
Taken Before Dawn

by Lizbeth Dusseau

ISBN 13: 978-1-936173-34-1

ISBN 10: 1-936173-34-4

A Pink Flamingo Ebook Publication

Copyright 2008 Lizbeth Dusseau

All rights reserved

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead is entirely coincidental.

No one is immune to a well told lie.


Chapter One

Reign of Terror

For a third night in a row, the sirens began at midnight, the solemn peace of the neighborhood shattered with the mind-numbing sound of evil screaming into the clear cold air. The eyes of the slumbering shot open, though few would stir from their beds. Certainly not Susanna. She lay at her husband’s side, muscles clenched in panic, her fingers moving with the stealth of a mouse seeking the warmth of Kevin’s body. She clutched his hand in terror.

“They’ll be gone in a few minutes,” he quietly whispered.

She lay inert, her husband’s sentiment echoing through her body, an ardent prayer. 

As the sirens grew louder, the sound became more vicious. Most nights the fervent clamor moved on to some unlucky place beyond their home. 

But now... in the neighborhood...on the street...just down the block...and, dear god, stopping... but where? The instant the earsplitting sirens died her heart leapt up in anguish.

A second later, the street below exploded with the din of chaos: floodlights, voices, boots hitting asphalt. The air astir...panic reached up to grip her throat. 

She’d seen them once, when she’d been brave enough to climb from bed and race toward the window at the first sign of commotion. How they ran like swarming beetles, fanning out like cockroaches into every nook and cranny of the neighborhood as the raid commenced. If doors refused to give, they were ripped from their hinges like a child’s toy; there aren’t enough locks and chains and deadbolts to keep the long arm of the law from entering the sanctuary of a person’s home. There is no right to privacy when the State is in danger from subversive elements. Once before the patrols had raced up the stairs of their apartment house; right past the second floor; to the Talley’s in 310. Janice Talley was never seen again. Most mornings after a raid, they would wonder... who was missing? Who’d been taken? But not that morning...they already knew.

Please, dear God, let them pass! Susanna trembled silently. 

But they did not pass that night. 

A sudden second explosion crashed through her consciousness as the apartment house was breached. Boot-kicking patrols in full SWAT gear, stun guns in their holsters, clubs in hand, clambered up the steps to the second floor. As the old wood shuddered under their weight, Kevin grabbed Susanna from behind and held her tight.

“They’ll be gone soon,” he whispered again. 

But he was wrong this time. 

No warning, no knocking like good neighbors do. Their apartment door burst free of its hinges and their home filled in seconds with angry black specters zeroing in on their target. Rushing into the bedroom, they looked toward the bed where two pairs of terrified eyes stared back through the darkness at the encroaching forms.

“No!” Susanna screamed a moment later. But as soon as her shrill voice let loose the cry, a hand came down across her mouth, gripping her face so fiercely that not another sound could escape. The hands that grabbed her from her husband’s useless arms felt clammy and cold, like a March wind, driving icicles all the way to her heart.

On the other side of the bed, Susanna watched defeatedly as two patrols held her husband against the wall, while she was pulled from the mattress and landed with a thud on the old oak floor. She managed to scramble from their grasp only to be jerked back and pulled to her feet.

She’d once vowed to kick and scream and bite until the hands of her assailants bled if she were ever taken. But fear does strange things in times of stress. She stood in her nightshift immobilized with fear, her limbs too heavy to move on their own and her heart beating at such a frantic pace she thought she might pass out. 

“No please!” she tried to reason with the devils. “You have the wrong woman!” 

These were the last words she’d say before the ballgag was forced between her teeth and the strap drawn tight behind her head. 

There’s no walking out of one’s own volition. With their target heaved over the shoulder of a burly captor, the men moved from the Petrucci’s apartment, down the stairs and into the street. 

Pushed again, Susanna fell against the gritty and unyielding asphalt, landing on her right hip where the shock of it settled into a throbbing pain. The others had already been taken. Regina Seles was one of her best friends. The pretty blonde Paige, who she knew only by her first name, lived in an apartment house two doors away. 

Dear God, please spare us! 

Lying face down on the street in a neat line, the three were surrounded by patrols waiting for their next orders. A small crowd had gathered on the sidewalk, while many others looked down from the apartments above. 

An urbane voice suddenly slipped into the chaos and silenced the lingering clamor with his crisp command. “Strip them, bind them, and throw them in the van. We’re not done tonight, gents. Now let’s get on with it.”

Six men pounced on them with knives, ripping the bedclothes from the women’s bodies. Susanna’s white nightdress drifted on the breeze until it finally settled into the gutter. Suffering a similar fate, Regina’s pink silk pajamas were slashed to ribbons before being tossed aside. And Paige, who was already half naked when she was taken from her lover’s bed, had her tiny thong torn from her hips without the use of a knife. Some souvenir- hunting patrol would furtively stuff the thong in his pocket and keep it with his stash of keepsakes from previous raids.

Six months before, the patrols had dispensed with rope, finding it too unwieldy...despite the crude impact of rope on flesh that many savored. Instead, they opted for duct tape, which was both easy to carry and quick to immobilize without a lot of fancy rope work necessary. Although, the only way to efficiently remove the tape was with a good swift yank. The pain that followed for the victim was a positive side benefit for sadistic officials who pleasured in the pain of others. 

The three females were bound at the ankles, knees and wrists, then while they lay on their stomachs, their duct-taped hands were jerked back and taped to their feet, effecting strenuous hogties that successfully ended their crude gyrations and feeble attempts to flee. Their mouths had already been stuffed with ballgags, a new regulation to end the screams that normally accompanied these terrorizing raids. Complaints from law-abiding citizens had forced the change.

Each neatly bound package of naked femininity was lifted from the ground and roughly heaved into the back of the van. Although there were no markings on the sleek, black trucks, the vehicles were well known, emblematic of the reign of terror that had begun nearly seven years before. 

Heavy chains attached to the inside of the cargo compartment were drawn around the women’s waists and pulled tight in order to keep them from tumbling at will along the hard steel floor. With the trio of crying females secured, patrols returned to their vehicles and the convoy of vans began to move. Sirens blared, lights flashed, and within seconds the street was dark again. Deserted. Those who had briefly crowded into the street to witness the spectacle had disappeared like frightened mice, in fear of being caught up in the hideous events. Neighbors looking on from windows above moved back inside the shadows of their homes, while for several minutes after the vans vacated the neighborhood the sirens echoed ominously in the cold night air.


Chapter Two

Fuck you!

“Five for induction!” the gruff voice announced with a degree of satisfaction that was unrestrained. His message reverberated through the large concrete warehouse...turned induction center...as he lumbered out of his van and waltzed to the open space, drawing the attention of a half dozen guards who streamed toward him from various parts of the building. The large bay door through which the vans entered had closed with an imperious clank, followed by the smooth sound of the electronic locks clicking into place.

All attention was on the vans, where one by one five hogtied women were unchained, their bodies lifted from the cargo vehicles and unceremoniously dumped on the cement of the warehouse floor.

“Someone musta got my memo,” Induction Administrator August Crow chortled, as he casually waltzed around his five new detainees. “This batch is much prettier than the last. None of them Lesbos, huh?” He wore the tall black boots and the crisp, tan uniform of the Reformation Guard, a riding crop tucked tight under his arm, lending an air of stodgy authority that belied his crude talk. “Little cockteasers, I’ll bet. Every one,” he spat out disdainfully, as he momentarily stopped to survey the backsides of the five. While noting how their naked cunts peeked out between their legs, between his legs, his cock throbbed hot. “Undo the bindings so we can see what sluts we have this time. And take out their gags.”

“You heard Ms. Bitch wants to do the induction herself,” August’s assistant Sarge chimed in, barely disguising the sarcasm. 

“Yeah, I got that memo. But they’re still ours for the next forty-eight hours,” his superior reminded him. Pulling the riding crop from his side, he went down the row of cunts and poked high between their legs, hoping to catch their flesh with the sharp edge of his weapon. How each responded would tell him a lot about what kind of female he had on his hands. He loved the screamers most, their spirit much more invigorating than that of the whimpering criers. In fact, it had been his personal project to silence that unwanted crying...and what fun he had doing that...going toe to toe, nose to nose with the little demons. Some had the gall to think they could beat the system with their angry harangues, which made it his job to see that that kind of behavior was purged and they were well-cowed before they were finally swept up into the system. Wielding his power like an ax, he made an example of these shrews by taking them down a notch or two in front of the others. He laughed while he was doing it, unashamed of his power and the willingness to use it.

While August surveyed his new detainees, Sarge moved on with the task of cutting and stripping off the duct-tape, ripping away at the tough material to the tune of the grunts and sobbing moans. Once the tape was gone, he removed the gags. 

“On your knees so we can see you,” August ordered, “hands at your side.”

The wary women struggled into position. Their faces were filled with fear, embarrassment and, in the case of Susanna, the degree of defiance August was waiting to see...there was always one, at least one in every new arrival. 

Unveilings like the one he presided over were one of the pay-offs for an often thankless job. The detainees might have been stripped of their clothes in the middle of the street, and spent the last hour naked in the presence of strangers, but they were not yet habituated to the vulgar circumstances of their incarceration. This first dose of reality, the humiliating revelation that their comfortable lives had come to this, was always a moment any man in his position would pleasure in. As he moved into position in front of the five, where they could get their first look at his brutal face, he once again watched for any sign of their reaction. They often spoke volumes with a single, subtle glance. 

Finally, his gaze narrowed as he addressed them. “Just in case any of you get the bright idea that you can escape this compound, you’ll want to know that every door in the facility can only be opened with the correct code and a positive eye-scan. This new technology is really something.” He let the thought linger in their minds as he paced in front of them, then he turned to his company of guards with a sneer. “So, let’s see what the cat dragged in tonight, shall we?” 

The six guards were stationed around the detainees, six pairs of eager eyes and throbbing crotches, each man deciding which luscious pair of tits, or tight round ass he wanted to partake of first. This was a singular moment for them too, although it was one that most had been through several times. 

While the guards made their own judgments about this newest batch, August went down the row, using the end of his crop to lift the chins of each female so he could stare straight into their eyes. He did this without making a comment, from Susanna to Paige to Regina, and finishing with Holly and Kara, the pair who’d been hauled in last. 

He stepped back and curtly ordered: “Bend over, your heads on the floor, your asses raised.”

Initially baffled by the order, the five were slow to comply, checking the others in the row, with no one having the courage to make the first move.

“I said bend over!” he raised his voice beyond the well-modulated tone of his earlier speech, then he lifted his weapon and brought it down against Susanna’s thigh. She just happened to be the female at the end of the row closest to where he stood. 

The vigorous thwack resounded through the room and was followed almost instantaneously by a livid, “Fuck you!” as the fiery brunette reacted. She looked as if she might spit in his face. Although her disheveled hair, smudged face and flashing eyes made her quite an appealing sight for the men looking on. 

August cocked his head. “What was that?” he snickered. 

“You heard me. I said fuck you!” Susanna came right back.

He looked beyond the row of prisoners now with his twisted grin, meeting the eyes of the guards, which had lit markedly hearing the pretty female swear so boldly. 

“You know there’s always one in every crowd. Just makes this fuckin’ job that much easier for me. Looks like we get a demo right off the bat.” His mocking amusement then turned cold as he bellowed: “Seize her and bring in the horse!”

Before the plucky brunette had time to digest that thought, she was lifted by two brawny guards and led to the ‘horse’...a wooden contraption designed for punishing recalcitrant offenders...which had been quickly dragged into the open space in front of them by another of the guards. The round barrel-like structure was supported by four sturdy legs, and had a variety of ring-bolts and leather straps used to secure the victim. Once thrust over the top, Susanna’s legs no longer touched the floor and she was easily strapped into place, with arms and legs tightly secured to the four sides. Her naked ass was held high, wide open, and in plain view of everyone in the room...including the four shivering females who looked on in fright. 

With crop in hand August appraised his target with some relish, but rather than begin the punishment, he turned to one of the guards instead. “Jessup, bring me the cane.”

A flutter of emotion swept through the crying females. Tears that had been collecting in their eyes were now streaming down their cheeks in a sad rain of woe. Had they permission, they would have huddled together for comfort, but they were too afraid to even budge an inch. 

When Jessup arrived with the cane and handed it off to August, the punishment began with no further preamble. Rearing back, he let loose with six vicious cuts across the center of Susanna’s ass, delivered with such speed that no one caught their breath until the attack was over and August’s hand hung at his side with the cane resting against the concrete floor.

Before the Induction Administrator could turn back to the quivering four, Paige had already bent over in the position ordered, followed quickly by Kara and then the others. Any hint of defiance had been put to rest, along with any questions about how they were to comply with the Administrator’s order. 

“Well, isn’t it amazing what a little demo can do for a bunch of defiant miscreants?” August liked using big words. He liked feeling important...lording his position over his guards; using the cane instead of the crop; and barking off orders like he was a drill sergeant, which in many respects he was. He moved toward the other detainees, ignoring the punished Susanna in order to make a first inspection of the females’ private parts. Cane still in hand, he waltzed from one upturned rear to the next, running the smooth end of the bamboo rod over the smooth skin of his charges. He could feel the rapid beating of their hearts, the shortness of breath and even detect the scent of female pheromones in the air. That pungent smell could not be disguised. One of the bitches was getting off on the scene...what a find she’d be!

Oh, how they shuddered! Oh, how his cock throbbed!

When he fiddled with their ass cracks and the plump sex lips below, the reactions moved into a whole new level of humiliation. Tears expanded into sobs, bodies shivered uncontrollably, and flesh quaked with the beautiful rhythms of fear. Fear. Yes. What a powerful weapon to wield over these pretty felons. When he poked their cunts with the tip of his cane, they each jerked. Mini cries escaped their lips, though for the most part, they were a fairly compliant bunch. Now that he’d separated out the unofficial leader and had her red striped ass glaring before them, the others seemed to move in tandem. 

How easy was this! How thoroughly satisfying! 

And what was this...? A bit of sex juice leaking from the redhead Regina’s cunt. A masochist perhaps? August wondered.

While he continued his probing, the guards...on direction from August...were taking turns using the crop on Susanna’s caned ass. For the next few minutes, several guards added to her suffering, until August halted the proceedings with the abrupt command to remove her from the horse so she could join the others.

Straps were loosened and Susanna was pulled from the contraption and forced to crawl back in line. Like the others, she assumed the position with her head to the floor and her blushing ass raised in the air. Any sign of defiance had disappeared.

“It is not my place to deal with your crimes, the evidence we have gathered that will convict you and you’ll be sentenced to hard time. My sole job is to see that you are safely housed until the official induction begins...and that you understand that your only choice here is to obey every rule and every command, regardless of what it might be. The demonstration you just witnessed, and you suffered,” he poked Susanna in the shoulder, “was mere child’s play compared to what you might face. I have at my disposal a variety of means to deal with disobedience, rebellion, smugness, defiance, anger or conceit. Don’t tempt me, don’t bait me, don’t do anything to raise my ire. I’m a sadist at heart. Punishing females is what gets me off. It’s why I love my job. And the more you give me cause to abuse you, the happier I’ll be. Is all that clear, Ms. Fuck You?” He poked at Susanna’s ass this time, having continued to pace around the five until he was behind them all but still closest to the rebellious one.

Her silence in face of the question did not please him. 

“I asked you a question, bitch!” he barked, as he laid another red stripe across Susanna’s ass. “Answer me. Have I made myself clear, Ms. Fuck You?”

“Yes,” Susanna piped up.

“Try again... it is Yes, sir, I’d better be hearing from those lips. Repeat your answer.”

“Yes, sir,” she chimed back. 

“Louder!”

“Yes, sir!” she tried again. 

“Louder!” 

“Yes, sir!” she shouted this time.

“Much better.” He stepped back for one last look at their luscious ass ends. By now his mind was consumed with the possibilities inherent in this new batch of detainees. They really were quite a comely lot. Pretty faces. Shapely, youthful bodies. All had breasts he would have loved to torture, had he the time. He liked perky upturned ones the best...ones like Paige’s. Though Kara’s large and fully rounded tits were nice as well. Plenty of flesh for punishment, but not too much. Yes, they would fulfill their purpose quite nicely. “All right then, rise to your knees and face me. All of you. Now!”

The five scrambled from their crouched positions to turn around and face the man, staring up again with tear-stained faces and frightened eyes.

“Yes, you’re getting there,” he smirked evilly, then he went on in a cold, deliberate monotone. “To recap what you’ve learned so far. Lesson One: Obey orders. Lesson Two: Speak up when told to speak. And Lesson Three: no whimpering, no sniveling, no breaking down. I can see that a couple of you are on the verge. I’d suggest you buck up or you’ll find yourself in Ms. Fuck You’s place on the horse. Defiance raises my hackles, but it’s the sniveling I can’t abide...I’d be more than happy to give you just cause for your weeping.” He gave them a last fierce appraisal then turned to his assistant. “Assign them to cages in Corridor C.” Then he marched out, boots clicking against the cement.


Chapter Three

Sluts on Corridor C

Nearly three a.m. on Corridor C and all seemed quiet for a while, once the newest detainees in the Induction Facility were in place. It might have remained so for the entire night. 

But at 3:15 Holly was pulled from her cage and taken to Corridor A where the administration offices were located. At 3:23 Regina disappeared down Corridor C with two guards and was shoved into a storeroom. Then at nearly 3:45 Kara and Paige were led away together, down a steep flight of stairs to a sub-basement room with nothing inside but a dim light and a mattress in the center. 

Susanna not only heard the footsteps on the corridor, she could see through her cage the curious movement of women as they were furtively taken to other places in the facility. 

She was a smart woman. She understood why. And with thoughts of what might be happening to her night’s companions running through her head, she waited for the guards to come and take her, too. She knew that before the night was out, the rumors she’d heard about the induction facility would be proven true. 

The air in the storeroom was thick and close, the ventilation hardly adequate for one female and two eager men. Although that didn’t phase the young guard with the patrician face and neatly groomed blond hair or his older associate, the scruffy one with the thick body and bearded face. They were as unlike in character as two men could be, and yet at that moment, they had a single purpose in mind to which they were earnestly committed.

Like August Crow, they’d earlier noted the wetness of the redhead’s pink snatch when the administrator had made his normal rounds of the quivering detainees. Having set off an instantaneous signal in their brains, it was no surprise that these two immediately settled on the voluptuous Regina with the flaming red hair for their night’s entertainment.

Now the arrogant young Hans was pushing the redhead down an aisle of shelves where the toilet paper and cleaning products were stored.

“Right there, hands and knees,” he said, as he pointed to a lightly padded bench in the back corner of the dank space. 

“Why?” Regina gazed at him stunned. 

“Why don’t you just kneel there and forget the why,” the scruffy man chimed in, as he came up from her left side and gave her naked ass a rude shove.

Regina practically toppled over as she landed on the bench, and grappled with the task of positioning herself on the uncomfortable surface. The thin pad was hardly enough to cushion her knees for the ordeal that followed. Although she wouldn’t realize that until much later.

There was just enough room at either end of the bench for the two men to take up their positions, though just enough was all they needed. With their hard cocks sprung free of their pants, Regina’s task was obvious. 

“Open your mouth for me, slut,” the bearded Derek sneered. “Real nice now. Certainly a luscious babe like you knows how to suck cock.”

She looked up at him pleadingly. “Oh, please no...”

“Do it, girl!” Hans barked as he accompanied the order with a few swift swats to her ass. Reaching lower between her legs, he fingered her slit, and on finding it wet, he proceeded to toy with the sensitive folds of female flesh while Regina began a reluctant blowjob.

Her first attempts at sucking cock were far too tentative for the zealous guard. After a few meager licks to the underside of his penis, Derek pulled back and slapped her face. “C’mon, you can do better than that!” Dispensing with the foreplay, he aimed his cock at her pink lips, grabbed her head by the hair and shoved his cock inside her mouth. She was too stunned to resist. Too stunned and apparently too aroused. 

For a long while as Derek screwed her mouth, Hans spanked Regina’s behind, raising a rich red color to her bouncing ass. Several times, he stopped to pry apart the plump orbs and finger her slit...even her asshole was not immune to his invasive tactics. He worked it for a time with a single finger, then added a couple more, finding that despite the girl’s protesting moans, her body was responding to the crude invasion. Words can lie, a body cannot. Soon he was holding her cheeks open with one hand and spanking her cleft with the other. Hard. Quick. Stinging swats. And the new detainee was hardly grimacing now.

Neither man seemed to care about what the other was doing; since both their needs could be accomplished at once. 

Despite Regina’s initial revulsion the scruffy Derek continued with the vigorous blowjob. While behind her, Hans kept up the spanking, straining the girl to the limit of her endurance. When he suddenly stopped with the swats and began fingering her pussy again, something in her switched. Her mouth opened wider for Derek’s eight inches of thick meat and her spanked ass began to sway with an erotic movement that made the blond guard chortle under his breath. 

“You weren’t wrong about this one,” he announced, as he stuffed his member into the sodden hole and began to pump her with the same ruthless vigor his companion used to fuck her mouth. 

All Regina’s resistance fled with so much stimulation to her enflamed body. Just as the guards had surmised, buried in her psyche was a strong affinity for pain, a masochistic need that matched the fervent brutality of her rapists. And the truth was obvious to all three. 

When Derek got off, the first shot of cum went down her throat, then he pulled back and showered her face and hair with the gooey cream. Smearing it over her face, he made her lick his fingers clean. Not a single protest. Not even a hint of disgust.

Of course, she was not done yet. Behind her, Hans clutched her rear cheeks in his fists and hammered her pussy with forceful thrusts. In time, his fingers slipped back inside her rear door with the intent of stretching the opening to fit his organ. He knew it wouldn’t be that tough. If he weren’t mistaken, the redhead had taken it in the ass before. When he invaded her dark hole with his fingers, she barely flinched. And when he pulled out of her pussy and stuffed his organ in her ass, she almost seemed to sigh with relief. As he fucked her in the ass, she was with him every second, squeezing down on his member with her tight inner muscles, and not stopping until she finally milked him dry. 

When at last Hans pulled out, he moved to her mouth and made her clean his flagging cock, which she accomplished with an eagerness that surprised them all. 

As soon as he finished with her mouth and stepped back, Derek jerked the redhead up by her mass of unruly hair, and stared her down. “So the girl likes pain,” he laughed. “How much pain? Tell me.”

She stared at him blankly. “I don’t know what you’re talking about, sir.”

“Don’t lie to me, bitch.” He slapped her with his free hand. “You think you can lie to us? You think me and Hans didn’t see the kind of girl you are? You fuck like a pro, bitch. A real masochist,” he chuckled darkly. “You’re going to do real well in a place like this. Bet you got a boyfriend who fucks you hard. Beats you a little. Ain’t that so?”

“No, no, it’s not so!” Fear returned to Regina’s face, the eroticism gone.
A revived Hans came at her from behind as she was pulled to her feet. Reaching around he grabbed for her nipples, pinching them between his thumbs and index fingers, then stretching them out as far as they would go. 

Her face twisted into a grimace, “Sheeeeeeeeesh! Please...” though her body felt the sweeping sensation clutch brutally at her crotch with pain so rich she called it pleasure.

“Tell me you don’t like it,” Derek glowered in front of her, while his eyes ravaged her heated body. He began fingering her wet slit, as Hans continued to torture her nipples. “Damn the more you pull on them, the wetter she gets,” he advised his friend.

Hans continued stretching one nipple, while he fished through his pocket for a collapsible baton he kept handy for moments like this one. Tonight the two had scored big. Delivering more pain to her spanked ass produced the response they both were after...a confirmation, if you will, of a masochistic streak wide enough to keep two sadists happy for a long while...if they were granted the opportunity. Since there was a strong chance they’d have just this one night with the redhead, they let her pain arouse them for a second time. Between the sharp cuts from the thin baton and Derek’s aggressive pussy-play, the two were rock hard again within a few minutes and ready to fuck. 

This time, they went for opposite ends of Regina’s body; Hans getting the blowjob, Derek with his heart set on sinking his cock into her lovely back door. Any caution in their fucking was immediately discarded in favor of a quick ramming of her mouth and ass. They had no time to spare with the girl due back in her cage by the time that Administrator Crow was ready to make his trek down Corridor C. 

Lucky for them the girl was just as eager this second time as the first. Too bad she wasn’t their’s to use for a few more nights. No telling how far she’d go with two sadists and abundant ways to cause her pain.

***

There might have been six guards in all who made the trek to the sub-basement, but it was difficult to tell with so much going on, so much booze, and all that blaring rock music pounding in the restless air. Kara and Paige were handed a beer as they walked through the door, then told to dance for a pair of burly guards who’d been waiting for them to arrive. 

When they hesitated too long, another guard came up from behind and tipped their bottles high so the beer flowed into their mouths and they were forced to gulp it down or gag. Easy for Paige, but Kara choked and spit some out through her nose.

