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Chapter One




Mousey LaBlaunche

 




Mousey LaBlaunche attracted a lot of attention as she drove on Interstate 10 west of Las Cruces, New Mexico. The big, bus-like, thirty-four foot, Winnebago RV with a bright yellow Jeep towed behind it caught people’s attention, but it was the fact that Mousey looked like a child driving it that kept them staring. Her full name was Marthe Lavolier LaBlaunche but ever since she was a small child everyone called her “Mousey.”




At age 27, she was definitely no longer a child, but she was still small. At her last physical, The Mansion Club doctors recorded her height at four foot, ten and a half inches, despite the fact that she always claims to be “five foot nothin’.” In the past, her petite size enabled her to infiltrate child pornography rings for Free Choice or Freedom, a division of The Mansion Club that works with various law enforcement agencies to battle sex trafficking worldwide. Closing in on thirty years of age, she no longer looks enough like a child to fool someone close up, but from another vehicle on the Interstate, it still looks like a twelve-year-old girl is driving that big bus RV.
She grimaced as she saw the police flashers in her rear-view mirror. “Here we go again,” she muttered softly to herself as she carefully pulled the RV and the Jeep it was towing over to the side of the road. She knew she wasn’t speeding. She never sped in her RV, or in her Jeep, or in any car she was driving, unless it was an emergency, because she knew that her petite size was like a giant sign saying, “Pull me over!” to every state, county, and city cop she passed. As the state trooper walked alongside the rig, he shouted loudly, “I need to talk with the ADULT owner of this vehicle!”
“That would be me,” Mousey said as she stepped around the front of the rig. She smiled and laughed softly to herself as she watched the trooper’s jaw drop and his mouth hang open. She had been wearing a very small string bikini under her sun dress as she drove. The dress was now lying across the front passenger seat where she had dropped it on her way to the door.
She held up an ID case and said “My driver’s licence and insurance are up-to-date. I don’t have any outstanding tickets or warrants. The plates on my Winnie and my Jeep are current. And...” She paused to smile at the officer. “... I’m twenty-seven years old. I even have a copy of my birth certificate with me if you need that.”
She let the officer gasp once or twice and then asked very sweetly, “Is there something else wrong with my rig? Is that why you pulled me over?”
She could see that the trooper was thinking fast. He seemed a little sharper than most officers who pulled her over. Usually once they saw her close up, they just sputtered and gasped for air and then finally said something about watching her speed and got back in their car.
A sudden look of relief came over the officer’s face and he said, “Just a spot check on the braking system for your toad. With a vehicle as heavy as that Jeep, you have to have a break-away braking system and not all out-of-staters know that.”
Mousey walked back to the tow bar and bent over at the waist, giving the trooper a closeup view of her small, but well-rounded ass. She grabbed a thin cable that was attached to the back of the RV and used it to pull the break-away pin out of the switch on the Jeep’s front bumper. The sound of a small compressor could be heard over the roar of traffic as the Jeep’s braking system activated.
“Satisfied?” she asked as she bent even farther forward and pushed the pin back into the switch.
“Satisfied,” he replied. Now that he felt more in control, he was unabashedly staring at her ass. “Twenty-seven?” he said slowly.
“Or a twelve-year-old with nice tits and a really great ass,” she replied as she stood up, turned around and grinned at the officer. She suppressed a giggle as he turned beet red with embarrassment.
“OK... Yes,” he said, after a moment. “I thought you were a kid driving her grandparents’ RV. Running his eyes up and down her body once more he said, “Obviously, you’re not a kid, but we do get that a lot out here in the middle of nowhere.”
“Speaking of the middle of nowhere,” Mousey said, stepping close to the trooper for the first time, “you don’t happen to know the best way to Hidden Rock Campground, do you? The directions I have say I turn south off the interstate, but all I have for the exit are GPS coordinates.”
“God only knows why you would want to go there,” the trooper said, shaking his head, “but it’s the next exit up, the one that says, ‘No Services.’ ... And you’d better be sure you have enough fuel for at least 250 miles because it’s 75 out and 75 back and then you still need to get damn near to Tucson before you find diesel and that’s another 100 miles up the road.”
“I’m good for about 600 miles on a tank,” she replied, “and I got fuel back at the truck stop.”
As the trooper turned and started back to his car, he shouted back, “You be careful out there at Hidden Rock. Strange things happen at that campground.”

As Mousey climbed the steps back into her rig, she said softly to herself, “That’s why I’m going.”

 

Chapter Two




Hidden Rock

 




The exit wasn’t marked except for the small sign which said, “No Services.” Such exits are not uncommon out here on the edges of the Chihuahua Desert. Normally they are used for access to the range lands or some of the remote ranches near the interstate. This one hadn’t been used recently. A thin layer of blown dust and sand covered the exit road almost as soon as Mousey left the interstate itself. When she got to the faded stop sign at the bottom of the ramp, there was no evidence at all of a highway heading north, not even tracks in the hard-packed sand. The road south was a little more visible. The pavement ended on the other side of the interstate just after the entrance and exit ramps for the eastbound lanes, beyond that was a hard-packed sand and gravel road with recent tire tracks which led off into the desert. Mousey grew up in the southwest, or at least she had lived in the southwest several times while her dad was stationed there and then when he retired. In any case, she had driven on far worse roads... but not with a thirty-four foot diesel pusher RV.




Right at the point where the pavement ended and the gravel began, there was a weathered plywood sign which said, “Hidden Rock Clothing Optional Campground 75 miles.” Stapled to the plywood was a white cardboard sign which said, “Special NO CLOTHING WEEKEND / Hedonism Club Party - First Weekend in June - Visitors Welcome.”
Mousey stopped the big, bus-like rig while it was still on the pavement. Experience had taught her that once you started down a sand road, even one with some gravel in it, you didn’t stop. If she stopped in soft sand, the big Winnie might sink in and once your wheels settled into the sand, you were stuck. She carefully checked her GPS and a large scale map of the area. Since she was stopped anyway, she walked back and used the restroom before resuming her trip. The GPS said she would be there in ninety minutes, but as usual for tertiary roads, it was lying. 30 mph was pushing safety on the badly rutted road. 25 was still very uncomfortable.
The big Winnie normally handled bumps and ruts pretty well, but this road was more than the suspension could handle and maintain a smooth ride. The continual bouncing wasn’t extreme, but it was still enough to cause Mousey’s nipples to wobble against the fabric of the sun dress. She looked over at the two small scraps of cloth sitting on the passenger seat and said softly to herself, “Maybe I should have waited until I arrived to ditch the bikini.”
It was nearly three hours later when she pulled up to the weather-beaten cabin that served as the office for Hidden Rock Campground. There was another cardboard sign stapled to the outside of the door. It said, “Hedonism Club Weekend - NO clothing allowed - If you aren’t willing to be naked ALL of the time, turn around and go back to the interstate.” A separate sign, stapled beneath the first said, “Non-members Subject to Testing Before Registration.”
“Here goes nothing,” Mousey muttered to herself as she stood up, pulled the sundress over her head, and tossed it on the passenger seat with her bikini. As she entered the cabin, the clerk behind the counter was typing something into a computer. Without looking up from the screen, the thirty-something woman said, “This is a no clothing weekend. That means you can’t register unless you are willing to... Oh!” The clerk had finally looked up and saw Mousey standing in front of her naked.
“For a moment, I thought I had misunderstood,” Mousey said timidly, “because you are wearing... ... something.”
Mousey couldn’t quite describe the outfit the clerk was wearing. On top it was sort of an elastic fringe held in place by her breasts. The bottom of the fringe was even with the bottom of her tits so it hung in the air like a valance on a curtain. The shape wasn’t the only thing that reminded Mousey of a curtain. The fabric was an obnoxious jumble of bright, clashing colors like were popular in kitchen design several decades ago. The bottom of the outfit was no less curtain-like. It was a slightly ruffled scrap of the same cloth which seemed to be tied in place like an apron at the waist and hung down just past the top of the woman’s legs. It would have looked far more at home hanging in the window of someone’s kitchen.
The clerk looked at Mousey for a moment and then lifted the fringe slightly, exposing her tits. She then laughed, and said, “The official notice from the state said that all office personnel had to be draped in case an unsuspecting tourist wandered in,” she paused to smile broadly and then added, “... and I have a really weird sense of humor.”
She then coughed lightly and asked, “So, do you have a reservation?”
“Yes,” Mousey answered, “the last name is LaBlaunche.”
“Oh,” the woman replied beaming, “my first name is Blanche...” she sputtered slightly and added, “...but that’s pronounced differently, isn’t it? You must be French.”
“My dad’s family has a streak of Cajun in it,” Mousey said quickly, “and he really likes the French sounding names, but I’m all American.”
“I see you are not a member of the Hedonism Club,” the woman said, looking at a printed list on a clipboard.
“Is that a problem?” Mousey replied.
“No,” the woman answered, “but I have to test you before I can let you go to your campsite.”
Mousey wondered what type of test the woman had in mind. She became even more confused as the woman came around the counter, locked the door, and pointed to a tall, padded, barstool. “Just hop up on the stool,” the woman said with a smile, “and I will take care of the rest.”
Mousey answered, “OK,” very uncertainly as she climbed up onto the stool. For her it was more than a hop. “What now?” she asked.
“Now you just put your ankles on my shoulders,” the woman answered, as she knelt in front of the stool. Lifting Mousey’s legs and setting them on her shoulders, she said, “Just relax and trust me. I’ve got your legs. You won’t fall off.”
Mousey wasn’t too sure of that. The woman’s actions had forced her upper body backwards so that she was balanced on the stool on just the back of her ass. She tried to relax, but that became even more difficult as the woman’s tongue began to explore her slit. The woman knew what she was doing as she flicked the tip of her tongue along Mousey’s closed labia. After a few moments, Mousey did begin to relax and let things happen. She could feel her cunt beginning to dampen, and when the clerk’s tongue touched the tip of Mousey’s clit, it was as if an electric spark shot through her body. Then everything stopped.
“Now you do me,” the woman said suddenly, lowering Mousey’s legs back to the ground. She lifted her short curtain fabric skirt and exposed a well-trimmed pussy. Mousey was panting slightly and looked slightly bewildered.
“Don’t worry, honey,” the woman said with a slight laugh. “You’ll get plenty of opportunity to cum once you’re inside. But we have to be sure you are willing to give as well as receive.”
As Mousey dropped to her knees on the rough office floor, the woman continued, “Be thankful my husband, Gary, wasn’t on duty. You’d be lying on your back on this crappy floor.”

Mousey didn’t say anything, she just leaned slightly forward and began to flick at the woman’s cunt with her tongue. About five minutes later, the woman said very breathily, “Welcome to Hidden Rock Campground.”




Chapter Three




A Circus Of Pleasure

 




After paying for the weekend and putting three hundred into a “Booze and Extras” account, Mousey went back to her rig. Gary was waiting for her in a golf cart to guide her to her site. He was wearing a pair of swim trunks and an old, ratty t-shirt. Normally, Mousey barely tolerated the escorts because she preferred to find her site on her own, but Hidden Rock was laid out a little differently from most campgrounds. All of the sites were arranged in concentric circles facing a large common area. The arrangement reminded Mousey of an old-fashioned drive-in movie lot except it went all the way around. Blanche, the woman in the office, had told Mousey that sometimes the central area was open; sometimes it was a large stage; but for this weekend, it was entirely enclosed in a huge, circular circus-style tent.




Gary guided her into one of the front row sites and helped her connect her utilities. Then he drove a tall wooden stake into the ground directly in front of her rig. There were six colored strips of wide plastic ribbon securely wrapped around the stake. The top ribbon was white, followed by green, lavender, purple, black, and red.
Gary stood next to the stake and said, “These are your answers to the registration questions. White means you are alone– you aren’t with a significant other, sub or Master; green means you are open to sex with people other than your significant other, sub, or Master; lavender means you are open to same gender sex; purple means you are open to group sex; black means you will discuss kinks like bondage; and red means you said ‘no’ to pain play. ” He smiled at her and said, “Anything else is a matter of a direct negotiation between you and whomever asks.”
He held up a wrist band that looked very much like the ones used in hospitals. It was white with five wide stripes of color– green, lavender, purple, black and red. “This is the same coding for when you are in the tent or at an arena.” 
Pointing over at the tent he said, “There are private rooms all around the outside ring of the tent. They enter from inside. NOBODY gets in the tent without a wristband. The middle of the tent is a performance ring where we hold some of our contests and performances. Occasionally a Dom will put a sub on punishment display in the ring. If the flag is red, it is display only. If the flag is green, you can play with the slave. Two green flags means you can demand sexual actions. In some cases there will be written signs next to the displayed slave.” He paused and then looked directly into her eyes before saying, “Got all that?”
“Got it,” she answered.
“Bar is Room One,” he replied as he turned to walk back to his cart. “That’s the best place to meet people.”
“Got it,” she answered again. “But first I need to clean up and relax after a long day’s drive.”
Gary laughed as he sat down in his cart. “I’m amazed,” he said, “that a little thing like you can even drive something that big.”
“Isn’t everybody,” Mousey said as she pulled the door closed behind her.
She really did want to take a quick shower and clean up, but there were a few things she had to do first. After turning on her TV and her laptop, she pressed the SETUP button for the large satellite dish on the top of her rig. The soft whine of several different motors told her the dish was rising into position and turning to scan the skies for the proper satellites. A few moments later a message appeared on her television screen saying, “Acquiring Signal.” A similar message on her laptop said, “Connected to Satellite Internet.”
She used a small icon buried on the main menu screen to open a nondescript program which looked very much like a primitive chat app. The archaic look to the display was intentional. Its boxy look and fuzzy font was often enough to keep someone from looking further at the program.
Mousey pressed the right combination of letters on the keyboard and a different screen appeared. This one showed a very clear font as Mousey typed, “The Nose has arrived. Nothing here smells fishy. Will put hook in water. Maybe I will catch something.”
She carefully counted the words and then pressed send. There were two messages received at Free Will or Freedom headquarters. The first message was in the words themselves. Mousey– The Nose– had arrived safely. The adult Mousey was called Mousey because of her small size, but as a small child, Mousey was more of a reference to her somewhat prominently-pointed nose. When she was in college, her parents had once offered to pay for plastic surgery, but Mousey refused, saying, “Only if you can get them to add eight inches to my height. I am who I am. Besides, it isn’t as noticeable as it once was. The rest of my face has grown up to match my nose.”
The second message was contained in how the words were arranged. Each message was supposed to contain 18 words, broken down into at least three phrases or sentences. Two of the sentences had to be the same length. If not, it was a call for assistance. The 4,4 / 5,5 pattern made sure that the double safe message was sent. A triple repeat of any sort indicated that the message was sent under duress. More than 18 words was a call for immediate rescue. Mousey had other safeties at her disposal, but the wordcount code had saved more than one FWOF undercover agent in the past. And, if things went according to plan, Mousey would soon be an undercover slave.
She waited until an emoji devil appeared as an answer before closing the program and heading for the shower. She kept her dark hair in a pixie cut which, especially with her very straight hair, was very easy to manage. By the time she had applied her makeup it was dry and she was ready to go.
The bar was easy to find. It was the only open room in the tent. All of the other “rooms” were totally enclosed with a sheet of dark green tent fabric. A white and green striped, flap-style door, which matched the fabric of the sides and roof of the tent, was in the middle of each barrier. A number had been pinned to each door. The bar didn’t have a barrier across the front. The green and white of the exterior wall was visible behind the square U-shaped bar. The walls separating it from the adjacent rooms were the same dark, drab, green as the barriers.
Mousey noted that there were a number of tall tables scattered throughout the room, but surprisingly, no chairs. “Oh,” she said quietly to herself as she walked toward the bar. It had just sunk in that everyone in the bar, except for the bartender, was naked. Sitting might be a little difficult, and possibly unsanitary, unless you were carrying around a towel like was required at most naturist resorts. Here, it was evidently easier to just not have chairs. 
“Whata-ya’ll have?” the bartender asked as she approached.
“How much?” she replied. When he frowned slightly, she said, “I’m a newbie and don’t really know how this works.”
His smile returned as he said, “It all gets charged to your booze account. Soft drinks are free. Drinks are seven for bottom tier, twelve for middle tier, and seventeen for top tier.”
“That doesn’t seem fair,” Mousey said and the bartender looked slightly confused.
“Most people,” she continued, “will round up a tab as a tip to the bartender. All of those prices are three dollars below a five break. You get screwed out of tips on the upper tier drinks.”
“You’ve been on this side of the bar,” he said, once again smiling. “But I am an independent contractor.” He pointed to a green wristband on his right arm. “See? Green for vendor, not blue for employee. I get the profit from all the drinks. The tips are just cream floating on top.”
“Do you do special drinks? ... I don’t know your name.”
“Sam,” he replied. Then his smile broadened as he said, “For the weekend, it’s Sam.”
“OK, Sam,” Mousey said, “I want you to create a special drink for me. It can be a tier two drink and I will always put the three dollar tip on it.”
“What is it?” Sam asked.
“An Air Force pilot told me about it,” Mousey continued. “It’s called a Pre-flight Special, and it’s real simple to make. Three parts 7-up, one part Coca-Cola, and a dash of lime juice.”
“You could get that for free,” Sam said, again looking confused.
“The fifteen is to guarantee that there is never anything in that drink except 7-up, Coke, and lime.” She paused and then said, “I’m on some medication that gets real nasty if I drink any alcohol, but I don’t want to look like a party pooper. It’s worth it to me to be sure that you don’t let anyone order anything for me but a Pre-flight Special and that there’s nothing extra in it.”
“Got it,” he said, nodding his head. “One Pre-Flight Special coming up.”
A few minutes later, Mousey was standing at one of the tall tables nursing her first Pre-Flight when a tall, thin, dark-complexed girl walked up to the table and said, “My Mistress ordered me to find a newbie to perform on stage with me. It’s a punishment dare. Are you up for it?”
“I might be,” Mousey replied. “What is your name? Who is your Mistress? And what is the punishment?”
“My name is Ahuza,” the girl replied. “My Mistress is Mistress Ilena. And the loser of the contest gets fucked in the ass on stage by my Mistress.”
“What is the contest?” Mousey asked. 
“You have seven minutes to make me orgasm... mouth only.” She smiled slightly and added, “If you don’t, you will still have a chance while I sit on your face while Mistress Ilena fucks you.”
Mousey sat silently for several moments as if considering everything and then said, “Give me eight minutes and I’ll make it a bet,”
“Hey, everybody!” Ahuza yelled loudly, “I found my sucker for the weekend.”
There was a loud round of applause from throughout the tent. Mousey forced herself to look worried. Actually that didn’t take much effort. She knew that this was a setup as soon as Ahuza suggested it. An old quote from Damon Runyon– “an ear full of cider”– went quickly through her mind. Actually she had never read anything by Damon Runyon, but she watched a lot of old black and white westerns on her satellite and Brett Maverick once paraphrased Runyon when he said, “My Pappy always told me that someday a slick man was going to show me a deck of cards and bet me twenty dollars that he could make the Ace of Spades come up out of that deck and squirt cider in my ear. ‘Don’t take that bet,’ Pappy said, ‘for you will surely end up twenty dollars poorer with an ear full of cider.’”
Mousey knew that she was about to get an earful of cider... or more accurately an ass full of dildo, but taking this bet and getting on stage was a good way of making herself visible to the traffickers. 
“Where and when?” she said quickly.
“Now,” Ahuza said, “center of the stage.”
By the time Mousey and Ahuza had gotten to the center of the big, circular stage, someone had set a large pillow-like cushion in place. Ahuza lay on her back and spread her legs.
“Whose keeping time?” Mousey asked.
“I am,” a commanding voice said. Mousey turned to see a tall, regal-looking, light-skinned woman who was obviously from the Indian sub-continent. She was dressed in a tight fitting white blouse with a black, rather full wraparound skirt. 
“I thought this was an all naked weekend,” Mousey said flatly.
“That doesn’t apply to true Mistresses like me,” the woman replied sharply. She had heavily emphasized the word “true” by drawing it out and basically making it into three syllables– tru... oo... oo.
“Ahuza told me you are her Mistress,” Mousey said, looking back and forth between Ahuza and the clothed woman.
“My name is Mistress Ilena,” the woman replied harshly. “You will address me as that or remain silent.”
“Ahuza told me you are her Mistress, Mistress Ilena,” Mousey said, meeting the woman’s intense stare.
“I own her,” Mistress Ilena replied. “She is my slave. You will refer to her as slave ahuza.”
“We agreed on eight minutes, Mistress,” Mousey said evenly.
“I heard,” the Mistress replied, “and it is Mistress Ilena or silence.”
“Yes, Mistress Ilena,” Mousey replied, looking down slightly at the floor. She really wanted to stare this haughty, arrogant woman down, but this was not a time to show who had the most personal power. It was a time to make herself visible as a potential target for traffickers. And Mistress Ilena was moving rapidly to the top of her list of suspects.
“Get in position, but don’t start until I say begin,” the Mistress said firmly.
Mousey said nothing, but knelt down and positioned her head between slave ahuza’s thighs. She could hear the murmuring of the crowd gathered around the stage. Evidently several people were betting on or against her.
“Begin!” Mistress Ilena said sharply.
Mousey quickly began to lap at slave ahuza’s labia, working her way up toward the love button. Mousey was pretty sure that eight minutes of lapping and sucking on anyone’s clit would take them to orgasm. But something didn’t feel right when her tongue first touched slave ahuza’s clit... or more accurately where slave ahuza’s clit should have been.
She quickly moved her tongue down so that her eyes were even with the top of slave ahuza’s slit. A smooth, but nasty-looking scar showed that slave ahuza had been subject to what is euphemistically called “female circumcision.” It is actually the removal of most of the tip of the clitoris and was unusual for someone from India. Female circumcision was normally found among certain African tribes who used it to prevent women from bewitching men with their sexual responses and sexual fluids. In effect it prevented a woman from ever enjoying sex or properly lubricating for intercourse.
“But she still wants to ride my face,” Mousey thought quickly to herself. “Why?” Her mind raced through many things and then suddenly she remembered an article about a quadriplegic woman who could feel nothing below the waist, but could orgasm when her husband nibbled on her neck with his lips during sex. The mind somehow transferred the sensations received there to the area of the brain that normally felt stimulation from the vagina and clitoris.
Mousey suddenly lifted up on slave ahuza’s legs, pushing them up over her head. Then, holding them in place with her hands on the back of slave ahuza’s thighs, Mousey dove back down on slave ahuza’s slit. But this time, she didn’t go up to the clit. She went down to slave ahuza’s rosebud.
The quiver in slave ahuza’s legs when Mousey’s tongue first speared her nether hole told Mousey that she had guessed right. Slave ahuza couldn’t feel anything in her clit, but sensations from her ass were amplified to make up for it. Mousey’s tongue darted in and out of slave ahuza’s sphincter. Each time she pulled her tongue clear, she would rapidly run it in little circles around the very dark edge of slave ahuza’s moon.
Soon, slave ahuza’s legs began quivering and then shaking. With a loud groaning sigh, she went over the top and clamped her thighs tightly on Mousey’s head. The world was starting to dim slightly when Mousey heard a loud smack and slave ahuza’s legs flew open.
“You didn’t even last the seven minutes,” Mistress Ilena said harshly. “It looks like the little mouse gets to ride your face while I ream your ass.”
“Yes, Mistress Ilena,” slave ahuza said quietly as she shakily got to her feet.
“Bring out the divan,” Mistress Ilena said loudly as she clapped her hands together twice.
Two men dressed in black jeans and t-shirts came out almost running, carrying a tall, backless couch which they set in the middle of the stage. One of them grabbed the cushion that slave ahuza had just been lying on and then they both ran back out of the tent... or perhaps into one of the rooms around the outside.
“You know how this works, slave,” Mistress Ilena said harshly and ahuza slumped her shoulders and then lay down on the divan.
“Normally the winning slave just stands over the loser’s face,” Mistress Ilena said with a smirk, “but it looks like you are going to have to kneel on the divan with my slave’s shoulders on the back of your legs.”
It was rather awkward, but Mousey was able to get herself into position. Actually, her ankles were under slave ahuza’s shoulders, but that put her cunt right over slave ahuza’s mouth.
“Now grab her legs,” Mistress Ilena ordered as she pushed slave ahuza’s legs into the air. Mousey reached out and grabbed slave ahuza’s ankles.
“Don’t let go,” Mistress Ilena ordered as she unwound her wraparound skirt. Beneath the skirt, the tight blouse continued down as a bodysuit, and over the bottom of the bodysuit, the mistress was wearing a rather large, black strap-on that was dangling alongside one of her legs. She reached down and did something and suddenly the dildo was sticking more or less straight out in front of her.
“Please, Mistress Ilena,” slave ahuza cried out, “use some lube. Please use some lube.”
“You always tell me not to when you are standing over your loser,” Mistress Ilena said with a laugh.
Slave ahuza could not see her, but her Mistress was actually squirting a small amount of lube over the tip of the massive dildo. Slave ahuza’s scream as Mistress Ilena drove the dildo into her ass soon changed to grunts and pants as the Mistress began pumping.
The strap-on must not have been set up to provide pleasure for the wearer, or at least Mistress Ilena showed no emotion as she rammed the dildo in and out of slave ahuza’s ass. She possibly was incapable of pleasure as most people sensed pleasure. Mousey suspected that Mistress Ilena was a psychopathic sadist who had planned on gaining pleasure from Mousey’s pain as a dry dildo was forced into her small rosebud.
Mousey face contorted slightly as she winced, realizing the fate which she had just avoided. She winced again and gasped as slave ahuza’s tongue began playing with her cunt. Slave ahuza knew what she was doing and soon Mousey was crying out and bouncing on slave ahuza’s face. She was almost at her peak when Mistress Ilena leaned slightly forward, reached out, and grabbed Mousey’s nipples tightly between her thumbs and forefingers. She twisted both nipples toward the center as she said, “How ‘bout a little pain with your pleasure?”
The orgasm that was just beginning for Mousey came crashing down. Her passion was further quelled by the Mistresses cold, rhythmic laugh. “Aww,” she said, smiling cruelly, “I was hoping you were a painslut. Then we could both have some fun when I played with you.”
“I think I’ve played enough for one night,” Mousey said as she lifted herself off slave ahuza’s head and twisted her body so she could plant one foot on the ground. Swinging her other leg clear, she began walking back toward the bar area. “I really need a drink,” she said loudly. When she got to the bar, she just as loudly called out, “One of my specials, Sam.”
“Coming up,” Sam replied, “one Mousey PF Special.”
As he handed her the drink, he said in just above a whisper, “I would be careful with Madame Singh. You may not want her as a friend, but you definitely don’t want her as an enemy.”
“I don’t think I want to be in that spider’s web at all,” Mousey replied. 
Sam was laughing loudly as he moved down the bar to his next customer. Mousey took her drink over to one of the tall tables and stood there slowly sipping from it while she watched people hook up and disappear over to the private rooms. She was almost ready to call it a night when a couple walked up to the table and said in unison, “We see you have a purple stripe. Want to join us for some really kinky stuff?”
“How kinky?” she replied.
“A pegging sandwich,” the woman responded. When she saw the look of concern on Mousey’s face, she said, “You’d be the bottom slice of bread. Darrin here will be taking you from behind...” she smiled and looked at her partner. “... while I take his behind.”
When Mousey still didn’t reply, the woman added, “He will be in your cunt, not your ass.”
“Works for me,” Mousey said with a quick smile. She then pointed at the man and said, “You must be Darrin.” Then pointing at the woman she added, “And you are?”
“Samantha,” the woman said quickly. “For the weekend we are Darrin and Samantha.”
“These are magical weekends, aren’t they?” Mousey said as she walked with the couple to one of the private rooms.
Room number seven had a pink rope looped through the slits which held the door flap in place. It was tied loosely from the outside. Samantha pointed to the rope and said, “Pink means reserved. We reserved this room when we checked in. There’s a red rope we can use to close the flap from the inside so people know not to come in.”
“And if you don’t use the red rope?” Mousey asked.
“Then we might have an audience,” Darrin replied. “Voyeurs need to get their jollies, too.”
“Your choice,” Mousey said as she stepped into the room. There was one of the high divans in the center of the room with a thick pillow on the floor alongside it.
“Just kneel on the pillow and lay over the bed,” Samantha said. “David... I mean Darrin will get you ready and then enter you from behind.” She paused a moment and then said, “Are you willing to go bareback? There should be a color stripe for that, but there isn’t.”
“If you’re both clean and have been checked recently,” Mousey replied, “I’m willing. It feels more... natural... that way anyway.”
“Good,” Darrin replied as he guided Mousey down onto the pillow and slowly pushed her flat across the bed. Mousey wasn’t sure how he was planning to get her ready. She sighed contentedly as he ran his hands down her back and then across her ass and down her legs. As his hands came back up, he centered his face over her cunt and began sliding his tongue through her crack. When he moved his hands– and his tongue– back down, Mousey gasped loudly. Darrin had an unbelievably long tongue. It was almost like she was being fucked by a thin, wriggling prick from behind.
She had thought that she was going to have to fake her responses to this couple, but after only a few minutes she was panting and moaning. Then Darrin pushed her legs slightly apart and knelt on the pillow so that he could enter her from behind.
His prick was very much like his tongue... except it didn’t wriggle. It was long and thin and slid into her cunt very easily. Actually, it was so long that if he had been entering her from the front, it might have been uncomfortable. Even from the back, he was pounding into her cervix with each slow thrust.
“Now for the magic,” Samantha said. Mousey could feel her knees being pushed slightly further apart as Samantha stood behind Darrin and began pushing a strap-on into his ass.
“This is actually a mold of his cock,” Samantha said. “It isn’t as good for me as one of my regular dildos. I don’t like it... but he does. And it has even more of a magic effect on him.”
Mousey was very confused by what Samantha was saying, but then Darrin’s cock began to grow within her. It didn’t get any longer, but it got... bigger, almost as if it were inflating.
“If it weren’t so damn embarrassing,” Samantha said, “we would ask a doctor what is going on. All we know is that when I do this, he gets bigger and it feels really great both for him and for me. Well, for me if I’m on the bottom.”
Mousey was having trouble listening now. Her body was responding to the sensation of being stretched and filled and pounded. Mousey didn’t normally scream during sex, but she really couldn’t help herself. It was a wonderful orgasm and she screamed embarrassingly loud. She didn’t immediately notice whether or not Darrin had climaxed, but he must have. When it was all over, he was lying over her all sweaty and there was a lot of sticky cum seeping out onto the inside of her thighs.
Samantha was standing up next to the bed. “Normally a... a friend of mine accompanies us on these weekends,” she said haltingly. “We take turns being the top or the bottom of the sandwich. Any interest?”
“Interest, yes,” Mousey replied getting shakily to her feet. “Ability, no,” she continued. “I’d have to stand on a box or something to be tall enough to fuck him. And I don’t think that dildo harness will strap down small enough to fit someone my size.”
“Oh,” Samantha said, obviously disappointed, “we hadn’t thought of that.”
“I’m sorry,” Mousey said. “I could push the dildo with my hands or something...”
“Not the same thing,” Darrin said. “But it’s nice of you to offer to do that.”
Actually, Mousey probably could have been able to be the top slice of bread, but Darrin and Samantha were obviously not a part of any trafficking ring. They were just a secretly kinky couple getting away for a wild weekend. By the time Mousey cleaned herself up and went back to the bar things were quieting down. Most people had already paired off for the night. In fact, it was just her and slave ahuza in the bar.
Mousey walked over and stood next to her. “Why do you stay with her?” she asked.
“She’s my Mistress,” slave ahuza answered.
“But she’s a sadist,” Mousey replied, “and you aren’t a painslut.”
“She owns me,” slave ahuza said softly. After a long silence, she added, “Did you know that owning a slave is technically not illegal in India.”
“But you aren’t in India,” Mousey said. “You could leave her.”
“Yes,” slave ahuza answered, “and she will say that loudly for everyone to hear. If we are not in India, I can leave her anytime I want.”
“Then why don’t you?” Mousey said, trying to keep the anger out of her voice.
“Because I have three younger sisters,” slave ahuza said softly, “and my father is very poor.” Her face looked like she was in pain and tears were filling her eyes. “If I leave Mistress Ilena, she will just buy one of my sisters.” Her voice became almost hoarse and the tears started brimming out of her eyes as she said, “Then she would cut her and break her and make her into what I am.”
“I can help you,” Mousey said as she lay her hand on slave ahuza’s arm.
“No one can help me,” slave ahuza answered, “and I am afraid that my Mistress has become bored with me. She is with someone else tonight. She told me to wait here until the bar closes.” After a long pause, she said in a voice barely above a whisper, “I think she will sell me at the after-meeting.”
That got Mousey’s attention. “What’s the after-meeting?” she asked casually.
“It is a fantasy gathering after this weekend is over,” slave ahuza answered. She looked around to see that they were still the only ones in the bar before continuing. “Masters and slaves attend and there are no safewords,” she explained. “It lasts three days, like this gathering, but the games are a little more... extreme. At the end, all of the slaves are put up for auction. It is all fantasy... or maybe it was when it all began. For some it still is.” She looked at Mousey and gave a brief smile. “Did you know that it is a fantasy of many submissive slaves to be sold at a slave auction. Some of them practically cum just standing there on the stage as their Masters bid to buy them back. A percentage of the sale price goes to the man who organizes the after-meeting. That’s how you pay for your registration.”
Her face suddenly got hard. “But sometimes the fantasy becomes reality. The Master gets overbid... or intentionally doesn’t bid high enough and the slave is bought by someone else... or by them.” She said the word “them” like it made a bad taste in her mouth as she said it.
“Who are them?” Mousey asked.
Slave ahuza frowned, looked around again, and then said very softly, “Slave traders.”
“What happens to the slaves?” Mousey asked, also keeping her voice very low.
“They get taken to Mexico,” slave ahuza answered, “and from there to who knows where. Some are even brought back into the States after they have been totally broken and trained to be true slaves... like me. An already broken slave like me would probably end up in some border town whore house and as I wore out I would be sold to less and less desirable brothels deeper and deeper into the Mexican hills.”
“Is there any way that I can attend the after-meeting?” Mousey asked, trying to keep all emotion out of her voice.
“Why would you want to?” slave ahuza replied in shock. “You don’t have a Master.”
“But I have fantasies,” Mousey said firmly.
“There is no way,” slave ahuza answered, “unless...”
“Unless what?” Mousey pushed.
Slave ahuza now looked really scared. She glanced around the room to see if anyone was near or paying attention from afar. “Unless you were already captured by the slave traders,” she said flatly. She leaned in very close to Mousey and said, “Sometimes there are girls there that keep screaming for help and saying that they were kidnapped. Most of the time it’s just submissives playing a part for their masters, but sometimes there is no Master or Mistress except for...”
At this point slave ahuza stopped because the bartender was walking toward the table. “I’ve said too much,” she said quickly as she ran from the room.
“Didn’t mean to spook your friend,” Sam said as he picked up the empty glasses from the table. “I hope I didn’t crush your chances for tonight.”
“It wasn’t meant to be,” Mousey replied. “I’ll hang around until closing. Maybe I will find someone.”
“There’s always me,” Sam said, “but...” tapping on his green wristband, “vendors are not allowed to play with the guests.” He looked into Mousey’s eyes and said, “Maybe we can get together Sunday night after everything is officially over?”
“I’ll keep that in mind,” Mousey said with a smile.
Sam laughed, “Yeah,” he said, “that’s an ‘I’ll call you,’ promise if I ever heard one.” He then walked back behind the bar and began washing the glasses he had collected from the tables.
As Mousey left the bar she heard something approach her quickly from behind. A hand grabbed her shoulder and she spun, knocking the hand from her shoulder and crouching into a defensive position.
Slave ahuza stood before her. Her eyes were wide open in fear and shock. “Don’t hit me! Don’t hit me!” slave ahuza repeatedly shouted, bringing her hands up to protect her face.
“I won’t,” Mousey said quickly. “You just surprised me.”
“And you surprised me,” Ahuza replied after she was sure that Mousey wasn’t going to strike. “I didn’t expect that from...”
“From someone my size,” Mousey said with a smile and a short laugh. “I get that a lot.”
Slave ahuza nervously returned her smile and then said, “Mistress Ilena doesn’t want me around at all tonight. She has found... someone else.” She put her head fully down, “She says she needs an equal once in a while and has gone to bed with one of the Masters.”
“And?” Mousey replied.
“She ordered me to come to you tonight and give you whatever you desire.” slave ahuza answered.
Mousey put her hand on slave ahuza’s shoulder and said softly, “What I really desire tonight is a good night’s sleep. I drove almost six hundred miles to get here and all I want at this point is to sleep.”
Slave ahuza looked very frightened.
“But you are welcome to share my bed,” Mousey said, “and in the morning you can tell your Mistress I made you do horrible things.”
Mousey lifted slave ahuza’s head and gave her a big smile. Slave ahuza returned a weak smile. “In the morning, I will tell your Mistress that you are the best cunt lapper I have ever seen and that I made you give me a total tongue bath. I even had to whip you with a crop to get you to properly clean my toes.”
“Thank you,” slave ahuza said, now truly smiling. “And,” she said again looking down at the ground, “I will do that for you if you wish.”
“No, Ahuza,” Mousey replied, “my shower works quite well. All I want is for you to share my bed. But I will tell your Mistress what she wants to hear.”
Mousey waited a moment and then said, “Come,” and turned to walk to her RV. She noted that slave ahuza walked a few steps behind her rather than beside her.
Both girls showered before bed. There was no question of showering together. That is often difficult in a normal shower. In an RV shower it is all but impossible. In the morning, slave ahuza awakened Mousey by lapping between her legs. Mousey must have been truly tired because she didn’t awaken until she was nearly at orgasm. Her sudden loud cries spurred slave ahuza on and suddenly she was gripping slave ahuza’s head tightly in her thighs and thrashing on the bed.
“That’s the first time anyone has ever awakened me like that,” she said once she had regained her breath.
“I’m glad you liked it,” slave ahuza said. “It was my gift.”
“Thank you,” Mousey replied.
“Mistress Ilena will want me to make her and the Master breakfast,” slave ahuza said, “so I must go. But there is breakfast available at the bar.”
“You go back to your Mistress,” Mousey said softly. “I will fix myself something here or go over to the bar.”

Slave ahuza gave her a smile and a slight wave as she left the RV. At first Mousey was going to fix herself something, but then she said softly to herself, “I guess I really should wave the bait in front of a few more potential traffickers.” Making sure that her wristband was still in place, she padded across the grass to the main tent.

Chapter Four

The Circle of Pain

 




There was a quite good buffet set up at the bar for breakfast. All that was needed was to pass her wristband over a scanner and it was all you could eat. She took some scrambled eggs, toast, and a couple of strips of bacon and walked over to one of the large tables that had been set up in the bar area. These tables were the regular-sized rectangular tables normally used for banquets or catered meals. There were folding chairs sitting around them with a large, napkin-like paper carefully placed on the seat. A stack of the oversized napkins sat on the end of the table. A clothed man and woman were already sitting at one end of the table. Mousey sat at the other end.




“Did we give you permission to join us?” The man said in a rather annoyed tone. His voice had an overtone of a refined British accent.
“Where is your Master or Mistress?” the woman added. Her accent– and her disdain– were even more pronounced.
“I’m not a slave,” Mousey replied, “or a submissive. I just enjoy all sorts of new experiences.”
“You look like a slave to me,” the man said, forming his mouth in a frown.
“Looks can be deceiving,” Mousey said with a smile. She really had wanted to say, “You look like an ass to me,” but she felt it would be better for her cover if she did not.
“If you like new experiences,” the woman said haughtily, “you should sign up for the caning contest.” She paused and then said, “You will lose, of course. My slave wendy always wins.”
The man smiled for the first time and said, “Do you know why we call her wendy?”
“No,” Mousey replied flatly.
The man chuckled several times and then said, “Because she has the best buns in the business.” He then gave a short laugh at his own joke and once again smiled at Mousey.
“I’ll look into it,” Mousey said. Actually the idea appealed to her. She wasn’t a painslut though she could handle a lot of pain and had a painslut’s ability to go into the pain and even– in most cases– turn it into pleasure. The difference was that she wasn’t addicted to the pain-pleasure. Some pain occasionally was a nice thing, but in this case it was one more worm to put on the hook when fishing for traffickers. Nothing turned on a slaver more than the image of a woman being humiliated, spanked... or especially, caned. 
Mousey gave a deep sigh and asked the woman, “Where do I sign up?”
“Just go to the center stage at ten,” the woman replied flatly. “It is officially the pain competition for slaves and submissives, but I’m sure they will let you enter.” She paused to give Mousey a frozen smile, waiting for Mousey to say something about not being a slave, but Mousey remained silent.
“Oh,” the Mistress added, “you’d better make sure that your bladder is empty. Unless, that is, you get off on having people see you piss yourself in public.”
The man laughed again. This time it was a rather cold, stilted, laugh. “A little thing like you should probably flush yourself out completely,” he said, literally looking down his nose at her. “Though it has been a long time since one of the slaves totally lost control and shit herself on stage. It might be entertaining.”
“I’ll keep that in mind,” Mousey said as she got up and left. There was still one strip of bacon on her plate, and her coffee was half full, but she really needed to get away from this couple before she did something totally out of character for her cover story... like pummel both of them into the sand.
She stopped for a moment to examine a gagged slave who was tied facing out on a Saint Andrew’s Cross on the front of the stage. She was spread wide enough on the cross so that it caused her cunt to gape slightly. There were foot supports about two feet up from the bottom of each side of the cross and a large sign between her legs which read: 

“THIS USELESS, UNWORTHY SLAVE REFUSED TO LET ME TAKE A PICTURE OF HER SUCKING MY DICK LAST NIGHT. SHE IS UP HERE ON THIS CROSS UNTIL AT LEAST TWENTY-FIVE PEOPLE HAVE TAKEN A PICTURE OF HER NAKED CUNT. PLEASE MAKE A MARK ON THE CARD TO INDICATE YOU HAVE TAKEN HER PICTURE”

There was a blank piece of cardboard tacked to the bottom of the cross on the left side, just beneath her legs. There were fourteen marks on the card. The slave looked down at her with pleading eyes. “Sorry, slave girl, whoever you are,” Mousey said, “I don’t have my phone on me.” She laughed, ran her hands down her sides and said, “Actually, I don’t have anything on me.”
There was a red square on the other side of the cross with a small sign that said, “Display only. Take all the photographs you want, but don’t touch.”
When she got back to her RV, she checked the time. It was nine-fifteen. “I have time for a power nap,” she said to herself, “or, I could follow Master Asshole’s advice and clean myself out.”
She wasn’t afraid that she would lose control of her bowels on stage, but she knew that being empty– or mostly empty– made it easier to go into the pain. She’d talked to a couple of painsluts about that once and they agreed. She had always wanted to ask a doctor why that might be, but most doctors couldn’t even tell her why some people can flip the pain/pleasure switch and convince their minds that pain impulses are really pleasure.
She rummaged through the small linen closet until she found her red enema bag and went into the bathroom. A half-hour later she was walking across the lot to the tent. Normally she would have waited an additional fifteen minutes or more for any liquid to pass through her system but she didn’t have time. And pissing herself in public, if that happened, would be just one more worm on the hook.
When she went back into the tent, there was a large eight-sided ring set up in the middle of the circular stage. Rather than having ropes like a boxing ring, each side was composed of two short, T-shaped pipe structures which had evidently been screwed to the floor of the stage. They looked vaguely like bicycle handlebars but were only about a foot or so off the ground. Several naked girls and two naked bois were standing around in the middle of the rink. One rather rough-looking clothed man was standing with them.
“Where do I sign up?” she asked as she approached.
The man looked up at her and said gruffly, “Have your Master sign up at the judges’ table over there.” He was pointing to a table at the edge of the stage with four people sitting at it. One of them was the haughty woman from breakfast.
“I’m independent,” Mousey replied.
“It’s fifty to enter,” the man spat back. “Winner take all. We allow independents who want to try to make some money to enter. We’ve got twelve entries so far, maximum of sixteen.” He paused and then said, “You do the math. But remember, it’s winner take all... after the house’s cut.”
Mousey went over to the judges’ table. A sign on the tabletop said that the winner got fifty percent of the proceeds, so the house’s cut was fifty percent. Entering the contest was easy. Again all that was needed was for her to pass her wristband over a scanner. As she did, the woman from breakfast said, “You do know that my slave wendy has never been defeated in a contest like this?”
“I figured that,” Mousey said with a smile. “But there’s always a first time.”
The woman’s face suddenly became very hard. She didn’t say anything, but Mousey could feel the heat of her stare on her bare skin.
As Mousey left the judges’ table another clothed man stepped up pulling with him the naked girl from the Saint Andrew’s Cross. He held her wristband over the scanner. As soon as he had done that, the man in the center of the ring cried out, “We have our sixteen contestants. Slave entries are closed. Would all entrants please gather in the center of the Circle of Pain.”
Mousey didn’t like the sound of that, but she joined the others in the center of the ring. “Choose your station,” the man said loudly, “and assume the proper position so we can test the system.”
Most of the other slaves had apparently participated in this, or something like it, before, because they quickly walked over to one of the strange pipe T’s and bent over, grabbing the bar with both hands. The rest of the slaves followed their lead. It wasn’t until Mousey actually stood at one of the stations that she noticed that there was a small metal square on the floor in front of the T.
“I’m not getting a reading on number four,” a voice called out and the man in the center of the ring walked over and used a spray bottle to squirt a small amount of liquid onto that plate, and the feet standing on it. “All good,” the voice said.
“Remain in position,” the man said, “or you will be disqualified.” He then stood and turned slowly as he addressed the crowd. “There will be five rounds to this competition. This first is a whisk, the second is a leather paddle; the third is wooden paddle; the fourth is a leather strap; and the fifth is a cane. If at any point we reduce the field to the two finalists, we will immediately move to the cane. If we still have more than two finalists at the end of five strokes with the leather strap, the strap will continue until we have only two contestants.” He paused and then said, “Do all of the Masters and Mistresses understand the rules?”
There was a murmur of yeses from the crowd and the man continued, “Our punishers will each administer one stroke and then move to the left, one position. When a slave breaks contact, that slave and her punisher will both leave the ring. Is that understood?”
A loud chorus of yeses sounded from somewhere behind Mousey. “Then let us begin,” the man said. “Punishers in position with your whisks.”
Mousey wasn’t sure what they were calling whisks. Technically, it should be a bundle of small birch rods, but there was no official rule book specifying that.
“One,” the man called out and Mousey felt something slam into her ass. It didn’t feel as rough as birch rods, but it was still stiff. Perhaps it was metal. In any case, it hurt, but not terribly. It appeared as if it was actually a warmup tool to get the slaves ready.
“Two!” the man cried out. There were a few grunts and gasps around the ring, but for the most part the slaves remained quietly in place. By the time they got to five, Mousey could hear at least two of the slaves whimpering. Evidently they were feeling true pain and were not able to rechannel the impulses. They wouldn’t last long.
After five, the man called out, “Switch to leather paddles.”
Mousey had always considered the leather paddle more painful than a wooden paddle, but different people experience things differently. The wooden paddle gave a harder blow, but the leather paddle contacted more skin as it wrapped to the shape of your ass. Maybe which was worse depended upon the shape of your ass. Or perhaps on who was using it and how they swung the paddle.
The second person who struck her with the leather paddle obviously was swinging it much, much harder than the first person. Mousey was glad that whoever it was only got one swing at her before moving on to the girl on her left. Two swats after that, there was a shriek from the corner of the ring and a loud buzzer sounded.
“We have our first failure,” the ringmaster called out. Mousey glanced over to see who had left and did some quick counting. The woman leaving with the slave was evidently the one who was swinging harder. There was method to the rules. If someone was swinging too hard in the early rounds, they would knock out one of the weaker slaves, but it would also eliminate the Master or Mistress who was swinging too hard. That would extend the competition and make it more interesting to the crowd.
“One more swat with the leather paddle,” the ringmaster called out. Then he quickly said, “Five!”
Mousey should have kept her concentration on handling the pain. The loud smack of the leather against her ass barely covered her shriek as the pain caught her by surprise. She did not, however, let go of the handles.
“Switch to the wooden paddles,” the ringmaster called out. Mousey looked back between her legs to see the punishers reach into the center of the ring and exchange their leather paddles for wooden ones.
The ringmaster’s cry of “One,” was nearly drowned out by the shrieks of several of the slaves and the sound of at least four buzzers. Luckily Mousey had been prepared and merely gasped loudly as the paddle slammed into her ass. She hadn’t counted on the paddle being drilled. It was impossible to tell how many holes there were, but Mousey could definitely feel the separate sting from at least three holes. She didn’t really understand why open holes in a paddle made it hurt worse. Maybe it could move faster. Maybe it was the ring around the open area concentrating pressure on the skin. Or maybe it was just the confusion of the extreme pressure of the paddle’s smack contrasted to no pressure in the hole. In any case, a wooden paddle with holes in it hurt a LOT worse than a solid one.
The second strike brought one more failure, but strikes three, four, and five were without incident and the ringmaster called on the punishers to switch to the leather strap. Mousey could feel her legs quivering slightly as she braced for the first strike of the leather. A strap can be anything from one-half inch to three inches wide. Technically two inches and under is a belt, but again, that is not an absolute rule.
“One!”
This time the smack of the leather was not enough to cover Mousey’s yelp. This was a belt, about an inch and a half wide with small holes punched through the middle. The buzzer sounded and a high-pitched, but obviously male voice called out, “No, no, no, no, no, I can’t take anymore.” The buzzer sounded again and a female voice said, “Sorry, Master, I can’t do it.”
“We are down to seven slaves,” the ringmaster said. Then he called out “Two!”
Mousey was sure that she was pressing her fingerprints into the metal of the bar as she waited for the strap/belt to hit again. She did not let go. Maybe her hands were gripped so tight that they were unable to let go even if she had wanted to. From the yelps and the buzzers, however, at least two of the others gave up.
“Three!”
This time there was a long, continuous screaming wail. A dark-complexed girl with all bodily hair removed– including the hair on her head– bounced out in front of Mousey. She was jumping up and down and rubbing her ass. “I tried! I tried! I tried, Mistress. Please don’t punish me. I can’t take any more.”
A somewhat plump blonde woman stepped up onto the stage and pulled the slave against her. “Don’t worry, sugarcakes,” she said soothingly, “I know you tried. You’ll do better next time.”
After they had left the stage, the ringmaster called out, “Four!”
Mousey barely had time to refocus her thoughts on the coming pain. Evidently two of the remaining slaves did not. They cried out in unison and stood up as soon as the belts slammed into their asses.
“We have our finalists!” the ringmaster exclaimed. “Would the remaining contestants come to the center of the ring.”
As she moved to the center where the ringmaster stood, he called out, “Our finalists are slave wendy and slave mousey.”
“That’s just Mousey,” Mousey said softly to the ringmaster.
“Whatever,” he replied and then said loudly, “The rules for the caning are simple. You alternate caning each other until one of you breaks. Mousey, call the toss.”
He flipped a coin into the air and Mousey instinctively said, “Heads!”
The three of them watched the coin land on the ground and the ringmaster called out, “Tails, it is.”
Slave wendy smiled coldly at Mousey and said, “I will swing first.”
Turning to Mousey, the ringmaster said, “If you break, the contest is over. You do not get a chance to swing on slave wendy. Do you understand that?”
Mousey nodded her head.
“Then get into position,” he said, pointing to one of the metal handles.
Mousey bent over and grabbed the bar. She could hear slave wendy swishing the thin cane back and forth behind her. Obviously slave wendy was trying to prevent Mousey from preparing for the blow. The swishing continued, growing louder and then softer almost like a huge wasp or bee flying around Mousey’s ass. It got louder, softer, louder, softer, then suddenly it struck.
Mousey wasn’t unprepared, but she wasn’t as prepared as she could have been if she had been able to fully anticipate the blow. She intentionally screamed out very, very loudly. The scream was only partially from the pain. Partly it was to confuse slave wendy. If Mousey actually screamed in pain later, it would be harder to tell how close she was to breaking.
“Switch,” the ringmaster ordered and Mousey stood up and moved aside so that slave wendy could assume the position.
“Do you really think you can break someone like me?” slave wendy said with a sneer. Mousey said nothing, but instead swung as hard as she could as soon as slave wendy was in position. Slave wendy yelped slightly, but remained in place until the ringmaster once again ordered them to switch.
Mousey was now trying very hard to control her anxiety. This blow would tell her whether or not she could defeat slave wendy. She tried hard not to tense her ass cheeks and to relax and just let it happen, but that was difficult with slave wendy causing the cane to sound like a swarm of wasps. Then suddenly the lightning bolt of pain crashed into her ass. She could tell from the stripe of intense pain and the echo of that pain about an inch lower on her ass, that slave wendy had moved up slightly when she struck.
Mousey again screamed very loudly, but when the scream ended she smiled. She now knew that she would break slave wendy. In the woods behind her house were several trees with really strange scars on the bark. All of the scars were cuts across the bark, but on some trees there were many scars, on others there was only one. The ones with many scars were from when Mousey first began practicing with the cane. The trees with only one scar were after months of practice.
Mousey stood silently behind slave wendy breathing slowly, focusing her mind on the bright red stripe across slave wendy’s ass. Then, just as she began to exhale, her arm flew as if on its own and the cane slammed across slave wendy’s ass cheeks. At first the ringmaster looked confused, but then he smiled at Mousey. There was only one welt on slave wendy’s ass, but now that welt was deeper and redder. Mousey had put her second blow exactly over her first.
“Switch!”
Mousey now had no trouble relaxing and preparing herself for the blow. She knew it would hurt, but she was already rechanneling that pain into her pleasure circuits. She screamed loudly when slave wendy finally struck, but she was now in control.
The ringmaster said “Switch” three more times before slave wendy broke. She didn’t cry out. She didn’t scream. She just suddenly stood up. Her body overrode her mind’s determination to remain in place. “I’m sorry, Mistress Terry,” she called out. “I couldn’t help it. It hurts so much.”
The man from breakfast walked up onto the stage and grabbed slave wendy by the arm, “I’m sorry, Master Thomas. It hurt so bad I couldn’t control it. It’s never hurt like that before. I tried. I really tried, but my body just stood up.”
Master Thomas looked over at Mousey and then back at his slave. “She’s going to need some aftercare on that welt,” Mousey said evenly. “It’s probably deeper than anything she’s gotten before. And you should probably use an antibiotic on it.”
Mistress Terry had joined Master Thomas on the stage. She turned her slave around and looked at her bottom. “YOU did that?” she sputtered, glaring at Mousey. “How could someone your size...” Her voice trailed off into silence.
“I’m full of surprises,” Mousey answered as she collected her winnings from the judges, or more correctly, scanned her wristband over the scanner once again so things would be credited to her account.
She started back to her RV, but a mid-thirties couple walked in front of her and blocked her path. He was dressed in black shorts, black t-shirt, and sandals. She was naked. “I’m Master Bill,” the man said, holding out his hand. As Mousey cautiously shook his hand, he nodded toward the woman and said, “and this is my slave wife, mary.” Mary gave her a smile and nodded.
“In our alternate life,” he continued, “Mary is a nurse. She can treat your ass so it won’t hurt as much and will heal much faster.”
When Mousey remained silent, he said, “We have all the needed medications and salves at our unit.”
“And yes,” Mary said, “there is an underlying reason for us being so kind. It is to our benefit if you are very healthy by tomorrow morning.”
“I’m listening,” replied Mousey. Master Bill turned and began walking out of the tent. Mary and Mousey followed a few steps behind him.
“We have an interesting proposition for you,” Mary said slowly. “My Master has made a bet with Master Thomas and Mistress Terry and we need five women to help us.”
“Help you how?” Mousey asked.
“Have you ever been trained as a pony girl?” Mary asked.
“Noooo,” Mousey replied, slightly afraid of where the conversation might be going.
“That’s part of the bet,” Mary said. “Master Bill got tired of listening to Master Thomas and Mistress Terry brag about their stable of pony girls and how fast they could run and how difficult and time-consuming it was to train them properly.” When Mousey looked slightly confused, Mary continued, “There’s pony racing over at the track tomorrow. There are always a lot of bets on the races. Most of the pony girls are kept in the stable area until the race to make sure they are properly fed and rested.”
“Racing pony girls and pony bois has never appealed to me,” Master Bill said flatly. “It’s all one big fetish with the dressage competitions and the plastic surgeries to make sure the pony girls’ tits are exactly the right shape and their cunts are all trimmed back to nothing.”
“Master Bill really doesn’t like the clean clam look,” Mary said, laughing a little. “He thinks a little labia showing is sexy, especially when I’m dripping.”
“How do I fit into this?” Mousey asked.
“The bet is simple,” Master Bill said, “I told that pompous English twit that I could beat his best carriage set with five totally untrained girls. I would even use a lead girl that wasn’t even someone’s slave or submissive and so wasn’t used to obeying orders.”
“And you want me to be your lead girl?” Mousey said slowly.
“That’s the proposition,” Master Bill said firmly.
“What happens to me if we lose?” Mousey asked.
“To you,” Master Bill replied, “nothing. This is a Master to Master bet. If we lose, then slave mary and I pull Master Thomas’ and Mistress Terry’s chariots in the grand parade at the end of the races.” He smiled at her and said, “But when we win, they will be pulling those same chariots with slave mary and I riding in them.”
Mary chimed in with, “It will be the ultimate humiliation for Mistress Terry to have to pull a slave in her own chariot.”
“What makes you think we will win?” Mousey asked.
“I came prepared,” Master Bill answered. “I am an inventor and have become rich inventing various highly-specialized devices. I will fit you with something so that you will know exactly what to do. You don’t need to be trained; you don’t need to know anything about pony racing; you just need to respond to the electronic commands.”
Mousey was silent for a long time, then she finally said, “OK, but I can’t guarantee I can run fast enough.”
“There are no guarantees in life,” Master Bill replied. “Since this is a special grudge race, they have scheduled it first thing tomorrow.” 
“And,” Mary continued, “since you are already upset with how Master Thomas and Mistress Terry treat slave wendy, you are more than motivated to beat them in this race.

Chapter Five

Nurse Mary

 




Master Bill’s RV was a custom-painted, forty-two foot luxury Winnebago with a matching trailer that looked long enough to haul at least two cars. The inside of the unit was no less luxurious than the outside. Mary pulled a sheet out of one of the compartments and lay it across the long couch. After pushing on the back of the couch so that it unfolded and became a small bed she said, “Lie down here on your stomach, while I find my salves and ointments.”




“I’ll leave you two alone,” Master Bill said as he went back out the door. “I still need to come up with one more pony.”
Mousey felt a slight sting as Mary very gently applied something to the welts on her ass cheeks. Whatever the ointment was, it immediately soothed the pain and soon started feeling good... really good. It felt even better as Mary started massaging it into her thighs and calves. Mousey wasn’t sure if she spread her legs or Mary moved them, but soon she was lying face down with her legs fully spread and Mary was gently massaging the ointment on the inside of her thighs. It felt even better there.
As Mary’s hand moved higher and higher and higher Mousey began squirm her breasts against the sheet and grind herself into the bed. Mary leaned in slightly and asked simply, “Yes or no?” She paused and said with almost a giggle, “I follow orders really well.”
Mousey groaned out “Yeeessss,” and Mary’s fingers began rubbing the salve across Mousey’s labia. After a few moments, one hand moved up to Mousey’s clit while the fingers of the other moved deeper and deeper into her slit. Mousey knew that she should trust no one, but somehow she felt safe with Mary and totally let herself go. It was a long, loud, shuddering orgasm that seemed to drain everything from Mousey’s body.
After Mousey’s breathing finally returned to almost normal, Mary said softly, “The salve I used on your ass should have everything healed up by tomorrow morning. The stuff I used on the rest of your body was mainly a body lotion... with a couple of my own little additions.
“In other words,” Mousey said, “I was drugged.” Her voice was totally neutral. She was waiting to see how Mary might answer.
“It only affects the skin,” Mary said. “It causes the blood vessels to relax and gives you an overall feeling of warmth.”
“And when you massaged it into my cunt?” Mousey asked.
“Then it puts your sensations of pleasure into overdrive,” Mary answered. She patted Mousey’s ass. It was not quite a swat, but it was more than just a touch. “I asked BEFORE I did that, Mousey LaBlaunche. Not everyone is a trafficker. And you are not the only undercover agent for The Mansion Club.”
Mousey suddenly rolled onto her back and stared at Mary. She knew her mouth was open in surprise, but made no attempt to close it. After a few moments, Mary said softly, “Colonnade Bravo Alpha Tango Zulu.”
Mousey replied mechanically, “Portico Lima Alpha Mike Bravo.”
Both looked at each other in silence for two or three more minutes, then Mary said, “Master Bill and I are your backup while you are here at Hidden Rock. Once the traffickers take you– assuming they do– we will follow as we are able, but you basically will be on your own.”
“I know,” Mousey replied.
Mary smiled at her and said, “Go back to your unit and get some sleep this afternoon. And then, just be a spectator after supper tonight.”
Mary dug into her medical kit for a moment and then brought out two long ribbons, each about an inch wide. One was red, the other was yellow. “Wear these around your waist tonight. This combination means that one of the staff nurses... like me... has declared you out of bounds because of injuries.” She handed Mousey a small tube of ointment. “And with a shiny red ass like you will have tonight,” she continued, “everyone will believe it.”
Mousey opened the tube to smell the contents. There was no particular smell, but the ointment was a bright red.
“Make sure you wash your hands after you apply it,” Mary said, “or people might wonder. ... and don’t sit down.”
She smiled at Mousey and said, “Shower before coming to breakfast in the morning and everyone will be amazed at the miracle cure.”
“Thank you,” Mousey said, “... for everything.”
“Thank you,” Mary replied. “You’re the one putting your ass on the line. ... literally.” After she said that, Mary went very quiet and her face lost all emotion. “Don’t disappear on us, Mousey. I don’t know whether I would be afraid you had been killed... or that you hadn’t.”
“I’ve done this before,” Mousey said. “I’m just the bait. There are a bunch of people out there waiting to reel in whatever– or whoever– nibbles on me.”
Mary took a deep breath and said softly, “Master Bill knows I was going to read you in. But tomorrow morning, you have to act like you don’t know.”
“Orders received and acknowledged,” Mousey said, standing and saluting smartly.
As Mousey walked alone back to her RV, she could still feel a twinge in her ass cheeks with each step, but it was much, much less than it had been before Mary put the ointment on it. She set an alarm in her phone to wake her at four o’clock and lay down... on her stomach. After a few minutes she grabbed all of her pillows and stacked them under her hips. Her ass was now high above the bed and her hips were bent almost like they were when she was holding on to the handles.
“I look like a horny teenager’s wet dream,” she murmured to herself, “but this is the only position that doesn’t hurt.” She then closed her eyes and fell fast asleep.

Chapter Six

Saturday Night Wrestling

 




The obnoxious ring tone of Mousey’s alarm awakened her slowly. She raised the shades and looked out the window. As close together as the RVs were parked she really couldn’t see anything except the unit parked next to her, but she could tell by the shadows that the sun was starting to get lower in the sky. She made a quick trip to the bathroom and then checked her ass in the long mirror on the door. The marks from the cane were almost gone until she rubbed the ointment that Mary had given her on her ass cheeks. Then her ass took on a rather angry red tone which caused the marks to be even more visible. Or perhaps the dye or whatever in the ointment was made darker by the abraded skin. In any case, as she left her unit and walked over to the tent for supper, she looked like she should be in real pain.




Master Bill and Mary had already eaten when Mousey came into the bar area. Supper was burgers and fries or chips. It was pretty simple, but good and Mousey quickly wolfed it down while standing next to their table. She hadn’t, after all had any lunch.
“How’s your ass?” Mary asked.
“It looks a lot worse than it feels,” Mousey replied, “especially after I put your ointment on it.”
“I see you remembered the medical exemption belt,” Mary said. “You may need it later.”
Mousey gave her a confused look and Mary continued, “Tonight is fight night. It’s mostly wrestling with a few... interesting additions.”
“But,” Master Bill interrupted, “there are also challenge fights that can be pretty brutal.”
“Challenge fights?” Mousey asked, shaking her head slightly.
“They are almost always slave to slave or Master to Master,” Master Bill continued. “If a slave wants to challenge another slave they have to have their Master or Mistress’ permission.”
“Unless,” Mary said with a smile, looking at Master Bill, “a slave wants to fight her Master or Mistress for dominance. If the slave wins, there can be a reversal of roles.”
“And if the Master wins?” Mousey asked.
“Then,” Master William said with a laugh, “there is usually a public punishment of some sort.” He gave another slight laugh and said, “I sometimes think certain slaves challenge their Masters just so they will be punished in front of everyone.”
A loud announcement through the tent’s loudspeakers interrupted them at this point. “Our first match for the evening begins in five minutes,” said the announcer. “This will be a team match with three couples on each side. Winning team holds Master and Mistress position until the end of the gathering, and of course, the losing team holds slave position for that same period.” The announcer laughed and added, “though they may be carrying some signs of their loss past that time.”
Master Bill and Mary indicated that it was time to go. As Mousey started to follow them out of the tent she noticed that almost everyone else was carrying a drink of some sort so she excused herself and slipped back through the crowd up to the bar. Sam the bartender met her with, “One Mousey Special coming right up.” He then held a glass beneath the bar and poured something into it. When he brought it back up to hand it to her, he exclaimed, “Ta da!” Then he leaned in a little closer and said softly, “I don’t think it would have the same effect for you if everyone saw me not putting any real booze in it.”
Mousey said, “Thank you, Sam. You’re the greatest,” and scanned her wristband on the pay station. A few moments later she joined the crowd around the stage. The stage now looked like a fighting ring except that it was round instead of square and it was a lot bigger than a boxing ring. There were at least two dozen posts going all around the outside edge of the stage. It wasn’t until Mousey had pushed her way through the crowd to join Master Bill and Mary next to the ring ropes that she realized that there was something else set up inside the stage ring. Just inside the ring ropes, on opposite sides of the circle, were two sets of what looked like hitching posts. At least there was a long round pole supported about three feet off the ground by several uprights. The pole on one side of the ring was painted blue. The pole on the other side was painted red. Parallel to the painted poles, but much closer to the ground were two slightly smaller, unpainted poles. The ones on the inside of the hitching rail were only six inches off the ground. The ones on the outside, closer to the ring ropes, were higher– a foot or so off the ground– and farther away from the main pole.
Master Bill laughed softly at Mousey’s confused look. “You’ve never seen a roping match before, have you?” he said quietly.
“No,” Mousey answered. “Are those hitching rails?”
“Sort of,” Mary replied. “This is a roping competition. The idea is to rope your opponent and tie them over the rail. The first team to get all of their opponents tied up is the winner.”
As Mary was speaking, a dozen people– six couples– began climbing through the ropes into the ring. The women were all wearing conservative bikinis. The men were wearing tight-fitting, bike-shorts-style swimsuits. Three of the couples were wearing blue and three of the couples were wearing red. The blue team gathered behind the blue painted pole while the red team gathered behind the red pole. Two men wearing the standard black jeans and black t-shirts worn by the staff stepped into the ring carrying a bundle of ropes which they began distributing to the two teams. One man was handing out long ropes while the other was handing out short ropes. After they finished handing out all of their ropes, each member of the two teams was holding one long rope and two smaller ones.
Once everyone had all their ropes, an announcer began speaking over the tent’s speakers. “The rules are simple,” he said. “No punching, no kicking, no biting, wrestling moves only as you rope your captive and take them back to your punishment rail. Once someone is bound to the rail, they cannot be released unless your team wins. The winning team is the one with at least one person left free at the end. The competition continues until all members of one team are bound over their opponent’s rail. Is that understood?”
All twelve contestants shouted out, “Understood!”
“Take your starting positions,” the voice ordered and the two teams moved to stand in line in front of their rails. As soon as everyone was in place, the voice called out, “Begin!”
The red team immediately ran forward screaming. They must have expected the surprise of their charge to overwhelm the blue team, but instead, the men of the blue team calmly bunched together and stepped forward while the women stepped behind them and faced backward. The charging red team was caught off guard. They weren’t expecting to be facing a solidly packed line of men protecting an equally solidly packed line of women. The red team members surged around the blue team for a moment and then quickly retreated back to behind their rail... or at least they attempted to. One of their women had been pulled into the tightly-packed blue team and was unable to get away.
“Help me! Help me!” she screamed as one of the blue women tore away her top. Then, in less than a minute she was pulled over the blue team’s rail and tied in place. Her feet were tied tightly to the lower rail while her hands were bound to the slightly higher back rail. The effect was to pull her over the main rail so that her ass was high in the air. The last thing which the blue women did was to rip the bikini bottoms off the captured red women’s ass.
The red team was now clustered in front of their rail, talking rapidly among themselves. Obviously they were trying to figure out how to even the score. They again moved as a group over toward the blue team, but this time they moved very slowly and kept close together to protect each other. The blue team split into two groups of three and attempted to get on either side of the red group. 
Unfortunately, this meant that one group was two women and one man. And even more unfortunately, the red team had anticipated this and one of the men on the red team suddenly reached out and grabbed the single man in the blue group of three and pulled him into their midst. Before the blue team could react, the red team moved as a group back to their rail and the two remaining women quickly tied the man in place. Evidently the men’s swimsuits had stripper seams held in place with Velcro because once the man was tied in place, one of the red women grabbed the back of the man’s blue suit and ripped it off his body.
The teams were now moving around the ring in two clumps of five. One of the men on the red team slipped out of the main group and began advancing slowly on the blue team. While he did so, the rest of the red team moved around to approach the blue team from the other side. The blue team turned to protect itself and suddenly there was a scream from one of the red women as she was pulled into the blue team’s center.
The blue team didn’t have time to rejoice in its catch, however, because the single red male took advantage of the distraction and jumped forward to grab another of the blue team’s men. The red male must have been very strong because he easily wrapped the blue male in his arms and lifted his feet off the ground. A few minutes later there was another naked male tied over the red rail and another naked female tied over the blue rail.
For some reason, the red team decided to once again charge the blue team. They swarmed the remaining blue man and dragged him toward their rail, but got careless and didn’t watch who was pursuing them. That cost them another female team member. By the time everyone regrouped, there were three red women and one red man restrained on the blue rail while two blue men were restrained on the red. The blue team was now one man and three women. The red team was two men, one of whom was the strongman.
The two red team men crossed the ring together and attacked the remaining blue man. They were able to brush aside the three blue women and drag the blue man back to the red rail where they quickly tied him in place and stripped off his suit. There were now three men tied over the red rail and three women plus one man tied over the blue rail.
The three women moved cautiously around the rail, pursued by the two men. One of the women tripped slightly and was suddenly alone. The strongman grabbed for her, but she jumped out of his way. He quickly pursued her and forced her against the ropes, effectively trapping her and enabling him to pick her up. As he raced back to the red rail to tie her in place, the other two women turned and attacked the smaller of the red men. He probably could have overwhelmed them, but they quickly looped their ropes around his body, tying his arms to his side. Unable to fight back, he was led over to the blue rail where the two women worked together to tie him in place. It was now two blue women against the one red strongman.
“I’ll put a thousand on the blue women,” Master Bill suddenly called out.
“I’ll take that,” a voice replied from across the ring.
“Recorded,” yelled one of the staff people.
Mousey wasn’t sure if it was part of the rules or the people in the ring were just catching their breath, but the action paused while several more bets were made and recorded. She turned to Master Bill and asked, “Why’d you bet on the women? They look like they don’t have a chance.”
Master Bill laughed slightly and answered, “That’s exactly why I bet on them.”
Once the flurry of bets had quieted down, one of the staffers yelled out, “Resume!” and the two women started moving slowly around the outside of the ring, clinging to each other. The muscular man began to taunt them. “You know you’re beaten, don’t you?”
The women didn’t reply, but instead just looked at him with very frightened eyes.
“Do you really think you can overwhelm me?” the man yelled derisively. “I can grab one of you and tie you in place and all the other will be able to do is ride on my back while I do it.” He laughed and added, “Then I’ll come back for the survivor.”
He jumped at them, but they scurried out of his way. He jumped at them again and they again ran. Both of them were keeping tightly together and were just barely able to keep ahead of his attacks. He stopped to put his hands on his hips and laugh loudly at them.
While he was laughing, they ran quickly to the other side of the ring. When they ran into the ropes, they were forced to turn and face him. With a yell he charged at them screaming, “I’ve got you now!”
Just before he got to them, they jumped apart and ran toward him. Too late, he realized that they were holding an overly long rope between them. They had tied all of their ropes together. He tried to move toward one of the women, but it was too late. They ran past him, wrapping the rope around his arms, just below the shoulders. As he tried to lift his arms to push the rope away, one of the women ducked low and the other jumped over her so that the rope wound lower around the man’s arms, pinning them to his waist. She then handed the end of the rope to the other woman and grabbed the ropes from the front. Thrown off balance and trying not to fall over, the man was led easily over to the blue rail and pushed over it. With almost lightning speed, the women tied his waist to the rail and then together fought to get his feet pulled close to the lower rail. With no rope left to tie his feet, they pulled off their bikini tops and used them to bind his feet.
Jumping over the rail, they began to unwind the rope around his waist so they could tie his hands in place. But as soon as his arms were free he began thrashing around and threw one of the women back out into the ring. He possibly would have escaped except one of the women ducked under his arms and again began tying his waist to the rail. He was almost able to tear himself loose before the second women jumped back in and continued winding the rope around his waist and the rail. Soon he was solidly in place on the rail, but was still able to strike out with his arms, repeatedly pushing the women away as they tried to pull his hands down toward the back rail.
Finally, both women grabbed tightly on the same hand and pulled it down. It wasn’t until they got it to the rail that they realized that they had not retrieved any of their rope from around his waist. One woman stood for a moment and removed her bikini bottom, then using that, they tied his hand to the rail. It took only a moment– and the other bikini bottom– to finish securing him in place.
As the women triumphantly ripped the man’s suit away, Master Bill looked down at Mousey and said, “Never bet against a cornered woman.”
“I’ll remember that,” Mousey replied.
Master Bill laughed and added, “Women are very inventive. A cornered woman who has nothing to lose will always come up with something very desperate and very unexpected.”
The two women now raced over to the red rail and began freeing their teammates. The crowd was going wild with cries of “Fuck them! Fuck them! Fuck them!”
One of the women from the blue team, the one who had been tied over the red rail, held up her hands for silence and then cried out, “Punishment first. The rules say five swats are allowed from each of us.”
One of her teammates joined her and cried out, “Bring out the paddles.”
One of the black-clad staff people ran out into the ring carrying six leather paddles. Each paddle was about two feet long, including the handle. As he was handing the paddles out to the winners, one of the red team women tied to the rail groaned loudly in fear. In response, one of the winning women walked over so that she was between the rail and the ring ropes standing directly in front of the woman who had groaned.
“This isn’t what you should be afraid of,” the woman said as she wiggled the long paddle back and forth in front of the frightened woman’s face. “After you get thirty swats with this, one of us gets to fuck you.” She leaned in close to the woman’s face and said with a sneer, “If that is me, I like to have something push back against the harness while I ram into you.” After a short laugh, she added, “... and your tiny little asshole will grip my dildo a lot tighter than your gaping cunt.” The tied woman groaned again. In response the blue team woman laughed shrilly as she rejoined her teammates on the other side of the rail.
“Five swats with that paddle shouldn’t be too bad,” Mousey said, looking over at Mary.
“No,” Mary replied, “but even I wouldn’t enjoy thirty. And after the way the match went, all thirty are going to be really hard.”
“Thirty?” Mousey said.
“Thirty,” Master Bill, said emphatically. “The winning team each get five swats on each of the losers. Six times five is thirty.”
“Ouch,” Mousey said, wrinkling up her face and unconsciously rubbing her ass.
The man in black who had been handing out the paddles held up his hands for quiet and then announced loudly, “To make sure that everything is fair and no one sneaks in an extra blow, I will count the swats. After each set of five swats, I will say ‘Change,’ and the winning blue team members will rotate to the next losing red team person.”
He paused a moment for the blue team to get into a line behind the upturned asses of the red team and then said loudly, “Ready!” After a short pause he called out, “One!”
There was a ragged volley of smacks as the six paddles slammed down on the upturned asses. Mousey had been wondering how they were going to all strike at the same time with the losers tied so closely together, but with the overhand, windmill swing that all six winners were using, there was no problem. And the downward movement of the paddle caused it to have a slightly glancing blow as it struck. With a wooden paddle, that might have lessened the force of the impact, but with the leather paddle, it merely caused more distortion– and pain– in the ass cheeks.
All three of the women screamed shrilly. It had been no accident that the red team had lined up with the winning men behind the losing women. Two of the men just grunted, but one of them screamed louder than the women.
Master Bill laughed. “This must be his first time in the ring... or he hasn’t lost before.” He pointed at the rail and said, “The other men bounced their hips to make sure their balls were hanging forward between their legs.”
“Oh,” Mousey said as she realized what that meant. “They didn’t want the strokes hit their balls but at the same time, they didn’t want to crush their balls against the rail as they reacted to the swat.”
“Two!”
The paddles slammed down again. This time the screams of the women were more subdued. All three men merely grunted.
The spankings continued evenly to the count of “Five!” Then the man in charge called out, “Change.”
The red team members all moved one victim to the left with the red man on the end rotating around to the other end of the line.
“Ready!”
“One!” This time only one of the women screamed. It was a long, drawn out scream that seemed to almost echo in the tent.
“No tipping!” the man in black yelled. “That is the first and final warning!” he yelled, walking up behind the only blue team winning woman who was spanking a red team losing woman.
“With a long paddle like that,” Mary said, “especially if you are windmilling, you can back up just enough so that only the very end of the paddle strikes flesh.” She paused, grimaced, and then said, “That’s called tipping and it hurts like hell.”
“But that’s not why it’s not allowed,” Master Bill said calmly. “The problem is that there is a very narrow range where tipping is effective. Too close and it is a weak blow. Too far back and the end of the whip can flay the skin off someone’s ass.”
Mousey once again said “Ouch,” and unconsciously rubbed her ass.
She went back to watching the punishments... more or less. A production line style spanking such as this wasn’t really that interesting unless you were turned on by the cries and screams of the losers... which obviously some of the people in the crowd were. So was one of the men on the blue team. He was sporting a tremendous hard-on by the time they got to the fourth round. One of the women was also very turned on, but it wasn’t as obvious as with her male teammate. If you didn’t notice how viscous and sticky the liquid was that was dripping down her leg from her snatch, you might think it was just sweat... it wasn’t.
The one interesting point was that one of the losing women began begging for things to stop at the very beginning of the second round. “Please! Please, not so hard!,” she would cry. Then she would bargain, “I’ll do anything. I’ll be your slave for a week... for a month... for a year... just not so hard.”
“What if someone takes her up on it?” Mousey asked.
“They can’t,” Master Bill said firmly. “It’s in the written contract they signed before the match.”
“Then why is she even trying?” Mousey replied.
“Because she’s a painslut,” Mary said grinning, “and she’s goading them into hitting harder. I’ll bet she orgasms from the pain before they finish.”
“I’ll take that bet,” Master Bill said. “If you lose, you end up over that rail for ten swats at the end of the night.”
“And when I win,” Mary responded, “you take me out to the nicest restaurant in Albuquerque Monday night.”
Master Bill leaned in close to Mousey and said, “The rescue and response team will be basing out of Albuquerque until we know which way you are going.”
Mousey just nodded. The reminder of her mission and the risks she was taking caused her to remain silent.
It was on the third swat of the sixth round that the begging woman suddenly screamed out in orgasm. The entire crowd laughed, applauded, hooted, and otherwise made their derision known.
“I’ll bet she’s hoping that Miranda draws her number,” Master Bill said with a laugh.
“Miranda?” Mousey said.
“That’s the woman who threatened to fuck Jill in the ass,” Mary said.
“Oh,” Mousey replied. She still didn’t know for sure what was happening, but figured she would find out.
She did find out when, after the thirty swats were completed, a different staff member came out into the ring carrying a small cloth bag. As the first staffer collected the paddles, he held the bag up to each of the members of the red team. They each drew a small square of wood out of the bag and held it up in the air.
After all six members of the blue team had drawn, the man walked down the line taking the chit and calling out a number. After each number, he would point to one of the positions on the rail.
“Two of the men drew men,” Mousey said. “Does that make a difference?”
“A hole’s a hole,” Mary said forcefully, but Master Bill explained a little less emphatically. “You have to understand,” he said, “A punishment fuck isn’t about sex. It’s about power. Your pleasure comes from overwhelming the person by forcing the ultimate act of submission, the surrender of their body.”
“That’s why the women use a power dildo,” Mary added, “... one that doesn’t stimulate her clit. The pleasure comes from the power, not the sex.”
“Oh,” Mousey said. She was starting to understand a lot of what she had seen or experienced in the past. She was also becoming a bit more fearful about what might happen in the future.
“Then why are only two of the women putting on strap-ons?” Mousey asked.
Master Bill laughed and said, “Because there are many ways a person can surrender their bodies.”
He pointed at the ring and said, “Watch and learn.”
Two of the women on the blue team and all three of the men were now lined up behind their red team victims. The two men and the woman who had drawn men as their victims were squirting some lubricant from a tube between the blue team member’s ass cheeks. The female and male who had drawn women didn’t bother with lube. Either the woman would provide enough lube or she wouldn’t.
The third blue team woman– the one who had not put on a strap-on– moved around between the punishment rail and the ring ropes. She stood there for a minute and then said loudly to the bound woman, “I think you know what I want.”
The bound woman nodded slightly and the blue team woman leaned back against the ring ropes and held on firmly as she swung her legs up so that her ankles were crossed on the bound woman’s back. Then arching her back, she pressed her cunt into the red team woman’s face.
As soon as that happened, the crowd resumed their loud chant of “Fuck them! Fuck them! Fuck them!”
The chant turned to applause and whistles as the five blue team members rammed themselves into their red team victims and began thrusting. The man fucking a female loser was using slow, but very powerful strokes while the two men fucking male losers were ramming themselves into their asses at dog-fuck speed. The two women with dildos were also moving very slow, as if they wanted to draw out the pain and humiliation. The woman getting her cunt eaten began bouncing her body up and down as if she were thrusting herself into the red team loser’s mouth.
When the men obviously climaxed, the crowd cheered and applauded. Shortly thereafter, the two women pulled their strap-ons out of their victims and walked slowly to the center of the ring. The three men remained close to the rail, waiting for the third woman who now had her legs tightly wrapped around the red team loser’s face.
“That seems to be an awfully long orgasm,” Mousey said softly to Mary.
Again, it was Master Bill who answered. “She peaked out quite a while ago,” he said flatly. “She’s waiting for her ultimate thrill... making her victim lose consciousness.”
Almost as soon as he had said that, the red team loser went totally limp and the blue team woman released her legs and joined her male teammates as they walked to the center of the ring. When they were all in the center of the ring, they stood in a line and bowed to the crowd. The applause continued as they walked out of the ring and back into one of the tent rooms.
“Is everyone in this crowd a sadist?!” Mousey said. “I thought this was all consensual.”
“It is,” Mary said, “up to a point. The red team willingly got into the ring knowing what would happen to them if they lost. If the blue team had lost it would have been the red team doing the fucking. Wherever the line is between consensual and non-consensual, this whole group lives right on that edge.”
Master Bill tapped Mousey on the shoulder and pointed toward the ring. A swarm of men in black jeans and white t-shirts rushed into the ring and used battery powered drills to unscrew and remove the sets of rails. Then a staff person wearing all black, including a black Stetson hat, walked to the center of the ring. “Our next event is a grudge match between two Mistresses,” he began loudly. “This is a dominance match,” he explained. “The loser does not become the winner’s slave, but the loser has to acknowledge the winner as the superior Mistress.” He paused and looked around at the crowd before saying, “The winner is the one who pins their opponent to the mat for three seconds.” He paused again and smiled broadly before finishing with, “I think you all are going to enjoy this.”
A tall brunette wearing a long white, terrycloth robe stepped through the ropes into the ring. “Entering the ring,” the announcer yelled, “is our current Mistress of Mistresses, Mistress Juliet.” The crowd cheered and the mistress turned and raised her arms to acknowledge the applause.
A second woman, a solidly built blond stepped through the ropes. She, like Mistress Juliet, was wearing a white, terrycloth robe. “Our challenger,” the announcer called out as she slipped between the ropes forming the ring, “is Mistress Ivanka.” The applause was significantly louder for Mistress Ivanka. She looked out at the crowd, but merely nodded slightly in acknowledgment.
As the applause died away, a man wearing black slacks and a black and white striped official’s shirt entered the ring. He motioned for the two mistresses to go to opposite corners and then turned to address the crowd. “This is a single round event,” he began. “There will be no breaks, no pauses unless I think one of the Mistresses is severely hurt or in danger of death. Then I will pause the fight and give the injured Mistress the chance to surrender. Otherwise, once the fighting has begun, it continues until one of the combatants is pinned, surrenders, or is driven from the ring.”
He motioned for the two women to come to the center of the ring. They took off their robes and tossed them to an assistant at ringside. Beneath the robes, both women were naked and heavily oiled. Mistress Juliet was clean shaven. She also had that hip structure that made her legs look even longer than they were and gave her that perfect, upside-down-heart-shaped ass. Mistress Ivanka, on the other hand was completely unshaven, including under her arms. The light blond hair in her armpits was almost unnoticeable, but the thick, oil-covered bush between her legs was very attention getting. Mousey’s first thought when she saw it was, “How does that woman ever wear a swimsuit?” 
Mary must have anticipated Mousey’s thoughts because she leaned down and said softly, “She always wears boyshorts-style swimsuits... and everything else. If she didn’t have such big tits, half the world would think she was a man.”
“To each his own,” Mousey muttered back.
Meanwhile, the referee appeared to be inspecting both women. He reached out and rubbed his finger across Mistress Juliet’s shoulder and then sniffed it. After he wiped his finger off on a small piece of paper, he did the same with Mistress Ivanka, but used his other hand and rubbed across her stomach just above her bush.
“He’s checking for illegal oils,” Mary explained. “The rules say baby oil so it had better smell like baby oil.”
“What difference would that make?” Mousey asked.
“A lot,” Master Bill answered, “if you put some sort of drug in the oil and then took the antidote. The test cards will go to a lab. You can get in a lot of trouble if they come back positive for something.”
“Wow,” Mousey said, “they take these matches really seriously.”
“There is a lot more at stake here than it looks like,” Master Bill said flatly.
The referee waited while a man came into the ring to retrieve the test cards. Then he looked at the two women for a moment and said loudly, “Do you agree to the rules?” Both women nodded and the referee immediately cried out, “Begin!” and jumped back from between them. 
Mistress Ivanka immediately launched herself at Mistress Juliet, with the intent of knocking her to the mat. Mistress Juliet was driven backwards, falling to the mat, but the forward momentum from Mistress Ivanka’s charge was evidently too great. The strength of her charge and its effect on Mistress Juliet must have surprised even her because she didn’t land on Mistress Juliet and pin her to the mat like she intended. Instead, Mistress Ivanka rotated in the air over the prone Mistress of Mistresses, slamming into the mat over her head with an extremely loud bang. She was able to quickly regain her feet, but there was an outline of her body in oil on the mat where she had slammed down.
Mistress Juliet, meanwhile, had rolled over, leapt back up onto her feet and was again facing Mistress Ivanka. They stood there, breathing hard and glaring at each other. Standing only a few feet apart, it was apparent that Mistress Ivanka was bigger than Mistress Juliet... and not just in height. Mistress Juliet stood just short of five-foot ten, but her body was what many would describe as svelte. Those curves and smooth skin made her beautiful, but there was very little muscle mass in her well-toned body.
Mistress Ivanka, on the other hand, was the poster image of a bull dyke stereotype. She was just short of six foot, had a very square face, and a very muscular, squarish body. Her muscles looked like she spent a lot of time at the gym. She was unconsciously flexing her pecs and abs as she stared at Mistress Juliet. Flexing her pecs caused her tits to bounce up and down. Flexing her abs caused her stomach to flash an iron-hard six pack. Maybe she was doing it intentionally because it was a very intimidating sight.
Mousey was surprised when Master Bill suddenly called out, “I’ll put five thousand on Mistress Juliet.”
A voice quickly answered, “I’ll take that,” which was followed almost immediately by a gruff, “Registered!” from one of the men in black jeans.
“Any other takers?” Master Bill asked loudly. Three other men and one woman replied. Then there was silence.
“I thought you went with the underdog?” Mousey said quietly.
“Mistress Juliet is the underdog,” Master Bill replied. “Mistress Ivanka is bigger and stronger and has the crowd on her side.” He paused to watch Mousey’s face and then said, “Mistress Juliet is an arrogant bitch and almost everyone here would love to see her taken down, but she is Mistress of Mistresses for a reason.”
When Mousey still looked confused, he continued, “You didn’t catch it did you? Mistress Ivanka didn’t knock Mistress Juliet to the mat. Mistress Juliet fell backwards just as Mistress Ivanka touched her. As she fell, she grabbed Mistress Ivanka’s arms just below the elbow pulling her down with her. It only took a slight effort to use Mistress Ivanka’s charge against her and throw her onto the mat.”
“Jiu Jitsu,” Mousey replied softly but firmly. “I should have seen it.”
“Are you familiar with it?” Mary asked.
“A person my size has to be,” Mousey replied. “Jiu Jitsu is especially crafted to give the smaller opponent the advantage in a fight.” She gave Master Bill a shy smile and said, “I’m instructor certified in Brazilian Jiu Jitsu, but I have to keep that hidden unless I really need it.” 
“Why?” Mary said softly.
Mousey’s face lost its smile as she faced Mary and said, “Didn’t you see the movie? If you have a giant sword or your opponent knows you can totally whip their ass, they will just shoot you.”
A loud yell from the ring brought their attention back to the fight. Mistress Ivanka had again rushed Mistress Juliet. This time her approach was slower and much more cautious. She grabbed Mistress Juliet around the waist and pulled her off her feet. Then with a quick movement, she slid one hand down between Mistress Juliet’s legs and pushed her further into the air. What followed was a textbook television-style wrestling body slam that got a huge round of applause from the crowd. This time it was Mistress Juliet who left a clear imprint of her body in oil on the mat.
Mistress Ivanka immediately dove to pin Mistress Juliet to the mat, but by the time she got there, Mistress Juliet was already gone. When they returned to facing each other in the center of the ring, it was obvious that the body slam had hurt Mistress Juliet. She wasn’t standing straight upright, but was instead leaning slightly to one side as if to help control pain in her ribs or abdomen. Mistress Ivanka charged again, this time aiming her feet at Mistress Juliet’s chest. Mistress Juliet was able to drop to the mat and avoid Mistress Ivanka, but Mistress Ivanka landed on her feet and spun once again to the attack. 
Now Mistress Ivanka was jumping forward and kicking out at Mistress Juliet’s prone body, forcing her closer and closer to the ropes that formed the ring. After several jumps Mistress Ivanka had pushed Mistress Juliet to the very edge of the mat. She was partially under the ropes and almost off of the mat and out of the ring.
“I think you are going to lose your twenty-five thousand dollars,” Mousey said softly.
“It ain’t over ‘til it’s over,” Master Bill replied and pointed back at the ring.
Mistress Ivanka was now holding onto the top rope and was bouncing up and down, just missing Mistress Juliet’s body, but driving her closer and closer to the edge of the mat. The Mistress of Mistresses body was nearly off the stage and she was holding on to the middle of the three ropes to keep from falling. That’s when Mistress Ivanka yelled out, “Do you surrender?”
Mistress Juliet spat back, “Never!”
“I gave you a chance,” Mistress Ivanka yelled and jumped as high as she could into the air, still holding on to the upper rope. There was no doubt what Mistress Ivanka planned to do and no doubt that Mistress Juliet would be badly hurt and forced to surrender when Mistress Ivanka landed on her.
But Mistress Ivanka didn’t land on Mistress Juliet. She landed in a trap. Mistress Juliet had been absorbing kick after kick while she positioned herself exactly under the ropes. As Mistress Ivanka jumped high into the air holding onto the top rope, Mistress Juliet suddenly pulled herself back into the ring, pushed outward on the bottom rope with her feet, and pulled inward on the middle rope with her hands.
Mistress Ivanka landed on the edge of the mat between Mistress Juliet’s legs. And when Mistress Juliet let go of the middle rope, it snapped back into place trapping Mistress Ivanka’s legs in place. Meanwhile the lower rope pushed Mistress Juliet further out into the ring.
Mistress Juliet immediately sprang to her feet and pulled backward on Mistress Ivanka’s shoulders. Mistress Ivanka ended up on her back on the mat with her knees bent over the second rope and her feet tangled in the bottom rope. Before she could twist and free herself, Mistress Juliet jumped onto her chest with her knees on her shoulders. There were three sharp slaps on the mat and it was official. The referee called out, “Pinned! Mistress Juliet is the winner!”
“Now what?” Mousey asked.
“Now I collect my twenty-five thousand dollars,” Master Bill said with a smile, “or to be more accurate, I make sure that the transfers are made to my account here.”
“But what about Mistress Ivanka?” Mousey asked.
“She has to give Mistress Juliet the Devil’s Kiss,” Mary replied with a snicker.
When Mousey looked confused, Mary pointed at the ring and said, “Just watch.”
Mistress Juliet stood in the center of the ring with her legs slightly spread. Mistress Ivanka knelt on the mat behind her and leaned slightly forward. When Mistress Ivanka’s face touched Mistress Juliet’s ass, Mistress Juliet bent slightly forward. The crowd screamed and hooted as Mistress Ivanka’s tongue reached out and touched Mistress Juliet’s puckered rosebud.
“Say it,” Mistress Juliet said loudly.
Mistress Ivanka rocked back onto her ass, but remained more or less between Mistress Juliet’s legs. “I acknowledge you,” Mistress Ivanka said haltingly, “as my Mistress of Mistresses.”
“You may go,” Mistress Juliet said firmly and Mistress Ivanka rose and walked slowly out of the ring.
“Mistress Ivanka was defeated here today,” Mistress Juliet said loudly to the crowd. She turned slowly in the center of the ring as she continued, “but she is still a Mistress. Failure to treat her as such is an insult to me, not to her. She did not lose because she was a weak Mistress, she lost because I am a strong Mistress of Mistresses. If you disrespect her, you disrespect me and you WILL answer to me.” The crowd was silent as Mistress Juliet walked slowly out of the ring.
“How did you know she would win?” Mousey asked.
“Skill and a reason will beat strength and emotion every time,” Master Bill replied. “Mistress Ivanka is very strong, but it was obvious she was not a skilled fighter. And she was emotionally involved in the fight. She was angry and letting that anger guide her actions. She fought like a barroom brawler. Mistress Juliet, on the other hand, remained calm and careful and used her skills to defeat what looked like a much stronger, superior opponent.”
The announcer was once again in the middle of the ring. “Our last scheduled fight of the evening,” he began, “is a Master versus slave dominance match. Master David has consented to allow his slave dominique the opportunity to fight him in a challenge match.”
There was a ripple of laughter among the crowd. Master Bill and Mary were also smiling broadly.
“I don’t understand,” Mousey said.
“David and Dominique are switches,” Mary explained. “They do this every time this group gets together.”
“There will be no bets on this fight,” Master Bill continued, “because everyone already knows the outcome. After the fight it will be Mistress Dominique and slave david... at least until the next event this group goes to.”
The referee, now standing with the ring announcer, called out loudly. “This is a collar match. The one who successfully puts the collar around his... or her... opponent is the winner.”
He motioned for the David and Dominique to come to the center of the ring. As with Mistress Ivanka and Mistress Juliet, they were both naked and oiled, but this time the referee did not check the oils. Instead, he just handed each of them a leather collar. The one he handed to David was black and yellow striped. Dominque’s was striped in black and white.
“You may begin,” the referee said and stepped back out of the way.
The fight wasn’t very interesting. There was no real emotion or drive in it. The two grappled with each other in the center of the ring for several minutes. Occasionally one or the other would be thrown out slightly, but they would immediately recover and return to grabbing each other in the center of the ring. After about ten minutes of this, David was thrown outward and stumbled. He landed on his hands and knees and Dominique immediately jumped on his back, whipped the collar around his throat, and pressed the Velcro seal in place. She then jumped to her feet and did an elaborate Rocky victory dance around the ring.
The referee grabbed one of her hands and held it in the air and said, “Be it known that this couple is now Mistress Dominique and slave david.”
There was a round of polite applause from the crowd, many of whom were turning and starting to leave. “Whoa! Whoa! Whoa!” the announcer cried out. “We have more events tonight. We have three unscheduled challenge matches.”
“Four!” came a voice from the edge of the ring. Slave wendy ducked under the ropes and walked toward the referee. “I want to make a challenge of honor,” she said loudly, holding up her hand as if asking for permission to speak.
“That’s not good,” Master Bill said tersely. “A challenge of honor cannot be refused. And the loser is publicly flogged by the winner.”
Slave wendy was now standing next to the referee. He faced her and said, “Do you have your Master’s permission?”
“Yes!” Master Thomas answered loudly from the edge of the crowd.
“Do you have grounds?” the referee asked.
“Yes!” Slave wendy replied loudly, “My honor was besmirched this morning when slave mousey landed several lucky blows with a cane and defeated me for the first time ever. To regain my honor, I hereby challenge slave mousey to a spike match.”
“That’s Mousey,” Mousey called out, “just Mousey, not slave mousey.”
“Oh good,” slave wendy replied. “That means you don’t have a Master to override my challenge.”
Master Bill spoke quickly and quietly, “If a slave challenges a slave, the challenged slave’s master can override the challenge. But an independent that doesn’t at least carry the title of Sir or Ma’am must accept the challenge.”
“What’s a Ma’am?” 
“That’s a woman with the power of a Mistress, but no slaves,” Mary quickly answered.
“So I’d be better off as a slave?” Mousey said, almost angrily.
“Wait!” Master Bill called out. “Miss Mousey is wearing a belt of protection. She has been deemed unfit for combat by my slave-wife, Nurse Mary.” 
“I thought you would try something like that,” a loud voice replied from the other side of the ring. It was Mistress Terry. As she stepped into the ring, she said “I think that we should have Doctor Wang examine her.” 
She pointed down at Master Thomas who was now striding around the ring with an Asian-American man walking alongside him. When they got to where Mousey was standing, he shoved the man forward and said, “Doctor Wang will determine if you are fit for combat.”
The doctor turned Mousey so he could see her bright red ass and immediately smiled. He ran a finger down one ass cheek and then held it up in front of Mary’s face. “Nice try, slave mary,” he said with a smile. He then turned to Master Bill and said, “A friend? Or did you have plans for her?”
“Plans,” Master Bill said flatly as the doctor snapped the two-stranded belt from around Mousey’s waist.
“This slave,” he began loudly. “Miss! Not slave!” Mousey said angrily
“Miss LaBlaunche,” the doctor said firmly, “... whatever she is, she is very fit for combat.”
“A Challenge of Honor takes precedence over any other challenges,” slave wendy cried out. “I challenge not-slave mousey to a spike match. The challenge must be accepted!”
Mistress Tracey added, “And the match must begin immediately.”
“Miss LaBlaunche,” Master Bill called out, “is not prepared for a spike match. Slave wendy has had time to prepare for possible defeat. As a Master in good standing with this club, I respectfully request a delay of the honor match to allow time for Nurse Mary and me to instruct her in the rules of a spike match and properly prepare her for possible defeat.”
“That is a reasonable request,” the referee said. “The Challenge of Honor will be the final match tonight.”
Master Bill pulled Mousey’s arm and said, “We need to get back to our RV and prepare you.”
“What’s a spike match?” Mousey asked. 
“The match itself is pretty simple,” Mary said. “You each have an anal plug with a big handle on it. That’s the spike. The winner is the one who shoves the spike up the ass of the loser.”
“Yipe!” Mousey said. Then her face showed a combination of surprise and fear. “What do you mean preparing me for possible defeat?” she sputtered.
“Well,” Mary said, “if your anal ring is suddenly stretched by something as large as the anal spike, there would be tearing and perhaps even permanent damage.”
“And...” Mousey said. She was now looking worried... or perhaps just afraid.
“And we have to stretch you out slowly in advance,” Master Bill said. “Only an arrogant fool would enter a spike match without preparing for the possibility of defeat.”
“I’m not a fool,” Mousey said with a laugh. “One out of two isn’t bad.”
Mary laughed and said, “We will go slowly. I have several different sizes of dildos I can use to loosen you up. You might even enjoy it.”
“No way!” Mousey replied, but she was wrong. As Mary was sliding a the third very-well lubricated dildo in and out of her ass, Mousey had a tremendous orgasm.
“I’d better be careful,” Mary said. “We don’t want to wear you out before your match.”
“You’d also better hurry,” Master Bill said. “I just heard the applause for the end of the second match. We need to be getting back to the ring in a few minutes.”
“One more dildo,” Mary said, “and then we’re ready.”
“What do you mean we?!” Mousey said, faking anger.
She didn’t orgasm on the fourth dildo. In fact, she felt like she might be getting tighter again out of fear just as Mary said, “Ready as you’re ever going to be,” and slapped her lightly on the ass.
“Time to go,” Master Bill said firmly.
“One more thing,” Mary said as she picked up a small squirt bottle. Mousey yelped slightly when the mist of oil hit her ass, but she remained silent as Mary wiped it off with a paper towel. “No need for a red ass now,” she said, holding up the red stained towel. “Besides, you need to look like a winner to be a winner.”
“Thanks for the motivational pep talk,” Mousey said as they stepped down out of the RV and walked toward the main tent. When they got there, slave wendy was already in the ring, standing with the referee. Her body was well-oiled, including her hair which was plastered against her head and neck. Slave wendy was not clean-shaven between her legs. In fact she had rather long pubic hair, which was now plastered down against her body, revealing rather large labia and an even larger clit, which was sticking out from her body as if it were erect and turned on. She was obviously enjoying the thought of spiking Mousey.
“I’ll oil you up once you get into the ring,” Master Bill said. “The crowd expects it and the officials usually demand it so they can be sure that you aren’t using some banned substance in the oil.”
“Is everybody here a pervert?” Mousey said petulantly.
“Of course,” Mary said. “That’s why we’re all here. But we’re not pervert, perverts, we just have a different view of sex, power, and relationships.”
“And you get off watching girls shove broomsticks up each other’s asses,” Mousey replied.
“It’s not a broomstick,” Master Bill said, handing her a strangely shaped anal plug. When fully inserted, the handle portion would still be sticking about six inches out of her– or slave wendy’s– ass. 
Remember this, Master Bill said firmly, “Slave wendy’s signature move is to pull you in close in a bear hug and then slide down and ram her spike in when you don’t expect it. Don’t let her grab you. If she gets you in a bear hug, you’re as good as spiked.”
Mousey nodded and took the spike from his hand. The crowd applauded as she stepped into the ring. Someone had spread a thick square towel of some sort near one corner and she stood on it while Master Bill quickly and thoroughly rubbed her entire body with oil. It felt good, but it wasn’t a sexual good. It was an at-least-someone-is-in-my-corner-tonight kind of good. When he was finished, he poured a goodly amount over her head and then massaged it into her hair before smoothing her hair down flat against her head and neck.
“One more thing,” he said, squirting some thick gel onto the tips of his fingers. He reached down and then pushed the gel up between her ass cheeks. One finger slipped easily into her ass. “Just in case you lose,” he said flatly.
“I’m planning on winning,” she replied. 
“But sometimes things don’t go as planned.” Mary said. She paused and then said, “Good luck.”
The referee called both girls to the center of the ring and said. “The rules are the same as all matches except the winner is the one who spikes the loser.” He held up his hand and said, “But there is one extra rule. You can’t use the spike as a weapon. If you stab it into anything but your opponent’s asshole, you will be disqualified. Do you understand that?”
Both girls nodded their heads and the referee said, “I need a verbal response. Do you understand that?”
This time both girls said, “Yes.”
“Then,” the referee said, stepping out from between them, “begin!”
Slave wendy and Mousey both circled carefully in the center of the ring waiting for an opening. After a few moments, slave wendy lunged at Mousey trying to grab her around the waist. Mousey was able to avoid the lunge and twist out of slave wendy’s grasp, but slave wendy almost immediately lunged again. It was obvious that Mousey could not avoid her grasp for long. Sooner or later, slave wendy was going to get her in a bear hug and spike her.
The next time slave wendy grabbed, Mousey tried to reach over her opponent’s head to grab her arms, but slave wendy was more or less expecting something like that and spun out to begin a new attack. Mousey was starting to think that this match wasn’t going to last much longer and she had a pretty good idea of who was going to end up flogged with a broomstick sticking out of her ass.
Suddenly an absolutely crazy idea came into Mousey’s head. The next time slave wendy lunged at her, Mousey jumped into the air as high as she could. Slave wendy, who was already moving downward to grab Mousey as low as possible, ended up grabbing Mousey below the knees. Mousey immediately leaned forward over slave wendy’s head while forcing her own legs apart as much as she could. She couldn’t believe it as slave wendy’s oil-slick head slid between her legs. A murmur ran quickly through the crowd as people commented on the stupidity of that move. It looked impressive, but all that was necessary for slave wendy to slam Mousey into the mat was for her to bring her head down rapidly. She did just that and, as expected, Mousey was whipped back over slave wendy’s head and slammed into the mat. As soon as Mousey hit the mat, the referee’s whistle blew loudly. “We have a winner!” he exclaimed, running over to push slave wendy back from the nearly unconscious Mousey.
The crowd was silent for a moment. Then the referee lifted Mousey to her feet and raised one of her hands into the air. There was a moment of buzzing conversations while people tried to understand what had happened and then the crowd burst into raucous screams and applause when they realized that Mousey had spiked slave wendy as she was being pulled back over her head and slammed into the mat. Slave wendy just stood there in disbelief. She had been so focused on slamming Mousey into the mat and spiking her that her mind was ignoring everything else, including the pain of an anal plug being forced suddenly into her ass. 
A flogger was placed in Mousey’s hand while two of the staff men grabbed slave wendy by the wrists and stretched her out to be flogged. The handle of the spike was still sticking out from between her ass cheeks.
“My honor is satisfied,” Mousey said, dropping the flogger onto the mat. “I will not flog her.”
“I will,” a harsh female voice said. Mistress Tracey picked up the flogger and slashed rapidly at slave wendy three or four times before the referee wrenched the flogger from her hand.
“You can punish your slave on your own time,” the referee said harshly. “This match is over.”
The announcer then called out from the sidelines, “That ends the matches for tonight, folks. See you at the races tomorrow.”
Master Bill and Mary helped Mousey out of the ring and took her back to their RV. “I think you should sleep here tonight,” Master Bill said. “I don’t trust Mistress Tracy. She might try something overnight in the way of revenge.”
“Thank you,” Mousey said. The sheets were still in place across the couch bed. Mary laid her in place and said, “Sleep well.”
“I will,” Mousey replied as she closed her eyes.

Chapter Seven

A Carriage Race

 




Mousey slept soundly until she was awakened by Mary gently calling her name. “Mousey... Mousey...” Mary said almost musically, “it’s time to get up and go to breakfast.”





Mousey sat up on the small bed and immediately said, “Ugh!” Most of the oil on her skin had absorbed overnight, but the oil in her hair had dried out into a caked mess. “I need to shower and wash my hair... about ten times. I’ll run over to my unit and then meet you at breakfast.”
“You could shower here,” Master Bill said.
“But, I have my shampoos and body wash over at my unit,” Mousey said.
“Don’t take too long,” Mary said as Mousey went out the door.
Mousey probably could have made do with whatever shampoo and soap that Mary had available, but there were two other reasons she wanted to go back to her own unit. One, she was much more comfortable using her own bathroom with its special-order toilet seat. One of the disadvantages of being a child-sized adult was that she had to be careful about how she sat on a toilet. If it was one of the newer, wider seats, especially one like in a public restroom that did not make a complete circle, she would almost have to hold on to keep from falling through.
The second reason she wanted to be in her own unit was that she needed to check in. It took her a few minutes to compose a message and check its word count. Then she sent, “Nothing new to report. Made enemies and friends. Confirm Bill Mary are backups. File full report this afternoon.”
It only took three cycles of lather, rinse, repeat to get the oil out of her hair. Once again she was glad that she kept it relatively short. After toweling off and applying a minimum amount of makeup, she padded across the grass to the main tent to join Master Bill and Mary at breakfast. As she entered the tent, slave wendy looked over at her and gave her a weak smile. She started to go over to talk to her, but Mistress Terry stepped between them and said brusquely, “You wouldn’t finish it at the match, so I had to give her what she deserved when we got back to our unit.” It was only then that Mousey realized that slave wendy’s back was crisscrossed with welts. Mistress Terry had evidently flogged her quite severely for losing the spike match.
Breakfast was a buffet which included a selection of bacon, eggs, sausage, bacon, pancakes, toast, and that southern favorite, biscuits and gravy. Master Bill had warned her to eat a light breakfast, so she took only some toast and one piece of sausage. After filling a cup with black coffee, she headed over to join Master Bill and Mary at one of the tables.
They had already finished, so she quickly ate her small breakfast. After she was finished, she asked Master Bill, “So, what exactly are we doing this morning?”
“We are winning a race,” Master Bill replied with a smile.
“Or more accurately,” Mary added, “we are not losing a race.”
“The bet is rather simple,” Master Bill explained. “I bet Master Thomas and Mistress Terry that I could carriage race with a team of totally untrained pony girls and not come in last, which in this race would be fourth place. As long as we beat at least one of the other teams I win.”
“But if we are in last place,” Mary continued, “in addition to paying Master Thomas and Mistress Terry ten thousand dollars, Master Bill and I will be pulling their chariots in the Grand Finale after the last race.”
“You have ten thousand dollars bet on this race?” Mousey said incredulously.
“Actually,” Master Bill said with a short laugh, “I have thirty thousand dollars bet on this race. Many of the other Masters think it’s a sure thing that we will finish dead last.”
“Will we?” Mousey asked.
“Ah,” Master Bill replied, “that’s going to be up to you and my four other virgin pony girls.”
“What makes you think I’m a virgin?” Mousey asked with a grin.
“That just means that you have never raced before,” Mary replied, shaking her head.
The loudspeakers in the tent squealed and squawked loudly interrupting their conversation. The familiar-sounding voice of the announcer then said loudly, “Races will be starting in forty-five minutes. Our first race is a special carriage race. Four teams will be competing, including one totally virgin team. Master Bill and Mary have never raced before and none of their team has been trained as a pony girl.” There was a pause and then the announcer said, almost sarcastically, “This should be very interesting to watch.”
“Well,” Master Bill said firmly, “that means we have to go over and start getting ready.” He stood up and made a motion with his hand indicating that Mousey should follow Mary as they walked out of the tent.
They walked past the parked RVs to what looked like a horse racing track on the edge of the campground. Maybe it was used for that sometimes, but currently there were no horses in the barns or on the track. Instead there were women tacked out as pony girls with a few pony bois mixed in. A huge dressage wheel was set up in the middle of the track and a number of pony girls were prancing around the circle, evidently being judged for their costume, posture, and height of their prancing.
Master Bill and Mary led Mousey to one of the larger barns. The large trailer that had been behind Master Bill’s RV was now parked alongside the barn. Two Masters and a Mistress were waiting there with four slave girls. Master Bill pointed to the Masters and said, “This is Master Mark and Master Todd.” Pointing to the Mistress, he added, “And this is Mistress Xavier.”
“X to my friends,” she replied. Then looking disdainfully at Mousey she added, “Mistress X to you.”
Master Bill didn’t bother to introduce the slaves. He also didn’t give the Masters and Mistress Mousey’s name. Instead he said in a matter-of-fact voice, “Let’s get you all tacked out.” 
Mousey wrinkled her face slightly. It always worried her when a competent Master went cool and business-like. That meant he was either really angry or really worried. Master Bill was very competent and had just become very, very cool and overly-calm. Since there was no reason for him to be angry, that meant that he was worried. The coolness might also mean that he was afraid, but Mousey was pretty sure that Master Bill was not the fearful type.
“In here,” Master Bill called out and walked swiftly into the barn. Mousey and the four slave girls followed. The two Masters and the Mistress turned and walked back to the main RV area or perhaps over to the racetrack grandstands.
When everyone was in the barn, Master Bill held up a strange-looking leather arrangement. “What is going to make this work,” he began, “are these special harnesses. They are fitted with electronic devices that will signal you as to what I want you to do. Come here, Mousey, and we will demonstrate.”
Mousey stepped over by Master Bill and he guided her to step through the leather straps and slip them up her body. There were no buckles or adjustments visible on the two straps that went up over her shoulders much like a pair of suspenders. Instead, there was a long area of Velcro closure which Master Bill adjusted to her size. A double leather strap went between her legs, but did not really cover her cunt or asshole. After some noisy ripping and resealing of the Velcro adjustments, the entire rig fit her naked body exactly, almost like it had been made especially for her.
In addition to the main harness, there was a wide belt of sorts that circled around her waist and another small belt that circled her chest exactly at breast level and crossed the suspender straps exactly over her nipples which poked out through large holes in the belt. The nipple belt and the waist belt both connected to the suspenders with more Velcro closures. On the back of the waist belt was a small, square, black plastic box with small wires running from it to inside the leather straps.
“That’s the basic harness,” explained Mary. “Now the extras.” She held up a large plastic dildo that had two shiny metal stripes down opposites sides. She smeared a large amount of anal lube on it and said, “This isn’t just to make it easier to slide in. This stuff also helps electrical contact.”
That comment didn’t seem to make any of the girls feel more at ease.
Turning to Mousey, Mary ordered, “Spread your legs.” 
Mousey did, and Mary slowly pushed the dildo in place in Mousey’s cunt. It was quite large and Mousey grunted a few times as it was put in place. Mary then picked up a slightly smaller butt plug and also smeared it with lube. 
“Bend over,” she said firmly. Then she gave Mousey a short smile and added, “... please?”
Mousey returned her smile and did as she had been ordered. The butt plug was slid– or rather pushed firmly– into place. Mousey gave a loud gasp as the large head stretched her nether hole. It was a normal-sized– or larger– butt plug.
There was a large horse’s tail attached to the butt plug that very closely matched the color of the hair on Mousey’s head. When Mousey stood back up, Master Bill reached down between her legs. She could hear something that sounded like snaps clicking into place and could feel a slight tug on the dildo and then the anal plug.
“One more thing,” Mary said and slid her finger under the belt on Mousey’s breasts and smeared some of the anal lube on her areola. “That’s to prevent sparking,” she said as she stepped away.
Master Bill was now standing behind her. “The two straps between your legs,” he began to explain, “help hold the two electrodes in place.” He tapped something in the middle of her back and said, “They also connect them to this control box on your back.”
He moved around in front of her and held up a small remote controller device like you would use to fly a drone or toy plane. “That control box,” he continued, “connects to this. All I have to do is move this joystick forward and you receive a shock in the ass telling you to get moving.”
Mousey jumped slightly as he moved the control in his hand. “If I pull it back, the shock in the front tells you to slow down or stop.” As he said “stop” he pulled the joystick all the way back and Mousey yelped in pain. “As you can see, the shock level can be anything from a slight tingle to a real attention getter. All you have to do is move away from the shock.”
He wiggled the joystick slightly to the left and Mousey bounced slightly as electricity poured into her right nipple. “The same is true for left and right,” he said. “You just move away from the shock.” He moved the joystick again and Mousey instinctively moved slightly to the right to escape the shock now in– actually around– her left nipple. But since the shock was coming from the harness itself, there was no escaping the pain as she slowly turned in a circle to her right.
“There are a few more items to your tack,” explained Master Bill, “but we will wait until you are all hitched up to put on the headdress, blinders and binders.”
Mary signaled for one of the other slaves to step forward and Master Bill began slipping a harness on her while Mary inserted the dildo in her cunt and the anal plug in her ass. Soon all five virgin pony girls were outfitted with their remote control tack.
“Quick test,” Master Bill said and all five ponies jumped forward as a sharp shock tightened their assholes around the anal plug. He wiggled the control and all five moved slightly to the left as shocks hit their right nipples. Then they moved to the right as their left nipple tingled from the electricity. Finally, they all jumped back as an electric tingle zapped their cunts.
“Time to hitch up,” said Mary. “Master Bill, if you will pull the carriage down out of the trailer, we can make the final adjustments.”
The five pony girls were led outside next to the large trailer. Master Bill had already lowered the large ramp which formed the back of the trailer. He went inside the trailer and a few moments later walked out pulling a very shiny black carriage.
The carriage was obviously intended to be pulled by more than one horse– or ponygirl– because there were two sturdy crosspieces formed into the tongue that extended out in front of the carriage. Four sets of chains hung from the cross pieces, two from the cross piece closest to the carriage, and two on the crosspiece nearer the front of the tongue. At the very front of the tongue a short cross piece was mounted in a T across the end of the tongue, that also had a set of chains hanging from it.
Master Bill and Mary quickly put the four slave girls into their positions at the crosspieces and connected the short chains to the harness belts. There was a third shorter chain that connected directly to the tongue of the carriage a little ways in front of the ponygirl.
“That’s your brake,” Master Bill explained. “It keeps the crosspiece from whapping you in the ass when you slow down.” He turned to Mousey and said, “You have to rely on your team to slow the carriage so it doesn’t hit you, but in case it does, there is a wide spot in your pull belt in the back.”
Once all four were in place Mary ordered, “Hands behind your backs... palms together.” She then slipped a binding glove up over each slave’s arms and tightened it in place. 
Master Bill then motioned for Mousey to stand at the very front of the carriage. The two chains that had been hanging from the front of the crossbeam were connected to the sides of her belt. “You are the lead pony,” he said firmly. “You set the pace and hopefully provide the guidance.”
“Great,” Mousey said as she put her arms behind her back.
“No,” said Mary. “The lead pony holds her hands in front of her like this.” Mary held up her hands so that they were at shoulder height and shoulder width, but with the elbows bent.
“What if I can’t hold them up there like that while I run?” Mousey asked.
“Not a problem,” Master Bill said as he wrapped a thick collar around her neck. There were two thin chains that hung down over her breasts. At least they hung there until Master Bill attached a spreader-bar-like piece to her wrists and then clipped the chains to the wrist restraints. Mousey’s hands were now held the proper distance apart by the bar and held up by the chains connected to the wide, padded collar.
“You think of everything,” Mousey said glumly.
“But we’re not finished,” he replied. “We still have the headdresses and blinders.”
Mousey assumed that he meant some sort of feathers and maybe something like the large, square “blinders” that she had seen used on regular carriage horses. But she was wrong. What Master Bill meant were total head coverings with no eye or ear holes. A large black plume of feathers stuck straight up from the top of the bondage hoods. The pony girls were going to be running totally blind and deaf with only the electric shocks providing any direction. 
As she watched Master Bill and Mary put the headpieces on the slave girls, Mousey began to think there was a reason why Master Bill waited until everyone’s hands were bound and all were chained to the cart before bringing out the head pieces. If any of them had seen what these headdresses were, or had truly known what was expected of them, they probably would not have been able to control themselves and would have run away as fast as they could. Now that they were chained in place, it was too late. 
Soon all five ponygirls were standing totally blind waiting for something to happen. After a short while, Mousey felt a light tingle in her asshole indicating that she was supposed to start moving forward. A couple more light shocks and they were loping forward. A tingle in her right nipple and she began to turn to the left.
She had no way of knowing where she was going, but as she turned, the tingling stopped, so she stopped turning and continued straight ahead. A few more lefts and rights and then a tingle in her cunt brought them to a stop. A couple of short pops to the ass urged her to moved forward... evidently too far, because after they were stopped, there was a quick jolt to the front. The five pony girls stepped back one step, and after a very short shock, stepped back one more step.
Mousey could see nothing and the muffling effect of the hood made the noise of the crowd a low murmur as they stood and waited. Suddenly there was a loud bang– perhaps a starter’s pistol– followed immediately by a hefty shock to the ass. Mousey and the other four pony girls started running. She kept increasing her speed until the shocks to the ass stopped, or at least reduced to an occasional light tingle. 
Mousey figured that the fact that they kept turning left again and again meant that they were on a track of some kind. Occasional adjustments slightly to the right or left probably meant that they were passing someone. It was impossible for Mousey to know if they had been passed, but strong shocks in her ass told her that either they were in danger of being passed or Master Bill really wanted to pass someone just in front of them. 
Just as she was starting to think that she could run no further, a series of very intense pulses made it clear that Master Bill expected one last burst of speed from his team of ponygirls. Mousey didn’t know if it was the pain or the fact that she knew that going faster meant defeating Cruella de Vil– at least that is how her mind was remembering Mistress Terry– but somehow she found the strength and the speed. So must have the others, because Mousey could tell that they were again gaining speed.
She had no idea what was happening, but she could hear that the crowd was now shouting, almost screaming, as they ran. Suddenly the noise became even louder. She could hear loud noises that sounded like fireworks exploding above her. It took a moment for Mousey to realize that she was being shocked from the front as a slowdown signal. Evidently Master Bill could tell that the pony girls were not feeling the signal, because he gave one really strong shock, followed by lesser ones to get them to rein in. 
Gentle tingling told Mousey to slow down until they were walking. After a series of left and right turns, the tingling in front became continuous short pulses and she stopped. She stood there breathing very heavily, and soon felt someone’s hands loosening the headpiece and slipping it from her head.
Master Bill and Mary stood before her. Both were smiling very broadly. 
“You didn’t lose,” said Master Bill.
“In fact,” added Mary, “we won!”
“That means,” Master Bill said with a smile, “not only am I thirty thousand dollars richer, Master Thomas will be pulling me in his chariot in the Grand Finale this afternoon.”
“And Mistress Tracy will be pulling me,” Mary said. “And I’ll be dressed and she’ll be naked,” she added with a big smile.
Master Bill was grinning pretty broadly now, too. “I was pretty sure we wouldn’t lose,” he said, “but I really didn’t expect to win.”
Mary laughed. “Tracy and Thomas didn’t expect us to win either. They have never lost before.” “As small as the chance was, however,” said Master Bill, “I did plan for the possibility that we MIGHT win.” 
He held up several golden headdresses. This was not a bondage style hood, but was instead an open helmet style with a large golden plume above it like you would see at a circus.
“As soon as we get these on you,” Master Bill said to all five ponies, “we are going to take a victory lap in front of the crowd. I want you to prance for me - keep those knees up high as we go around the track. Let’s show these fancy pony people how really well-trained you untrained virgin ponygirls can be.”
Master Bill and Mary quickly put the headdresses on the five and stepped back into the carriage. Master Bill was sitting on the seat. Mary stood beside him holding a pole on which hung a blue and white flag that said, “William & Mary Virgin Pony Farms.”
A gentle jolt told the ponies to get moving. They trotted rapidly back to the track guided by very gentle twinges to their nipples that told them whether to turn right or left. Once they were back on the track, several quick pops to the ass told them to come up to speed. As Master Bill had ordered, they all– including Mousey– ran with their knees up high. They couldn’t reach much speed with so much energy given to just raising their legs so high, but the crowd appreciated it and was roaring its approval. And it was fast enough to cause the William and Mary flag to flap noisily. Meanwhile, Master Bill and Mary were waving to the crowd and enjoying their victory lap. At the end of the lap, Master Bill directed the ponies back to the barns.
When they got there, Master Mark, Master Todd, and Mistress Xavier were waiting. “As agreed,” he said when they came to a stop, “you each get ten percent of my winnings as rental for your slaves.” While the Masters and Mistress were removing the tack from their slaves, he added, “And you should reward your slaves in some fashion tonight. They did very well.”
Master Mark and Master Todd both said, “We will do that,” but Mistress Xavier said coldly, “She only did what is expected of any of my slaves.” 
Mary was removing Mousey’s tack. Mousey said to her very quietly, “I’m starting to think I don’t like Mistress Xavier.” Then she corrected herself, “No, that isn’t right. I already thought I didn’t like Mistress Xavier. Now I know for certain that I don’t like Mistress X.”
Mary laughed slightly and Master Bill and Masters Mark and Todd looked over at her. Mistress Xavier ignored Mary as she ignored everyone and everything which she felt was beneath her and instead she curtly ordered “Follow me, slave,” and began walking back to the main tent. Her slave trailed dutifully three paces behind her.
Master Mark and Master Todd said that they were going to stay to watch the rest of the races. When the three remaining slaves looked at them with big doe eyes, they both laughed slightly. Master Mark said, “Slave tiffany and slave bubble butt you may go back to the bar and order yourself a soft drink and some ice cream. After that you may go back to our rig or wander the grounds... but stay out of trouble.” Both slaves gave a quick bow and said, “Thank you, Master.” Master Todd stared at the slave squirming in front of him for a moment and then said, “Yes, slave velma, you may also have a soft drink and ice cream.” She yelped “Thank you, Master,” and ran off after her slave mates.
“As much as I would love to see you in a chariot pulled by Mistress Terry,” Mousey said to Mary, “I think I need to go back to my RV and lay down for a while.” She leaned in close so she could say softly to both Master Bill and Mary, “Looks like we’ve come up dry. This breaks up after the last race and it’s a long drive to Tucson.”
“If we don’t see you before you leave,” Master Bill said in a normal tone of voice, “have a safe drive.” He looked over at Master Mark and Master Todd and then added, “If anything... interesting happens, let us know.”
“I will,” Mousey replied as she walked back toward the main tent. An ice cream and a soft drink sounded really good to her also.
When she got over to the bar, the three slaves were standing around one of the tables slowly eating ice cream sundaes. She ordered her favorite, strawberry ice cream with chocolate sauce, and then asked Sam, the bartender, “Can you fix me a double special to go? I’ll take it back to my rig and drink it while I clean up. Then I need to catch a nap before I head out.”
“One dirty strawberry, coming up,” he said brightly, “and I will bring the double Mousey special over to your table.”
Mousey thanked him and took her sundae over to the table with the three slaves. “Velma, Tiffany, and Bubble Butt,” she said, pointing at each slave as she spoke.
“We are slaves,” slave velma, said quietly.
“But I’m not a Mistress,” Mousey said, “not even a Ma’am. I’m just Mousey, so I can call you whatever I want.”
“Thank you, just Mousey,” slave tiffany said with a smile.
They sat silently for a few minutes savoring their treats, then Mousey asked softly, “Have any of you seen anything strange here at the weekend? You know, maybe Masters or Mistresses acting weird or acting like they were doing something they shouldn’t?”
“You mean like being a total bitch or prick?” Bubble Butt said with a smile. Then, after a pause she said, “Mistress Terry and Master Thomas were doing that, but they are always that way.”
“But they still honor slave wendy’s safeword,” Tiffany said firmly.
“Unless they take her to the fantasy after-meeting,” Bubble Butt said. “There are no safewords at the after-meetings.”
“I think,” Velma said very softly “that they might be selling her at the after-meeting. That could be really bad for her.”
“Really bad?” Mousey said. “Really bad how?”
“Really bad as in ending up in a Mexican whore house,” Bubble Butt said. “Slave wendy said that Mistress Terry used to have another slave, but last year Master Thomas took her to the after-meeting and didn’t come back with her.”
“So this after-meeting is something bad?” Mousey said. “Can you tell me where it is going to be?”
“That’s it,” Tiffany said, leaning in so she could speak quietly, “no one seems to know for sure who runs it or even who actually goes to it. Some of the slaves who have been there might know, but they are too afraid to say anything. They’re afraid they will be taken back and really sold.”
Velma added softly, “The Masters and Mistresses who actually go are very careful about who else they allow in. They don’t even speak of it when anyone else is around.”
Bubble Butt took Mousey’s hand. “Don’t ask anyone else about it,” she said fervently. “And for God’s sake, don’t repeat what we said or say you heard any of this from us. People who talk about it too much, or get too curious about it– even Masters and Mistresses– just disappear or have accidents on the road.”
“I’ll be careful,” Mousey said. “I’m always careful. I’m even going to carefully go get some sleep before I head out later this afternoon.”
Sam the Bartender was standing at her side as she finished. He placed a closed cup on the table with a flourish and said, “A double Mousey special for a special Mousey.” Then he gave all four girls a big smile and walked back to the bar.

“Thanks, Sam,” Mousey yelled after him as she grabbed the cup and started walking back to her RV. She drank about half before she got to her rig. A shower and a nap were going to feel really, really good before driving up to Tucson.

Chapter Eight

The Bait is Taken

 




Mousey knew something was wrong even before she came fully awake. It felt like she was in her own bed, which was where she should be. But it also felt like the RV was moving, which was impossible. When she tried to sit up to see what was going on, she found that her arms and legs were somehow bound. She relaxed for a moment, trying to make sure that she was actually awake and wasn’t dreaming. When she pulled once again at whatever was holding her wrists, something dug painfully into her arms. Pain like that– real pain– meant she was awake. But what in the hell was happening?




Lifting her head as much as she was able, she could see that she was bound in a naked ‘X’ on her own mattress. There were unpadded leather cuffs on her wrists and ankles with thick black straps going under the sides of the mattress. She pulled at the restraints until she once again felt pain. She could see that the mattress was curling up slightly, causing the fitted sheet to release from one corner. For a moment she hoped that she was just tied to the mattress and with a little more effort could slip the straps clear and escape. But as she continued to pull on the straps, all she succeeded in doing was releasing the sheet from all four corners of the mattress. The straps themselves, although they pulled up and curled the edges of the mattress, didn’t move sideways or up and down on the mattress. They must have been screwed or nailed to the plywood beneath the mattress.
“Don’t hurt yourself back there,” a male voice called loudly from the front of the RV. Then it said a little less loudly, “Blanche, you’d better go back and check on her.”
A few moments later the manager from the camp walked into the bedroom. Mousey looked up at her and said, “Did you close the camp?”
“Oh, that’s not our camp,” Blanche said cheerfully. “We just lease it from the owners a couple weekends a year.” She smiled down at Mousey and said, “It works out well for everyone. They get some guaranteed income and some time off, and our names don’t show up on any messy paperwork with the state.”
“Who else knows about your little trap?” Mousey said sharply.
“There is no trap,” Blanche responded. “We just have a very nice little very consensual weekend open to followers of very kinky lifestyles. Then we have an invitation-only fantasy role-playing couple of days that most people refer to as the after-meeting.”
“I don’t remember accepting any invitation to an after-meeting,” Mousey said curtly.
“Ah, but you did,” Blanche said. “We even have a video of you saying you wanted to be a full part of Blanche and Gary’s Fantasy Slave Rodeo and Auction– that’s the official name for the after-meeting.” She gave Mousey another smile and added, “All of the girls, and the occasional boi, have to do one of these videos so that everyone in attendance knows that you are all willing participants in our little no-safewords, full immersion, role-playing, fantasy experience.” She smirked slightly and then said, “That’s the description we use in our invitation texts.”
She sat on the bed next to Mousey and ran her hand down the inside of Mousey’s leg from her slit all the way to her ankle. “It’s amazing,” Blanche said, “how many submissive housewives have this fantasy of being a totally-owned, totally-unwilling slave. They always really get into the part. They scream and cower and beg and grovel... all the way up to point where their Dom or Master buys them at the auction... and then takes them back home to their humdrum daily lives.”
She paused and then said with a smile, “There is no charge to participate in our fantasy experience, but Gary and I get ten percent of the auction sale price for our trouble in arranging this event.”
“And if their Master doesn’t buy them back?” Mousey said flatly.
“Oh, then,” Blanche said brightly, “their fantasy becomes a reality.” She paused and gave a huffing laugh. “And I,” she added, still laughing slightly, “get fifty percent of the sale price rather than ten percent. Their Master gets the other fifty percent.”
“What happens to me?” Mousey asked.
“You will be a part of our fantasy role play for a couple of days,” Blanche replied calmly, “and then you will be sold at auction.” She raised her hands alongside her head in mock surprise or shock, and continued in a falsely higher-pitched voice, “Oh, but you don’t have a Master to buy you back, do you? Tsk, tsk, tsk... that’s too bad. I guess that means that you’ll be going south with the buyers.”
“I’ll tell everyone what is going on!” Mousey nearly yelled.
“You do that,” Blanche said harshly, “and everyone will applaud you for being such a great actress who is really into your role as a scared, captive, unwilling slave.” She paused and then spat out, “It’s been done before. It never works. All it does is maybe drive up your price at the auction.”
“Then I’ll escape,” Mousey spat back.
“That doesn’t work either,” Blanche said derisively. “It’s been tried before, too. And it never works, either.” Blanche pushed a finger firmly into the center of Mousey’s chest and said angrily, “You don’t even know where you are. You are naked and alone in the middle of nowhere. If you do escape, the buyers– or even some of the Masters– will hunt you down for sport. And even if you can somehow hide from the trackers, you will never get out of the desert alive. At best, you will end up as food for the vultures and coyotes.”
Mousey took a deep breath and lay back against the mattress as if she felt defeated. That didn’t take a great deal of acting. This was what she had been trying for all along. But things were not exactly going according to plan. If Blanche and Gary had made it look like she left on her own, Master Bill and Mary would think she was on her way to Tucson. It wouldn’t be until she didn’t check in that anyone would know something was wrong. There were tracking beacons on the Jeep and the RV, but if they were way out in the desert where there were no cell phone signals, those beacons wouldn’t do any good. And it wasn’t like Blanche or Gary was going to set up the roof antenna and trigger the distress beacon so that signal could be picked up on satellite.
“Could I at least see the sky?” Mousey said plaintively. “I sometimes get carsick if I’m not driving and it really helps to be able to see the sky.”
Mousey was hoping that Blanche might show her some mercy and open the inner shades. If Blanche didn’t act out of mercy, maybe she would let Mousey to see out just to keep from having to clean up vomit if she got sick.
For whatever reason, Blanche reached over and opened the inner window shades on the two bedroom windows. There was still an outer, sunscreen shade that kept anyone from seeing inside, but as long as it was lighter on the outside than the inside, Mousey could see out.
The bright sky with a few fluffy clouds was very clear through the sunscreens, but it wasn’t the sky or the clouds that Mousey wanted to see. It was mountains or trees or traffic signs... anything that might tell her where she was. Unfortunately, sky– and her Jeep trailing along behind– was all she was able to see. She could see behind the RV and to one side, but all she could tell about where she was and where she was going was that they were somewhere very flat and open and– from the direction of the sun– they were headed west of where she had been. That could be anywhere, including large expanses of Mexico.
There was a digital clock on the wall above the closet at Mousey’s feet. It was one of those synchronized clocks that automatically kept exact time. The exact time wasn’t that important, but it also gave the day of the week and the date. It said that it was still Sunday. It had been almost noon when she got back to her unit. She remembered sitting on the edge of her bed for a few minutes finishing off the rest of her Coke and 7up mixture. She remembered feeling very tired... more tired than she had at the end of the race. She decided that she would nap for just a short while and then take her shower. Then... then... then she woke up tied to the bed. There was no one in the unit when she got there unless they had a way to bypass the alarms. She didn’t remember feeling anything like a dart hit her. There had been a slightly odd odor in the RV when she opened it, but she didn’t think anything about that at the time because she had smelled that same odor once or twice on the way over to her unit. She couldn’t identify the odor, but that must have been it. Someone must have used a knock-out gas of some sort to put her out so that Gary and Blanche could drive her unit out of the park. Exactly how they did it wasn’t that important. The important thing right now was that the bait had been taken, and she– the bait– was on her own.
The sun was getting low in the sky before they stopped. Mousey could see that there was another RV parked next to them. It wasn’t nearly as close as the units had been at Hidden Rock, but both units seemed to be faced in at an angle as if in a circle. She could hear the rumble of several more diesels after Gary shut down her unit, but there was no way of knowing for sure how many more units were in the circle.
Shortly after stopping, Blanche came back to the bedroom. “I’m going to unstrap you now,” she said sweetly. “And if you promise to behave yourself, it will be just me getting you ready.” Her voice turned harsh as she continued, “But if you give me any trouble, I’ll have Gary come back here to help and he’s not as nice as I am. In fact, he likes to hurt little girls like you.”
Mousey did not respond, but instead lay still. Gary was probably a sadist, but Blanche was most likely as powerful as– and as cruel as– her husband. Blanche obviously enjoyed psychological as well as physical torture. Gary didn’t look like he had that kind of finesse.
“Yes, Ma’am,” Mousey finally said meekly. For the time being, she would have to work on making everyone think she was just a helpless little single girl who had gotten herself way too deep into something she really didn’t understand.
“OK,” Blanche said firmly once she had released Mousey’s wrists and ankles, “here’s what you’re going to do. You are going to get in the shower and use this cream on your entire body below the neck. I’ll do your back and anyplace else you can’t reach. It will sting a little, but it won’t burn you.” As she handed a large tube to Mousey, she added, “Then you won’t need to shave or wax for at least six months.”
“Yes, Ma’am,” Mousey replied, “but I won’t be able to put this on in the shower. It’s too small. I will have to stand on a towel outside the shower and then step in to rinse it off.”
“Someone your size should have no trouble putting this on in the shower,” Blanche said harshly.
“But I won’t be able to bend over and do my legs properly,” Mousey replied in a purposefully whiney voice.
Blanche laughed. “I said I would do you where you couldn’t reach. But I guess I will just have to do all of you.” She laughed again and then said, “You should have done what I told you to do.”
Blanche pulled Mousey up roughly off the bed and pushed her toward the bathroom. She opened the shower door and almost growled, “Get in!”
Once Mousey was in the shower, Blanche pulled a pair of disposable rubber gloves out of her back pocket and then stripped off her clothes and set them carefully on the bed. After putting on the rubber gloves and opening the tube of ointment, she squirted a large dollop into to palm of the glove and began smearing the foul smelling cream on Mousey’s shoulders.
The gel, whatever it was, began to sting almost immediately as Blanche rubbed it on Mousey’s skin. The rubber gloves felt weird as they slid over her skin. Blanche cupped Mousey’s breasts in her hands as she massaged the gel completely around them. Mousey gasped slightly when Blanche pinched and twisted both nipples. She gasped again when Blanche’s hands moved between her legs. She squirted a big glob out of the tube, making sure that there was ample gel on the gloves, and then smeared it all the way down Mousey’s front and back between her legs. She wiggled her fingers as her hand went back between Mousey’s legs to make sure that some of the foul smelling, stinging, cream slipped slightly inside Mousey’s labia.
That caused Mousey to begin squirming slightly and Blanche curtly ordered her, “Stand still!”
Just when Mousey thought it might be over, Blanche reached around and pushed from the front with one hand while at the same time pushing her other hand between her ass cheeks. The fingers of the front hand slid into her cunt. Two fingers of the back hand pushed through her rosebud.
Mousey screamed. Blanche laughed and said derisively, “I like to make sure that there aren’t any little hairs left on the edge of the openings.” She laughed slightly again and added harshly, “Maybe next time I tell you to do something, you won’t smart off to me.”
Mousey just stood there bouncing up and down and whimpering. “Please let me rinse it off,” Mousey cried.
“I’ll rinse you off when I’m good and ready,” Blanche growled.
It was fifteen minutes later when Blanche finally said, “Turn on the cold water and hand me the shower wand.” Mousey did as she was told and Blanche used the frigid water to rinse the stinging gel off Mousey’s body. As she rinsed, she gently rubbed Mousey’s skin to make sure all of the gel was washed away. Once Mousey’s body was clear, Blanche shoved the shower head slightly up into Mousey’s cunt. “I can rinse out the backside, too,” Blanche said with sneer.
“Let me do it with my hands, please,” Mousey begged. Blanche laughed as Mousey repeated, “Please?” but then nodded her head and handed the shower wand to Mousey.
“Work the water into your ass,” Blanche said, “but be careful you don’t cut yourself with your fingernails.”
Mousey thought her nails were short, but she still was very careful as she slid a wet finger in and out of her burning asshole. After a few minutes, the burning stopped and Mousey put the shower wand back up in its holder.
“Now use your body wash,” Blanche said, “but don’t use a washcloth and don’t turn on the hot water.”
“Yes, Ma’am,” Mousey said as she grabbed the bottle of body wash out of the holder. A few minutes later, Blanche let her out of the shower and handed her a towel and told her to pat, not rub herself dry.
After she had dried herself, Blanche ripped open a small metal package and handed Mousey a small, wet, paper towel of some sort. “Wipe the area above your cunt really well,” Blanche ordered. “All the way up to your belly button.”
“Yes, Ma’am,” Mousey replied, and then as she was wiping her skin said, “am I allowed to ask why?”
Blanche laughed and held up a strange looking device that looked like a big, square flashlight with a pistol grip beneath it. “The latest laser technology,” she said, smiling. “What you are wiping onto your skin is a special kind of ink. It turns black under certain colors of intense light.” She pointed the device at the wall and pulled the trigger. A large 803 appeared on the wall in a shimmering combination of blue and red.
“The light also fixes the ink on your skin,” Blanche continued. She pulled the trigger again and said, “It has several settings, and can do everything from activating the special inks to burning an ornate brand into your skin.” She held the device down to her side and said, “I really prefer the other model from the same company. It can do actual printing in several colors or, if set properly, can make a permanent print.” She chuckled and looked down at the device, “I think there is some legal reason they can’t call it a tattoo, but that’s effectively what it is. The dye is driven into your skin without a needle, but just as deep.”
She reached out and stroked Mousey’s skin just below her belly button. “If you were mine,” she said, “I would put a really cute mouse right here.” She trailed her finger down Mousey’s abdomen until her hand was between Mousey’s legs and then she said, “I would give it a really long tail that went all the way around to the back and curled in a circle around your rosebud.” She smiled at Mousey and asked, “Don’t you think that would be pretty?”
“I guess so,” Mousey replied, “but I’ve never been into tattoos. My life keeps changing and I don’t want something permanently on my skin that can’t change with me.”
“A wise answer,” Blanche said as she reached around and grabbed the back of Mousey’s ass. She then pulled her forward into the strange laser gun so that it was pressed firmly against her mound, just above her slit.
“Hold still!” Blanche ordered and the laser gun began to emit a very high pitched hum. If Blanche had not been holding Mousey so tightly, she probably would have instinctively pulled away from the stinging sensation that felt like a thousand tiny little bees were sticking her right above her cunt. As it was, Blanche had to pull her even more tightly into the opening of the laser so that she did not move away.
“If you were a little bigger,” Blanche said, “we would have had to tie you down before we did this, but I told Gary that I was strong enough to hold a little slip of a girl like you in place.”
Mousey said nothing, but in her mind, she was imagining herself launching her body across the room to deliver a kick directly to Blanche’s throat. Sometimes the hardest part of undercover work is not doing what you could easily do.
“Now let’s get you ready for your grand entrance, shall we?” Blanche said, putting the laser device back in a case and signaling Mousey to follow her. To Mousey’s surprise, it was not another RV parked on the blind side of her unit, but rather a large semi. The trailer of the semi was open with a long ramp leading down onto the ground. There were several golf carts with attached small trailers sitting around next to the ramp. Gary was driving another down the ramp of the trailer.
Blanche pushed Mousey over to one of the golf cart-trailer combinations. The trailer was only about four feet square. Four large eyebolts stuck up out of a thick carpet that covered the entire trailer. Two long, square, black metal posts that were obviously supposed to hold something stuck up from the very back of the trailer. Another post stuck up a couple feet in the front of the trailer, right over the hitch. There was a black plastic globe sitting on top of that post. It looked like the camera globes you see on the walls or ceilings of some stores.
“We have to get you in place before we can put the other girls in place,” Blanche said, pointing to the floor of the trailer.
“Get on your knees and hold your arms behind your back,” Blanche ordered and Mousey stepped onto the trailer and knelt where Blanche was pointing.
Gary walked up with a strange-looking square harness that had four restraint cuffs on it. Short black, plastic or metal rods went between each corner of the harness while a special, X-shaped piece of black metal connected the four cuffs through the center.
“Let me lift your ankles,” he said gruffly. “I’ll keep you from falling while I attached the cuffs.”
Mousey didn’t resist as he slightly lifted each ankle so he could slip the leather of the cuff under her leg. After both ankles were firmly held, he pulled back on her arms and placed her wrists in the upper two restraints.
“That might be a little uncomfortable for now,” he said, “but we will give you something to ride on later before we go into the arena.”
He then laughed softly to himself and got into the golf cart. When he stopped, the golf cart was in front of her RV facing slightly out. The way it was sitting, she could see– and count– the other golf carts and trailers. There were an even dozen little trailers, including hers, which meant that there were eleven other girls beginning their no-safeword, full immersion, role-playing, fantasy slave rodeo and auction experience.
As she watched the other girls put in place, Mousey tried to decide if they were willing participants or captured slaves like herself. The first three, none of whom Mousey had ever seen before, were smiling as Gary put them in their restraints. The fourth girl, also unknown, was fighting him and another man helped Gary put her in place. She might have been truly unwilling, or maybe she was just acting out her role. Mousey recognized the fifth girl. It was slave ahuza. Mousey knew that she wasn’t truly willing, but was offering no resistance as Gary wrapped the restraints around her ankles and wrists. She was put on the trailer that was two down from Mousey. Mousey also recognized the sixth girl who was put on the trailer right next to her. It was slave wendy. She looked pretty confident as Gary put her in place, but as soon as he moved to another girl, slave wendy started looking afraid... really afraid.
Girls seven, eight, and nine all walked confidently over to be strapped in place. Mousey didn’t recognize their faces, but noted that their numbers were in sequence, 301, 302, and 303. Slave ahuza and slave wendy had both had 800 numbers. Slave ahuza’s was 801. Slave wendy’s was 802. Mousey wasn’t sure because she hadn’t been paying attention, but she thought the numbers on the first three were 201, 202, and 203. The girl who had been resisting had a 701 on her belly. There were two more carts, but Gary had not brought out any more girls.
Mousey sat resting her ass on her ankles as best she could for what seemed like ten or fifteen minutes. Then there was a terrifying scream, followed shortly thereafter by a second, equally hair-raising scream. Then Gary and two other men came walking around the end of the semi-trailer. Each of the two men was guiding a young blond woman. They were obviously sisters, possibly even twins, and they were both crying heavily. The numbers on the bellies were hard to read at first because they seemed to have been done in red ink. Then Mousey realized that it wasn’t ink. The laser in the machine had been set to maximum. The girls had been branded with 702 and 703. A submissive would have to really want the fantasy of unwilling ownership to allow herself to be branded, but Mousey had seen it before. Maybe these unknown girls were unwilling participants in the rodeo... or maybe they were total submissives– perhaps even painsluts– who would get sexual pleasure every time they looked in a mirror at their scarred bodies. The two girls kept crying, but didn’t resist as they were put in place on the final two carpeted trailers.
After all the girls were in place, Gary and the two men who had been helping him, moved the golf carts so that they were in a long line with Mousey at the front of the line. Mousey tried to keep track of who was put where, but with several carts moving at the same time, it was hard to do. She was pretty sure that slave wendy was still right behind her and slave ahuza was behind her. If so, they were probably being lined up in reverse numeric order.
The cart rocked and Mousey heard something metallic clanking behind her. “Don’t mind Frank,” Blanche said cheerily. “He’s just hooking up your video screen. He’s our super-tech. It only took him five minutes to find and disable the LoJack beacons on the Winnebago and the Jeep. He also scanned you in case you were carrying something inside you.”
Mousey turned her head as far as she was able and could see an extremely thin, middle-aged man setting a large video screen in place on the posts at the back of the cart. Whoever it was– apparently a man named Frank– kept muttering to himself as he worked. Finally he said, “All connected,” and stepped off the cart. He walked around to the front of the golf cart and pointed a remote at the screen. A soft glow told Mousey that the screen had come on. When she turned to see what was on the screen, she was treated to a super-sized view of the side and back of her own head. “Great,” she muttered to herself as she again tried to find a comfortable way to sit on her ankles.
Mousey could hear something happening in the carts behind her, but attempting to turn around to look proved useless, unless she wanted to stare at the back of her head. The big screen blocked everything. So, she was forced to sit more or less quietly and wait for about a half hour until Gary returned. There were three men with him. One was Frank, the man who had set up the TV screen on her cart. The other two were the same ones who had led the twins over to their carts.
“Lift her up,” Gary said harshly and the two men grabbed Mousey by the arms and lifted her into the air. Frank grunted as he swung something up onto the cart which landed with a thud that shook the small trailer.
“Put her down slow,” Frank said. “I have to make sure both prongs are lined up.”
The prongs Frank was referring to were dildos mounted on the top of a Sybian female masturbation machine. Mousey was familiar with the machines from a previous assignment. The whole machine vibrated like a jackhammer while the front dildo wobbled in a circle inside a woman’s cunt. The rear dildo, which was smaller and more tube-shaped, merely rammed into your ass and transmitted the extreme vibrations to places that you didn’t think could vibrate. The machine could be intense pleasure or intense torture depending on the settings and how long you were riding it.
For a brief moment, Mousey feared that they were going to force the prongs into her with no lubrication, but as her cunt and asshole felt the tips of the two dildos, she could feel that they were cold and slick with some form of lubrication.
Once she was in place on top of the Sybian, Gary and the two men set about tying her to the large eyebolts that stuck up out of the floor of the trailer. “Think I’m going to escape?” Mousey asked derisively.
“No,” Gary replied curtly, “we think you’re going to fall off when you pass out.”
Mousey didn’t say anything. Instead, she watched Frank connect the wiring from the Sybian to a large box on the back of the golf cart. “Testing,” he said, and the Sybian roared to life beneath her. After just a few seconds, Frank shut it back down. “Got to save the batteries,” he muttered as he closed the box.
Gary stepped up onto the trailer and stood in front of her. His crotch was at her face level and she could see that he was almost erect. For a moment, she was afraid that he was going to force her to suck his cock, but instead, he pulled a black leather hood out of his pocket and slipped it over her head. She was expecting it to blind her, but was pleasantly surprised to find out that it had eye holes in it. The soft leather covered the entire top of her head, including her nose, but left her mouth and jaw exposed. The lower portion of the hood wrapped around from the back to cover her throat. The wide band on the neck was held together in the front with a couple of thick strips of Velcro. Gary pulled everything down very hard before pulling the throat closure tight around her neck.
“Can you breathe OK?” he asked.
Mousey nodded her head.
He stuck two fingers under her chin and pushed them slightly inside the mask. “Good pulse,” he muttered, “not cutting off the blood to the brain.” Then he smiled at her and said, “You’re good to go.”
With that he stepped off the trailer, and got into the cart. Holding his arm high above his head, he moved his hand in a circular motion and called out, “Lite ‘em up. Time to roll.” The sound of a dozen Sybians springing to life was almost deafening as the golf carts began to roll forward.
Mousey could see the bright lights of the arena as soon as they got around the side of the semi and she immediately recognized where they were... in a general sort of way. They were at what used to be called a range sale arena. At one time, ranchers in remote areas would round up their cattle and bring them to these range sale arenas where buyers would sit in the stands and bid on the cattle. Sometimes the cattle would even be slaughtered and field dressed on site so they could be transported as hanging meat in refrigerated trucks. Most of these range sale arenas were now just abandoned derelicts, but this one looked like it had been kept up... a little. Anyone wandering by when no one was here would think it was abandoned, but the weathered boards were in too good of shape to have been exposed to the wind and weather for very many years.
There was a sound system set up on one side of the arena beneath a huge projection screen. As the carts and trailers entered the arena, Blanche’s voice boomed out of the speakers, “Let’s give a big round of applause for our slaves!” The crowd responded with cheers, hoots, and applause.
The golf carts made two complete rounds of the arena. As they turned, Mousey could see the huge screen. Someone with a video camera was picking up the girls as they rode past. They were evidently also using the on-cart cameras. They cut to her camera and for a moment she could see her own face projected on the screen.
She immediately noticed two things. One, there was a large 803 in silver on the mask above her eyes. And two, it looked like she was awfully close to orgasm. There was no reason to hold it back, so she let go and wailed as the Sybian drove her over the edge. She knew that was just the first of many orgasms it would ring from her body if it were left running.
After the second lap, the carts and trailers formed a line across the arena facing the crowd. After everyone was in place, Blanche’s voice said, “Our first participant is Mousey LaBlaunche.”
Mousey felt the cart start to move forward. Then she heard her own voice coming from the speakers, “I, Marthe Lavolier LaBlaunche also known as Mousey LaBlaunche am participating in Blanche and Gary’s Fantasy Slave Rodeo and Auction of my own free will. No one has forced or coerced me into participating.”
As the cart turned in its lap around the arena, Mousey could once again see the screen. She was shocked to see herself standing there naked, holding a piece of paper. The figure on the screen continued, “I fully realize that this is a no-safeword event and that once I put on my slave hood I have fully committed myself to everything which might occur at the rodeo, including the final auction.” The Mousey on the screen then put on the slave hood and stood at attention.
Mousey had seen deep fake videos before, but this one was excellent. The face seemed very slightly off, especially when she spoke, but no one would notice the difference with the real her wearing the slave hood. It was even harder to notice any differences with the real Mousey’s face contorted by one orgasm after another. Her thoughts were confirmed when the screen switched to a live shot of her sitting on the Sybian. Even Mousey couldn’t see any real difference between the real her and the fake which had read the statement. Those who were just here to participate in– or watch– a really intense fantasy rodeo would not realize that anything was wrong. It was a perfect setup, except for one thing. The real Mousey wasn’t gagged. She could immediately scream out her renunciation of that speech before things went too far.
Blanche and Gary– or someone– had thought of that possibility, however. Almost as soon as the Mousey on the screen finished her little speech, and the real Mousey appeared on the screen, the Sybian between the real Mousey’s thighs went to maximum. Any thoughts of screaming out a denial of what the fake Mousey had said on the screen were lost in a blur of one forced orgasm after another. She kept thinking that she would still scream out her denial when the orgasms passed, but somewhere around the seventh or eighth or maybe even the ninth intense orgasm, she slumped over on the Sybian. By the time she regained consciousness, her cart was back in line and they were introducing slave 203.
Slave 203 was named Lorraine Michaels. She was smiling and trembling with anticipation as she read the script on her paper. Obviously she was a willing participant, but her Sybian also roared to maximum as soon as her taped acceptance had finished. She screamed loudly with her first orgasm. It was a very high-pitched scream, which surprisingly became lower and lower pitched with each successive orgasm. The crowd hooted and applauded each orgasm as her cart was driven around the arena. They hooted even louder when she finally collapsed. Blanche called out over the sound system, “That was only six orgasms. Slave 702 is still ahead with ten.” Evidently there was some kind of contest as to who could withstand the Sybian the longest or for the most orgasms.
Slave 202 was a young black woman who called herself Delila Brown. She didn’t scream when she orgasmed, but instead just gave a grunting groan. She groaned eleven times before slumping over. The crowd gave her a standing ovation.
The final slave introduced was slave 201. She looked to be Mexican Hispanic and was rather square-faced and square-bodied. She would have been considered short by anyone but Mousey. She started reading the script and then stopped and looked up at the camera. “This is wrong,” she said, pointing to the paper. “My name is Chiquita. This name on the paper is my name from my old life. Master Martinez took me away from that life and gives me what I need... and crave. I love him for it. I will not use my old name.”
A voice in the background said, “OK, slave chiquita, just say that your name is chiquita and read the rest of the script.” She did so.
Slave 201, slave chiquita, began to orgasm just watching herself on the screen. Her thrashing nearly threw her off the machine when it roared to high and she immediately screamed loudly as an extremely intense orgasm tore through her body. All of her orgasms were extreme and she only lasted for four. As soon as she slumped over the machine, Blanche’s voice announced, “It appears that slave 202 has won the contest for her master. Master Merkle you may claim your prize money at the office before events begin tomorrow morning.”
The golf carts all began moving once again. As the carts made their lap around the arena, the big screen switched through the cameras on each of the trailers. Mousey noted that her camera was not showing her face, but was instead zoomed in on her cunt straddling the Sybian’s saddle. The monster was purring softly between her legs, and the fluids which had gathered on the pink base of the dildo were bouncing and bubbling from the vibrations. 
Mousey was also slightly bouncing and bubbling as they made two more laps around the arena and headed back out to the area behind the semi where everything started. When they stopped, all of the Sybians were finally shut off. The carts and trailers were all bunched up at the back of the semi-trailer so Mousey was able to watch as Gary and his two helpers released each of the girls from their Sybians. In most cases, a Master or Mistress was waiting for the girl to be released. For slaves 701, 702, & 703, however, Gary and the two men led the girls off somewhere.
Mistress Ilena was waiting for 801, slave ahuza. Master Thomas was there for 802, slave wendy. And Blanche was waiting when Gary finally got to Mousey. 
“They have a lot of equipment to put away,” Blanche said softly, “so why don’t we just go back into our RV and wait for them.”
Mousey felt herself bristling slightly over Blanche calling it OUR RV. She had only been using it for a couple of months to help establish her cover, but she already thought of it as her home. After everything that Blanche and Gary had done to her, Blanche claiming ownership of the RV angered her more than anything else. She tried to pull away from Blanch, but her body was too wrung out by the Sybian to offer more than token resistance.
Once they got inside, Blanche pushed her back into the bedroom. “You’ve got a choice, honey,” Blanche said sweetly. “Most of those girls are so turned on by their fantasies and those damn Sybians that they would fuck a doorknob. They will be keeping their Masters or Mistresses very satisfied all night.”
She pushed Mousey back onto the bed. “Your choice is this, little mouse,” she said coldly, “you can decide to keep me properly satisfied all night, or I can give you back to Gary and Frank and the boys. They’re a little stirred up by everything, too. I’m sure they would work you over pretty good before morning.”
Blanche pulled off her blouse and dropped her jeans to the floor. “So what will it be, honey?” Blanche asked with her face right up against Mousey’s face. “Me or them?”
Mousey slumped her shoulders and said softly, “What do you want me to do?”
“First you are going to pretend that you are a Sybian and that your tongue is one of those pink dildos,” Blanche said firmly, “... actually, both of them dildos. You understand?”
Mousey nodded her head.
“Then I’m going to tongue you, just to see what you taste like,” Blanche continued. “And then, if I’m not too worn out, I’m going to fuck you with a dildo until I climax.”
Mousey let out a deep breath. Maybe she had made the wrong choice.
Blanche finished stripping off and said, “Lay back and get ready.”
How do you get ready for someone to sit on your face?
Blanche moved Mousey so that her knees were bent over the edge of the bed and her head was more or less in the middle of the mattress. Then she climbed onto the mattress and knelt straddling Mousey’s head. She lowered herself down until she was just touching Mousey’s face and said, “Turn it on, honey. Time to get momma off.”
Mousey tentatively reached out her tongue and flicked it across Blanche’s labia. She was afraid that Blanche would now have a bad taste, but evidently Blanche had showered recently enough that she still tasted OK. She tasted like an old woman rather than a young girl, but she still had a relatively sweet, womanly taste. Mousey began to lick in earnest, forcing her tongue into Blanche’s twat.
After a few moments, Blanche leaned forward and moved back slightly so that Mousey could reach her clit. She began breathing heavily and almost groaning, “That’s it. That’s it. That’s it,” as she moved her cunt up and down on Mousey’s face. 
When her thighs started quivering, Blanche grunted out, “Let’s hold it there for now, little mouse. Just keep me purring.”
With that she again shifted her position so that her asshole was now over Mousey’s mouth. Again Mousey was afraid that Blanche might not be clean, but the first swipe of her tongue across Blanche’s rosebud told her than things were very clean back there. Blanche continued to moan softly as Mousey’s tongue ran its way around her sphincter and occasionally pushed inside.
Mousey was unsure how long Blanche rode her face or how many orgasms she had. Eventually, Blanche lifted herself up and said, “Let me see how you taste, honey.”
Mousey started to get up, but Blanche said, “Stay where you are, honey, I’m just going in for a quick taste.”
Blanche knelt at the end of the bed and lowered her face into Mousey’s cunt. 
“Are you still wet from that Sybian?” Blanche asked. “Or does servicing me turn you on?”
Mousey didn’t think she was still wet, but she must have been. ... Or maybe Blanche was playing mind games with her, making her think that she enjoyed being subservient to Blanche as a Mistress.
“I don’t know,” Mousey answered. It seemed like the safest thing to say.
“Let’s see how wet you are after I ream you out,” Blanche said, suddenly sounding very cross. Evidently, “I don’t know,” wasn’t the answer Blanche was hoping for.
Blanche got up for just a moment and then returned wearing a large strap-on. Perhaps strap-on isn’t the right word since there were no straps. It was more of a double-ended dildo that was bent at an angle to hold it in place in Blanche’s cunt while she fucked someone else with it.
She grabbed Mousey by the legs. turned her over, and then dragged her down to the end of the bed so that her ass was right at the edge of the mattress. Mousey’s knees didn’t quite reach the floor. The position was made even more uncomfortable when Blanche pushed Mousey’s legs apart and asked harshly, “Which opening shall I use, honey? The small one? Or the tiny one?”
“Whichever you desire,” Mousey replied.
Blanche laughed. “If you had begged me to use your cunt, little mouse,” she said, still laughing, “I would have torn up your asshole just to show you that I could. But since you took the fun out of that for me, I will just fuck your cunt.”
Mousey felt the large dildo slide into her slit. From the way it hesitated and rubbed on the way in, she obviously wasn’t wet and ready. She wasn’t totally dry, but there was no evidence that eating out Blanche had turned her on.
Blanche began thrusting forcefully into Mousey. Her belly would slam against Mousey’s ass cheeks with every thrust and then she would rotate her hips slightly to drive the dildo deeper– or more likely to cause the portion of the dildo that was within her to rub against her own G-spot.
Mousey tried to keep from responding, but Blanche was a woman who knew exactly what worked with a woman. Besides that, Blanche, like all sadists, could get pleasure not only from causing pain for someone, but also from forcing pleasure on someone. And Blanche was definitely forcing pleasure on Mousey. Mousey held it back for as long as she could. She tried to not give any indication that Blanche was, in fact, greatly turning her on. But then the orgasm itself broke over her and she yelled out a long, lingering moan. That and her quivering legs told Blanche that she had, in fact, forced pleasure out of Mousey. That was enough for Blanche to have her own, very satisfying orgasm.
Blanche lay across Mousey for several minutes before lifting herself off her end of the double dildo. She left the other end sticking in Mousey’s cunt. “Get up on the bed,” Blanche said in a matter-of-fact tone. “Need to chain you in place for the night.” As Mousey was pulling herself up into the bed, Blanche added, “Hope this thing actually fits. I’d hate to damage the merchandise before the auction.”
Mousey heard the clatter of a chain behind her, and then Blanche said, “On your hands and knees!”
Almost as soon as Mousey was on her hands and knees, Blanche pulled the dildo roughly out of her cunt.
“Ow!” Mousey yelped and Blanche replied almost cheerfully, “Wait ‘til you feel this.”
Something cold and slimy was pressed against Mousey’s rosebud. “Relax yourself,” Blanche said. “Imagine yourself on the pot getting ready to take a shit.”
Mousey knew how to relax her anal sphincter, but she wasn’t prepared for what Blanche began to force into her rosebud. It was larger than anything that Mousey had ever had in her ass before.
“Sorry about that,” Blanche said brightly as whatever it was finally slipped inside of Mousey, “but this is the smallest size these pears come in.”
Blanche laughed a deep, almost evil sounding laugh and said, “But it’s about to get a lot bigger.”
Mousey could feel something hard opening up inside her bowels. It was unlike anything that she ever felt. She could also feel Blanche’s hand moving in a circular twisting motion between her ass cheeks. Evidently she was turning something that was attached to whatever was insider her ass.
“They call this a choking pear,” Blanche said, sounding very happy. “But I don’t know if that is an accurate name if it’s in your ass rather than your mouth,” she added. “I only opened it a little way,” she said, patting Mousey on the ass. She gave a quick, painful tug on the device and said, “But I don’t think it is coming out.”
She held a small bent object in front of Mousey’s face and said, “And without this key,” she said, almost laughing, “it is never coming out.”

Blanche lay down on the bed and said, “Chaining your asshole to the bed leaves your hands and mouth and cunt available if I want them.” She patted the bed next to her and said, “Now lay down next to me and get some sleep... until I get horny again.”

Chapter Nine

Livestock Judging

 




Despite her threat, Blanche let Mousey sleep until morning. The sun was already coming in the skylight above the bathroom shower when Blanche pushed on Mousey’s shoulder and said, “Wake up, sleepy mouse. You’ve got a big day ahead of you.”




Mousey snapped immediately upright, ready to defend herself from whoever this intruder was in her RV. Blanche jumped back into the hallway as Mousey lunged at her, and then began laughing as Mousey hit the end of her anal plug chain and was nearly pulled backwards off her feet.
Pain, memory, and reality flooded through Mousey as she stood in the bedroom with her shoulders slumped. “Oh,” she said glumly looking at Blanche and then at the chain which seemed to come out of her ass.
“I won’t hold that against you, little mouse,” Blanche said quietly. “It would have been better if I had played some music or something to wake you up slowly. I should have known that your training would kick in.”
Mousey looked at her quizzically. Did Blanche know she was an undercover agent? “What do you mean?” Mousey asked carefully.
Blanche laughed and said, “Remember those long forms you had to fill out about yourself to register at the naked weekend? I actually read those things. One of the questions was could you take care of yourself if there was trouble and you said you had some training in self-defense. Someone obviously taught you to come up fighting.”
Mousey shook her head and answered. “I learned that growing up with six older brothers. They would protect me from anything, but would torment me with little things like pretending to be monsters under my bed.” She smiled at Blanche and said, “They stopped that after I kicked out two of Claude’s teeth one night. He doesn’t call me Mousey. He calls me “Lynx Roux.”
“A mouse that wakes up as a bobcat,” Blanche replied. “I’ll have to remember that. But for now we have to get you ready for today. And first, we have to get rid of that.” She was pointing down at the chain hanging from the choking pear anal ring.
“If you were a little bigger,” Blanche said, “I’d have you stand over the toilet so any dirt caught in the prongs would drop into the bowl, but in your case we’d best have you take it out in the shower. You need to shower again anyway so you are clean for the judging.”
Mousey wanted to ask what the judging was, but instead just said, “Yes, Ma’am,” and stepped back across the bedroom so she could enter the bathroom. Blanche reached down to the corner of the bed, unlocked a lock and set it on the mattress. Mousey quickly noticed two things. First, that they had drilled a hole through the floor of her RV to attach the eyebolt at the corner of the bed, and secondly that the numbers on the lock read 1984. That information might be helpful later.
Blanche pointed to the shower and said, “Get in and bend over slightly.”
Mousey did as ordered and soon felt Blanche’s hand between her ass cheeks turning the large eyebolt-like screw that operated the pear. “I really don’t like these things,” Blanche said. “There is always the danger that you can catch part of the intestine when you close it back up. I prefer the inflatable type or the ones with the jaws of the pear enclosed in a rubber plug.” There was a quick pull and a short gasp from Mousey, then Blanche held the device more or less in front of her so she could see it. “At least this has several bands of rubber embedded around it to help prevent pinching things in there,” Blanche said as she pointed to the strangely-shaped choking pear. 
This was the first time that Mousey had actually seen the device. It was a shiny metal, probably stainless steel. There were four jaws that when closed formed more or less the shape of a pear... or an anal plug. There were three deep grooves around the jaws and in each groove was something bigger than a rubber band but smaller than a hair scrunchy. Blanche handed the anal pear to Mousey and said, “Use the shower to clean that up real good and then clean up yourself, including washing your hair. We have to get you all prettied up for the livestock judging.”
Mousey had been to a couple county fairs bouncing around the Midwest and Southwest with her father’s various camp assignments. She suddenly realized that the slaves were going to be judged like cattle. She hoped the sound of the shower masked the slight giggle she gave as the thought suddenly passed through her mind, “I wonder if they are going to fuzz out our tails. Some of the cows and cattle at the fairs she attended had been carefully combed and curried and the hair on the end of their tails teased almost into a ball. It always looked stupid to her, but evidently it impressed the judges.
After she was dry, Blanche ordered her to come sit in the kitchen. “Drink this,” Blanche said, handing Mousey a glass filled with something that looked thick and chocolatey. “It will keep you going ‘til lunch.” Blanche laughed, “... which will be another glass of this marvelous protein stuff.”
It looked like a chocolate milkshake, but Mousey thought it tasted like ground up brown chalk. She drank it anyway because she was pretty sure would need her strength before the day was done.
“If your hair was longer,” Blanche said almost sweetly, “I would style it, but since it is so short there isn’t much I can do except try to give it some volume. She then took a comb and began teasing Mousey’s hair. Teased hair hadn’t been in style for over fifty years, but some beauty shops still did it for older women whose hair was thinning. Blanche’s careful actions caused Mousey’s hair to fluff out slightly and form a bit of a circle around her face.
“Did you have your own shop?” Mousey asked.
“Still do,” Blanche replied, “Blanche’s Beauty Boutique. It’s just a little shack behind the house, but I have a reasonable clientele.”
“So why do you run a slave trafficking rodeo?” Mousey asked. If Blanche was in the mood to give information that would help find her later, Mousey was more than willing to sound interested.
“Gary can’t hold a job,” Blanche replied bitterly, “and there are bills to be paid.” Her voice and her face brightened as she added, “... besides, we both like it. And our sex together is hot and wonderful for months after one of these.”
Blanche must have realized that she was telling too much about herself because she suddenly stiffened and said, “Stand up so I can do your makeup.” Mousey stood facing her. She could see herself in a mirror on the open door that led to the bathroom from this area of the RV.
Blanche carefully outlined Mousey’s lips in a very dark red and then painted in a deep red main color. Her eyebrows, which were normally dark brown, were now a deep black. They matched her black hair, but– to Mousey– looked strange against her very white skin. Blanche chose a dark green for the eye shadow. The color didn’t quite match Mousey’s hazel-green eyes, but Mousey knew that trying to match the color of her eyes was useless. Her eyes would change from blue to green depending on her mood. Blue usually meant anger. Green meant pleasure. She had been told that when she was close to orgasm, her eyes were emerald green. She thought of making a video of her face while she was masturbating so she could check out how her eyes changed, but that was something still on her bucket list.
When Blanche had finished with Mousey’s eyes, she said, “We have to add some color to that body without making you look like a clown.” She used a large, soft round brush to dust some form of foundation over Mousey’s cheeks and the sides and tops of her breasts. Then using a slightly smaller brush she very carefully added just a hint of pinkish highlights. 
When she was satisfied, she said, “One last detail,” and reached out and swirled something around Mousey’s nipples. The bright pink color of Mousey’s nipples and areola didn’t seem to change, but suddenly her nipples were stiff and very erect.
“Skin Novocain,” Blanche said curtly, “... or something like that. Whatever it is, it makes your nipples think they are freezing and they will stay all up and pert at least through the judging.” She paused and said, “Now put on your booties so you don’t get your feet dirty on the way over to the judging arena.” 
She was pointing to a pair of paper booties like you find in a hospital. Mousey put them on and then Blanche said, “Hold up your arms so I can put on the travel cuffs.”
Blanche put a steel ring around each of Mousey’s wrists that locked closed with an Allen wrench screw of some sort. There was a one-inch ring welded to the side of the cuff. Blanche turned the cuffs on Mousey’s wrists so that she could lock the two cuffs together. Mousey noted that she used the same lock that had held the anal chain to the floor of the RV.
“Time to go,” Blanche said cheerily and patted Mousey on the ass. People who didn’t know that Blanche was a sadist who kidnapped young women and sold them into slavery probably thought that she was a really nice woman.
They walked across the dusty ground to a small barn inside of which was a small arena with bleachers on one side. Arranged down the center of the arena were twelve square, wooden platforms that had recently been painted with a fresh coat of white paint. The platforms were about three feet square and there was about three feet between platforms. In the middle of each platform was a wooden four-by-four fence post, also painted white. On the top of each fence post was a large eyebolt.
Blanche didn’t have to tell Mousey what to do because there were already four girls locked to posts on the platforms. One of the posts had an 803 painted on it, or maybe they were stick-on numbers like you use for house numbers. In any case, Mousey stepped up onto platform 803 and stuck her hands out over the post.
“Take off your booties first,” Blanche ordered quietly and Mousey reached down and slipped the blue paper over her toes. Having to bend over with her hands bound together meant bending straight forward from the waist. Doing so, she was totally opening herself up in the back. She heard an almost whispered, “Nice,” and turned to see who was behind her. A group of three men and one woman were standing there with clipboards in their hands. They were all dressed in dark brown suits with white polo shirts. There was a strange emblem on the left side of the shirt, but Mousey didn’t recognize it. The woman was wearing a long dress. The men were wearing dress pants, not jeans. These must be the judges.
Mousey again put her hands over the post and Blanche opened the lock and then relocked it so that Mousey’s hands were held firmly in place. “You just stand there and look pretty,” Blanche said sweetly, “And do everything the judges tell you to do. I don’t want any negative points for lack of training.”
“Yes, Ma’am,” Mousey said.
Mousey thought about trying to open the lock, but quickly realized that the way she was locked to the post, there was no way to move her hands around to reach the lock. She sighed and said softly, “Another great plan that won’t work.”
There wasn’t anything Mousey could do except stand there and watch the crowd... and the other girls. 201, 202, & 203 arrived together. Their arms were held up in front of them as if someone were leading them on a rope, but they were not connected to anything. Instead, a rather bored-looking young man in jeans and a t-shirt walked in front of them, leading them into the arena. They seemed to know where to go and what to do and a few moments later, all three were locked in place on their platforms.
Mousey closed her eyes to relax... and suddenly jerked awake. How could she fall asleep like that? She looked quickly around. There were now ten girls, counting herself, in place. Slave ahuza was walking slowly into the arena, led by Mistress Ilena, who was dressed in a light brown suit that looked very much like a riding outfit. She even had the small cap and carried a long, white crop.
Slave ahuza didn’t have her hands in front of her like someone was pulling her along. Instead her arms hung down in front of herself as far as they could with her wrists locked together. If anything, it looked like some invisible person were pushing her. Her steps were halting and her body moved forward as if she had to force each step. Mistress Ilena swished the crop close to her ass as she stepped up on the small white platform with 801 on the post. Now only platform 802 remained empty.
Slave wendy entered led by both Mistress Terry and Master Thomas. A small, gold-looking chain hung in the air between slave wendy’s wrists and her mistress’ hand. The chain was not tight as if slave wendy was being dragged into place, but it wasn’t totally slack as if she were walking with Mistress Terry and Master Thomas and there just happened to be a chain between them. She was the perfect picture of the obedient slave being paraded before the crowd.
Mistress Terry must have used some sort of special makeup on slave wendy’s back and ass because the marks from her flogging were totally gone and the deep welt from where she lost to Mousey in the caning competition was barely visible. Mousey found herself almost laughing. Slave wendy’s pubic hair, which was normally just long curls which barely hid her oversized clit, had been teased so that it formed a soft pad of hair sticking almost an inch and a half out from slave wendy’s cunt. The neatly trimmed fuzzy triangle had been sprayed with some sort of makeup glitter highlighter so that it looked almost artificial.
“What’s so funny?” a harsh voice said from next to her. Blanche had returned and was standing next to her.
“They do fuzz out our tails like at the county fairs,” Mousey replied.
Blanche didn’t understand the reference and just frowned in response.
“Prepare the slaves for presentation,” one of the judges called out. Mousey watched all of the other girls move so that they were standing more or less at attention with their arms very straight from their shoulders to where their wrists were connected to the post. All were facing the crowd in the bleachers. Blanche tapped Mousey’s stomach very lightly with a white, long-handled crop and Mousey moved back slightly and imitated the other girls.
“Good girl,” Blanche said smugly, “I knew you would learn.”
Mousey tried to keep her face blank as she turned her head slightly so she could watch the four judges walk from girl to girl. At each platform, they would step close to the slave girl and use their hands to inspect the muscles of the arm, calf, thigh, and buttocks. Then they would lift each tit slightly and let it drop. Mousey wasn’t sure what they were looking for, but they seemed to be intently watching the nipples as the tit dropped back into place. The last thing they did with each girl was to individually reach two fingers between the girl’s legs and wipe forward, checking for wetness. At slave 103, one of the judge’s fingers came out literally dripping. All four judges shook their heads at that. Evidently you were supposed to be turned on by all of this, but not too turned on.
The judges finally got to Mousey. As they got up on the platform with her, the female judge said, “Those are obviously natural.” One of the other judges– a man– said, “But we still have to test.” He then lifted Mousey’s right breast and let go of it. It didn’t lift– or fall– very far. “They’re natural,” another of the male judges said as he reached in and cupped Mousey’s left breast. “And they look very firm,” he added. He didn’t lift her tit at all, but instead squeezed with his hand and then slid his hand slowly off the breast until he was holding just the nipple between his thumb and forefinger. “I wish my slave had breasts this firm,” he said with a sigh.
“That’s because they’re small and young,” the female judge said as she started massaging and gripping Mousey’s arm muscles. She quickly moved on to the muscles of Mousey’s calf and the muscles of her thigh before finishing by individually gripping and squeezing each of Mousey’s ass cheeks.
“Very good muscle tone,” she said to the other judges and began writing on her clipboard. Evidently the other judges couldn’t just take her word for it– or maybe they wanted their chance to thoroughly grope Mousey– because all three of the men repeated exactly what the female judge had just done. The one difference was that the men seemed to push their fingers further into Mousey’s ass crack when they groped her ass cheeks.
After they had walked away, Blanche stepped back up to Mousey and said, “You saw Mistress Terry and Master Thomas lead slave wendy in. That is the way it is supposed to be done. I will lead you around the ring twice and then back to your post. You are judged on how well you follow me and how well you keep step and posture.”
She unlocked the lock from the post and locked Mousey’s wrists to a thin, gold-colored chain like had been used on slave wendy. Her voice became very firm as she said, “Keep your hands over the post! Watch the other girls and imitate what they do right.”
Mousey wasn’t sure how she was supposed to tell what actions were right and which were incorrect, but she still answered softly, “Yes, Ma’am.”
Mousey watched intently as the first girls were paraded around the ring. They stood stiffly on the platform as if locked to the post until their Master or Mistress pulled slightly on the chain. Then they turned one-quarter turn and stepped off the platform to follow their Master or Mistress. It was obvious from their first step that something was weird about their walk. Mousey had to watch carefully for many steps before she figured out exactly what it was. As the girl lifted her foot, she didn’t lift the whole foot all at once. Instead she first raised her heel until only her toes were touching the ground. She paused for just an instant with the back of her foot lifted up as though it were in a very tall high heel, then she would continue raising her leg until her thigh was parallel to the ground with the calf at right angles, pointed directly at the ground. The foot was kept in the toe down position.
The girl then slowly put her foot back down on the ground about a normal walking step forward from her original position. As the foot again touched the ground, it wasn’t heel first as in a normal step, but rather toes first. Once the foot was firmly on the ground, the other foot was brought forward and stopped alongside for just an instant. Then the step was repeated with the other foot. For slave 201 and 202, the movement looked awkward, but slave 203 somehow made it flow and look graceful. Mousey watched carefully as slave girl after slave girl was led around the arena. As she watched, she found herself mentally moving her foot to imitate the motion she was watching.
Mousey was pretty sure that she could do the step pretty well, but then Mistress Terry walked slave wendy around the ring. Slave wendy not only made the walk look graceful, she made it– and herself– look regal. It was like watching a very well-trained mare or stallion prance around the arena.
“Well,” Mousey said softly, “looks like I know who will be in first place.”
Blanche was standing next to her on the platform and laughed when she heard Mousey’s statement. “You think slave wendy will win the display competition?”
“Yeah,” Mousey replied. “She has a great body; she’s all done up and glittered; and she is perfect at that weird step they are all doing.”
Blanche laughed again. “Slave wendy will win,” Blanche said angrily, “but she would still win if she showed up looking like a drowned rat and stumbled her way around the ring.”
Mousey looked at her and Blanche continued, “Mistress Terry set up a five way last night with slave wendy and all four of the judges. I don’t think that poor girl got any sleep last night, but the judges looked happy this morning.” Blanche paused a moment and then pulled on the chain which held Mousey’s wrists. “Time to go,” she said brusquely and stepped down onto the dirt. Mousey turned the required quarter turn and followed her out onto the dirt floor of the arena.
Mousey did her best to move like the other girls had done, but she kept being distracted by the thought that everything here was fixed in some way. Did any of the other girls know? Did they care?
Blanche led her around the arena and then back to the platform. All twelve girls were then led around the area in number order as they left. Mousey was the last one out the door.
Once they were in sunlight, Blanche said, “You can drop that ridiculous horse walk now,” and pulled hard on the chain. She walked swiftly back to the RV, opened the door and stepped aside so that Mousey could enter first. “We are going to take a quick nap before lunch and then you are scheduled to be a contestant in the Thunder Pit Wrestling competition.”
“What’s that?” Mousey asked.
“I don’t want to ruin the surprise,” Blanche answered with a crooked grin. “But don’t worry, I don’t expect you to win.” She laughed and said, “Slave wendy won’t win either. There is no way to fix the judges with this one.”
“Are you going to put that pear thing back in me?” Mousey asked.
“No,” Blanche replied. As she unlocked the wrist cuffs she said, “I’m not even going to chain you up.” Her face– and voice– got harsh as she added, “But don’t get any ideas. Gary will be up front watching porn and he will shoot you just for the fun of it if you try to make a break for it.”
“Yes, Ma’am,” Mousey replied as she climbed up into the bed and lay down. “Do I need to eat you out or anything?”

Blanche laughed again. “You are turning into a very good slave girl, but no, I just need a nap... and so do you. You’ll need your energy for the Thunder Pit.”

Mousey lay down on the bed and was soon fast asleep.

Chapter Ten

The Thunder Pit

 




Blanche stood in the doorway and threw the knotted towel at Mousey. Almost as soon as it hit her in the face, she was standing alongside the bed in a fighting stance.




“Time to get ready for the Thunder Pit Wrestling, honey,” Blanche said from the doorway. After Mousey had stumbled her way out of the bedroom, Blanche added, “You’ll need your strength, so drink it down.”
There was a glass of the chalky-tasting chocolate protein drink on the small table in the front of the RV.
“Don’t I get any regular food?” Mousey grumbled as she began drinking the liquid.
“Meat and potatoes take time to digest, honey,” Blanche answered cheerfully. “Besides, we need to get over to the pit and there isn’t time for anything special.”
“What is this Thunder Pit Wrestling?” Mousey asked. “And what do I have to do to get ready?”
“You’ll find out when we get there,” Blanche answered curtly, “and you are already ready.”
Blanche crooked her finger at Mousey indicating that she should follow as Blanche went out the door and started walking away from the area where the RVs stood in a circle. A little ways outside of the camp, a set of bleachers was set up next to two large, square, holes in the ground. A network of pipes ran around the two pits and formed three arches over each pit. Water was spraying lightly out of the pipes making the area beneath them a muddy mess. As they got closer, Mousey could see that there was a heavy tarp in both pits and both pits were filled with thick, reddish gray mud. The area around both pits was also covered with tarps... and with the slimy muck.
“Welcome to Thunder Pit Wrestling,” Blanche said with a smile. Four of the slave girls were already standing in the pit. Four more were standing on the edge of the pit. Slave wendy and slave ahuza arrived as Mousey stepped down into the pit. They quickly joined her standing knee deep in the center of the pit.... more or less. For slave wendy the muck was not quite knee deep. For Mousey the mud came almost halfway up her thigh.
Slave chiquita was the last to arrive. She stood on the edge of the pit for a few moments and then said to the four who were just standing there, “You’d better get in the mud before you piss yourselves.” 
After saying that she jumped into the middle of the pit in what could best be described as a cannon ball. All of the others had carefully stepped down from the edge in fear of falling over in the thick, slippery mud and getting themselves all dirty. But slave chiquita evidently didn’t care if she got her body totally covered with the slimy mud. She stood back up, wiped the mud off her face, and stood laughing as the others looked at the muck that she had splashed on their bodies.
“You’re all going to get a lot dirtier than that before I win this,” she said with a smile. Slave chiquita winning was a distinct possibility. Her short, square body gave her the advantage in these mud pits.
An announcer over the loudspeakers said, “Would all of the contestants please step into the Thunder Pit?”
The four girls on the edge of the pit looked down into the muck and wrinkled up their faces, but remained in place. Then there was a low-pitched buzzing sound and all four began shaking. One fell face first into the slimy muck, but the other three stood there, locked in place by the voltage running through their legs. Two of them did– as slave chiquita had predicted– piss themselves badly.
As soon as the buzzing stopped, the announcer repeated, “Would all of the contestants please step into the Thunder Pit?”
The three remaining girls quickly climbed down into the mud.
“The rules of this match are simple,” the announcer said, “you are to attempt to throw, push, or knock your opponent out of the Thunder Pit and into the Lightning Pit. The Lightning Pit as well as the area around both pits will be live with lightning, but contestants thrown onto the ground around the pit are not considered defeated and must return to the Thunder Pit. When there is only one girl left in the Thunder Pit, she is declared the winner.” As soon as he finished speaker, the low whine of whatever was keeping the mud electrified returned.
Slave ahuza leaned in to Mousey and said, “Whatever you do, don’t allow yourself to be thrown out onto the ground. And don’t try to get out of the Lightning Pit when you get put in there. The shocks in the Lighting Pit hurt, but the shocks outside on the ground are ten times worse. They might even kill you.”
“Thanks,” Mousey said quickly. Then she asked, “Is it legal for us to work together?”
“It’s never been done before,” slave ahuza responded, “but they haven’t said it’s against the rules.”
“Then let’s stick together to the end,” Mousey said. “If it ends up just the two of us at the end, I will let you throw me into the Lightning Pit.”
“You would do that?” slave ahuza replied. There was an expression of shock on her face.
“Hard to explain,” Mousey said quickly, “but I can’t win this for reasons you would never understand.”
“Whatever,” slave ahuza said just as a loud buzzer sounded and the announcer barked out, “Begin!”
Mousey and slave ahuza were standing on the side of the Thunder Pit next to the Lightning Pit when the buzzer sounded. Slave 202 immediately rushed at them, head down, arms spread, with the intent of ramming one or both of them over the barrier separating the two pits. Mousey and slave ahuza both stepped away from each other slightly leaving nothing for slave 202 to hit. Slave 202 was already badly off balance when Mousey and slave ahuza each grabbed one of her arms and flung her into the Lightning Pit.
Slave 202 landed face down with a splash, but immediately stood up screaming. She scrambled to the side of the pit and put her hands on the ground to pull herself out. With another loud scream, she stood straight up and then fell backwards in the slime. She ended up sitting down with only her head, shoulders, and the top of her tits showing above the mud. Her head was completely covered in the slimy mud which didn’t seem to be rinsed off at all by the light spray that was keeping everything wet. She sat there yelping and crying for the rest of the event.
Four more girls soon joined slave 202 in the Lightning Pit. They all yelped when they were pushed into the electrified mud, but having seen what the higher voltage on the ground did to slave 202, they just huddled in the middle of the pit, shaking and yelping with the voltage. The crowd applauded wildly each time a new slave girl was forced into the Lightning Pit.
Mousey watched as slave wendy went after slave chiquita. It was like watching a greased pig contest. Slave wendy was at least a half a foot taller than slave chiquita, but in this muck, that was no advantage. Slave chiquita just laughed as slave wendy tried to lift her out of the mud and then tried to push her toward the barrier. Slave chiquita bounced slave wendy off her body like waves cresting on a rock. Then slave chiquita started pushing slave wendy, only it wasn’t toward the barrier. It was toward the edge on the opposite side of the pit. Slave chiquita kept pushing and bouncing slave wendy until she was right up against the edge of the pit. That’s when slave chiquita reached up higher and pushed hard against slave wendy’s boobs. Slave wendy was the tallest of the slaves at the rodeo. That gave her an advantage at many things, but not Thunder Pit wrestling. Her knees were right at, or just above the height of the ground, which meant that when slave chiquita pushed her hard that one last, time, she fell backwards onto her back on the electrified ground.
Her scream was loud and shrill as her body shook and quivered. She tried to get up, but slave chiquita had reached down into the mud and grabbed slave wendy’s ankles. She lifted slave wendy’s feet up into the air so that her body was pressed even more firmly onto the ground. Slave chiquita pushed slave wendy’s legs above her head and held them there, smiling broadly, until poor wendy’s screams started to morph together into one continuous wail. Slave chiquita’s smile turned to a very high-pitched laughter. She stood laughing for a few moments, then she pulled slave wendy into the muck of the Thunder Pit. Slave wendy gave no opposition as slave chiquita dragged her across the surface of the Thunder Pit, stood her up, and then pushed her face first into the Lightning Pit. Once in the Lightning Pit, slave wendy joined slave 202, sitting in the mud yelping and crying.
Soon it was just slave chiquita, slave ahuza and Mousey left in the Thunder Pit. Mousey thought that slave ahuza and she could, together, lift slave chiquita over the barrier into the Lightning Pit. They were successful... sort of. They easily lifted slave chiquita out of the mud and flung her toward the Lightning Pit, but slave chiquita grabbed hold of Mousey’s neck as she went over the barrier and pulled her with her into the electrified mud. Mousey gasped as the current began pulsing her body. It wasn’t unbearably painful, but it was definitely unpleasant. As they stood together gasping and yelping, slave chiquita leaned in and said to Mousey, “If you can’t defeat your enemies, at least take them with you.” Then she laughed her high-pitched laugh.
Meanwhile, slave ahuza was standing in the Thunder Pit in a victory pose while some sort of long trumpet piece played in the speakers. When the trumpets finally stopped, the water mist and the electricity shut off and the announcer said. “Slave ahuza is the winner of this session’s Thunder Pit Wrestling Match. Masters and Mistresses may claim your slaves once they are rinsed off.”
The slaves were directed out of the pits and ordered to stand a little ways away on a large tarp which was staked to the ground. The two men who helped Gary pulled what looked like firehoses onto either side of the tarp and opened the valves on the nozzles so that a cone of water rushed out. The spray was cold, and strong enough to knock most of the girls off their feet. The men kept spraying until the girls– and the tarp– were clear of mud. When the slave girls finally got shakily to their feet, the announcer said, “Masters and Mistresses you may pick up your slaves. Remember to get them cleaned up properly for this evening’s sulky races. Mistress Ilena, the prize money has been credited to your account.”
Mousey stood shivering on the tarp until Blanche called her name. “Miss Mousey,” Blanche called out, “you come over here honey and we’ll go back to the RV.”
Mousey scurried over to where Blanche was standing and then followed her back to the RV. Once inside, Blanche said, “I know that more water isn’t what you want right now, but those hoses don’t really rinse the dirt off you. They just wash it down to a fine layer. You go stand in that shower and get yourself clean, not just rinsed off. Make sure your hair is clean, too, but don’t worry about what it looks like. It will be under a helmet anyway.”
She did as she was told. In fact, she stood under the shower until the hot water started to run out. The water system on the Winnebago supposedly would never run out of hot water, but it did start to cool a little after a while. When the hot shower began to be just very warm, Mousey finally got out and began drying herself.
“I really would like to let you have a regular meal,” Blanche said, “but you have to run tonight so I need to keep things simple.” Mousey looked at the table. There was another glass of the protein drink.
“I probably shouldn’t tell you this, but you are going to be with Gary tonight,” Blanche said slowly. “He did promise,” she added quickly, “that it would be just him. He won’t bring any of his friends over. But he can be a bit cruel at times.” She smiled at Mousey. It was a real smile for a change. “It would probably help if you won the race tonight. He will have some bets on it.”
“You would probably be better off betting against me if you want to make money,” Mousey said. “The ponies with the longest legs have an advantage. All things being equal, slave wendy should be a favorite to win.”
“She is,” Blanche replied, “but I’ve seen you run. So has most of the camp. Several of the Masters think you’ve got a chance.”
“I’ll try my best,” Mousey said. “I always do, but I have to do six steps for every five of slave wendy’s. It will probably be me and slave chiquita fighting it out for last place.”
“Master Martinez might not be racing slave chiquita,” Blanche said. “They will probably be in bed fucking all afternoon and night. She may not be much to look at, but she knows how to please a man. She will keep him going until even the Viagra can’t make him stiff again. And then she’ll get a couple more rounds out of him.”
Mousey laughed. When Blanche looked at her funny, she said, “BDSM relationships are very complex. It is often hard to tell who is the Master and who is the slave.”
“That’s easy to say when you’re not the one wearing the collar,” Blanche said flatly. Her voice and face had lost all expression.
“You’re Gary’s slave,” Mousey said suddenly. Her face and her voice showed her surprise.
“Not anymore,” Blanche replied. “Not even that. He freed me... sort of... he... he... took away my collar.” She was almost to the point of crying, “Now I’m just a wife... I guess. I’m not really a Mistress even though that’s what some people call me. I’m not good at it. I try to do things the way Gary would have, but it’s not the same. I don’t... enjoy it the way Gary does.”
“So you’re playing at being a sadistic Mistress?” Mousey said quietly.
“The sadistic isn’t all an act,” Blanche replied. “After you’ve been hurt enough, sometimes you learn to enjoy watching others get hurt.”
“Because it isn’t you,” Mousey said softly.
“Because it isn’t me,” Blanche repeated flatly.
“He still hurts you doesn’t he?” Mousey said.
Blanche took in a very deep breath, straightened up with her shoulders back, and said, “I think this conversation has gone far enough. I don’t know why I said those things to you.” Her face got very firm and her voice got harsh as she said, “And if you repeat anything I said to anyone I will kill you.”
“I won’t,” Mousey replied. Then she crossed her wrists in front of herself and said, “Slave’s honor.”
“Slave’s honor,” Blanche repeated, mirroring the placement of Mousey’s hands.
“Now you go rest for a bit,” Blanche said firmly. “You’ve got a race to run tonight.”

Chapter Eleven

A Sulky Race

 




Mousey wasn’t sure how long she had slept. It seemed like only minutes, but the sun was already low in the sky when Blanche called out her name to awaken her. After she was fully awake, Blanche said, “Make sure your bladder and bowels are both empty, or at least that you don’t have to go, and we will go over to the trailer and get you tacked out.”




Blanche led Mousey out of the RV over to the back of the trailer that had held the golf carts and display trailer for the first night. The tack was similar to what Master Bill had used in the carriage race, but all of the straps were thinner so it covered less of her body. Or maybe it covered more of her body but showed slices of a wider area. It seemed as if there were a hundred small straps that Blanche carefully pulled into place before fastening them together. “If these were all buckles,” she said flatly, “I’d be here all day just getting you in and out of this thing.”
Mousey looked down for the first time and said, “Wow, you’re right.”
There were eight straps on each breast, each about a quarter of an inch wide. They were connected to a bright silver ring about an inch in diameter that circled her nipple and were held in the proper place by a circle of leather which went around the base of her breast. After passing through the circle of leather, the straps in the middle connected to a wider strap that went up to a wide leather collar which was wrapped loosely around her neck. The outer straps went all the way around her body to a wider strap that connected to the leather collar and then went all the way down her spine. The upper straps converged together to connect to a bright silver ring that created sort of a choker necklace around her neck just below the leather collar. Most of the straps were adjusted by how they wrapped over the silver nipple rings, but the upper straps could also be adjusted at the silver collar. The lower straps went down to a wide belt around her waist. Below the belt, a series of straps converged on her cunt from the front and the back forming sort of a see through bikini bottom. There was a silver ring– and adjustment point– around her clit and another that she could feel– but not see– at the top of her ass crack. Between those two silver rings she could feel something cold and thin resting in her crack and slit. It was two thin, silver chains.
“Most of this is just for show for the leather freaks and the bondage dreamers,” Blanche said with disgust. “If it were me, I would run you in just the belt. That’s all that’s really needed anyway. The chains from the sulky’s poles connect to the sides of the belt.” She gave a short laugh, “And, of course, the tail spike connects to the belt for stability.”
Blanche held up a horse’s tail that looked like it was on the end of a hook of some sort. The metal of the hook went up just a little from the tail before turning sharply down and then curving back up again and ending in a large ball. “This model uses an anal hook to keep it in place,” Blanche explained, “but the hook can turn sideways, or at least flop back and forth, when you’re running so this little chain connects to the back of the belt to keep it upright. Some of the Masters and Mistresses wait ‘til just before the start of the race to insert it, but I think it works better if you can get used to the feel before you start running.”
Mousey wasn’t sure she agreed with that, but she didn’t have a choice. “Spread your legs slightly,” Blanche ordered and Mousey did. There was a quick pushing sensation on her rosebud and then the feeling of something solid and cold between her ass cheeks. She could feel Blanche connecting the short chain to the back of her belt.
“Another reason to put that in early,” Blanche continued, “is that I can use an absorbing lube on it. In a few minutes the lube will be gone and the bulb will stay in place when you run. Otherwise, I would have to shove it in dry or risk it coming out during the race.”
Mousey was starting to think that maybe she did agree with Blanche’s way of doing things.
“I also like to put your headdress in place before we walk over to the track,” Blanche said. “It gives you time to get used to the weight.”
The headdress was similar to the hood Mousey had been wearing when she was paraded into the arena the first night except there was a tall plume of black feathers sticking straight up out of the top. As with the previous hood, there were eye holes and the number 803 in silver across her forehead.
“Put your hands behind your back,” Blanche said suddenly. Mousey automatically did as she had been ordered. Blanche quickly pulled a bondage sleeve up over Mousey’s arms and began tying it in place. 
“Sorry to surprise you like that,” Blanche said, “but a lot of the girls get skittish when you go to bind their arms. I guess they don’t like being made to feel helpless.”
Mousey thought, but did not say, “You got that right!”
“I’ll put the bells on and attach the reins when we get over to the track,” Blanche said as she started walking away from the trailer. Mousey followed along behind her, trying not to wince as the anal hook moved with each step. By the time they got to the track, she no longer noticed it.
The sulky was a low cart with what appeared to be bicycle tires on each side of it. There was a bench-type seat built into the cart and two long poles that were welded to the base of the cart and then curved up and forward so that the ponygirl could stand between them. When Mousey was chained in place, she was at least four feet in front of the floor of the cart.
“Let’s start with the reins,” Blanche said. Mousey opened up her mouth so a bit could be inserted, but Blanche laughed and said, “You wish.” The reins attached to the silver rings around Mousey’s nipples.
Once the reins were in place, Blanche held up two small, silver bells which were attached to some sort of screw clamp. Once she had tightened the clamps onto Mousey’s nipples, Blanche gave each of the bells a flick with her finger. They rang brightly.
“Just checking to make sure everything’s tight and they don’t fall off,” Blanche said. “Now follow me into the arena.”
The twelve sulkies were lined up at an angle with their right wheel almost touching the outer wall of the arena. Most of the jockeys were already in place. Mistress Ilena was driving slave ahuza, and Mistress Terry was driving slave wendy. Mousey didn’t know the other Masters and Mistresses, though she assumed that Master Martinez was driving slave chiquita, who was tacked out in white with a white feather headdress. She also assumed that Master Merkle was driving slave 202, at least that was the name of the Master who claimed the prize money for the orgasm contest on the first night.
The sulkies were in number order and packed in right next to each other. That put slave wendy right next to Mousey. Slave wendy bounced over close and turned as best she could to Mousey. Her eyes, visible through the hood, were wide with fear. “Mousey, please,” she almost sobbed, “you have to let me win this. If I lose she’s going to sell me.”
“If I don’t try,” Mousey said, “they’ll beat us both and then Mistress Bitch will still sell you.”
Slave wendy gasped and struggled to hold in more sobs. “But best of luck,” Mousey said and tried to smile. At least slave wendy had hope. Mousey knew that whether she won or lost, she was being sold to the traffickers at the auction tomorrow morning.
There was a slight screech as the PA system came to life. “Jockeys board your sulkies,” the announcer barked out.
Mousey had expected that Blanche or Gary would be driving her, but instead Frank, the cadaverously thin man who handled technical things like the TVs stepped up into the sulky. “Gary has bets on the race,” Mousey thought, “and he sandbagged them. They were figuring a small girl like me would be slow pulling a big man or woman like Gary or Blanche, so instead he has Frank driving and Frank probably weighs less that I do.”
Mousey found herself smiling as the announcer called out, “Jockeys ready your ponies.”
Mousey wasn’t sure what that meant, but found out when the reins went tight on both breasts. The announcer then gave a short count down “Three, two, one, GO!”
Both reins went slack and Mousey felt a whip snap on her right asscheek. She would find out as they raced around the track that Frank was an expert with the whip and could use just the amount of force to really sting, but not interfere with her ability to run.
The race was ten laps, but the first two laps were pretty slow as the jockeys sorted out the sulkies and the faster ponygirls moved to the front. Soon they were racing three abreast in four rows with slave chiquita lagging almost a full length behind the back row. Mousey, slave wendy, and slave 203 were in the front row. Slave 203 was the girl that had made the awkward prance step at the judging look graceful. Now it was apparent that she was a trained ponygirl. She was running effortlessly while Mousey and slave wendy were obviously straining.
The best horse, however, can be balanced out by a totally incompetent jockey. Slave 203's Master was evidently not satisfied to run abreast with Mousey and slave wendy and was using his whip furiously to urge his slave on. Unfortunately, he was nowhere near the master of the whip that Frank was. At least half of the time, his whip strokes struck well below slave 203's ass cheeks. The gluteous maximus can take that kind of abuse, but the hamstrings– the muscles from below the ass to the knee– are very sensitive to damage. It was only a matter of time before the inevitable occurred and slave 203 stumbled and nearly fell, limping badly because of a charlie horse in her right leg.
Luckily the sulkies behind her were able to go around without crashing, but now it was a two pony race. Frank and Mistress Terry used their whips sparingly– but regularly– to remind Mousey and slave wendy to give their utmost. They were still neck and neck... or perhaps for this kind of race that should be nipple and nipple when they entered the final lap.
Both Mousey and slave wendy looked exhausted, but on the last stretch, slave wendy suddenly had a burst of speed and finished almost a full sulky length ahead of Mousey. Mousey had not slowed down. She crossed the finish line with everything she had. Slave wendy had somehow managed to find a sudden burst of speed and beat her.
The jockeys all took their ponies around the track for one more lap to cool them down and then all of the sulkies, except for Mistress Terry and slave wendy left the track. Mistress Terry stood in the sulky and waved to the crowd as slave wendy trotted around the track for Mistress Terry’s victory lap.
When Frank got Mousey back to the barn area and started releasing her from the sulky, he said, “I thought you had her. What happened?”
Mousey looked at him and said, “I was the lion.”
Frank looked startled and said, “What?”
“Three lions were lying in the grass, bragging about their hunting abilities,” Mousey began, “when a gazelle walked near where they were hiding. ‘Watch this,’ one of the lions said and he dashed out after the gazelle. He chased that gazelle for ten or fifteen minutes before coming back to the other lions all out of breath and gasping. ‘What happened?’ one of the other lions asked and he explained, ‘You have to understand. I was running for my lunch. That gazelle was running for its life.’” She paused and then said, “I was the lion.”
Frank took a deep breath and then said simply, “Yup.”
A few minutes later Blanche came over and started removing the rest of the tack. “Might as well leave it all with the sulky,” she said, “it all goes back up in the trailer anyway.”
With all of the straps detached, the whole thing slipped down over Mousey’s waist and hung from the weird-shaped hook which held her tail. Blanche reached between Mousey’s legs and pulled the hook out of her ass. It hurt a lot more coming out that it had going in.
Blanche detached the tail and then handed the hook to Mousey. “Clean that,” she ordered.
“How?” Mousey asked. Blanche just stared at her and Mousey said, “Oh.”
She had done worse and the big ball on the end of the hook was basically clean. It was more the thought of putting something in her mouth that had just been in her ass. When she saw Blanche smiling, she knew that Blanche was enjoying Mousey’s discomfort and humiliation.
“Perk up,” Blanche said cheerfully, “Gary won his bets. He will be in a good mood and tonight shouldn’t be too bad.”
“But I lost,” Mousey said.
“No,” Blanche replied, “you just didn’t win. There’s a difference. Gary bet on you to show. Most people didn’t think you would do even that. You surprised a lot of people, little mouse.”

“Yeah, I do that, don’t I?” Mousey replied. She took a deep breath as she thought of how surprised Blanche was going to be when she found out that Mousey was an undercover agent who would bring down their whole operation... hopefully. Right now, Mousey wouldn’t be willing to bet that she wasn’t going to end up in some Mexican whorehouse with nobody knowing where she was.

Chapter Twelve

An Evening With Gary

 




Gary was in a pretty good mood. He asked Mousey to sit in the living room and have a beer with him. After they both had just about finished their beer, he leaned in so he was almost in her face. “It’s this way, little mouse,” he said with a leering grin, “I can get pleasure from sex or from pain. If you do good in the sex department, I won’t have to get out my floggers and cattle prods.”




“That’s an interesting was of seducing me,” Mousey said with a fleeting smile.
“I’m not seducing,” Gary said, still grinning, “I’m fucking. And if you can take me around the world twice, I’ll just chain you up in the back and let you sleep until morning. But if we don’t get back around the second time, then I’ll just have to whip you silly with an electric dildo shoved up your twat.”
“Shall we go back to the bedroom?” Mousey asked.
“No, little mouse,” he replied, “we stay up here with the lights on and all the curtains open so everyone can see that my little mouse knows how to pleasure a man.” 
He reached down and unzipped his pants. “Now’s as good a time as any to start,” he said. His grin had turned totally into a leer.
Mousey chugged the rest of her beer and set the bottle on the little table next to her chair. Gary had intentionally seated himself so that he was looking forward out of the big windshield on the front of the RV. All it took was the press of a button for a curtain to roll around and close off that huge glass window, but Gary wanted people to see him controlling and humiliating Mousey.
Mousey knelt before him between his legs and said, “I have only one request. After we go to Greece may I please wipe you off with a washcloth before we go back to France?”
Gary stopped to think a minute. His face became blank as he visualized something in his mind. “Normally, little mouse,” he finally said, “I would make you take my shitty prick into your mouth and clean it off before you started blowing me. But since you asked so nicely on your knees... and since I’m in such a good mood, I will let you do that.” His face hardened and he looked directly into Mousey’s eyes. “But you’d better,” he said harshly, “give me the best blowjob and the best fuck and best ass fuck that I have ever had or I will make you suck the shit off my prick and then clean out my asshole just for fun. You got that?!”
“Yes, sir,” Mousey answered as she leaned in and began lapping at Gary’s prick with the tip of her tongue. He instantly went from semi-flaccid to rock hard. She moved her head so that she could take his entire prick into her mouth. She would be able to give him much more sexual pleasure if he took off his pants, but Gary was more interested in his sadistic pleasures and a naked female kneeling between the legs of a fully-clothed man was, for him, an image of ultimate power and degradation. He looked out at the small gathering of people watching him and Mousey and smiled with pleasure.
Mousey could feel him twitching and knew that he could erupt in her mouth at any moment. But she also knew that if he went too soon, he would think that people thought less of him and that might send him into a rage. So Mousey began bouncing her head up and down his shaft, but her tongue was not touching his prick and her lips were barely making contact with the sides of his prick as she bounced up and down. To those watching, it looked like she was trying as hard as she could to make him cum, but in fact, she was barely stimulating him. If it felt like he was becoming less stiff, she would tighten her lips or move her tongue so that it slid over his glans and down the length of his shaft. She was afraid that he would be upset with what she was doing, but instead, he started to moan softly. Evidently he liked being held on the edge like this. When it seemed to Mousey like much more than the normal amount of time had passed, she clamped down on Gary’s prick with her lips and began slithering her tongue over the tip. He spurted in seconds.
Mousey continued to move up and down on Gary’s prick while swallowing all of his cum. He hadn’t said she had to swallow, but she knew that it would impress him that she did. “You are a great little cocksucker, little mouse. Did you know that?”
Several really sarcastic answers flitted through Mousey’s mind, but she remained silent. After a few moments she said, “Where do you want me?”
“Turn that chair around so it is pointed this way and kneel in it,” Gary said, pointing to the passenger side chair which could be used in the living room or turned forward for use while the RV was on the road.
“Cunt before ass,” Mousey said. “You promised.”
Gary hadn’t actually promised that, but he wasn’t planning on taking the Hershey Highway anyway... yet. “I’m gonna fuck you from behind,” he said harshly, “so people can see your face and see that I can drive you out of your mind.” He laughed slightly as he grabbed the chair and pulled Mousey over so that she was kneeling on the seat of the chair and bent over the back. She was looking right out of the front window at the faces of the small crowd which was staring back in.
Gary plunged immediately into her. Luckily he hadn’t seen her fingering herself as she blew him. Or, if he saw it, he thought she was just enjoying what was going on. She wasn’t, but she knew that he was going to fuck her next and was trying to get herself ready. She was somewhat successful and it wasn’t overly painful as Gary forced himself in. There was still some pain. Mousey was a small woman who could accommodate even very large pricks, but she needed to be really ready, not just partially lubricated.
Gary knelt in the chair behind Mousey and began ramming rhythmically into her cunt. She could tell from the feel of his legs against her ass that he had taken off at least his pants. After a few minutes, he leaned farther forward and reached under Mousey’s chest to grab her breasts and squeeze her nipples. Mousey squealed as Gary pinched and twisted.
Gary smiled to himself. He knew that the people watching would be unable to tell for sure whether the distortion of Mousey’s face was caused by pain or by passion. If it took pain to make Mousey look like she was enjoying his actions, then pain is what Mousey would get. After another few minutes of thrusting, Gary grunted loudly and collapsed on Mousey’s back. She could now tell that he was totally naked.
He lay there breathing heavily for some time. Finally, he stood up, pulled out of Mousey’s cunt and said, “You need to get me back in action to finish this first round.”
He then sat back down in his chair and spread his legs. His prick hung shriveled between his legs. “We don’t have a fluff girl available between takes on this set,” he said sarcastically, “so I guess you will have to bring it back to life.” Gary had evidently done some porn sometime in his life. Probably when he was younger and in much better shape.
Mousey knelt between Gary’s legs. He reached out his hands and put them on her head, thinking that she would use her mouth to get him back up, but instead, she reached out with her hands and grabbed his prick. Then she cupped his balls in her hand. “Hmm, heavy,” she said in a sultry voice, knowing that would please him... and possibly help get him back to erect. She looked up. Gary’s eyes were closed as he savored her touch. Mousey moved her hand back and down so she could move her middle finger between Gary’s legs while still holding his balls. Pushing his balls back until they were firm against his groin, she was able to reach his asshole with the tip of her finger. She then began rubbing his sphincter with her finger while stroking his shaft with the other hand. Soon he was more than firm and ready.
“Back in the chair,” he growled and stood up. His prick stood out straight from his body. He smiled at the crowd still watching the perverted show and centered the tip of his shaft between Mousey’s ass cheeks. He pushed forward, expecting to have to ram himself into her nether hole. But he wasn’t aware that Mousey had tremendous control over the muscles of her body. While bringing Gary back to stiff, she had lubricated herself with the cum that was oozing out of her cunt and was now forcing her anal sphincter to relax. Gary entered her surprisingly smoothly and gasped as he realized that he was now balls deep in her petite ass.
He didn’t have to twist Mousey’s nipples to cause her face to contort with pain. She had relaxed herself, but it was still a very a tight fit. The tightness of Mousey’s anal sphincter, and her whimpering cries of pain took him over the top in just a few strokes. Mousey pushed back with her ass and stood up slightly. Gary fell back into his chair, his now deflated prick popped out of her ass with a loud sound, almost like a cork coming out of a bottle.
“That’s one trip around the world,” Gary said. “Get me ready for another world trip.”
“You promised I could clean you up first,” Mousey said softly. “I can make it a very pleasurable experience for you.”
“You’d better,” Gary growled. 
Mousey didn’t wait for further permission. Instead, she hurried into the bathroom and began lathering up a washcloth. She wetted a second washcloth and then grabbed a new towel out of the linen closet.
“Get me a beer before you come back,” Gary yelled from the front room.
The refrigerator was just behind him and Mousey wanted to call out, “Get your own damn beer,” but instead she obediently got a cold one out of the refrigerator, opened it, and set it on the small table next to the chair. She then knelt between his legs and began cleaning his prick. There was a slight catch in her breath when she noticed a trace of blood on the side of his shaft. He had probably torn her slightly.
Once he was clean and dry, she started licking the tip of his prick. It almost immediately became stiff. Mousey wondered how many little blue pills Gary had taken while waiting for her and Blanche to get back to the RV. She was no longer worried about what the people on the other side of the windshield thought. All she wanted was to get this over with. She slurped and bounced up and down on his prick, forming a tunnel with her tongue that she ran along the entire bottom of his shaft. In a very short time, he spurted into her mouth. This time, rather than swallowing his entire load, she spit some of it back onto her hand and rubbed it into her cunt and ass for more lubrication. If he wouldn’t provide lube, she would.
“Back on the chair,” he ordered and she did so. Mousey thought that he wouldn’t be able to bring little Gary back to attention that quickly, but almost as soon as she was in position, he was once again driving into her and slamming his hips into her ass cheeks. “He must have taken more pills while I was in the kitchen,” she thought as she stared out the window. Gary either no longer cared whether or not she was responding or he was too far gone on alcohol and Viagra to notice, but he didn’t bother to grab her breasts or twist her nipples. Instead, he just pumped like a machine for three or four minutes before grunting and lying down over her back.
He lay on top of her for several minutes before suddenly jerking upright and saying, “Almost there, little mouse. You just need to get me up one more time and then get back over that chair.”
He remained standing, but backed up from the chair slightly. Mousey knelt in front of him and reached up with both hands between his legs and began stroking his ass. She slowly moved her hands together so that her fingers were running up and down his crack. Then she started pushing against his asshole with one finger. It was like flipping a switch. Little Gary was once more up and raring to go.
Mousey turned and got back into the chair. Gary stood behind her and began to push his manhood into her ass. The memory of the blood on his prick after the first time interfered with Mousey’s ability to relax and Gary had a hard time pushing into her. That was both good and bad. It was bad because it increased the pain. But it was good because by the time Gary had pushed fully inside of her, he had already reached climax and was once more lying across her back.
She remained in the chair with Gary inside her and on top of her for several minutes. Then she moved herself sideways so that Gary rolled off of her back and onto the floor. She yelped as his prick pulled out of her ass sideways. She was pretty sure that she was torn more than once.
She gingerly stood up and looked down at Gary lying on the floor. His eyes were partially open, but he was snoring lightly, or maybe he was just having trouble breathing. Mousey stood looking out the windshield for a moment. The crowd was gone. This was her chance to escape. She would be gone before anyone knew she was missing. Then her shoulders slumped. There was nowhere to go. She didn’t know where she was. It was dark. And the people here would, as Blanche had said, hunt her down just for sport.
She stepped down out of the RV and called out softly, “Blanche? Are you out here?”
Blanche stepped out of the darkness and said, “What’s up, little mouse?”
“Gary’s unconscious,” she said flatly. “I think he took too many little blue pills. ... And he had about five beers.”
“That stupid son of a bitch,” Blanche said harshly. “I’ve told him about that. He’s going to kill himself some day.” 
She looked at Mousey and asked, “Is he breathing?”
“He’s kind of snoring,” Mousey said.
Blanche motioned for Mousey to go back into the RV and followed her in. She looked at Gary on the floor and said, “I don’t know why I don’t divorce him... or shoot him. He is one useless son of a bitch.”
She then pulled Gary up onto the couch and said to Mousey, “Help me get him arranged here. We need to put him on his stomach with his head lower than his stomach. That way if he hurls he won’t drown in his own puke.”
Mousey ran back to the bathroom and brought out a large towel which she arranged under Gary’s face, just in case.
After they had Gary properly arranged, Blanche said, “Go take a shower, then let me check you for damage.”
“I’m bleeding a little from back there,” Mousey said.
Blanche shook her head and said, “I’ve got some ointment for that. Then you’d better get some sleep. The auction’s in the morning and after that it might get rough for you.”
“Do you know what happens to the girls who go south?” Mousey asked.
Blanche looked very weary. “Master James doesn’t say,” she said flatly. “But none of the girls are ever seen again.”
“Why do you keep doing this?” Mousey asked firmly, turning Blanche so she could look into her eyes.
“You don’t cross Master James,” Blanche said softly. “Those who do, don’t go south, but they are never seen again either.” They stood silently looking at each other until Blanche said flatly, “Go shower.”

Mousey showered, then Blanche checked her over and rubbed some ointment into her rosebud. Then they both went to sleep in the bedroom. Blanche didn’t bother to chain Mousey, but Mousey was still there in the morning when they both woke up to the chirping of Blanche’s alarm.

 

Chapter Thirteen

The Auction

 




Blanche told Mousey to stay in bed while she got herself ready and then she would fix them both some breakfast. Blanche wasn’t much of a cook, but those eggs and bacon and fresh toast tasted wonderful to Mousey. Blanche even poured Mousey a cup of coffee.




“Condemned woman’s last meal,” Mousey said to Blanche after they had finished.
Blanche looked down and said, “I wish you wouldn’t put it that way.” 
“It is what is,” Mousey said with a shrug. Then she took Blanche’s hands and said, “I know you can’t save me, Blanche, but you can save the next girl. Go to the police. Tell them what is happening. Testify against Master James and his cronies.”
“You sound like a cop,” Blanche said coldly.
“No,” Mousey replied, “I sound like someone who cares whether you live or whether you die. And Master James will tire of you soon or begin to suspect that you are starting to have doubts... which you are.” She paused and then said softly, “And you are too old to go south with the rest of the girls.”
Blanche hurriedly took the dishes from the table and put them in the sink. “I can’t think about that right now,” she said nervously. “I have to get you ready for the auction.”
“What do you need to do?” Mousey asked.
“Makeup, hair, that sort of thing,” Blanche answered.
“Then let’s do it,” Mousey replied.
Thirty minutes later they left the RV. Mousey was prepared the same as she had been for the judging the first night down to the wrist cuffs that locked together. The chain, which Blanche was holding in her hand, was hanging totally slack as the two women walked side by side over to the arena barn.
The circular stage from Hidden Rock was now set up in the arena. It covered most of the dirt floor and was only a foot or two from the bleachers. A curtain had been set up that covered most of the stage, leaving just a small portion exposed. Blanche led Mousey behind the curtain where the twelve platforms were bunched together more or less facing the curtain. She locked Mousey to her platform and then began crying softly.
“I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” she kept repeating, “but there’s nothing I can do.”
“There will come a time when you can do something,” Mousey said firmly. “When that time comes you have to pull yourself together and act. You can save the next girl.”
Blanche was still crying softly as she walked out of the arena barn. Mousey looked around her. All of the girls except slave wendy were now locked in place. That was to be expected. Mistress Terry wasn’t one to wait on others. She would arrive last. She would wait for no one, but everyone else could wait for her.
One of Gary’s henchmen came wandering through looking at each girl. When he saw the empty post 802 he muttered loudly, “Damn that Terry. She is always late.” Mousey couldn’t suppress her smile as she heard the degree of disrespect the man had for a Mistress.
A few minutes later Gary came backstage. He looked hung over, but had showered, shaved, and changed into a fresh pair of black jeans. He was now wearing a polo-style shirt with a collar. There was an emblem on the left side, but Mousey couldn’t make it out. It might have been the same emblem the judges had been wearing earlier.
“Where’ve you been?” he said suddenly. “We’re running late. Master James has a schedule to keep.”
“So do I,” Mistress Terry said in her most regal tone. “So do I,” she repeated as she locked slave wendy to the post.
Gary and his two goons then began shoving the platforms around so that they were closer to and facing the curtain. After everyone was in place, he lifted a small radio to his mouth and said, “Ready.”
The announcer’s voice called out, “Ladies and Gentlemen, Masters and Mistresses, Daddies and Doms, I present to you our current crop of slaves for auction.”
The curtain dropped with a whoosh and the two men quickly pulled it off the stage, rolled it up, and carried it away.
“Our first offering is slave 201,” the announcer said as Gary unlocked the girl and brought her forward to the center of the stage. “Slave 201 is nineteen years old and received a score of nine point three seven in the livestock judging. She has some minor bruising from the group combat, but those marks will quickly fade.” He paused as the crowd laughed then he continued, “... or they will be hidden beneath new welts and bruises.”
Gary slowly turned the girl around and then had her bend over so that her ass and cunt were totally exposed to the buyers. He returned her to a standing position and had then her stand more or less at attention facing the crowd.
“What is my first bid?” The announcer called out.
“Nine thousand,” came a quick answer from the crowd. Mousey could see that it was the man who had been with slave 201 earlier, probably her Master.
“Ninety-five hundred,” came another bid. Mousey thought that she recognized the voice, but the bright lights shining down on the stage kept her from seeing more than the first two rows of the crowd.
“Ten thousand,” 201's Master quickly replied.
“Is there another bid?” asked the announcer. “The bid is at ten thousand dollars for this fine piece of livestock. ... Going once... Going Twice... SOLD to Master Kincaid.”
Slave 201 was practically dancing up and down as Master Kincaid came up onto the stage and led her back into the crowd.
That exact process was repeated five more times. The initial bid would be nine thousand. The unknown voice would bid ninety-five hundred. The original bidder would bid ten thousand and the slave would be sold. Gary and Blanche got ten percent, so the cost of attending this rodeo must be one thousand dollars.
When slave 701 was brought forward the crowd suddenly got very quiet. “Slave 701 is open stock,” the announcer began. He then gave her age and her score in the livestock judging. The opening bid– made by the familiar voice– was twenty thousand dollars. Someone else in the crowd bid twenty-three. There was a long silence before the familiar voice bid twenty-five. The announcer had already said “Going twice,” before the second voice cried out “Thirty thousand!”
Slave 701 sold for thirty thousand dollars. Gary and Blanche would get half of that. The owner, whoever that was, would get the other half.
Slaves 702 and 703 sold for twenty thousand dollars each to the person with the familiar voice. He didn’t come up on stage, so the slaves were led back to their platforms and locked in place. Mousey was trying hard to place that voice, but she just couldn’t.
Slave ahuza, slave 801, was next. Mistress Ilena was sitting in the front row next to Mistress Terry and Master Thomas. Slave ahuza was twenty-six years old, but had received a score of ninety-nine point six two in the livestock judging. When she bent over and exposed her ass and cunt to the crowd, there was a smattering of applause. That hadn’t happened with other slaves.
“What is my first bid?” The announcer called out, using his standard phrase.
Mistress Ilena raised her hand and said, “Nineteen thousand.”
There was a gasp from the crowd. Slave ahuza’s shoulders dropped and she looked at the floor. The familiar voice called out “Twenty thousand.”
“Is there another bid?” the announcer prompted, but Mistress Ilena had already gotten up and was leaving the arena.
Slave ahuza dropped to her knees on the stage and started crying. Gary came out and tried to lead her off stage, but she wouldn’t budge. He finally had to call his two helpers up onto the stage to carry her back to her platform. Mousey looked over at slave wendy who was laughing softly at the crying slave ahuza.
Slave wendy was the next to sell. She stood smugly in the middle of the stage as they announced that she was twenty-two and had scored a nine point nine nine in the livestock judging. When Gary bent her over for the buyer’s inspection, she wiggled her ass at the crowd and clenched and unclenched her buttocks. 
She was smiling broadly as she stood up and turned once again to face the crowd. Then her face became smooth and regal. She was standing like a contestant modeling a designer gown in a Miss America contest. It was obvious that even if she had never stood on the Miss America stage, she had trained throughout her teenaged years to do so. She was probably Miss Spring Something and many other minor titles. She may have even been a runner up in a state beauty contest. Her eyes looked down at her Mistress in the front row and she smiled slightly. It was a perfect beauty contest smile, just enough to brighten her face, but not enough to change the shape of her cheekbones.
“What is my first bid?”
Mistress Terry raised her hand and said, “One dollar.” Then she and Master Thomas stood up and left the arena. She must have already paid the thousand dollars directly to Gary.
Slave wendy collapsed to her knees and then fell flat on the stage. “No, Mistress. No!” she cried from her prone position. She pushed herself back up so that she was holding her body curved up off the floor with her hands. “I fucked all those judges,” she said crying. “They gave me a nine point nine. I was best in show.”
Mistress Tracy and Master Thomas kept walking. 
“Mistress Tracy!” slave wendy called after her. “I won the race. I won the race... I won the race...” She continued repeating that as her voice slowly became overwhelmed with sobs.
“Do I have any other bids?” the announcer asked.
“Two dollars,” bid the familiar voice.
There was absolute silence in the arena. This was unheard of. A Mistress had given, not sold, a slave to the traffickers. It was the greatest sign of contempt possible.
Slave wendy lay on the stage crying until Gary’s goons physically picked her up and carried her off-stage. They didn’t lock her back to her post, but instead locked her wrists together and looped them around the post. They left her lying on her platform sobbing heavily.
Gary came over to Mousey and unlocked her wrists. “You’re up,” he said. “I thought about adding my endorsement to the auctioneer’s list, but didn’t want to brag.”
Mousey said nothing, but followed him out onto the stage.
“Our final offering today,” the announcer began, “is just Mousey, soon to be slave mousey. She is twenty-seven years old, or at least that’s what she says she is. She is small but mighty and scored nine point eight five in the livestock competition without having to fuck any of the judges.”
A loud wail could be heard from slave wendy.
“What is my first bid?”
“I bid forty thousand dollars,” said the man with the familiar voice as he stepped into the arena. It was Sam the bartender. He stepped up on the stage and continued walking until he was standing face to face with Mousey.
He turned to face the crowd and said loudly, “One other item you all might be interested in knowing is that just Mousey here is an undercover agent for Free Will or Freedom. The Mansion Club and the authorities are getting a little too close and this will have to be our last rodeo for a while.”
Turning back to face Mousey he said, “Your friends will soon tire of looking for you and go off to chase others in the livestock trade.”
Mousey felt hands tightly gripping her arms. The two goons were standing on either side of her. “Make sure her wrists are locked,” Sam said harshly, “and put hobble chains on her ankles. I don’t want her getting away.”
“You drugged me,” Mousey said softly but angrily.
“Everyone trusts the bartender,” Sam said with a smile. “And bartenders are invisible. They see everything and hear everything, but nobody notices them. I was afraid that you might taste the drug in a non-alcoholic drink, but you evidently didn’t. It’s hard to taste, actually. I’m told that it’s more like you are smelling something in the air. You possibly smelled something but didn’t suspect your drink because no one touched it but you... and me.”
He reached out and stroked Mousey’s cheek. “Bartenders also make perfect confidential informants,” he said flatly. Then he formed his face into false sadness and said, “Oh, I refused at first. I was afraid to give information on the big, bad livestock handlers.”
He stroked her face again. “I thought Master Bill was a cop, so I gave him some information on a competitor. Not anything big, but enough to put Bill and Mary on his trail. He was captured in a sting last year. That’s when they told me who they really were and asked me to be a regular informant.”
He reached out and grabbed both of Mousey’s breasts. “When they got all close with you, I put two and two together and got five. I knew you were bait, but I snapped you up anyway because I knew that once I got you out here, you were already dead and gone.”
“I’m not dead yet,” Mousey said curtly.
“But you are gone,” Sam replied.
“Should I call you Master James?” Mousey asked.
“Actually the name is James Samuelson,” he replied, “but my friends call me Sam.” He lifted up Mousey’s locked wrist cuffs and gave her a cold smile. “My slaves, however,” he said with scorn, “do call me Master James.”
The two goons took her over to a large, square building that looked like it had originally been a meat locker or freezer. They opened the door and pushed her inside. Slaves 702 and 703 as well as slave ahuza and slave wendy were already in there. A very dim light reflected off the stainless steel walls of the interior of the freezer.
“We’re going to suffocate,” slave ahuza wailed.
“No we won’t!” Mousey snapped back. “This is just where they can keep us until everyone else leaves.”
“They’re going to take us to Mexico,” slave wendy said in an almost mechanical voice. “Mistress Terry kept threatening me with this, but I never thought she would actually do it.” Her eyes were wide and vacant as she said, “Two dollars... She said that if I failed her or got too old, she would turn me into a two dollar whore.” She giggled in an almost maniacal way and said, “I fucked the judges. I won the race. I didn’t fail her... I didn’t fail her.” Her giggles turned to sobs, “She never told me that twenty-two was too old.”
“Listen,” Mousey said forcefully, “I’m an undercover agent for Free Will or Freedom. They are looking for me. They will find us all.”
“No,” slave ahuza said slowly, “they will find you... or maybe your body. I heard Gary and Master James talking. Some of Gary’s men will be taking all of us into Mexico in one of Master James’ special vans. They are taking you out into the desert to break you before they turn you over to the whore masters in Mexico. And if they don’t break you...” Her voice trailed off to silence.
Mousey stood very still taking a long, deep breath. “Ahuza,” she finally said, “they will find you.”
She reached into her mouth and pulled out a two-tooth bridge. When the other girls looked at her strangely, she said, “Motocross racing... I was a bit of a tomboy growing up.” She put the bridge back into her mouth and bit down hard. Then she wiggled it back out of her mouth.
Handing it to slave ahuza, she said, “There’s a beacon in this bridge. I just activated it by putting it back in backwards. If we were near a cell phone tower, help would already be on the way, but it works in other ways too. Keep it on you until they find you. Keep it in your mouth or in your cunt or even up your ass, just keep it.” She took both of slave ahuza’s hands and then said quietly, but very firmly, “They will find you.”
“But what about you?” slave ahuza asked.
“I’ve been playing the submissive weakling for days,” Mousey replied. “They will underestimate me and I will get away. I’ve done it before and I will do it again.”
Slave ahuza looked deep into Mousey’s eyes. She knew that Mousey was most likely sacrificing her only hope of rescue so that the four girls would be found. “Thank you,” she said softly.

Mousey acknowledged her words with merely a nod.

 
 

Chapter Fourteen

Capture

 




About a half hour later, Gary and the two goons came for the four girls. “You stay,” he said roughly to Mousey as she walked toward the door. She gave him a blank look and turned back into the locker. Gary would tell Master James that she didn’t suspect anything.




Almost another hour passed before the locker door opened once more. This time there were five men standing with Master James. All were heavily armed.
“Meet Tom, Dick, Harry, Mike, and Zeke.” Master James said, pointing to each of them. Everyone except Zeke was holding an automatic weapon of some sort. Zeke had two pistols on a gun belt like some old wild-west outlaw and had a bandolier of grenades across one shoulder. Mousey looked at the four automatic weapons. She recognized an M16 and an ancient AK47. There were also two modern guns that Mousey didn’t recognize for sure, but thought were possibly Israeli. 
“They were camped a little ways out into the desert just in case your friends actually showed up,” he said, almost laughing. He motioned for Mousey to come out. “They are excellent marksmen,” he said curtly, “If you try to run, they will shoot you... in the leg. Then you will just be in that much more pain while we have our fun with you.”
He again stroked the side of her face and said, “By the time we are done with you, you will be begging to be taken to a Juarez whore house.”
Mousey felt her lower lip trembling. She could have stopped it... maybe, but she needed them to continue thinking of her as weak and helpless.
The smell of smoke greeted Mousey as she was led over to a gray Range Rover. A beat up, open Jeep was sitting behind it. She looked around. The barn and everything wood in the compound was burning. Zeke was pouring gasoline over the outside of the old freezer/locker. After the outside was thoroughly soaked, he tossed the plastic gas can in through the door.
He stepped back and waited, holding a highway flare. “Gotta let it age,” he said with a smile that showed a lot of missing teeth. He spit on the ground, pulled the cap off the flare and lit it. Then he tossed it underhand into the freezer. There was a loud, deep, “Whoomp!” and the whole structure was ablaze.
“Damn college kids,” Master James said, faking anger. “They came out here and partied and then vandalized everything before they left.” He shook his head and added, “Happens all the time out here in the desert.”
He then threw a loose -fitting sundress over Mousey’s head and pulled it down over her body so it wasn’t as obvious that she was naked and in chains.
“Tom and Harry,” Master James said firmly, “will ride with us. “Mike, Dick, and Zeke will ride in the Jeep.” He paused and then said forcefully, “Keep ‘em locked and loaded, men. She has powerful friends looking for her.”
He pushed down on her head to force her into the back seat of the Range Rover. As he did, he said, “But they will never find you.” The last thing he did before they started off was to wrap a flesh-colored cloth blindfold over her eyes. She caught a glimpse of it as Master James brought it up to her face, and was pretty sure that it had eyes printed or drawn on it. From a distance, she would look like someone out for a ride in the desert with her friends. And Mousey was pretty sure that they weren’t going to let anyone get close enough to them to tell otherwise.

They stopped once to get something to eat out of the supplies in the back of the Range Rover and once for a bathroom break. Mousey told them they either had to take the blindfold off of her or hold her up while she peed. “But if you do that,” she said in a sing-song voice, “you’re going to end up with wet boots.” After a short pause, she said, “It’s your choice.”
They took off the blindfold.
Mousey delayed as much as she could, trying to take a quick look around. “Get on with it,” Tom yelled at her.
“I’m not used to people watching me pee,” she replied.
“Then get used to it,” Tom growled, “or we put you back in the car and let you pee yourself and sit in it for the next three hours until we get to camp.”
“I’m trying. I’m trying,” she said, shrilly, sounding almost hysterical. “Please don’t hit me. Please don’t hit me.”
“I’m not going to hit you,” Tom said, “I just want you to piss and get back into the car.”
Tom hadn’t realized it, but all the while that Mousey was talking she was slowly turning around. By the time she finally squatted and peed into the rocky sand, she had gotten a good view of the surrounding countryside. ... And her heart was now beating very fast.
Mousey knew where they were... sort of. They were somewhere in southern Arizona near the Mexican border. Or maybe in Mexico near the Arizona border. That was good– and bad– news. She knew where she was, but a lot of people die in these deserts each year trying to sneak into Estados Unidos. The border patrol has even installed solar powered radio “call stations” with a big button and instructions in several languages that say, “Push the button. Help will arrive soon.” She hadn’t seen a blinking blue beacon when she looked around so there wasn’t one close by. The tall poles that hold the beacons make them visible for several miles... unless there is a mountain in the way.
“Time to go!” yelled Master James and Mousey dutifully got back into the Range Rover. This time Tom got in the backseat with her. Once she was in place, Tom replaced the blindfold.
It was closer to four hours before they stopped again. Mousey heard Master James say roughly, “Stay with her!” Then he and Harry got out of the vehicle.
It was at least a half-hour later when the door of the Range Rover opened and Master James said curtly, “Bring her.”
As she got out of the car, Master James pulled the blindfold from her eyes and ripped the dress off her body. “No need for any of that here,” he said brusquely. “Nobody here now but us chickens.”
Mousey looked around. The dim light made it difficult to see anything. It looked like there were mountains to the west, but that could just be clouds low in the sky.
“Put her on the pole,” Master James said, and Tom grabbed her and pulled her toward a tall pole in the center of three tents. A fire was burning in front of the pole, illuminating the tents with its flickering light.
As Tom was clipping her wrist cuffs to a chain that hung from the top of the pole, Master James called out, “Listen up, everybody. Mousey LaBlaunche here is a skilled undercover operative. She is playing a part right now trying to get you to underestimate her.” He paused and then said very firmly, “Don’t! From this point on, nobody handles our little mouse unless another man has you both covered. Is that understood!”
“Yes,” the five men replied in unison. They were obviously very used to working together under Master James.
Two stakes had been driven into the ground beneath the pole about three feet apart. Tom pulled Mousey’s feet apart until the hobble chain was tight. Then he tied her ankles to the stakes.
When he stood back up, Master James said firmly, “Now just let her hang there while we get settled in. Zeke will work his magic with the fire and we will eat shortly.” He looked at Mousey and said, “Except for you. You will have to earn your food.”
Mousey just stared at the fire and tried to not think about how much her arms were hurting.
Master James had evidently somehow stashed tents and other supplies out here in the desert because there wasn’t room in the Range Rover or the Jeep for everything that was stacked around the camp, including the three large, army-style tents.
Zeke threw some more wood on the fire. “Don’t worry, honey,” he said as he grinned at her, “We won’t be burning you at the stake... yet.” He cackled at his own joke and started setting up a tripod over the fire with some sort of grill that hung from its peak. Mousey watched as he poked the fire and moved around the pieces of wood. Then he opened a sealed package of some sort and set several items that looked like hamburger patties on the grill. A little while later, he set a couple of open cans of beans on the grill.
He continued to futz with the fire while the burgers sizzled. Then, when they were done, called out, “Dinner’s ready! Come and get it.”
Master James and Mike stepped out of one of the tents. Tom and Harry stepped out of the other. Master James held up a small radio and said simply, “Status?”
Dick’s voice answered, “Everything still looks clear.” and Master James replied, “Keep your eyes open. Mike will relieve you after he eats.”
“Why do I always have to eat last?” Dick said.
“You’ll have first crack at our little mouse,” Master James replied. He stood in front of Mousey eating a burger and holding a paper plate full of beans and asked, “Who else is involved?”
When Mousey remained silent, he stepped closer and snarled, “How do you communicate? What is your backup plan?”
She remained silent. So Master James barked out, “Zeke, a little encouragement.”
“Right away, boss,” Zeke replied and bent down and picked up one of the burning branches from the fire. He was holding the part that had been sticking out of the fire, but it still had to be hot. The rest of the branch was all black and glowing.
“Don’t damage the goods... yet,” Master James said and Zeke waved the glowing end of the branch just under Mousey’s breasts.
“Zeke here isn’t much of a man anymore,” Master James said between bites of his burger. “He miscalculated one of his own explosions. Most of the damage was from the waist down.” He laughed and added, “... and perhaps from the neck up. Now he gets his pleasure from hurting people.”
“What’s your excuse?” Mousey said sharply.
“Sticks and stones, my little mouse,” Master James said. “I know what I am. I’m a Sadist. I was born this way. I liked to play with my sister’s dolls as a little kid. But not the way my sister played with them. I would tie them up or burn them with my father’s blow torch or drown them upside down in a pail of water. When I grew up, I discovered that it gave me pleasure in a manly sort of way to do the same things to people.”
He took the branch from Zeke and whipped it back and forth through the air several times so that the tip glowed even brighter. Then he held the branch right next to Mousey’s slit.
“Unlike Zeke, however,” he continued, “pain isn’t my only pleasure. It does, however, add to my other pleasures. I will go much higher if you are in pain while I fuck you. Or, if I can humiliate you and fuck you at the same time. Or humiliate you and fuck you and cause pain all at the same time. There are so many combinations and possibilities.” 
The radio on Master James’ shoulder crackled to life. “Eye in the sky is flying tonight.”
Master James threw his paper plate... and the remains of his meal... on the fire. “Build it up, Zeke, but no flaring. Just throw more wood on it.”
Soon the fire was practically roaring. Mousey was becoming uncomfortably hot from the flames. Her body was becoming shiny with perspiration.
Master James chuckled. “The border patrol flies a big blimp on a long cable. They don’t fly it every day, but when they do, they can see miles and miles into the desert from up there with infrared cameras that pick up human body heat... especially after dark.”
He wiped some of the sweat off of Mousey’s tits with two of his fingers and then flicked it onto the ground. “Most coyotes and smugglers,” he said, “would try to put out their fires and hide from the cameras as soon as they know it’s up there. But that is stupid. You can’t hide... unless you don’t try. Then they mark your position on their little computers and tag you as tourists or hunters or some boy scout troop camping in the wilderness.” He squeezed one of Mousey’s nipples and said harshly, “The important thing is that they leave you alone. As long as we stay in camp, or at least close to camp, they won’t even report our location in their daily reports.”
He opened his fly and pulled out his prick. “As a matter of fact,” he said with a leering smile, “they especially won’t report us if they are zooming in on us and watching us fuck in the darkness all alone out here in the desert.”
Master James crouched down slightly so he could line himself up with Mousey’s cunt. Then he pushed upward and forced himself inside. He was now tight against her with his prick buried balls-deep in her cunt.
“I really can’t move with you being so short and all,” he said. “So you’re going to have to do most of the work.”
When Mousey remained motionless, he called out, “Zeke! Some encouragement.”
Mousey suddenly felt something very hot on her thigh. Zeke was using a piece of brush to smear some of the juice from the beans on the back of her leg. She instinctively tried to pull away from the pain.
“That’s the way, little mouse,” Master James said. “Rotate those hips.”
Mousey gave up and began undulating her hips, scraping her ass against the post, but effectively fucking Master James while standing bound in the lambda position.
He spoke softly in her ear, “Just think of all those techs who are going to see the thermal image of you fucking me. If they run it through image enhancement– which they will– it will almost be like watching you in the daylight.”
Mousey knew he was saying those things to humiliate her. She knew not to let it get to her. But it had been a long week. It DID get to her and she started crying softly.
In response, Master James started thrusting into her as she gyrated on his prick. “That’s my little mousey,” he said happily. “That’s my little broken mousey.”
Mousey wasn’t quite broken yet, but she was no longer the calm, sure, agent that she had been a few days... or even a few hours ago. Master James figured that by morning she would be ready to turn over to his buyers in Mexico. Just one more broken girl going south into oblivion.
Master James stood tight against Mousey letting his prick slowly deflate while still inside her. He reached up to his shoulder and keyed his radio. “Status?” he said.
“Still clear,” came the response. Then Dick said, “You said you would relieve me so I could eat. What’s holding that up?”
“Sending Tom and Harry for night shift,” Master James replied. He looked to his side where Tom, Harry, Mike and Zeke stood watching. 
Tom picked up his M-16 and said wearily, “Got it, Boss.” Harry grabbed his AK-47 and followed along behind him. Master James trusted them to decide who would stay awake as they split the night shift. 
“Mike will relieve you at five,” Master James called out after them as they walked out of the camp.
“Yes, Boss,” Mike quickly acknowledged.
Master James slid his now limp prick out of Mousey. A few moments later, Dick walked into camp and Master James said, “You three can have her now, but make it quick. We should turn in and get some sleep tonight. We have a long day ahead of us tomorrow.”
Mike turned to Dick and said, “You thinking what I’m thinking?”
“I’m even thinking it,” Zeke said, followed by his strange cackling laugh. “I can’t get inside her, but there’s still enough of me left for her mouth.”
Mike unclipped Mousey’s hands from the chain, and then released her feet. “That chain will have to come off,” Dick said. “I’m not crawling between her legs just to get some pussy, and we can’t move her properly with it in place anyway.”
Mike looked over at Master James, but he had slipped into his tent for a moment, perhaps to clean himself off.
“Well,” Mike said, “what the boss doesn’t know won’t hurt us. It’s not like she’s gonna overpower the three of us anyway.” He then told Dick to hold her hands while he released the leg manacles from her ankles. 
After Mousey’s legs were free, Mike lifted her chin and asked, “Do you know how a King’s Crown works?”
Mousey nodded her head mechanically.
“Good,” said Mike. “Dick, you get the bottom.”
Dick lay on his back on the ground in front of the fire. Mike shoved Mousey over to him. She straddled him and settled herself down on his waiting prick. Once she had impaled herself, she shifted herself and brought one leg back, then the other so she was basically lying face down on his chest, holding herself slightly in the air with her arms and legs.
“Spread your legs a little, Dick,” Mike said, “I don’t want to kneel on your knees.”
Dick spread his legs slightly, opening Mousey’s legs as he did. Mike reached down and smeared some of the cum which was leaking out of her cunt up onto her rosebud and then knelt down and centered himself between her ass cheeks.
Mousey grunted slightly as he entered her ass. Once he was in place he said, “Zeke, your turn.”
Dick and Mike were naked, but Zeke took off only his jeans, leaving his socks and his shirt in place. His lower body was shriveled with scar tissue from his burns. His prick was twisted and bent, but was trying to become stiff.
“I don’t work like I used to, little mouse,” he said, “but if you put your mind– and your tongue– to it, you can make me cum.” His voice turned very rough and gruff as he added, “You’d better work real hard at it, because if you don’t I’ll string you back up and work on you with one of those burning sticks until I cum from your pain. You got that?!”
Mousey didn’t answer. She just stuck out her tongue and started lapping at Zeke’s disfigured member. He reached down and grabbed the back of her head and then pushed himself into her mouth.
His prick didn’t feel like a prick. It was more like someone had shoved a cold, overdone sausage into her mouth, but Mousey slurped and licked and bobbed her head as much as she could. With Dick in her cunt from below and Mike in her ass from behind there wasn’t much movement she could do with her body. So, she had to rely on moving her head up and down and side to side.
Evidently that was enough because after about four minutes, the burst sausage quivered and suddenly her mouth was filled with the most foul-tasting cum she had ever tasted. She coughed and hacked, trying not to throw up and Zeke pulled himself quickly out of her mouth.
She spit the foul liquid out onto the ground, barely missing Dick’s face. Her spasms attempting not to puke evidently caused her muscles to clamp down on Mike and Dick because they both came almost immediately.
Mike pulled out of her ass and stood behind her. She was now on the ground on her hands and knees with Dick still barely in her cunt. He lay beneath her still breathing hard from his climax. Mousey, meanwhile, stared out with glassy eyes that no longer saw what was going on around her.
“String her back up,” Master James said from in front of his tent. “Zeke, you keep watch over her tonight. Mike, you’re on watch at five. Get some sleep because I expect you to stay awake out there by yourself. Dick will take over at eight. And one of you walk out there right now and tell Tom and Harry that they can have fun with our little mouse in the morning before we leave.”
There was a chorus of “Yes, boss” from the three men. Then Master James said, “I’m turning in. Wake me at seven if I’m not already awake. And Zeke, you make sure that fire stays lit all night. We don’t want the eye in the sky to think we’re hiding from it.”
“Yes, Boss,” Zeke croaked as Master James went back inside his tent.
“Dick and I will take that tent,” Mike said, pointing to one of the tents. “Tom and Harry can have that one.” He pointed to the third tent that was somewhat farther away from the fire.
“Looks like ol’ Zeke is doing blankets by the fire again tonight,” Zeke said in a strange, cracked, sing-song voice.
Mike lifted Mousey’s arms and clipped them in place slightly higher than they had been before. When he was done, he tied her feet out extra tight, causing her legs to be spread very wide and putting even more pressure on her arms. Meanwhile, Dick walked back up the hill to tell Tom and Harry they could have Mousey in the morning.
As the Mike was going into his tent, Zeke picked up the leg hobbles and turned to call after him. Mike was already in the tent and Dick was halfway up the hill in the darkness. Zeke threw the short chain back on the ground and muttered to himself, “Won’t fit with her legs spread so far anyway. Besides, she’s not going anywhere.” He raised his voice slightly and cackled out, “Are you, little broken mouse?”
Mousey just groaned slightly and dropped her head down against her chest.
Dick came walking back into camp a few minutes later and stood by the fire. Zeke said, “Grubs keeping hot over the fire. Boss says I have to keep the fire up and watch over little mouse here all night.” He looked over at Mousey who was slumped in her bonds. “Looks like she’s ‘bout worn out,” he said, “but a fuck’s a fuck and I might get another shot at her yet.”

Dick just grunted and fixed his supper. He ate quickly and then went into the tent he was sharing with Mike.

 

Chapter Fifteen

Escape

 




Zeke kept the fire going overnight, but it was relatively small and the heat now barely reached Mousey where she hung several feet away. The cold, night, desert air revived Mousey’s body, but her mind was still beaten down. Strange shapes swirled before her eyes. Phantom wolves growled and snapped at her bare legs. Several times she woke Zeke with her screams.




Then people started coming to talk to her. Her mother stood before her crying. Master Bill appeared and stood there looking... helpless. “How could you be so stupid?!” she screamed out at him. “You could have at least had him checked out by the club! You could have warned me that he might know who I was!”
Bill gave her a sorrowful smile and said, “I did check him out, and you know I couldn’t reveal a confidential informant to someone who was intentionally going to let herself be captured.”
Mousey sagged in her bonds. Yes, she knew all that. That’s why her mind put those words in the apparition of Master Bill.
Her brothers– all six of them– came to visit her in a group. Growing up with six brothers had given her plenty of experience taking care of herself. They had included her in many of their games and exploits and her mother had to constantly remind her to “be ladylike.”
Near dawn her father came walking into the camp. Mousey had an unusual relationship with her father. He wasn’t the kind to give hugs and show love in the traditional way. He was a retired Navy Seal and had seen too much of the evil side of the world. It had changed him, but it had also made him wise.
He saw that Mousey’s future most likely did not include ladylike things and taught her fighting and survival skills. He also gave her his Wisdom of Battle. “There are two cardinal rules for battle,” he would say. “First and foremost is to remember that your anger is your enemy’s best weapon.” He would always hug her after he said that. Then he would stare behind her like he was remembering things that couldn’t be spoken of to a child, no matter her actual age.
“The second cardinal rule,” he would then say very seriously, “is that love is a great and special thing, but hate will get you through.” After he said that he would also hug her and look over her shoulder. Then he would say very seriously, “Don’t hate unless you have to, but if you have to, embrace it. Make hate your friend... and it will bring you home.” He always got really quiet after that. Mousey had always wanted to ask him what he saw when he looked over her shoulder, but there had never been the right time.
He didn’t say anything to Mousey this time. He just stood looking at her for a long, long time. Then he walked up close to her, bent in, and kissed her on the forehead, the only place that she could remember him ever kissing her. And then he was gone. But her head was now clear. Her heart was cold but her body was warm. Her anger was no longer driving her, but her hatred for Master James and his men and what they represented was raging through her body. She no longer felt the cold. She no longer felt the welts and burns and bruises. It was time to hate. And she was welcoming hatred as her friend.
It was only a little after dawn when she heard Tom and Harry arguing. “Boss said we could have her this morning,” Tom said loudly, “but he is going to want to break camp as soon as he wakes up.”
“But it’s cold as fuck out there,” Harry retorted. “I’m not going to freeze my pecker off just to get a little ass.”
“Then let’s bring her in the tent,” Tom replied. “Besides, we’ve got the horse in here and we can have a little fun with her before– or after– we fuck her.”
Tom and Harry walked briskly out of the tent. They were still fully dressed and armed. Tom was holding an M-16 in his hands. Harry had an AK-47 hanging from a strap over his shoulder. Tom had a pistol tucked into the front of his belt. Harry had an automatic– probably a Glock– in a holster on his hip.
Tom handed his rifle to Harry and said, “Keep us covered.” He then told Zeke, “We’re taking her into our tent for some early morning fun.”
“Suit yourself,” Zeke replied and started stirring up the fire to make breakfast.
They quickly released Mousey and took her into the tent.
Once inside, Harry pointed to the spanking horse and said, “I’m going to strap you to that horse and beat your ass bloody.” 
Tom then added with a sneer. “Then we are going to fuck you until you scream in pain or passion.”
Harry laughed and said, “Either way you will be screaming.”
Tom said firmly, “I’m going first. Keep her covered like the boss said so we don’t get in trouble.” He then grabbed Mousey’s arms, evidently with the intent of tying her wrists to the top of the strangely-shaped saw-horse. Unfortunately for him, he had forgotten Master James’ warning and was treating Mousey LaBlaunche like any other of the slave girls they had broken and taken down to Mexico. Even more unfortunately, one of the things which Mousey’s father had taught her was Brazilian Jiu-Jitsu. He thought she would need it some day because Jiu-Jitsu was developed by the Japanese and is specially-tailored for a small person facing a large enemy... like Mousey facing Tom.
Mousey dumped Tom onto his back and spun up to take on the other one before Tom could fully regain his feet. Her actions had badly scared Harry, and under other conditions she could have easily taken him down, but no Martial Art is effective against a firing automatic weapon and Harry was holding the trigger of the AK-47 down in fear. One round grazed Mousey’s neck stinging badly, but doing no real damage. A few bullets ricocheted of the center post of the tent, but most of the clip went into the Tom’s chest as he tried to stand back up.
It only took a few seconds for the clip to empty. And it was only a few seconds more before Harry pulled the clip clear and turned it upside down to insert the second of the three clips that were taped together in a triple clip combat arrangement. Those few seconds, however, were enough for Mousey to grab the pistol out of Tom’s belt and triple tap Harry. With two in the chest and one in the head, Harry dropped immediately. Mousey grabbed both rifles and fled out the rear of the tent, still carrying the pistol.
She heard yelling behind her. Then the loud voice of Master James calling out, “Let her go. Let her go! She’s wounded. She’s naked and barefoot. She’ll die in the desert. We have to get out of here. That damned immigration blimp will have picked up the sound of automatic gunfire and they will eventually send someone out to investigate.”
That told her she was still in the US, but where? Risking getting up on a hilltop, she scanned the pre-dawn horizon... and then smiled. She knew exactly where she was. Her father had brought her out here several times with her brothers to teach them desert survival and tracking. She was in Coyote Gulch. That might not be its official name, but that is what her brothers called the valley through which the Little Snake River and trail wound its way toward Mexico. This portion of the road was called the Little Snake Road. It met up with the Big Snake Road at a slot canyon about five miles north. And more importantly, the Little Snake River ran alongside the road... most of the time. The road followed the wide, twisting path through the rocks that the river once took, but in many places the river itself had pushed through or eroded through the rocks and found itself a straighter path. Mousey’s smile deepened. The river was a shortcut. It was the dry season. The riverbed was mostly dry. She could follow the riverbed and wait for Master James at the next point where the road met the river.
Luckily for her, they took the time to gather up or set fire to their tents and other supplies before leaving. The two dead men they left for the vultures. The Range Rover was followed by the open Jeep. Both slowed as they approached the spot where the road actually forded the river. Mousey was up behind some rocks with the M16 set to single shot. Zeke, who was alone driving the Jeep, slumped over the wheel just as he was about to cross the water. The Rover, already across the river, accelerated sharply at the sound of the shot and sped away.
Mousey pushed Zeke out of the Jeep and climbed aboard. After adjusting the seat as far forward as it would go, she put the vehicle in locked four wheel drive and started down the creek. When the Range Rover reached the slot canyon, the Jeep was parked across the road with the front bumper almost touching one side of the canyon walls and the rear a few feet short of the pile of rocks that filled up the area between the north wall of the canyon and the road. The Rover stopped and Mousey, who was lying on her back behind the rocks, called out, “If you get out of the car and lie flat on the ground, you will live. I’m giving you a choice. Surrender or die!” She could see her father’s face in front of her as she called out one of his favorite expressions. “Always give them a choice,” he had taught her. “And the choice is always, ‘Surrender or die!’”
In response the driver slammed the accelerator of the Range Rover to the floor and aimed for the back of the Jeep just behind the rear wheels. He was thinking how inept Mousey had been to leave the lightest part of the Jeep on the road next to the potential opening.
Mousey was not inept. She had set a trap. There was no place to hide along the steep canyon wall, but there were many rocks and boulders on this side of the canyon. As soon as she heard the roar of the engine, she rolled over onto her stomach and placed the barrels of the AK-47 and the M16 on some rocks which she had already arranged. At this range, she didn’t need accuracy, she needed volume. And volume was what she got as she held down the triggers of both weapons.
The Range Rover easily pushed the Jeep out of the way, but rolled to a stop just beyond it. All of the windows were shattered. The driver was slumped over the wheel. “Same choice,” Mousey called out as she flipped the clips in both weapons. “Surrender or die!”
There was no response from the men in the Range Rover, nor would there ever be. The forward motion of the vehicle had taken them through the hail of bullets like cordwood through a buzz saw. No one survived.
Mousey staggered back to the Jeep. Hatred, her friend for the moment, had gotten her this far, but she still needed to get to the border patrol station several miles up the main road. A throbbing in her side told her that there was a second wound that her body had ignored until now. Her enemy now was loss of blood and loss of consciousness and there was nothing there to hate.
 

***

 
The border patrol guards came to point when they saw the Jeep approaching at high speed. Two of the guards went behind the protection barriers and leveled their weapons, ready to fire. The others took cover in the reinforced inspection station. All were very surprised when the Jeep slowed and then wobbled to a stop at the first warning signs and pavement stripes with an unconscious, naked girl at the wheel. There was a phone number written in blood on the passenger seat.

They were surprised once again when moments after making the call, a medical rescue helicopter and two attack team helicopters landed alongside their post. Mousey regained consciousness just long enough to mumble, “Little Snake Road,” before once again fading away.

 
 

Chapter Sixteen

Recovery

 




When Mousey awoke, she was in Saint Joseph’s Hospital in Tucson. Master Bill and Mary were sitting alongside the bed. “I’m sorry,” was the first thing he said. “I should have known.”




“He was good,” Mousey answered. “He had me fooled, too. I had him watching over my drinks so I didn’t get drugged.”
“And he drugged you himself,” Mary said slowly.
“Yeah,” Mousey answered, “then Gary and Blanche drove me out of camp like it was me heading up to Tucson. Only we went to their private rodeo and slave auction out in the middle of nowhere.”
“We got Blanche,” Master Bill said. “They tried to drive your bus into Mexico.”
“And they caught them at the border,” Mousey said flatly.
“Not exactly,” Mary said. “Gary had changed the plates on everything and they probably would have gotten into Mexico, but Blanche was driving. She swerved across the highway and came into the border patrol station from the back side. She jumped out of the RV screaming, ‘Arrest him. Arrest him. He’s a slave trader.’”
“She’s talking to the FBI right now,” Master Bill continued. “She’s giving them names, dates, who attended their rodeos, and who knowingly sold slaves to Master James. She had all the records on a laptop.”
“What about Gary?” Mousey asked.
Master Bill and Mary were silent for a moment. “He was stupid enough to come out of the RV shooting,” Master Bill finally said. “He died at the scene.”
“And James Samuelson?” She intentionally didn’t call him “Master James.”
“He died with the others in the Range Rover,” Master Bill said. “They evidently underestimated you very badly.”
Mousey slowly nodded her head up and down and then said very slowly, “There were four slave girls at the auction with me.”
“One of whom had your beacon tucked in her cheek,” Master Bill said. “You were right, it never had a chance to transmit to a cell phone tower because they were tucked away in a metal compartment built into the floor of the van. But there were airholes which let out just enough signal to trigger alarms when they tried to go through the border. There was a little argument over who had jurisdiction, but the girls solved that by running back over the border to the US side.”
“We compromised,” Mary said. “The Mexicans get Gary’s two flunkies. We got the girls. The Mexican border officials were good with that. It isn’t very often they can charge someone with trying to smuggle someone INTO Mexico from here.”
“What’s my prognosis?” Mousey asked.
“That I can answer,” said a man standing behind Mary. He was dressed in blue scrubs and his nametag said Doctor Wilson. “You have a penetrating wound caused by a ricocheted bullet. There was no exit wound and no damage to internal organs. I have removed the fragments and arranged for a plastic surgeon to treat the scar while we still have time. If we act immediately, it will end up looking like an old appendix scar. The graze on your neck should heal without scarring. The various welts, bruises, cuts and scrapes should also heal without problem, but we are giving you high doses of antibiotics as a precaution.”
Looking back at Master Bill she said, “Then I should be back on active duty soon and ready for our next assignment.”
“Soon is a relative term, Miss LaBlaunche,” the doctor said, “but you should be able to return to your duties– whatever they are– in a couple of months. Everyone has been a little vague about exactly what it is that you do. ... Or even who, exactly you work for.”

Mousey laughed. “Don’t worry, doctor, there are times when that it is all a little vague to me too.”

 

 

THE END
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