some relief. She had figured that her master would fuck her and keep her close. But as her senses came back she noticed another man was behind her. Before she could react, he grabbed her hands and cuffed them behind her back. Amanda was caught off guard and now was naked, cuffed, and being lead out of the tent.


  Knowing she couldn't struggle her thoughts were of her partner. Was she sure he had her back? A sudden burst of laughter behind her put more than a little bit of doubt in her mind.
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  Adam tried not to show any attachment with Amanda. He had to be convincing that she was nothing to him but a gift to Andre. Adam had used Andre a couple of times before. Each time it usually worked out okay. But this was by far the most dangerous OP he had used Andre. He knew Amanda was having trouble handling the teasing, but he had no choice. He didn't react except to laugh at one of Andre's sick jokes as Amanda was being led away. Andre explained that she was just being taken to another tent to be dressed and would be brought to them later to have some fun.


  What Adam didn't know was Andre had other plans for his new slave. He knew Adam was a spook, but as long as he didn't interfere with his business it didn't matter. Besides he might be able to use him later if he got in trouble.


  Andre suspected that the woman was an agent too and wanted to humiliate her and break her spirit if things worked out. He suspected that if Adam knew what was happening he would stop it, so using the excuse to have her dress, he sent the slave to be marked as a possession for the rest of her life. He also had another surprise in store for her. If she was an agent too, he figured that at some time she would escape and wanted to find her when she did. He smiled at Adam and offered another drink.


  Amanda was pulled over to a black pickup and driven a short distance away. She was more than a little nervous and it increased the further she was from Adam. Amanda was relieved when the truck stopped, still in sight of the tent but almost a mile away. Amanda looked around and there were a few men loitering around, but they perked up when the naked agent was pulled into their midst.


  Amanda at first thought she was going to be gang raped when her arms and ankles were chained to stakes in the ground. A bit gag filled her mouth and a metal collar was locked around her neck. Attached to the collar was another short chain that went to another stake. She was strung up so tight she couldn't move but only look directly in front of her. Amanda thought this would be when she was going to be fucked, but instead the men pulled up a metal fire ring and started a fire.


  Amanda was already sweating in the desert heat and starting a fire didn't cause any alarms to ring. They all watched the fire as it steadily got hotter and hotter. Amanda was feeling the heat when her Master and Adam drove up. She felt a bit of relief when she saw Adam, but that was short lived. The man tending the fire had inserted two long metal probes into the fire. He kept stirring the fire as Amanda looked on.


  It was when he pulled out the probe that Amanda realized what it was: a branding iron, and it was starting to turn red hot.
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  Amanda started to struggle against her bindings, but they must have done this before because she really couldn't move at all. She knew her fate was sealed.


  The helpless agent could only watch as the man pulled out the iron, now cherry red and step closer to her body. She closed her eyes when first she heard the sizzling and then felt the intense pain on the right shoulder. Amanda screamed into her bit gag but it could barely be heard. It felt like he kept the searing probe on her body for minutes, but it was probably on a second or two, when Amanda passed out.
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  When she woke she had a little trouble comprehending where she was and how she got there. She was still naked, but she was in a cage. Her head stuck out the top and her arms were out the sides and attached to the sides beside her head. She was on her knees and her ankles seemed to be attached to the back of the cage. Her mouth was filled with a rubber gag of some sort that filled her mouth completely. She tried but couldn't utter a sound.


  As Amanda's senses cleared she noticed her shoulder was still hurting, but surprisingly not as much as she would have expected. Otherwise she felt okay, but her left shoulder also hurt, not much but it felt like something wasn't the same. Amanda dismissed the thought and tried to assess her situation. She no longer felt she could count on her partner so she tried to watch to see if she could escape.
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  Amanda watched closely, but soon she was loaded on the back of a truck and driving down the road.


  Adam and Andre went back to the shelter laughing as the truck went down the road. Adam knew that Amanda was in trouble, but he also knew that the truck was heading to the compound. The OP hadn't gone exactly to plan, but Amanda was in and soon he hoped he and Andre would be following.


  Andre led Adam back to the tent and sat down. "So Adam, what's really going on here? Do you think I'm a fool? Why here and why now?" Andre said while staring in Adam's eyes. "Now, keep in mind the slave is gone and if you ever want to see her again you should think carefully about your answer."


  Adam's mind was going a mile a minute. He needed to have a believable answer that could be checked out quickly. If he answered wrong, he and Amanda were as good as dead.


  "Andre, you know me, we've worked together before. Why would I lie?" Adam said, trying to buy time.


  Andre just smiled and waited for Adam to answer. He already knew that the slave was a plant and a spook. He knew that Adam was a spook but what he didn't know was what their real mission was, and he wasn't going to take a chance it was him. He could care less about the slave camp. He was only concerned about his sale of hand held missiles to a bunch of camel jockeys.


   


  Adam finally came to the conclusion that he really had no choice. He either trusted the arms dealer, or lie. It wouldn't take Andre long to check his lies and then they both would be dead or worse.


  "Okay Andre, we're here to rescue an agent that was sent here from the other side of the world. It has nothing to do with you. In fact, all we want is the agent and everyone goes on with their lives." Adam said and waited for Andre's response.


  Andre looked at Adam for what seemed to be forever before he broke out in a big smile. "Well, you should have said something earlier, because now you and your friend are in a bit of a pickle. You need me to get you in the compound and rescue your agent, but now there are two agents in there and you're out here. I guess you need me now more than ever."


  Adam didn't say a word, but waited for Andre to finish. He knew that if he spoke too soon he would lose any bargaining power he might have.


  Andre smiled and punched Adam in the shoulder, "Of course I'll help my friend, but there will be costs, and you will cover those costs. Agreed?"


  Adam watched the arms dealer closely. He knew that Andre wanted something special, but he didn't know what that was. However, if he didn't agree the two agents inside might never be found again.


  "Talk to me Andre, what do you want? You know there is a limit."


  "Relax my friend, it's nothing. I'll get you in and even help you to get out, but until then, my gift remains my slave and you will help me play with her. You will do everything I ask when it comes to my slave. You won't interfere at all, no matter what. Until we walk out of the compound she is my slave. Oh and one other small detail, I'm closing a multi-million-dollar deal next week in Morocco and I want no interference from any agency. There will be nobody around for 500 miles. Do you agree?"


  Adam thought for a minute; they already knew about the deal. He was pretty sure he could barter the agents rescue to arrange a hands off on it. It was the part with Amanda bothered him. She was in a slave training camp. If he didn't get in he might never see her, or the other agent, again. Andre was a bit crazy and could be very cruel, and he wanted Adam to help him humiliate his partner. As much as he hated it, he had little choice.


  "Done, you got it, now when can we get in?"


  "Excellent decision my friend. We will be going in tomorrow morning; you, me, and the slave. Oh didn't I tell you she hasn't been delivered yet. I had her taken down the road to a slave auction. I just wanted to play a little before we go in. Now follow me and let's have some fun."


  Adam cringed at being played a fool, but he still couldn't do anything about it. He had to follow along until they found the other agent and set her free. Adam prayed that Amanda would understand.


  Amanda had no idea of where she was. She was pretty certain it wasn't the compound so escape still might be possible. The ride took almost an hour, she guessed. By the time the truck stopped her knees were screaming in pain as well as both of her shoulders. When a man climbed into the truck, Amanda was in no shape to resist when he opened the cage and pulled her to her feet. He legs were barely functioning as he dragged her to a small building and tossed some clothes at her. Well, not really clothes but a shear wrap that draped over her tits and fell down almost to her ankles. The wrap was trimmed with gold chains. With her arms still bound behind her she had no way to resist, and let the men dress her. When they finished they pulled her out to a courtyard where there was a round platform with two other women already there hanging from shackles and almost naked.


  'Oh my god it's a slave auction. I'm being sold! Fear shot out from deep inside her body and shot out to her limbs paralyzing her brain and shutting down any thoughts of freedom. The only thought was 'will I survive?'
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  As they got closer, Amanda got a better look at the platform. The other two women were hanging by their wrists shackled to four long posts on each side of them. Their toes were barely touching the ground. Amanda noticed their expressions and saw nothing: no emotion, no fear, no life, it was as if all hope was gone.
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  When the men pulled Amanda next to the platform she saw a single metal post mounted between the two other women. It had a crank handle and two large phalluses sticking straight up. Amanda's brain finally cleared enough to know what was about to happen.
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  She started to struggle, but it still took the men only a minute before she was secured to the post and the phalluses cranked up and into her pussy and ass. He legs were spread and chained to the post eliminating any thought of escape.
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  Amanda was struggling not to breakdown completely as with each moment freedom seemed to be further away. Her only hope was that Adam would arrive and rescue her. She tried to look around but a man stepped behind her and pulled a collar around her neck. But when Amanda tried to look down there was a sharp pain in her neck. The collar forced her to keep her head held high or risk puncturing her own throat.
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  Amanda couldn't move. The large probes buried deep in her ass and pussy sent out extreme pain if she moved.
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  Amanda felt, rather than saw, the men gather around her naked and displayed body. Their hands were roaming freely all over her only reinforcing her feeling of helplessness.


  For the next couple of hours, Amanda was displayed to anyone walking through the courtyard. Every man stopped to fondle, probe, and ridicule the three slaves. The men's wives were also taking their turns, smacking the slaves with sticks and spitting on them.


  By the time Amanda was released and pulled back inside the small building her body was exhausted and her mind was barely functioning. She didn't even see what they were doing to her as she was pushed on to a metal frame as her legs and arms were locked into place. Amanda's ass was now perched on a stand with her legs locked open and above her body. Her neck was attached to another stand with her arms locked below her. Her mouth still gaged and her body totally open and helpless. She didn't know what was happening until she felt something enter her open ass and cunt. Thankfully, after the last couple of hours out in the courtyard she was pleased it didn't hurt. She relaxed for a few moments when the probes started to move in and out, fucking her holes.


  Amanda tried to ignore the probes, but when they started to vibrate as well as fuck her, that proved impossible. Amanda's body started to react to the forced stimulation and soon she was moaning and panting around the gag. She was in another world as her body started to crest when the probes stopped. Amanda tried to push her body onto the vibrators to try to achieve the orgasm just in front of her. She groaned in frustration as her body calmed a bit and her climax receded. Amanda's breathing had just returned to normal when the probes started again. Over and over the probes drove Amanda to the brink of orgasm. Each time her mind growing weaker and weaker at resisting, until she finally screamed and begged for relief, promising to do anything to be allowed to orgasm.


  All time stood still, the only things going through Amanda's mind was her cunt and ass. The only human contact was when, every so often, someone would walk up and pour more lubricant on her ass. Amanda begged each time to for them to stop, but please let her cum or stop the torture. All her pleas fell on deaf ears as the torture continued.


  Amanda was scared now; her body was surrendering to the torture and her mind was close behind. In just a few hours her resistance was almost gone, and she could only wonder where Adam was. She felt betrayed and alone. She flashed back to the car and her first exposure to Andre. She remembered her first impression of him and thinking about how she thought she would able manipulate him and rescue the agent. Now she was helpless, branded, and alone. Her partner was nowhere to be found and thoughts were festering in her mind that she had been setup.


  The probes buried deep inside her started again and Amanda groaned in frustration. She didn't even notice Andre and Adam walk into the room. It was only when she heard them talk that she looked over at them.


  "See. I told you that we would catch up with the slave. I'm just having her tenderized before we take her to the camp. Doesn't she look hot? I'll bet she'd do about anything to fucking orgasm right now." Andre bragged.


  Adam tried to not show any emotion but deep down inside he wanted to kill Andre. He looked at the monster standing in front of him and started to tell him to release her, but when Andre looked at him, Adam knew he had no choice. "God yes, she's hot, but you don't want to ruin her the first day."


  "You're right, I want that tight pussy before it's worn out. Help me pull the probes back and we can double team her."
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  Adam nodded and followed Andre's lead and the two of them soon pulled the probes out and strip off their clothes.


  Amanda couldn't believe her ears when she heard Adam answer her master. God, had she just thought of Andre as her master? When the dildos that were fucking her were pulled from her abused holes, Amanda was both relieved and disappointed. She was again right on the cusp of an orgasm but the thoughts of her ordeal ending caused her to relax.


  Andre walked up to his slave and dropped his cock on her face. "Say hello to your new master, slave. From this day forward your life exists to please your master. When you can no longer please him I will bring you back here and sell your ass to the highest bidder. That can be today or years from now, but I will tell you there are worse masters to serve. So you better make sure you put forth your best efforts to please your master."


  Amanda understood completely what he was telling her. If she didn't submit to his every desire he would sell her today and her life would be over. She shivered at the thought, but she still held out hope that Adam would rescue her. She started to lick his balls and suck them into her mouth. Making sure she lavished her tongue over and around his large balls. When he pulled back Amanda licked and kissed his long shaft. Finally she came to the mushroom shaped head she raised up to suck it down her throat when her eyes saw Adam, naked standing between her legs with his cock pointed at her core.


  "Ahhhhggggaa" a primal scream poured out from deep inside her as she realized that she was alone and now a slave.


  The two men shoved their large cocks inside the helpless agent and soon were fucking her violently.
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  Amanda surrendered to the men, working to try to satisfy them in spite of her bindings. She didn't want to be sold to some anonymous man and disappear forever. As long as she was with Andre she might be found. The only good thing was that instead of leaving her frustrated, the men fucked her over and over and brought her to climax again and again. When the two of them could no longer maintain an erection they dressed and walked out of the room, leaving the nearly comatose slave behind.


  Amanda was semi-conscious when two men came in and released her from the stand. She couldn't walk so they semi-carried her out the door to an armored vehicle and lifted her to the roof. She didn't have the strength to resist as they again strapped her to a metal frame mounted on top. Her hands were stretched above her head and her legs were spread wide and shackled to a metal spreader bar. She was now hanging above the roof of the truck when she was gagged and blindfolded.


  All sorts of thoughts were going through her head as once again her ass and pussy were filled with another set of probes. She tried to hold herself up to keep the probes from plunging deep inside her. But in her weakened state she soon slumped down and fully impaled her body on the two probes. She felt the truck start to move. When the engine started the probes started to stroke in and out. The faster the truck went, the faster the probes pistoned up and down. In minutes Amanda felt her mind slipping away as insanity started to creep in.
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  Amanda had no idea of how long the trip took. She endured orgasm after orgasm as the relentless probes never stopped. Eventually she passed out and only woke when the truck finally stopped. She was incoherent as her mind and body were broken. She would do whatever she was told and pray she wouldn't have to endure this again.
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  Trapped and Alone Ch. 07


   


   


  Editor's note: this story contains scenes of non-consensual or reluctant sexual situations.


  Thanks to all who have followed this story. As mentioned before this story is a collaborative effort between Rebeccasm and Sadkins116. Rebecca provides the art and Sadkins116 provides the story. All persons are of age and do not represent any persons living or dead.


  We wish to thank Arilyn Writer and Bydasea for their help in editing this story. They both were very helpful. We welcome all feedback and hope that you will vote. To better enjoy this chapter you should read the previous chapters to understand how we got where we are. Please be aware that this story contains non-consensual sex and forced slavery. If this is not your cup of tea please move on.
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  Adam and Andre left the building as Amanda was taken out to the truck by the two men. Adam watched and cringed when he realized how they were binding her. However there was nothing he could do. He would have to wait until Andre took him to the compound. Adam prayed the Amanda would survive till then. He glared at Andre as they walked to the SUV to follow the truck.


  When they arrived at the compound, Andre spoke to a couple of men, but Adam had no idea what was said. Soon they were escorted to a building and assigned rooms. Adam followed along until they made it to Andre's room.


  When the entered, Andre smiled and smacked Adam on the back. "You did well my friend. I will have your information by tomorrow morning. Your room is across the hall. However I'm afraid I will have to lock you in. Our hosts are a bit paranoid and they don't know you. But have no fear Adam, tomorrow will be fun as we wait for our opportunity to get your friends out of here."


  Adam nodded and headed for the door. Just before he opened it, he turned to Andre and said, "Don't think for a minute I don't know what you're doing. Just remember, every action has a reaction. You keep fucking with me and my partner and I will remember it. Now back off and let's get out of here."


  Andre nodded, followed Adam to his room and locked him in. He almost laughed when he walked back across the hall and ordered Amanda to be brought to his room.


  It was about 20 minutes before there was a knock at the door. Andre opened and a man handed him Amanda's leash. He pulled her into the room and attached her neck, wrists, and ankles to a metal bar. The slave was forced to her knees with her back straight and her tits pushed out. She was totally helpless. Although he really didn't need to, he just wanted to make sure she understood he was her master.


  Andre knelt down in front of his slave and tweaked her sore nipple. He watched her cringe and squeezed harder. Amanda gasped in pain as her master pinched harder. When tears slid down her cheeks he stopped.


  "Do I have your attention now slave?" He asked.
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  "Yes Master," Amanda answered. She wanted to make him happy after the day she just suffered through. Her mind was confused and foggy. She no longer knew who to trust but understood that if she wanted to get out of here she needed to make him happy.


  "Good, now I want you to understand that I wasn't in favor of having you go through that today. I was happy with you as a gift. It was Adam that insisted you go through the initiation process to make you more obedient. I personally thought he went a little overboard."


  Amanda listened carefully to Andre. She didn't want to believe him, but after Adam had whipped and fucked her, it sure seemed like Adam was in charge. Andre kept twisting her nipple and Amanda tried to concentrate on what he was saying.
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  "Now, Adam has suggested that I sell you while we are here. He claims that you can't be trusted or tamed and would never consent to be my slave once we leave here. I think I agree with him. However I'm willing to give you the benefit of doubt. We will be here for another day. If you agree to be my slave from now on, I will get you and the other agent out of here. But you are going to have to convince me not to sell your ass before we leave. So from now on, you will submit to me completely. You will do everything I tell you and with enthusiasm. If I get any sign that you are resisting or see any hesitation, your ass goes up for sale and you will never be seen or heard from again. So now the decision is yours. What do you want to do? Stay here and make me happy, or go back to your cell and be sold to the highest bidder tomorrow. Oh and one other thing, you better be believable."
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  Andre had Amanda's complete attention. She couldn't trust Adam any longer and if she wanted to escape from the camp; Andre was her only way out. She prayed once she was out she would be able to escape from him and have him arrested. As she was thinking about her choices, Andre released her from the metal bar and waited for her answer. He knew what it was and also knew she would try to escape after they leave the compound. But he had already planned for that. Amanda wanting to be as believable as possible brought her hands behind her head and spread her legs. She wanted to appear as submissive as she could.
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  "Oh Master, I will be your slave! Please take me and use my body in any way you desire. I will serve you with all my heart as long as you will have me. Please let me prove it to you. I will follow your every command, I am your slave and willingly give you my body in any way it pleases you. Please Master don't sell me. Take this worthless slave as your possession." Amanda begged, praying it was enough. She wanted to believe these were just words, but in the back of her mind she prayed he would take her and make her his. Amanda's body agreed as her dripping cunt was clearly apparent.


  Andre smiled and dropped his pants. His hard cock was pointing at her face. Amanda crawled forward, opened her mouth, stuck out her tongue and licked his impressive manhood.


  Andre loved it. He had a US Federal agent naked and on her knees. She was begging to serve him and be his slave while licking his cock. 'Life is good!' Andre thought. Andre put his hand on the back of her head and stroked her hair.


  "Yes my little pet slave. You may serve me and as long as I am happy you're safe." Andre sneered.
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  "Oh thank you Master. This slave promises to do anything you command to make you happy Master. Please use your slave Master." Amanda said between licks, then opened her mouth and sucked him deep inside her mouth. She slowly slid her mouth back till just the head was to her lips. Her tongue circled it and teased the slit. She heard Andre moan and sucked his hard cock back in her mouth and to the entrance of her throat. She pulled back again then shoved forward this time swallowing his manhood down her throat. She held him there swallowing and flexing her throat doing her best to maximize his pleasure. Amanda was surprised when her body reacted to the big cock buried down her throat. A shiver went up her spine as she trembled with excitement for serving her Master.


  'My Master, is he my Master? What is happening to me? God I want him to mount me and make me his.' Rolled through her mind and her body agreed as her entire being was on fire.


  Andre gasped as Amanda's mouth was like none other. His balls pulsed and his body tensed as his climax built. Amanda was now fucking her face, shoving his cock in and out of her throat, trying to give him maximum pleasure. She looked up at him and their eyes locked together. His look of confidence and strength overwhelmed her and sucked out any thoughts of escape or resistance.


  Andre couldn't hold out any longer as his balls exploded and shot his seed down to her stomach. Stream after stream of his essence shot out before he pulled back and finished in her mouth.


  Amanda held her mouth on her Master's cock until he pushed her away. Both were panting, Andre coming down from his orgasm, Amanda from arousal. Her body was on fire and she needed to cum. She leaned back and opened her mouth to show him his seed. She closed it and swallowed and with that simple act sent her mind into subspace and she dropped to the floor and kissed his feet.


  Andre sat down and looked at the naked slave at his feet. "Up on your knees slave, ass up and head down."


  "Yes Master," Amanda dutifully said and posed in position.


  Andre knelt behind her and spit on her ass. Amanda flinched but didn't pull away. Being fucked in the ass was a small price to pay not to be sold. Andre slid one finger into her puckered ring. He began sliding it in and out a few times. Before spitting again and adding another finger to her rear passage. Amanda grunted in pain, the spit helped, but not much. She hoped he would add more and take his time, but regardless she would gladly accept his cock anyway and anywhere he would give it to her.


  The next thing she felt was Andre's cock pushing at her brown ring. She tried to relax and allow it to enter, but her body protecting itself tried to keep out the intruder in spite of her efforts.


  Andre smacked her ass and yelled, "Let me in slut or Goddammit I'll sell your ass."


  Amanda knew she couldn't let that happen, pushed back when Andre pushed and in popped the head. She let out a yip and bit her arm to keep from screaming. Andre pushed again and slowly worked his cock deeper and deeper up her rear passage.
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  Amanda grunted and groaned as Andre pounded her abused ass. She couldn't think of anything worse than being sodomized but despite those thoughts her body was building to a massive orgasm. She was voluntarily being sodomized which made it worse, but her body was loving every second of it. Her ass was screaming, her body was burning and her hopes of escaping were dwindling but serving her master gave her a feeling of peace. At this moment any thoughts of escape were gone and serving her Master was all she could think of.


  Andre used Amanda for the next few hours. By the time he finished with her and restrained her for the night, Amanda was completely passive. There were no thoughts of resistance, denial or escape. Her mind was accepting that this just might be her life now. Her mission to rescue Nathalie was a distant memory of a past life. She drifted off into a fitful sleep filled with erotic dreams of being a slave.


  The next morning Andre woke his slave by tapping her with his foot. Amanda rolled over and looked up at her Master. He looked more powerful today and his control over her washed over her body without saying a word. She dropped her eyes and didn't speak. She wanted to show her submission to him and do anything to please him.


  Andre released her and ordered her to go clean up. Amanda didn't bother to stand but crawled to the bathroom and started the shower.


  Andre walked out of their suite and across the hall, unlocked Adam's door and walked in. Adam was already up and waiting for Andre. He stared daggers at him as the hatred boiled up from deep inside him.


  Andre laughed and asked, "Did you sleep well my friend?"


  "Fuck you Andre; I'm not playing any more games with you. We leave today and I'm not going to abuse Amanda any more. If you want to do it I can't stop you but I won't do it."


  Andre's smile left his face and his demeanor changed in a second. "Not only are you going to keep playing, you will do exactly what I tell you, and you better smile the entire time. If you don't, I will sell her and have you shot. Do I make myself clear?"


  Adam seethed at hearing Andre's words, but deep down he knew he had no choice. Inside the compound he was in control. Until they are out he had to obey.


  "Yes I understand you fuck."


  "Good now here is the plan. I have arranged a few things for today. Your lost agent will be joining us for some fun and games. You will suggest that the slaves should be trained as pony girls. I want you to take them out to the corral and have them prepared. You will instruct the men that you want them harnessed to a cart and have them pull you around the compound. Make sure you use the whip to make them trot, run, turn and prance. If they aren't perfect you will hook them up in the ring and pound their asses until they do. I will be watching you and you will wear this microphone and earpiece. I will hear everything you say and give you instructions. So if you try to communicate to either slave I will know and you know what will happen then. Now put on a smile and follow me across the hall." Andre commanded and turned to walk out the door.


  Adam followed behind and tried to figure out a way to tell Amanda it was all Andre. Just before they entered Andre's suite, he turned to Adam and said. "When we walk in, my slave will be kneeling near the door. I want you to walk up to her and say 'Well Amanda, look how far you've fallen. You're nothing more than a slave to be used.' Then I want you to pull her head back and spit in her mouth."


  Adam gasped at his demands. "Please Andre, you're in charge, and we all know that. I'm doing as you ordered but please don't make me do this. I'm begging you to have mercy on her."


  Andre glared at Adam as the once powerful agent was reduced to begging for mercy. He knew that his plan for isolating Amanda and breaking her spirit was working. He also knew that after today she would never trust Adam again and her only possible way to escape was as a slave to him.


  The men entered the suite and there was Amanda, kneeling naked by the door. Andre walked past her and listened to see if Adam did as ordered.


  Adam looked at Amanda. He could see in her eyes the defeat and wanted to tell her he was on her side, but his instructions were clear.


  "Well Amanda, look how far you've fallen. You're nothing more than a slave to be used." He grabbed her hair and pulled her head back. Amanda's mouth flew open and Adam glanced at Andre and smiled as commanded. He looked back at the slave and spit directly in her mouth.


  Amanda was totally shocked when she heard his comment and when he spit in her mouth it was the final straw. Tears ran down her cheeks and the defeated look was replaced with the blank look of a slave. Her mind had surrendered to her fate.


  Andre almost laughed at watching Adam do exactly what he was told and his slave's reaction was exactly what he expected. He was almost gloating over his victory. Andre nodded to Adam to continue.


  Adam groaned in spite of the consequences but kept the smile on his face and announced. "Well Amanda I think you need some further training. We have a surprise for you."


  Just then a knock was heard. Andre opened the door and standing there was a large man with a slave kneeling on a leash beside him. Adam recognized her immediately as Nathalie and cringed at her appearance. She was still covered in red marks from previous whippings and she was staring at the ground.


  Amanda glanced at the door and gasped when she saw the agent. She saw the blank look in her eyes and her face showed no emotion. She wondered how much longer they would survive.


  Adam took the leash and nodded to the man and pulled Nathalie inside the room.


  "Well now that we have everyone here, let's have some fun." Adam stated with more enthusiasm than he thought possible.


  Andre watched the scenario unfold and didn't say a word. It had to be Adam that was taking charge. He watched as Adam led the two crawling slaves out the door to the courtyard and into a pen.


  Adam pulled them inside and handed them off to the two stable hands to prepare the slaves. The men grabbed the leashes and pulled them to the center. Nathalie was on her knees as one man started to harness her. The other pulled Amanda to her feet and held onto her.
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  Soon they pushed Amanda to the ground and pulled Nathalie to her feet. They bent her over and pulled a metal bracket between her legs, locking in the plug filling her ass.
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  It didn't take them long until both slaves were harnessed. Nathalie was kneeling with a stainless steel harness that went between her legs, around her waist, up to her neck and around her head. Her wrists were cuffed to her waist in front of her, and the head piece locked her head in place. Nathalie's mouth locked open with a ring gag and blinders kept her from seeing anything beside her.


  Amanda was standing beside Nathalie and was also harnessed only this one was red. They also locked her feet into high heeled shoes that looked more like hoofs. Both slaves were trembling and frightened at what was to happen.
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  When the slaves were securely restrained they were pushed down a fenced path towards a two wheel carriage that Adam was sitting in. Both slaves couldn't see what was to happen until they reached the gate. When Amanda saw Adam it only confirmed her suspicions that Adam had betrayed her.


  Andre waited by the gate as the slaves approached. He smiled a big smile and said, "Hey slut, what did you do to Adam? I never would have thought he would turn against his partner without reason."


  Nathalie heard Andre speak and wondered, 'What was going on, partners, betrayal, who were these people. Were they sent to rescue her? Why is she a slave?' But her thoughts were interrupted when Andre grabbed her harness and pulled her to the cart.


  Amanda also heard Andre and slipped further into submission, he only reinforced her thoughts.
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  The slaves were attached to the cart and waited for instructions.
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  As soon as Andre finished attaching the slaves to the yoke, he walked back and sat in the cart beside Adam. He looked at Adam and whispered.


  "You know what to do and make it convincing."


  Adam drew back the whip and smacked it against Amanda exposed ass, "Giddy yap slaves!"


  The cart lurched forward as the two slave started to run.
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  Andre was quick to whisper to Adam, "Whip them again they are out of step, and make sure they raise their legs higher."


  Adam glared at Andre but snapped the whip again and again barking out orders.


  "Get in step slaves and get those knees higher!"


  Both slaves jumped at the painful whip but with the harness and the blinders they had no idea of what the other was doing. In spite of their best efforts they couldn't find the rhythm and fall in step. Over and over Adam whipped the slave's asses until both were beet red.


   


  Andre sat back and watched as Adam whipped them over and over again. He smiled as he knew that with each stroke his slave was sinking deeper and deeper into submission. Soon there would be no turning back for her.


  [image: https://web.archive.org/web/20210322194841im_/http:/www.literotica.com/images/illustratedstories/2019/2019_11/rebeccasm_trapped-and-alone-ch-07_13.jpg]


  Around and around the compound Adam drove the slaves until they collapsed in a heap exhausted and sweating. Andre finally stopped Adam from whipping the slaves trying to make them get up.


  "Adam, stop! You can't keep beating them. They obviously haven't been trained. Take them to the corral and have them run on the carrousel and learn how to be a proper pony girl."


  Both Nathalie and Amanda heard Andre's comments and both breathed a sigh of relief. Both were afraid of Adam as his beatings were merciless. When Andre walked up to them and unhooked them from the cart, Amanda looked up at her Master with desire in her eyes.


  'My Master is saving me. Oh thank god he is here to protect me from Adam.'


  When Andre finally got the slaves up and on their feet, he motioned them to follow him to the corral. Both women followed behind him relieved to be away from Adam.


  Ten minutes later, the slaves joined two other slaves also training and circling the corral, prancing with their knees high. Amanda not wanting to displease her Master made sure she maintained the proper posture and stride. Each time she passed him she worked to make him happy.


  Andre noticed how his slave's attitude had changed. Before she seemed to just be going through the motions, now however she was strutting and working to please him.
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  He watched intently for any sign of resistance or defiance, but each trip around she worked harder to impress him. It was almost too easy to push her into submission.


  Andre walked up to Adam and spoke quietly to him.


  "They are doing much better, but I want you to push them harder. Keep them here for the next hour and then take them to the cage in the building on the right. Put them together and let's see what they do. There are cameras in there so we can watch and hear them."


  Adam nodded and grabbed the whip from the trainer. Now with each pass he smacked the two slaves making sure he left a mark.


  By the time the hour was over, the two slaves were prancing like professionals. Each was in a world of their own and the only thing going through their minds was to high step and proper posture. When Adam approached them to release them both cowered away from him praying he wouldn't punish them anymore.


  Finally their day was over as Adam led them to their cage and locked them in. Both slaves dropped to the floor exhausted and defeated.
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