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HOW LONG HAVE I BEEN here? 

Staring into the corner of the yard, I frowned, struggling to recall. It seemed like forever, but in the deep recesses of my brain, I knew it wasn’t. Couldn’t be. 

I’d had a life before this. Before Ronnie had come crashing into it with her baby and the country had gone to hell. I’d been happy—the proverbial free spirit—roaming the land with few cares and a heart full of curiosity. But now...

“4820!”

I froze at the thunderous noise, knowing I was in trouble. 4820 was the number assigned to me when I’d arrived at this hellhole, and the pot-bellied jerk screaming it, Forkes, was one of the nastiest men in the place. Glowering at me, his grimace distorted an already ugly face.

“Yes, sir.” 

I loathed myself for saying it, for complying when every fiber of my body demanded I shouldn’t, but I’d seen what happened to the women who stood their ground, and I was ashamed to admit I was terrified. It was, as it turned out, easy to be a revolutionary in peacetime, but it was a much scarier thing to stick your head above the parapet when bullets flew through the air. The only way to try and endure this place was to stay below the radar—something I was failing to do.

“Where should your gaze be?” he bellowed, only inches from my face. His foul breath lingered as I replied.

“Down, sir.” 

I shifted, my focus falling back to where he wanted it. Pain reignited as I registered my plight. Like every other woman on the parade ground, I was in so-called ‘service training’. That meant bearing the agony of what our captors affectionately called tit trays. The contraptions seemed to bring the men amusement as well as titillation, but to those of us with breasts, they were nothing but pulverizing agony. 

Small silver trays hung from thin chains attached to nipple clamps on each woman. Secured to our aching buds, those clamps ensured our assets took the brunt of the trays, which were then weighed down by whatever the sadists running the show demanded. On this occasion, it was a pint of some rank-smelling ale. The odor wafted past my nostrils.

“Better, bitch.” Forkes growled, pressing down on the tray to increase the pressure on my poor nipples. “Don’t forget again.”

“No, sir.” Steeling myself, I grappled with the pain, imagining a world where I could tell the self-satisfied wanker what I really thought of him. Even better, a place where I could attach the clamps to his nuts and run a thousand volts of electricity through him. That world seemed a million light years away. 

“Don’t forget what happens to any bitch who spills a drop of her master’s drink.” Forkes’ gaze shot around the lines of women assembled, followed by the predictable rumble of laughter from the voyeur men who’d gathered. “Do you know, bitch?” His focus fell back to me in an instant.

“Yes, sir.” 

We all knew only too well. Underperforming women, or those who failed at any given task, were handed around to the crew of assholes who ran this place. Anxiety knotted in my belly as I recalled the last woman who’d fallen foul of the trap. A pretty young blonde had been carried away kicking and crying, only to be found displayed and degraded later. The haunted look in her gaze was enough to fill in the blanks. I hadn’t seen her since and didn’t know her fate, but it didn’t take a rocket scientist to figure it out. Nothing good happened to those selected for punishment. Sometimes when I tried to sleep at night, I still heard their screams in my head. 

“Well?” He smirked, the weight of the tray intensifying as his finger pressed down on it. Leaning toward the hurt, I tried to quell the pain, wondering if the damn clamps would give up and slip from my sensitive buds. In my mind’s eye, I saw it happen, the pint of liquid sliding forward and tipping all over him. “Do tell all the other sorry bitches.”

“W-we become your property.” I could scarcely even get the words out.

“You’re already our property,” he sneered, his hand rising from my tray to my neck. Wrapping his digits around my throat, he went on, “Breaking the rules once too often will just mean you’re not good enough to go out into service. We’ll have to find ways to occupy you here instead. Understand?”

“Yes, sir.” My gaze flitted fleetingly to him as he stared down the line of women. Forkes was a nobody, an uninspiring little man who’d been promoted by the grotesque new leaders. He was the epitome of everything that was wrong with our country. 

“Good.”

I ensured I focused on my sore nipples by the time he glanced back.

“Make sure you all understand.” His voice echoed around the barren yard known as the parade hall, though there was nothing proud nor celebratory about the doomed space. “Most of you bitches will leave us to serve men all across the nation. Your job is to make us proud.”

My stomach turned at the insidious idea of what inspiring pride would warrant in the new order. It seemed to me we were to be nothing more than servants who could be used any time our new masters fancied it. Our society had unraveled in a matter of months.

Deemed to be unworthy of anything except menial service and domestic labor due to our chest size, those seized and delivered to this warehouse—commonly referred to as Warehouse 9—were regularly conditioned in similarly degrading ways. Taught to obey without question and offer ourselves for ritual abject humiliation, these performances were all par for the course.

I had the distinct impression that men like Forkes longed for our failure. That meant they could keep us themselves. A wave of nausea washed over me, the unrelenting tug at my nipples worsening. Who was to say which outcome would be worse? Staying at the mercy of Forkes or being carted off to God only knew where to ingratiate ourselves to strangers. Either option was sickening.

“Enough!” Forkes reached for the pint glass perched precariously on my tray, lifting it to his lips. “I’m thirsty.”

Relief exploded as he drained half of the contents, swelling my insides until I sensed tears, but I didn’t dare release them. Emotions were seen as weak at Warehouse 9—another punishable offense. 

“Ahhh.” He grinned, revealing odious yellow teeth as he placed the half-empty glass back on the tray propped up under my chest. “Lovely.” 

Even braced for the pain, I was forced to inhale. I’d lost track of how long we’d been standing out in the cold, enduring this treatment. 

“Get these whores back to their blocks.” Striding away, Forkes signaled to the other men. “We’ve had enough fun for one morning.”
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Chapter One


Ronnie Hudson


[image: ]




Once upon a time, a world existed beyond the darkness. A realm of sunny days and laughter, happiness and hope. If I closed my eyes, I could still grasp the memories, feel the heat of those rays on my skin, and almost believe I was back there. Almost.

It was getting more difficult to pretend, though. I’d swapped one concrete box for another, my new prison every inch as dull and soul-destroying as the previous. Each passing day only reinforced the bleak challenges of my new reality. Incarcerated and stripped of all my rights, I existed only as property. I’d been dragged back to London, where I was trussed and holed up in my ex-lover’s fortress, alive but barely living. 

The only definitive glimmer of light in my black landscape was Gabriel. He was well, and despite the limited amount of contact Tom allowed me to have with him, he was growing. The thought twisted in my chest like a knife. I loved Gabriel more than anything else in the universe. I had no doubt I would die for his survival, but every day he bloomed was a day closer to the axe falling at my neck. Tom would decree him weaned and I’d be cast aside for good. The only reason he’d entertained the possibility of me was my breast milk. Once Gabriel no longer needed it, I was a dead woman.

“It’s time.” 

The usual gruff instruction reverberated through the thin metal hole in the door, and seconds later, it was jerked open to reveal another man in black. They all looked the same; tall with menacing, uncaring eyes.

“Up.”

Rising on shaky legs, I acquiesced, shuffling toward him. The shackles between my ankles and the ones securing my wrists ensured I couldn’t run or protect myself, but my enemy’s greatest strategy was my diet. They gave me just enough calories to produce the required milk, but there was little left for nourishment. That, combined with the lack of sunshine and human interaction, was taking its toll. I was weak and unsteady. A shadow of my former self.

My oppressor sighed, grabbing my shoulder and yanking me forward. I stumbled in his direction, my bare feet hitting the floor as I struggled to stay upright. “Come on.” He waved the leash in front of my eyes, reaching for the collar at my neck and connecting it. “Let’s move.”

Turning, he stalked away into the hall, leaving me to hobble behind him. My limbs were heavy and stiff as I grappled with the movement, but as he led me along the dank corridor, my breasts responded the way they’d been conditioned to. Milk leaked from my nipples, streaming down to my midriff. They ached with the weight of the burden, but despite my discomfort, hope swelled at the sensation. This was my only time with my son, and however mortifying it was, I had to make the most of it.  

“I don’t know why they allow you to walk,” the monster in black mumbled from ahead. “You’re cattle and should be treated like it.”

I’d learned long ago not to respond to the vitriolic ramblings of the men who worked for Tom. Pressing my lips into a hard line, I ignored him, just as I ignored the pounding in my head and my screaming joints.

“There ain’t nothing special about you,” he scoffed, peering back as if to confirm the matter. “You’re only the whore he used to make his son.”

Lowering my gaze, I sighed. I’d heard the rhetoric enough times. Tom said it enough, but still, I couldn’t get used to it. Refused to. I was a woman, a human being with rights and feelings. It suited Tom to dehumanize me and the millions of other women who didn’t fit the model he’d molded in his head, but that didn’t make it right. 

Jerking me forward, my jailor laughed as I struggled for balance, my full breasts aching at the panic rising in my brain. 

“You know the drill.” Spinning on his heel, he shot me a warning glare as he reached into his pocket. “Open.”

I knew already what would happen next. It was what transpired every time I was permitted to feed my son. Before I was allowed entry into the nursery, I was gagged, and the shackles at my wrists tightened to ensure I couldn’t touch the baby I’d birthed. Pulling in a shaky breath, my lips parted. The moron smirked, shoving the black ball gag into place between my lips before wandering behind me to secure it. Of course, there was no need for such a horrendous gag. No need for any of this depravity. These were Tom’s orders, and as he saw it, the milk dispensing whore he endured for the sake of his son was to be humbled and humiliated before she was even permitted in his presence. 

My head fell as he pulled my wrists together, securing them with new chains. 

“There.” He chuckled, one grubby palm fondling my ass before he swatted it. “I don’t see why you get special treatment, but I’m not blind to your appeal. Once he’s through with you, I’m gonna ask the boss if I can screw you. Maybe I’ll get lucky and knock you up again.”

Squeezing my eyes closed, I pushed down my repulsion. I had no idea what Tom had in store for me once Gabriel was weaned, but I feared the worst. He’d threatened all sorts. Maybe he’d kill me in some public display of authority. I was the only woman who’d evaded him, the one who’d got away, and now he had me. I sensed he was keen to glory in that alleged accomplishment. Perhaps he’d keep me imprisoned to teach me a lesson. He seemed to enjoy that possibility, the concept of tormenting me in the darkness while he ruined my son and the country I loved apparently pleasing. 

Shaking my head, I was unable to recall anything I had loved about the man.

“Up we go.”

The gruff voice captured my attention again, and I lifted my gaze to find the metal door unlocked. This was the route out of Tom’s dungeon, the path to liberation and my son, but I was only permitted to take it once I’d been prepared for the ritual denigration. 

Tugging at the chain between us, he encouraged me out of the gloom, locking the door behind me. I assumed there were other prisoners kept in the darkness—probably other women—though I’d never seen any of them.

“Ladies first.” He gestured to the steep steps, his voice dripping with scorn at the false sentiment.
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