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Most welcome, bondage, for thou art a way, I think, to liberty.

Shakespeare


Chapter One

Escape

Lose my freedom? Fuck that!

I needed to get out of town. Fast. I could give you all the details, try to convince you of my side, but really all you need to know is that certain people wanted me in their clutches and I didn’t want that. Now, I’m not a murderer or drug dealer or anything like that. I just got caught in the switches and needed to get out.

So far, everything worked pretty well. I had cut and dyed my hair from its original long, blonde to a short, dark brown and managed to keep attention off of me, all the way from my hurried exit out of my dingy apartment to where I was now – a roadside diner surrounded by pine trees. Alone in a window booth I slowly sipped coffee and tried to figure out how far my last, pathetic amount of cash would take me. When I bolted from my apartment, I made sure to leave behind all my credit cards and driver’s license. A decision I now almost regretted. One measly cash advance wouldn’t have hurt, would it?

No. Don’t think that way. I carried nothing that would peg me as Jordan Donovan, and that was probably why I had made it so far. So, stop it. One use of the plastic and I’d be nailed like a nervous virgin, and not by very nice people either. I took another precious sip. The coffee was almost gone and, in a more complete way, so was I. I had to leave my old life behind. What was done was done. Live with it.

Live. That was something I wanted to do, very much. But at the moment, I was stuck for a ride. All the innocent families in their SUV’s that stopped for gas or candy for screaming kids or whatever probably weren’t very approachable to giving a stranger a ride. I could have tried hitching. A woman as young as me wouldn’t have had much trouble getting a ride from a trucker, only the roadside diner wasn’t on a busy interstate. I had chosen this two-lane route just to avoid as many people as possible.

So, here I was, as far as my bus ticket could take me, with no mobile prospects in sight. End of the line, all right, in more ways than one.

Ah, wait a sec. A truck pulled in and parked. Not an eighteen wheeler, but one of those old Ford, shortbed style jobs from the fifties. What’s more, a canvas tarp hung down from a high overhead frame and covered the bed. Perfect. I could sneak in and hide behind whatever crates they might have in there. All I had to do was wait as two young, strong men swung down from the cab and occupied a couple of barstools. The waitress greeted them like old friends and didn’t even ask for their orders, as she already knew what they wanted. So I waited, then nonchalantly threw down the last of my money for the coffee and sauntered outside.

The truck bed had a short, wooden gate that swung out and all the way down in back. I was in good shape, so it wasn’t hard to give a quick twist to scan the parking lot one more time while I jumped up and landed on my ass. I pulled my legs up quick, ducked behind the tarp and pulled the gate back up behind me.

Hardly any light bled through the tarp, and that heavy canvas smell seemed to permeate everything, but hardly and seemed to didn’t mean that I couldn’t see or smell something else. I wasn’t the only person there, or the only one scared shitless.

Instead of boxes or crates full of produce, there were women. Handcuffed and manacled to wooden benches on either side of the truck’s bed, each one blindfolded, each one exuding a smell that no one could mistake for anything other than fear. Some had their hands cuffed behind them, others in front and anchored by a chain to a central ring in the truck’s wooden bed. A couple even held hands tightly, as if to assure the other. The knuckles on both were white as neither of them seemed to be doing a good job. One of them was real young, maybe nineteen or twenty at best. The other was older, late thirties, early forties maybe. The young one’s lips quivered, while the older pressed hers tight.

What the hell was this? Were these women kidnapped? Why didn’t they call out for help? Unless they were so terrorized that they couldn’t. But that wasn’t quite the feeling I got. They were all tense, but not in a life-threatening way. A few of them turned their heads in my direction and one, who’s face was sprinkled in light freckles, almost spoke, but thought better of it. I almost asked what was going on myself, but then voices just on the other side of the tarp stopped me.

“About time you showed up,” said a young man’s voice. “I like the food here, but there’s only so much lasagna you can eat.”

“I’m not worried about your stomach,” said another, older man. “You got the manifest?”

“Right here. You want to check it?”

“What for? As long as you counted them, what do I need with this list? I could care less for paperwork, but Gisele at the end of the line can be a stickler for details, so I always make sure she knows what she’s getting in writing. They’ve been fed?”

“We just got here, haven’t eaten ourselves.”

The older man made a disparaging noise. “I don’t care if you’re starving of hunger. First thing, first thing, you do is feed the cargo. It calms them down and you won’t have any nervous nellies while you eat. Al and Erna run a tight ship here; they’ve probably already got the special dish ready. Get it. Now. You can stuff your face later.”

The younger man’s feet ran off and the older one began unlocking the gate. Shit! He was going to come in here! If he saw me he would toss me out in a second. But there wasn’t any place to hide!

Oh, yes there was. And in plain sight.

Of course, a lot depended on him not checking that ‘manifest’, whatever was on it. Spare leather blindfolds hung on a wooden slat near the end of the bed, right next to several pairs of shiny handcuffs. In a flash I grabbed a blindfold and secured it over my eyes. My hands groped for and found a pair of cuffs that I locked on my wrists, but not tight, so I could wriggle out of them later. I kept my hands in front and took a chance that the men wouldn’t notice that, unlike the other women, I also didn’t have a chain running to the ring in the bed. When the time came to jump out of the truck on some stretch of road, I wanted my hands available for use, even if they were cuffed.

I just got my ass planted on the end of the bench next to freckle-face when the tarp was pushed aside. Fresh air blew through the truck bed, then was cut off. Several pairs of booted feet clumped on the bed’s center.

“All right, eat up,” the older man said. “It’s been a bit of a trip already for some of you, and there’s still a ways to go. Can’t have any of you falling over from hunger.”

The scent of well-seasoned, hot food filled the truck and my mouth watered. I hadn’t anything to eat since lunch yesterday and my stomach demanded satisfaction. Now!

Bowls and spoons were pressed into our laps, then food, from the smell most likely beef stroganoff, was generously ladled out. Spoons uncertainly clinked against porcelain and I sensed the men fed the women whose hands were behind them. A few comments floated around about how eager all the women lapped up the food, myself included, even though we couldn’t see it.

Wait a minute. What was in that food? All too suddenly, a strange feeling came over me…I could hardly make my brain work. I was getting sleepy. My head fell back against the wooden boards. No, don’t! You need to…to…stay…awake...

Even though my mind faded in and out I knew the bowls were gathered. But when it came my turn a pair of fingers hooked in between my wrists and held them up. My arms hung limp.

“What kind of sloppy work is this?” said the older man. “You’re lucky these just don’t fall off! And she’s not even chained to the ring.”

Another voice, probably the other young man that jumped out from the cab earlier, said, “Not my problem, Logan. Talk to the people at the sally port. I just drive today.”

“And if one doesn’t show up it’s out of your pay, Burton,” said the older man, Logan. “But that’s not my problem either.” With a quick gesture he tightened the cuffs. He scrambled around my numbed feet, locking another set on my ankles. From then on I wasn’t sure what else he did. My head lolled to the side and softly bumped against Freckle-face. At least, I think so. Couldn’t tell... The black under my blindfold was replaced by another, deeper darkness.

***

Something filled my mouth.

It pressed down on my tongue, pushed out against my teeth and the sides of my cheeks. I tried to work my jaw and found I couldn’t do that either. A thin strap, secured tight underneath my chin, prevented any movement. More straps pressed all around, a wide one across my lips to wrap around my head, another one above that ran from my forehead to just below my crown in back, and others that angled up from the corners of my mouth alongside my nose to a point on my forehead. The scent of leather pervaded everything.

My gummy eyes blinked and I slowly turned my head. I was still in the back of the bouncing truck, its lurches now also waking up the other women. All similarly gagged now, and bound in thick straps like me, most of which held our arms tight in back, legs welded together and torsos upright against the wood slats behind us. The truck probably wasn’t going that fast, but the enforced vertical position was for our own protection since we were no longer on smooth roadway, but rough terrain. Whoever was running this show didn’t want the cargo injured. Whatever that was worth, I took it for a good sign. But, based on the fear in everyone’s eyes, that was the only one.

Freckles awakened. Green eyes slowly focused and over the engine whine, once she realized her current state, she emitted more than a few whines of her own. The young one that had held the older woman’s hands let loose with some squeals, but the others remained silent. The older woman next to her, who sat opposite me, seemed to have an air of grim resignation about it all, as if this was just another in a long line of incidents that needed to be tolerated. She scanned the others, studying each one for a brief moment, then our eyes met. I sensed an endurance, a deep well of hidden strength of which no one yet had discovered the full depth. From that point on I ignored the others and tried to draw courage from that gaze. For the most part, she returned my look, briefly breaking away now and then to lay her head in reassuring comfort against the young, scared woman.

The truck slowed even further, then revved up a steep slope and suddenly leveled off. The bouncing ceased as the truck found a smooth surface, then stopped. A garage door rolled closed and the tarp flipped up. A young man with small, round glasses, and then a tall woman, her age close to my own late twenties, climbed into the truck bed. She carried a clipboard and exuded an officious air.

“So, these are the latest?” she said. She strode up and down the truck bed. Straight, dark red hair curled inward to high cheekbones while delicate hands checked things off on the clipboard, the edge of which pressed against her flat, tight stomach. Utilitarian riding boots clumped on the floorboards. “Well, well, never thought I’d see you here, Coretta,” she said to the older woman. “Finally decided to take the plunge?”

Coretta glared and her nostrils widened in response.

The officious woman chuckled, then scanned the rest of the group while her pencil checked away. “A couple of nice, fresh faces here.” She grabbed the young, scared one’s chin and held her face up for a moment. The woman smiled, a razor thin, malicious thing with no warmth. Showing a little fire of her own, the young woman pulled her chin away. The officious woman laughed and checked her list again. She frowned.

“What’s this?” she said, and recounted all the women. “There’s only eight on the list, but nine here. Logan!”

Logan climbed into the truck bed, grabbed the clipboard and studied it. “So they forgot to add one. Big deal.” He held a hand up to quell forming protests. “Take it easy, Gisele. We’ll backtrack on this, but it’s going to take time. For now, just process them.”

Gisele grabbed the clipboard and sniffed. “Well, since you don’t think it’s such a big deal, I don’t see why I should either. But it is.” She started at the end of the bench opposite me. “All right, Coretta,” she said to the woman there, “you’re Number One.”

Gisele ripped the top of the woman’s red, satin shirt apart, exposing two well-shaped breasts in a white, lacy bra. The woman jumped a little, but Logan’s big hands pressed on her shoulder held her still. With a black grease pen Gisele quickly wrote the numeral “1” on the upper left breast.

 “And guess what your new name is, slut?” she said to the young, nervous one next to Coretta. Buttons popped as Gisele tore apart her sheer, white blouse and then the simple, light blue, tank top and white bra underneath. She was Two.

So it went all around, the numbers going up on each woman. Then Gisele got to Freckles. I’m sure she would have been treated no different from the others, but Freckles glared back at Gisele. 

“Well, well, well. I know that face. Been a long time, hasn’t it, Hilary,” Gisele said. “A long time. And I know that look. It says, ‘Go ahead, take your best shot’.” She got right down in the woman’s face and all trace of fake warmth vanished. “You’re mine now, bitch. Burton.”

Gisele snapped her fingers at the man with the glasses who deposited a switchblade on her open palm.

The knife flashed out, lightning fast, and, with controlled fury, Hilary’s simple black t-shirt hung in tatters. A couple of quick twists on the bra and generous breasts fell out. But Gisele didn’t stop there. With Burton’s help she tore away Hilary’s jeans, sliced off her panties and flung them away in the back of the truck. A large number ‘8’, somewhat laid over on its side in Gisele’s haste to write it, graced Hilary’s left tit.

“Get ready, number eight,” Gisele said, waving the blade under Hilary’s wide eyes. “It’s only going to get better from here.”

It was too much to expect Gisele to calm down when she got to me. Like Hilary, my clothes were also soon in shreds at my bound feet. A cool breeze wafted over my bare skin and “9” graced my upper tit and lower shoulder. Then Gisele found my small purse and wallet. She rummaged through them.

“What is this doing here?” she demanded. “No personal effects allowed!” There wasn’t much in there, but just the purse and wallet’s presence was enough to earn the evil eye. But Gisele did find something. When I had emptied my purse and wallet of all traces of my past, I still left other things in there. I never knew when I might need them, certain items a woman these days never did without.

“Condoms!” Gisele held them up, about a half dozen. “Forget it, honey. You’re not going to need these. Ever again.”

I snorted through the gag.

“Don’t believe me? Since I have to assume you’re a newcomer to Sanctuary I’ll give you the benefit of the doubt. But you were told to leave everything, everything, behind. So, just to give you a preview, number nine, before you even get processed, we’ll get on now with the first fuck.”

They hauled us out of the truck, hoisted up, handed down, stumbling on the cold, concrete floor into a ragged line up. Logan and Burton carried out a kind of rack I’d never seen before. That it was meant for someone to lie down on was plain enough, but instead of keeping the legs together, a couple of stout two by fours split apart at wide angles. A well-worn wooden headrest was set near the top while leather straps hung everywhere.

Gisele strolled up and down the line, an index finger pointed under her chin. “Who should it be? Who gets first crack at the rape rack? You?” She regarded me. “No. You brought the rubbers so giving you a fuck now seems more like a reward. Then how about you, Number Eight? No, I’ve got special plans for you. Let’s see. Let’s see.” Her boots echoed in the garage. She stopped in front of the young, nervous one, Number Two, who stood there shaking like a leaf. “Hmm. You look like you need it. And, who knows? It might do you some good. But I think... Yes, Number One, come forward.”

Coretta slowly stepped out.

“Yes, you,” Gisele said. “I know this isn’t your first time on a rack. Show the newbies how it’s done.”

Gisele grabbed Coretta by the arm and led her to the rape rack. Coretta didn’t resist, didn’t hesitate, although she did stumble a little when she stood next to it. In quick, experienced moves, Logan and Burton soon had her on the rack, arms stretched out, legs spread wide. Her skirt was pushed up and panties ripped away to reveal a small patch of glistening pubic hair and pink lips. Logan unhooked her bra from in front and Coretta’s fully developed breasts lay to their sides. Underneath the head harness straps, blue eyes flicked back and forth. Her breaths quickened.

Logan hefted a breast, ran a hand over her inner legs. “Nice and smooth. No wrinkles. Good, firm muscle tone. You take care of yourself. That’s a good quality in a slave, Number One.” He glanced up at us. “Let that be a lesson to the rest of you. Don’t let your self-care stop just at the surface.”

“Get on with it,” Gisele said.

Logan threw her a look and I got my first lesson there, even if Gisele didn’t mean it. She was in charge, but only because the men allowed it. They had given her the power, and could just as easily take it away. Slowly, like he didn’t have anything better to do, Logan unbuckled his pants. Burton stood close by, his own cock already exposed, erect and eager.

Logan speared Coretta who moaned in her throat and closed her eyes. Her hands formed into fists but she didn’t try to stop Logan. His hips pumped, rubbed against her inner thighs. He kneaded her breasts; his tongue circled one nipple, then the other. Lips nibbled them fully erect and then suckled and lightly bit each. Coretta moaned again, deeper, longer. She did have some play in her hips and now they moved in time with Logan’s, little buffets to match his whenever they met. Logan’s hands gently ran up her arms, opened her clenched hands. Fingers entwined. He leaned down, kissed her between the head harness straps; his tongue licked her eyelids, gently massaged her eyebrows. Then he rammed her. Not a fully sadistic move, but one calculated to wake her up, make her know his cock had invaded her.

Coretta’s eyes flew open, lips worked about the red ball but the harness held it tight in her mouth. Vague half-words of protest formed deep in her throat. Logan ran a hand over her tightly pulled back black hair, reached behind and let it loose. Coretta shook her head, tried to avert her gaze but Logan’s large hand squeezed her cheeks and wrenched it back around to face him. His hips shifted into another gear and Coretta’s half-words turned into full-throated, animalistic growls. Her own hips bounced on the rack, rocked up and down, not due so much to Logan’s rhythm as her own passions run amok.

And then they both froze, a brief moment of them both ready for climax. Then Coretta flung her head back. Her back arched, legs and arms twisted within the straps and the animal cry transformed into one of raw wildness. Logan sagged on top of Coretta, his own breaths deep and passionate and they gripped each other’s hands, as if they would never part. When, at last, Logan stirred he whispered to her. I was the nearest one to it and so only I heard what he said.

“You’ve submitted before, but never as a slave, have you?”

Coretta’s eyes slowly opened. She gazed at him and a single tear welled up and spilled out.

Logan stroked her forehead, then stood up and got himself back together. He turned to Burton and said something like “...first time in years...” and “...not quite ready...”

But Gisele was having nothing of open secrets. She planted herself right in the middle of the men’s conversation with an expression that spoke of a storm ready to break. Logan spoke sharply to her, low and intense, then everything got real quiet. At last Gisele nodded in agreement. Grimacing, Burton struggled to tuck away his cock and unbound Coretta. She slid to the floor, quivering as they bound her arms, and then dragged back to the line. But we weren’t done with the rape rack yet. Not hardly.

Gisele once more strutted in front of us. “Just because Number One can’t handle more than one cock at a time doesn’t mean any of you are off the hook.” She stopped in front of me and viciously smiled. “All right, Number Nine. You started this whole thing. You can finish it.”

I refused to budge. Burton came at me and I fought back, kicking, shaking my shoulders free of his grip. I surprised him and managed to pushed him away, but only temporarily. Logan helped and together they lifted me up, my legs pinwheeling in the air, my stuffed cries bouncing off the walls. Logan got in between my legs and wrapped his strong arms around my thighs while Burton and Gisele gripped my torso.

Thump! On the rack now but my hips rocked and rolled to get off. I fought and strained against the strapping down of one arm, then the other. My feet kicked against Logan’s strong back but he stoically endured the attack, letting up just enough on the leg locks until they were anchored in place too. The straps wrapped tight against my ankles, just below and above the knees, and also across the upper thighs. Overhead my hands felt numb already. I tossed my head, shoulders and hips this way and that and tried to shout past the wide gag strap.

“Uughers! Uughin’ ock uogers!”

“She isn’t tied down enough,” Logan said. “Give her the full treatment.”

More straps passed over my shoulders to pin them against the woodwork. Another two angled up from my crotch to the outer hips to firmly hold them in place. I tossed my head but that didn’t last long either as two more straps, one across my forehead, another that ran from one side close to my ear, under my chin, then back up the other side, robbed me of even that feeble protest. Then...

COCK!

My snatch! Oh, jesus fucking god!

A bull. That was Burton. He just pounded. Harder, harder. Faster. Faster! Fuck, fuck, fuck!

Ram, pound, pound, pound. Bangbangbang! Hot jets poured into me. Zzztt, zzztt, zzztt. Burton’s cum overflowed from my pussy, dripped to the floor and I swear I could hear it sizzle. He pulled out and left me open, exposed and cold.

But I wasn’t finished. Or rather, they weren’t finished. I mean, Gisele. The rape rack lurched and I descended about a foot. The men stood aside. I couldn’t turn my head but from the corner of my eye I caught Gisele doing the final adjustments on the most fantastic strap-on I had ever seen.

It was all red and perfectly formed, from the helmet and fake spew hole right down to the swinging balls. Her hand stroked it, as if it were a part of her and she needed to keep it hard. “All right, Number Nine,” she said. “Let’s see how you hold up to a real rape.”

It wasn’t going in. It wasn’t going in!

Boy was I wrong!

Gisele didn’t ram me like Burton. Instead she started off slow, as if to savor every shove. One side of her mouth curled up and a glint in her eye said she was in no rush. She didn’t need to be either. This erection would never fade, would never go soft and she meant to take advantage. She pushed deeper with each thrust, plunged further into my hot depths more than any man. Harder, now, then easy. Faster...Faster! Slow...Slow. Slower. Oh, ah, oh. Her hand dove between my legs and soon my clit...oh, my clit...No, please, please. Oh, oh, oh!!!!

Hands clenched. Eyes squeezed shut, fireworks exploded in my darkness.

I think I started to cry.

“That’s right, Nine. Let it all out,” Gisele said. “Good. That’s good. For a start.”

Oh, fuck. I was already coming again! “Eeiiimphh! Eeiiimphh!” My shoulders pushed up against the straps. Back arched. Urgghh, urgh, urgh.”

Gisele didn’t stop. I lost all sense of time, measured now by how often I shook in climax. Some were soft, but most racked my whole body, spasm after spasm of intense pleasure. My hair matted and sweat stung my eyes. How long? How long? I don’t know. Forever.

Then forever ended. Gisele pulled out and came around the side. “Wow. You’ve got a lot of tension. What’s been keeping you so uptight?” Through a watery haze I tracked her, trying to breathe through my sniffles, ease my racing heart. The curl of her lip was still there, but a little softer now. She stroked one of my tits and motioned for Logan to join her. He stood on the other side. “Process the others, but save this one for last. I’ve developed a certain fondness for her. Wipe her down and put her out in the garden. Let her get one last look at the sky.”

They marched the others away and left me alone in that huge garage. Then Logan returned and gently toweled off my sweat. One by one the straps fell away, limp, their impressions deep on my skin. My wrists cuffed in back, I half-leaned against him as he led me to a green, flower filled spot under a blue sky laced with soft, puffy clouds. Between two thin pine trees he spread my arms overhead, then my legs. A thick, leather belt wrapped my waist, then a strap passed between my ass cheeks and then over my crotch to buckle in front. A small dildo attached to the crotch strap invaded my spent pussy, not going in nearly as far as any dick or even Gisele’s strap-on, but then Logan turned a knob on the bottom, outside portion of the strap and the dildo hummed its own quiet song of pleasurable tease.

Logan stood back, arms folded. He glanced over me, at my arms and legs at their fullest stretch, then left me alone. It was early afternoon and I hung there the rest of the day, with the birds singing, the pure scent of nature awash over me. I don’t know how many times I came. I don’t know. I don’t care. But when they returned for me, and I hung limp, shivering, my “tension” was gone. Now replaced by a fear that something inside me had awakened and, once roused, would never allow any rest.


Chapter Two

Raw Talent

They found out fast I was a blonde. Shit.

Gisele caught my light roots. Three rough shampoos later as I hung from an overhead steel bar, my natural hair color returned. I just hoped no one in this wild place read or listened to the news. They all seemed to inhabit their own little world here, and I prayed that also meant they ignored the rest of it. So when a large, beautiful, yet hard woman that could probably snap me like a twig named Gerda strung me up in a shower and also climbed in, there wasn’t much I could do about it. Her big hands ran in a forceful massage over my scalp, then squeezed every last bit of dark coloring down, past my feet into the drain. I watched helpless as my disguise swirled away, accompanied by satisfactory grunts from Gerda. She spoke German. Of course.

“Gut. Ist gut. Nein braun haar. Lassen sie es geben leicht! Ja, blond Valkyrie!”

Not sure what she meant, but she seemed pleased, and for that I was grateful. The whip on her belt when she collected and shoved me into the shower, now hung on the back of the door, appeared well and expertly used. And I didn’t want it used on me.

“Sprechen sie Deutsch?”

Huh? She was talking to me? “Ah, no. Nien.”

Gerda sighed and squeezed even more brown from my hair. “I speak English some. Follow mien orders, ja!”

That last part wasn’t so much a question as a command, and a veiled threat.

“Yes. Ja, ja!” She pulled my hair some more and my head bent back at a crazy angle. I repeated my answer in case she didn’t get the message.

“Gut. Ist gut.” A bell rang twice; short quick alarms, and Gerda took this as a cue. She patted one of my ass cheeks, then rinsed me off. I hung there, warm water splashing me while she got out and toweled off first, then turned off the tap and yanked me out. I shivered in the cold air while Gerda gave a quick, business like dry over my skin, and tied my arms in back. A wide, three-ringed strap of leather, which I learned later was called a posture collar, forced my chin in a high upright position. She attached a long pole that split into a ‘Y’ at one end to a ring on either side of the collar and forced me ahead of her to steer through the labyrinth.

Others of my group were pushed here and there, some guided by poles like me, a few blindfolded, like Hilary, but all under heavy restraint. Leather cuffs that welded wrists and elbows with no space in between, and chain hobbles on the ankles were just a few things that told me I had fallen into the shadowy world of SM.

Better than what waited for me out in the “real” world.

Various rooms with strange symbols next to the doors indicated meanings that I would come to only know too well. Still, a couple of the symbols were somewhat immediately decipherable, even to a newcomer like me. One that Gerda directed me to indicated a vague outline of a vagina surmounted by some kind of medical symbol. Gerda pushed me through it, stopping me just inches from a woman in a white lab coat bent down between Coretta’s raised and spread legs. Coretta was tied down to an examining table, leather straps across her forehead and under her chin, while leather cuffs on her wrists and upper arms were locked to the table’s sides. A wide strap that bulged in the center covered her mouth, leaving just a small space under her nose and near the end of her chin. The bell rang again, once, and the scurrying outside the room quickened. Behind me Gerda sighed in impatience.

“Ist time. Give me the sklave.”

The woman turned back over her shoulder. “Just a moment!” she snapped. She turned back to Coretta. Her latex gloved fingers delicately pinched and stroked Coretta’s nether lips. Then, with a sudden assault, she forced three fingers up Coretta’s pussy, all the way to her knuckles. Coretta tensed, closed her eyes, and moaned behind her gag. A couple more thrusts, then the lab-coated woman nodded and pulled out.

She removed the latex gloves with a snap and threw them in a bio-hazard bucket. “All right, Number One,” she casually said. “Good lubrication, disease free, no complications. You’re just as randy as some of these younger snatches, although we’re still concerned about your age. But if you make it through and all goes well you might make some master very happy. For now, Gerda will finish your processing.”

Gerda chained me to the wall on a short leash so I had to stand on my toes. She released Coretta from the table, locked her arms in back and attached the Y-pole. Coretta’s bare feet slapped on the hard floor followed by Gerda’s heavy boots. They faded away down the hallway. The lab-coated woman ignored me, studied a laptop display and frowned in concentration. She tapped, tapped the keys.

“Uh, excuse me,” I croaked, my neck still at a strange angle, my toes numb. “Any time, you’re ready.”

The woman flashed me a hot look. Ice-blue eyes and a hard, set, line of a mouth framed by light, brown hair, told me to definitely shut up, which I did. Her clipped, clear polished nails glinted as she continued to enter notes from Coretta’s exam. Then, with a distinct, final, key-stroke she turned to me.

“So, mysterious Number Nine. Your file hasn’t caught up to you yet, so I’m afraid we’re going to have to do this all from scratch. Any medical conditions? Previous injuries, broken bones?”

“Uh, no,” I gasped.

“Lucky. Do you take drugs? Smoke pot? How about sexual preferences? Have you ever engaged in unprotected anal sex?”

“I...don’t think...that’s any...”

“...of my business. Oh, yeah, I’ve heard that before. So, which is it? Do you like men or women?”

“Fu...Fuck you.”

The woman rolled her eyes. “Another smart-assed masochist. All right, if that’s the way it’s going to be.” She donned another pair of gloves and prepared a hypo.

“What...What are you..?” I breathed.

“If you know what’s good for you, you’ll lose that attitude before long. Masters, and especially mistresses, don’t like it. Not to mention myself.”

She swabbed and stabbed my hip with the needle. Soon warmth overtook me and my legs turned to rubber. I sagged against the wall and experienced a dull fear that I would strangle. But the woman caught me, undid my collar from the leash and half-carried me, not to the exam table, but to a padded kneeling bench in a corner. I didn’t pass out, but I also couldn’t stop her as I knelt and bent over with my ass up in the air. Drool dripped onto the floor from my slack jaw. She locked me down at my wrists and ankles, then something shiny, cold and hard invaded my ass.

“Looks like you’re a virgin at this end,” she said. “No scars or recent abrasions. In fact...” The gloves ran over both of my ass cheeks. You’ve never been whipped, have you? What about your tits?” She came around, reached under and kneaded my hanging breasts. “No one’s touched these either, at least not with a quirt. Let me see that mouth!” Her hand in my hair bent back my head. My mouth hung limp. Fingers worked the jaw, then pressed against my tongue and ran along the inside of my cheeks. “How did you get here? Who did you convince—”

The bell rang. Not once or twice, but several times. The woman almost jumped. “What the hell?”

She started for the door but Gisele dashed in, Hilary at her side on hands and knees. A dog collar encircled Hilary’s neck and she sported a muzzle.

“Nan!” Gisele said, breathless. “A master is here. One of the nobles! Get this bitch out there. Quick!”

Nan shook her head. “She can’t! I had to dope—”

“I don’t care if she’s the biggest SAM ever! Just get her on her knees and in harness so she doesn’t fall over.” Just like that Gisele was gone. Hilary scampered after at the end of a leash.

Nan cursed but soon another prick on my hip brought me back around. Somewhat. I could move, but everything lurched and spun like a bad carnival ride. Nan locked my arms in back and kept her gloved hands firmly on my shoulders as we fell in step behind Logan and the nervous girl I vaguely remembered labeled as Number Two. I stumbled along, almost right into her and Logan, but Nan’s grip saved me. Then a one-quarter turn to my right, a few more steps, and I stood on dark blue, plush carpet. Nervous Number Two was on my left with Coretta, Number One, on my right. Their shoulders rubbed against mine and provided a steadying influence, something that I desperately needed, at least until the room stopped spinning.

Through a personal fog I sensed Gerda move down the line, pull each girl forward, then push her back. Not even when she reached Number Two could I make sense of what Gerda did. But when she got to me I didn’t have any doubt.

A wealth of leather straps, interconnected by shiny rings, lay piled on Gerda’s broad shoulders. Soon I understood what Gisele meant by ‘in harness’. A body harness. Gerda slid the top one off her left side, a light tan thing, and draped it over my shoulders. The fiendish contraption wrapped my arms at three places, but a strap that hung down in front to the floor she pulled up tight against my crotch, so tight my pussy lips dangled over both sides of the inch wide strap. Then two pairs of a couple of shiny metal clips, connected by a short, light chain, bit each pussy lip and each nipple.

“Ow! Hey!” In spite of my daze I definitely felt that!

“Nien gut,” Gerda muttered. From her other shoulder she grabbed a head harness, this one with a large plug on a black panel and shoved it in my mouth.

“Ulllgg! Ullerrnngg!” was all I managed to say while Gerda affixed the straps tight around my head and buckled them in place.

“Besser, besser,” Gerda said and moved on to Coretta.

Nan’s fist to the back of my knees brought me to the floor. I bumped against Number Two, and soon Coretta joined me on the other side, decked out just like me, only she didn’t wear a gag. Neither did Number Two. I leaned forward a little and glanced up the line. Not even Hilary wore one as her muzzle was removed. Only me.

“Get back!” Nan ordered behind me. A quick tug on my hair pulled me back in line.

Gisele strutted in front, crop in a tight fist. Its end slapped against a belly here which instantly got sucked in, tapped a chin there that got lifted to her satisfaction. She stopped before me.

“Square those shoulders! Straighten up!” Whish! Crack! Fuck! Right on my tit! “You heard me! This isn’t any lazy SM parlor. Get that head up. Push out those tits. Do it!”

Nan’s knee in the small of my back and hands on my shoulders ensured compliance. A finger wrapped around a strap that ran down the back of my head got me at attention.

Gisele gave us all one last look. The crop nervously swatted the side of her boot. Then, with a final, loud smack she pointed the crop to the door through which we all had entered and the handlers left the room, except for Logan. He sauntered around in front, accepted the crop from Gisele who then also exited. He waited until the door shut then flexed the crop before his chest.

“We’ve got a blue blood in house. I know you’ve just got here, haven’t had any time to orient, but you all know how to act toward a noble. If you don’t, I promise you will regret it. You’ll be punished, and not in a good way.”

The room got very quiet. Number Two and Coretta virtually stopped breathing.

Logan flashed a toothy grin. “You’re all scared. Good. Stay that way.”

Another door, behind Logan, slowly swung open. Gisele stepped through. “Our current stable, sir.”

Behind her came a tall, well proportioned man. Short, dark blonde hair with a bit of a widow’s peak sat above light brown eyes. He appeared in his late twenties and moved easily in a tailored blue suit with a red silk tie. Polished black shoes glided across the carpet. Everything about him spoke of power.

Coretta gave a small gasp. Number Two’s shoulder next to mine shook in repressed nervousness.

He heard Coretta’s reaction and strode right over to her. Manicured nails stroked a trembling chin.

“Well, you finally decided to take the plunge,” he said, his voice as smooth as he looked. “For your sake, it better not be too late. Eh, Coretta?”

“My name...” Coretta cleared her throat. “I am Number One, sir.”

The man nodded. “You’re off to a good start. And I also know this one here.” He stood over Number Two. “I should have known. Where Number One goes so does little Marisa. I mean, Number Two.”

“Y-Yes, sir,” Marisa whispered.

The man nodded, then strode up the line. He tightened a couple of clips here and there, just to gauge the woman’s reactions. A few moaned but none cried out.

“A good batch,” he said.

“Thank you, Gavin,” Logan said. “Of course, this is only a clearing house. We haven’t had time to fully appraise each one’s strengths and weaknesses. Once we do they’ll go to the appropriate training facility.”

“They all seem to know what’s expected of them,” Gavin said. He strode back to me and idly stroked the head harness straps. “Although, this one here isn’t quite like the others. A wildcat?”

“We’re not sure.”

Gavin squatted down and those well cared for fingers expertly caressed my pussy lips.

My...wet...pussy lips.

Oh, oooh. Ahhh. Don’t stop... I closed my eyes and couldn’t help but moan. I swayed forward and fell right into Gavin’s arms.

“Well, she’s certainly eager enough.” He rose and dabbed the end of my nose in pussy juice. “I’ll give her a try tonight.”

That brought me fully around. Fast. Give me a try? What the hell did that mean?

“Are you sure?” Logan said. “We had to gag her.”

“Then we’ll just leave it in. What she lacks in polish might just be made up in raw talent. And if that’s so, it’ll be easier to train her the way that I want. But, just in case she doesn’t have what it takes... Yes, this one next to her, Number Two.”

Gavin rested a hand on Marisa’s head. Her trepidation escaped in a quick, involuntary shiver.

“Scared, little one? You always were whenever Coretta couldn’t contain herself any longer and had to beg me to come over. More often than not you’d be there too, naked, hiding in the shadows, ready to jump out of your skin at the slightest word. You always were a hot little thing, but no more hiding now.”

Marisa blushed a deep red.

“Good. Now, as for this one...” He stepped back to Coretta and folded his arms in consideration. “Bring her too. I have a difficult decision to quickly make, what with leaving the country.”

Huh? What was that?

“... and maybe Number One here will give me a good baseline...”

I didn’t hear anything else. This guy was leaving the country and taking someone with him? Me! Me! Pick me! Whatever I needed to do, I was going to do it. And no bitch better get in the way.

***

I kept my wits about me – even when Logan pulled me along by the leash and the walls shimmered like through the heat of a campfire. When I was still things were fine, but any movement almost made me lose my lunch.

