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Tossing the bags on the chipped linoleum countertop, Marisol called out to her brother, ”Hey, Alex! I am home!"

	She unpacked the grocery bags, bundling each empty ball of crinkly plastic and shoving it into the drawer assigned to leftover bags for repurposing. She thought back to the day they found out. The call that changed everything. The escort from the Sheriff to the mortuary to identify their parents. She remembered the look on her brother's face, two years her senior and ever her junior. She remembered how his lean, almost skinny, frame bent in half at the realization that it was just the two of them from that point forward. Marisol scolded herself having promised long ago that she would stop torturing herself like that. Years in therapy and she still couldn't keep the thoughts at bay.

	THUMP THUMP THUMP, Alex came trodding down the stairs. It always amazed her how much noise the guy could make.

	"How was your trip to the store, sis?" Alex inquired as he dug through each bag, checking out the spoils of his sister's trip down the road.

	"Not bad, I found your favorite fruit, it's in the bag at the end. I don't know why you can't eat real fruit like normal people, you gotta eat that freeze-dried crap. Like, where's the juice?"

	"It's like what the astronauts eat, sis," Alex thrust his hand into the bottom of the last bag, pulling out a freeze-dried bag of pineapple.

	"Aieeesh, when are you going to grow up, Alex?” Marisol jested, throwing an apple in his direction.

	Tossing it back with a wink and a smile, Alex told her, "Always tomorrow, sis."

	Marisol continued to unpack the groceries as Alex took to the couch for his weekend ritual of Sunday gaming. Thumbs-clicking on the controller, Alex lost himself in the world of virtual as Marisol found her own personal Sunday ritual. 

	Going through the motions, she put the groceries for the week away and prepped the upcoming meals to make life easier for both of them.

	As the day wore on and morning turned to afternoon, Marisol snuggled up in her favorite chair with her latest book. Alex flipped off the game system and asked, "Hey wanna mix it up this week? Let's go out for a couple of drinks tonight."

	Marisol agreed and quickly got ready. She never cared much about her appearance and was grateful that her genetics made it so she really didn't have to try so hard. Taking the messy bun out of her hair, she allowed her long, dark locks to fall forward blanketing her shoulders in dark auburn, threw on a couple of eyeshadows, quickly blended and added some mascara. 

	She came down the stairs to find her brother waiting patiently. Together they walked down to the bar, aptly named The Lounge, at the end of their street. It was fairly nice inside for such a dive. Marisol had always appreciated the decor and the fact that the bartenders wouldn't snub a person for wanting to order a martini now and again.

	Sunday nights at The Lounge always featured a pianist in the corner with an occasional singer to spice things up. Tonight there was no singer, but the pianist was in full throttle behind the keys. He was an older man, his face weathered, hair long and scraggly gray, lips pressed tightly together in a crooked smile. The man only opened his eyes once when she saw the ocean's color in a storm. Marisol loved seeing an artist who truly loved what they were doing.

	Her fascination was broken as the drinks continued to flow and friends continued to slosh through the door. The night grew fuzzier as the laughter grew louder. No one even noticed when the piano carried over to the jukebox as midnight drew closer.

	Marisol noticed her brother putting on his best moves in the corner with a beautiful blonde woman, all lips and legs, who seemed intrigued. Marisol was proud of him. His typically corny moves seemed to be working. She carried on in her game of pool against her long-time friend Caleb which had drawn a lively crowd of playful jesters.

	The game was coming to a close. It was going to be a close one. Both she and Caleb had one ball left alongside the eight. She grabbed the beer beside her that she had been working on and slammed the rest of it as she leaned in low for her shot. 

	Amazingly, she sunk her ball in quickly and the cue rebounded, sending the eight directly into the corner pocket for the win. The crowd that had gathered erupted into shouts.  Marisol grabbed her beer and joined in cheers in her smiling acquaintances throughout the crowd. By the time she was finished making her rounds, she downed the last of her drink and glanced at her cell phone indicating the time. It was past midnight, and she would have to work in the morning. She was clearly having too much fun.

	Deciding to hit the restroom before she took off for home, Marisol glanced around the cozy bar. Alex was nowhere to be seen. Come to think of it she hadn't seen him since the blonde. Good for him, she thought. Allowing herself a brief chuckle out of pride for her brother, she looked forward to hearing her brother's excitement in the morning. It had been a long time since either of them had met someone worth pursuing. No matter. They live right down the street and Marisol felt certain she would see her brother and the beautiful blonde making their way sheepishly out of Alex's bedroom in the morning. They may even wind up sharing a cup of coffee or something as they commiserate in what will inevitably be a hangover for the ages. Rather than thinking about it any longer, Marisol could think only about her bladder which was on the brink of explosion.

	Marisol ducked into the last stall and tossed her phone on the back of the toilet disregarding the flicker of the lights overhead and the scent of bleach permeating her senses. She struggled to maintain her ability to sit upright on the toilet. The room seemed like it was spinning. Finishing up, she quickly washed her hands. Standing alone in the quiet restroom, she began to note just how much she had to drink. Oops. She was definitely going to be feeling it in the morning, but was it really enough to make her feel this way?

	The restroom door slammed shut and Marisol scarcely noticed how the bar had emptied save for a few stragglers and the crew cleaning up for the evening. She was dizzy. Really dizzy and exceedingly grateful for the quick walk home. Marisol stumbled out of the door. She made her way through the horde of smoking drunks, coughing in the cloud of smoke that they emitted. She never liked the smell of smoke. It made her head spin on a good day.

	Marisol rounded the corner of the bar, home in sight. Then home was no longer in sight. Home was spinning like a top, and the rest of the world with it. She felt like she was going to throw up. What the hell… This is not just alcohol, she thought, and it was coming on fast. 

	She fell into a lean, hands behind her back, steadying herself against the jagged brick wall. It seemed to be her only hope of standing. She would have to find a way back into the bar. Surely someone would help her there. She settled on crawling if she had to as someone came from behind, lifting her by her underarms. Thank God, she thought. 

	The feeling of becoming sick enhanced. As she tried to warn her assistant, blackness shrouded her. Tightly. Too tight. She was going to pass out but was not quite there yet. She could feel a ring of fabric closing in around her neck and heavily blanketing her face, shrouding her world in final darkness. As consciousness faded to match her vision, the feeling of cold, hard, bumpy plastic beneath her and splintering rope digging into her wrists, now behind her back, were all that remained.
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The light streaming in through the window woke Marisol. God, her head had never hurt worse than it did at that moment. It felt as if her skull was going to split into a million pieces. Marisol didn't even notice the pain in her back and hips from the fraying cot beneath her. She didn't see the other girls in the same room, milling around and wondering who this new girl was. All Marisol noticed was the latent feeling of spinning, reminiscent of the night before, as her stomach unleashed its full contents of booze and grocery snacks all over the floor beside her. 

	The night before! What did happen? Damn that's going to be a mess to clean up when I can move again, she thought as she focused on the empty pit that she freshly recognized as her stomach. Marisol lay flat on her back with her arm over her eyes to block the streaming sunlight. Her other arm draped over her stomach and briefly wished that she could feel this thin all the time.

	Sighing what air remained in her lungs, Marisol, blinked and felt as though the room was spinning a little less and lay back wondering where her pillow went. She let her mind drift back to sleep, looking forward to the Pho order she was going to make when she woke back up. The brightness of the room faded away as she again drifted into the realm of the unconscious. Alex and his blonde didn't even enter her mind.

	"Jesus, it looks like she is finally coming around." The voice was unfamiliar. What?

	"I didn't think she was ever going to wake back up," said another, still unfamiliar. Who?

	Who the hell is in my… what is going on? Marisol sat straight up. Her hands reached beneath her feeling the worn trampoline-like fabric she had mistaken for her bed. Light berating her pupils, she blinked hard and opened her eyes as she attempted to process what was happening. Are there nurses? Was I taken to some sort of hospital? No. Not nurses. Too young. Who are these people and why do they look so ragged? Am I still dreaming? I must still be dreaming. Out all of the thoughts that ran through her mind the one she could not yet process was her reality.

	"Don't worry, it will get easier. You will feel better soon." It was voice number two. Easier? The hangover?

	The voice belonged to a young girl. She had flowing brunette hair and large brown doe eyes. She couldn't even be old enough to drink. This girl looked like a child. Feeling panic rising inside of her belly, her eyes began darting around the room. Adrenaline flooded her veins rushing through her body. 

	Marisol dragged her elbows beneath her in an attempt to sit up and crab crawled backward as fast as her legs and arms would take her. Her back almost immediately met the hard surface behind her, splintering her soft skin with its ancient wood. This can't be happening. No, no, no, no, I'm still dreaming. Marisol couldn't allow herself to be here. This was not her reality. This sort of thing didn't happen to people like her. She had friends. She had a brother who would surely know she was missing by now, right? Right…?

	"Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god, oh my god," her own voice felt foreign to her. Was this really her speaking? Was she really in this place?

	Course hands began stroking her hair from the other side of the cot, small strands catching on the ragged skin creating tiny pulling sensations that left Marisol’s flesh in goosebumps. The stroking was accompanied by a "Shhhh, it's okay. We all felt this way when we first woke up too." Were it not for the lightening blue eyes, this second girl might have been mistaken for the same as the first at the initial glance.

	Girl number one, a slightly darker brunette than girl number two, spoke again, "Sometimes it helps to look out the window. Do you wanna look out the window?"

	Marisol nodded feverishly. She needed to know what was beyond this small shack. She wanted to know what was on the other side of the cracked door frame with no door. She had to know what was outside the closed door with the jagged nails protruding from the door frame. She needed to know where she was, what was going on, and how the hell to get out of it.

	Girls one and two lead her to the small window, its only covering being bars with a larger bar above the window. Nothing was hanging from it. The bar above the window reminded her of the handrail in the stall she used the night before. Her phone! Where was her phone? Instinctively, Marisol reached for the back pocket of her jeans. Of course, it wasn't there. It was foolish

to think it would be, she realized. As the girls led her to the window, her heart sank. She could see outside. Outside was nothing but thick, dank, shrouded forest. The type of forest that could drown a scream if one was lucky enough to keep her breath.

	Marisol stood at the window in stunned silence long after the girls had left her side. She strained her eyes in an attempt to find some sort of trail, some sort of anything that might give her any shred of hope. Marisol found none.

	What she found was a tight and oppressive room packed full of other girls. There had to be at least half a dozen girls with her. Every girl seemed young. Much younger than Marisol, even. Children. My God these were children.

	Marisol looked around the room, not bothering to hide her horror. From each girl to the next, the oldest looked to be just out of high school, the youngest couldn't have walked the planet a decade as of yet. 

	An older one, a busty girl with short, cropped black hair watched the tears well in Marisol’s eyes at the sight of the youngest in the room, "It's as bad as it seems. Her name is Audi. She's nine." 

	Audi glanced over her shoulder, hair in her face and torture in her hazel eyes. She made eye contact with Marisol for the briefest of moments before returning her gaze to the floor.

	The black-haired girl continued, "I'm Sophia. The blonde over there is Anna and the brunettes go by Liza, (girl number one), and Ellie, (girl two)."

	Liza and Ellie nodded. Anna put her hand back up in a slight wave. The blonde. The same blonde with Alex? It couldn't be. She looked strikingly similar though. Where was Alex if she was here? Fury began to well inside of Marisol.

	Sophia continued, "Audi talked the most the first day she was here. Ever since they came for her, she doesn’t say much. I don't know, maybe it's for the better. Maybe talking makes it real."

	Sophia's voice hitched at the end of her sentence. While she looked like she had more to say, she clearly couldn't go on. Every bone in Marisol's body rebelled at the words that then came pouring out of her mouth. Panic turned rage rising inside of her, she couldn't help but demand answers, despite the obvious trauma these girls seemed to experience at the thought of…

	"They!? Who the fuck is 'They!? Do ANY of you care to explain? At all?" 

	Walking up to Anna, Marisol was practically shouting, "You! You didn't even tell me your name! She had to do it for you! I can only imagine you would want to know what is going on too! And where the hell is Alex!? What did you do to my brother!?"

	Marisol was livid. She could see from the fear in Anna's eyes that this was definitely the blonde she saw with her brother. Hair the same length, and a smile that curved delicately at the corners of her thin lips, just like the girl at the bar with Alex.

	Putting her hands up in mock surrender, Anna swore to Marisol she didn't know who Alex was. She had no idea who she was talking about. Marisol could see in the thin vail of tears lining her eyes that she did, in fact, know exactly who Alex was and exactly what had happened to them.

	The electricity coursing through her limbs took over and Marisol charged the blonde. She felt completely helpless, as if her body was not her own. The two became a tangle of pulled hair, bloody fingernails and rapidly mangling flesh. Hands balled into fists, Marisol connected with Anna's face over and over again as she worked her way to pinning her down on the ground beneath her. Once pinned, Marisol didn't stop. She unleashed every ounce of fear, frustration, confusion, anger, and sadness on this one, now motionless, girl beneath her.

	Previously keeping to themselves, the rest of the girls began to look at Marisol. Tears streaked through some faces while fear began to take over others. Rage that was beyond Marisol's control continued to ravage her. She could feel hot tears streaking her face as another girl's blood dripped from her knuckles. Her discomfort from the hangover was gobbled up by utter panic and hate. She could feel herself screaming now. Only just noticed another girl in the corner who began screaming with her. 

	Chaos erupted all around her. Anna crumbled into a ball on her bed and Sophia and Liza moved toward Marisol as she began pounding on the door to the world beyond, scratching and clawing at the splintery wood. When her hands failed her, she kicked and kneed the unforgiving surface, no body part off limits to her ambush. Marisol could feel her elbows make contact with the soft flesh of those around her, the blood under her nails mixing with the blood of others, trickling from the splinters of wood now present all over her body.

	In the corner of the room two others surrounded the other screaming girl, profanities flying freely from the girl's mouth along with laughter and the warning, "They're coming for you now bitch, hahaha, they're gonna fucking get you now!"

	Audi remained on her cot, legs tucked in tight to her chest with arms hugging them tight. Her face couldn't be seen beneath her shroud of hair but the rhythm in which her back moved betrayed the tears that were sure to be flowing from behind her pleading eyes.

	Marisol couldn't stop. She wouldn't stop until she got out of this godforsaken place. She didn't know what was coming for her and didn't want to find out. Banging, screaming, crying, air… she needed air. She couldn't breathe. Everything was fading. Gasping for breath, Marisol felt herself slipping. She turned, and looked around the room, no other way out. She choked on her lack of air. Spots in her vision. Fading again. 

	She found the floor, but it was too late. The other girls looked sleepy. She felt sleepy. Yet couldn't breathe. She couldn't panic any longer as heaviness set in. The other girls scattered to the edges of the cabin as far from the door, as they could, gasping for breath. The girl in the corner was no longer screaming and the youngest among them, Audi, sat with her shoulders slumped deeply between her legs. No more tears for Audi. As her vision faded again, the increasing pressure on Marisol's chest left her unable to even gasp. Then there was no more.
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The swing hugged her hips as Marisol rested her head on the cool chains gently squeaking with every pass. Back and forth, back and forth. She could hear her brother behind her as they waited for their parents to come and pick them up from school.

	He was heatedly telling other kids how to play "Grocery Store" correctly. She was sure the other kids were nodding and waiting for him to stop talking before resuming their chosen positions around the playground turned into make-believe adulting. 

	Marisol breathed in the fall air, looking down at her legs. She was wearing the same outfit she had on earlier in the day before she and her brother went to the bar down the road. Her adult legs were long and wrapped in black leggings with soft boots covering the lower portion of her calves.

	The noises of the playground faded as she walked across the gravel and away from the swings. A teacher stoped her at the gate asking where she thinks she is going. With a "tsk-tsk" the teacher steered her back to a sandbox brimming with toys and fecal matter from Ferrel's neighborhood cats. Gripping her arm tightly around her biceps, Marisol could feel the teacher guiding her all too forcefully into the box. 

	In an attempt to wriggle free, she twisted and turned. The stale smell of cat feces mixing with the dry dust of the sand was almost too much to bear. She feels as though she can't breathe, can't move. The twisting of her body abruptly stopped as she froze in place being pressed into a laying position by the teacher, the hot sand scratchy on her backside.

	Terror spread through her veins, and Marisol gasped for air. A prisoner in her own body she tried with all of her breath to sit up, to move, to do… anything.

	Realizing that her eyes had been clenched shut, Marisol opened them. Struggling to grasp what was around her, reality set in all over again. She was certainly not on a playground and those people surrounding her were absolutely NOT her teachers.

	Accurate to her dream, however, Marisol found herself held down against yet another splintery swath of wood with thick leather straps coated in another's blood binding her wrists, ankles, waist, and neck to the unforgiving board. The stench of ammonia permeated the air here, and as in her dream, she could see piles of dust sitting on the slightly swinging and rusted piece of metal that passed for a hanging lamp on the ceiling precariously placed above her torso. Marisol let out a slightly wheezy cough.

	The faces around her began to come into focus. There were three of them. One was definitely a woman - albeit one she wondered how anyone might want to make love with in order to create the smaller creature next to her. Marisol couldn't tell if the smaller one was a little boy or a girl. She didn't know how much she cared either. A bastardized copy of the large, boil-pocked women next to it. The little thing was a sniveling mess with stringy black hair like straw falling across its snot-ridden face. As it sniffed in her direction, Marisol turned her head, trying to erase the vision of its swollen, bloody gums that had lost their capability to hold more than a single tooth. She wondered if they ever even had that capability to begin with as she stifled a shudder. Hot tears began to spread out behind her once again clenched eyelids.

	What must have been the little creature's mother spoke, but Marisol couldn't even begin to make out what she was trying to say. Between a hefty lack of education and some sort of hillbilly twang, Marisol was at a complete loss. This seemed to aggravate the woman who stood as she repeated herself. As she tried to communicate, all Marisol could focus on were the large rolls that rippled down the woman's front side. She wasn't sure if the rolls were breasts or belly but what she was sure of was the lack of hygiene from the stench that seemed to attack the woman's surroundings just as viciously as the banging of her hand on the board next to Marisol's head.

	With every slap of the hand on the wood, the little creature seemed to withdraw into the shadows beyond Marisol's line of sight. Confusion outweighed her fear, but only slightly as the hillbilly beast of a woman towered over her. Suddenly, the banging stopped. The woman seemed to have given up and began to stare. The woman's eyes bored into Marisol's soul, and she found herself unable to close her eyes, gaze fixed on the soul of the other and Marisol found what she least expected. 

	She saw a sort of softness behind her speckled hazel iris held by a face framed with the same stringy black hair as the little creature, now nowhere to be seen. Sound seemed to have faded completely away as Marisol's tear-streaked eyes remained locked with the woman above her. Seconds stretched into moments which in turn reached for eternity.

	The silence was only broken by a grunt, guttural yet apathetic, as the beefy older woman turned away and began hobbling back to the edge of the light. Marisol's now-known universe faded with each one of her wobbly steps, her line of vision condensed to the wavering metal lampshade and its slight swing above her with the faint outline of the third face hovering on the outskirts of where her eyes could stretch.

	The third face was so still, Marisol wondered if it were even human. She could make out vaguely gray features surrounding a face but couldn't tell whether it was male, female, or mannequin at this rate. Silence overtook the room but for the swinging lamp. Marisol pulled on her confines. She tried twisting at the wrists. Her inability to lift her head made it impossible to completely tell if there were any weak points in the straps. The skin around her ankles and wrists burned as she continued to work away at the thick leather holding her down. She was certain she could feel each splinter entering her skin as she tried with everything in herself to keep her eyes dry and maintain her composure.

	Slowly she continued twisting away at the straps holding down her limbs. While it was to no avail just yet, Marisol swore that she could feel the leather warming up and loosening its vice grip at least ever so slightly. If it loosens a little, it will loosen a lot, she thought. Twist, twist, twist.

	As her attempt to free herself continued, she let her eyes remain locked on the silent, still figure toward the foot of the board. Had it not been for the effort expended on remaining calm, panic would have overtaken Marisol already as the board on which she was strapped began to take on a coffin-like existence. She knew very well that she could, and for all she knew would die on where she lay now, adding the pools of blood that her body would surely produce to the remains of whatever girl was lost in that very place before her.

	Marisol regretted the fact that she had lost her composure so completely in the little room with the others. Twist, twist, twist. Marisol could feel the skin coming off her body with each wrench of her wrist. She was painfully aware of the bareness of her feet and ankles as she tried with all her effort to rip and twist and pull herself free of her bindings. 

	All she could think about was getting home. Cuddling in her warm queen bed amply covered in pillows and fuzzy, warm blankets. She knew the temperature couldn't be below 80 degrees right now and had to be even more in this weird little room of doom, but she couldn't keep her body from shivering. As she felt one ankle finally prying loose enough to move around she willed her body to behave. The trembling was becoming uncontrollable at times shaking so violently that she began to wonder how sturdy the board really was.

	Focused on keeping her breathing under control, Marisol decided to work one limb at a time. She began with the foot that seemed to be loose. Unfortunately, her foot seemed to be eye to… well, foot, with the person-like blob at the base of the board.

	It might have been the lonely, unblinking eyes staring at her, or maybe it was the feel of the thick leather across her neck, but Marisol knew deep in her heart that she was going to get out of there. She had to. She just needed a game plan. And to figure out whether or not this individual was alive and watching her struggle or made of plastic. She was fairly certain the other two had left given the blanket of silence shrouding the room.
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Trapped. Trapped. Fucking trapped with a creepy mannequin person staring at her watching her struggle. Watching as she twisted and writhed. Watching as her skin tore loose from the flesh below. Watching as hot wet tears flooded down her face. Listening to the grunts and cries that escaped her mouth as reality set in upon this girl. She finally began trying with everything she had in her heart to break free from the board bolted to the ground with thick metal stands, fortified by the concrete below. She was not about to be going anywhere.

	And that made him happy. Satisfied. Little did Marisol know that the mannequin was not a mannequin. He had trained himself. Mastered the art of stillness. Lack of motion. Silently breathing, masking his pleasure with her struggles, his only physical tell being his throbbing stiffness growing below his waistline.

	He watched silently as her cuts grew deep enough to actually drip on the floor, a small trickle of blood leading from her delicate young ankles down, finding the pool of other's dried blood beneath her. His own personal collection. Not the only collection he had of these girls, mind you, but one of his favorites. He prized himself on the numbers he continued to add regarding his little house of service pets. He loved each one. He loved the way they tasted. The way they bled. The way they cried, but most of all he loved the way they all inevitably came around and truly became his for a time. His very own fountain of youth out of which he could drink whenever he desired. The beginning though, this part, was his favorite. He lived for the way they broke.

	It was almost time to reveal himself, but not quite yet. He wanted to punish himself with growing desire. He never revealed himself until he could truly begin to make them his. Take that first step in really getting to know the girls, one-on-one. As the dark-haired beauty before him twisted and writhed from her serving place, he tried to distract himself from his pulsing member. 

	He thought about his wife who had prepared this feast before him today. He thought of his child who was ever supportive and always let him in on his little pet's secrets. Each thought struck through him, reminiscent of striking keys on a piano. Each person and experience surrounded him, transposing itself into the symphony he couldn't wait to play.

	God her helplessness made him hot. This one was a little older than all the rest. He felt he could use a challenge, and a challenge this one was. She had spunk. He could feel himself falling in love with her. The way her toes pointed so delicately as she attempted to work her heel through the strap of her bindings. Were it not for the tears escaping her eyes, he would have been fooled into thinking she couldn't even feel the pain. He was grateful she could. How could he love someone who didn't feel, after all? How would he ever be sure she loved him in return? 

	Eventually of course. Let's not get ahead of ourselves… he thought. 

	Getting to know this one was different from the rest. Most of the younger girls cried and cried until he finally entered. Some of them cried even after he finished. Some were silent. The anticipation of finding out what this one would do was killing him. Eating him alive. 

	Almost there… almost there, Marisol thought. 

	She could finally feel the slack on the binding of her ankle. If she could just get that angle a little better she knew she would be… there it was! Oh my God, she got it! Free! One ankle at least!

	Now if I could just use this foot to get the other one free maybe I could…

	As she finally slipped her heel through the strap he couldn't contain himself any longer. The throbbing in his over-swollen member reached a climax. As he fully released, he cried out. A long slow cry to match the grand finish this one was so worthy of. He didn't get to finish inside of her this time. Disappointing… no matter. He was sure he would be able to get himself back to that point again. And with ease.
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	Terror overtook her as she heard it. Saw it. It finally moved. And growled. Or was that a moan? She could do nothing more than scream. The fountain of tears finally unleashed itself fully as she tried to comprehend what was happening. Her wide eyes unable to close as the mannequin that she was sure couldn't be human after so much time of stillness stood from its seated position below her. She could see now that it was indeed a man. Hear that it was a man. She watched in horror as he approached her, yelping and moaning. There was no mistaking the utter reality as she felt his hot wet manhood sliding across her stomach as he mounted the board she was still strapped to.

	Horror overtook her. The hope she felt moments before faded to a distant memory as his deep gray eyes locked on hers. Curls fell over his face as he began to cut her clothing off with the jagged knife pulled from his own back pocket. The sweat from his brow dripped down his locks onto her chest and face as he cut away at her shirt. She could feel the moisture from his member trickling down her leg as the beads of sweat followed the path down her body while he cut through her pants and underwear.

	She felt utter numbness take hold of her heart as he began to play with her body. The body she once knew. The body that was no longer hers. In other circumstances, she might have enjoyed the things he was doing, and with feelings her body deceived her. Another time, she might have hoped that it was someone she loved finishing so strongly inside of her. Another time she might have been grateful that she had not taken her birth control that morning. Another time in another life. 

	All she felt inside now was numb and blind and fucked.  All she truly felt was more splinters inserting themselves into her backside as he did the same. All she knew she felt was the shaking of the board and their bodies in unison, becoming one with the shaking of the lamp precariously placed directly above their bodies, all moving together.

	Once the creaking stopped, the man lay on her. Was he really trying to play with her hair right now? Yes. Yes, that's exactly what was happening. She could smell him so well it made her want to gag. Surprisingly not because his smell was altogether unpleasant. He smelled of a deep musk. On his breath, she knew that his teeth had been freshly tended to. He smiled at her. He had a big, toothy smile with much longer teeth than she would have assumed when his mouth was closed. His hair draped across her shoulder in a neat mess as he lay in the crook of her arm. 

	She found the movement oddly feminine, especially when combined with the way he stroked her lower abdomen with his fingers as he lay on her. She wondered if he realized that her whole body, limbs, and all was still bound. If he could feel how stiff every fiber of her being was, or if he truly thought they were in on that whole thing together. If she didn't feel dirty before, she certainly did now.

	Satisfied, he climbed back down to the ground, one foot at a time reaching for the solidity promised by the hard dirty cement underfoot. As he put his clothing on, he made sure to check her constraints with a swift jiggle once more. Satisfied with that he left the room, leaving his wife and child to tend to the girl he had only just begun to work on. 

	Exiting in his customary farewell, he tilted his invisible hat from his head. He made a slight bow in Marisol's direction and stated, "M'Lady" as he backed out of the room that was swiftly closing in on the freshly broken girl tied to the splintery board in the middle of God knows where.
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	Marisol lay on the board, body floating someplace beneath her, and thought back to the man. Those eyes. The way they bored into her. It was almost like she knew him. Or he knew her well enough to burrow through her soul, eyes cutting through her mind like merciless knives. She strained to recall how this could be. Everything was a blur and had become such a mess. Before she had time to really feel sorry for herself the large woman and her little creature were already on their way back in, bustling through the door.

	Marisol could feel her confines loosening. She longed for the strength to do something about it. She wished she could get up and run, push her way through the door or anything that might help her escape from this place but she remained disconnected from her body. She knew her will to fight was somewhere deep inside of her but try as she might, she couldn't bear to bring it forward to the light. 

	That will inside of her belonged to chasing a career, to meeting someone perfect to have a family and children with. That will did not belong to a girl who was too tired to slap this fat woman shoving some chewed-up Styrofoam cup with some sort of steaming brown liquid into her hand. It was not something that belonged to a girl who stared at the open door toward greenery edging around the threshold to freedom. There was no drive left for a girl who let this little creature with stringy black hair take her clothes away before drying her tears with a fresh towel.

	All Marisol felt she had left was the willpower to let herself be taken care of as these two were. She surrendered to their soft control. She let them dry her eyes with the first towel and sipped from the cup which contained a rich and surprisingly decadent hot chocolate. She allowed herself to be led from the shack now filled with memories best forgotten and toward a little blue farm-style house with a slightly dilapidated wraparound porch and chipped white shutters framing the windows.

	For the first time since her arrival, she could smell clean air. Damp and muggy to be sure, but clean. She could smell the grass and the musty wood sprawling around the foreseeable area and feel the warm sun beating down on her bare chest with a breeze sweeping across her torso and naked lower half.

	Still fighting the feeling of her utter exposure, both inside and out, Marisol didn't bother to wipe the fresh stream of tears from her face. She had two creatures to do that for her. She couldn't help but feel surprised that her eyes had not completely dried. Who knew there was so much fluid in a human body? Thinking of fluids and the human body, she tried to distract herself from the remnants she could feel crisping across her stomach. She tried to remember the exact percentage of water that made up the human body. Was it 95%? No, maybe it was 75%… Christ she couldn't remember. What did it matter anyway? What did anything matter?

	She tripped on a soft mound of dirt underfoot and let herself slide to the ground, her long dark hair falling forward to cover her shoulders and bare breasts. Her two gentle jailers to either side broke her fall with their still firm grips on her arms. She didn't intend to move from this spot until they made her, which she was sure would happen at any moment.

Marisol was surprised as the little thing dropped her wrist. Sitting on the soft dirt next to Marisol's slumped and defeated form, it took a stick in its hand and began to draw in the brown shards of rocks long past. 

	At first glance, it seemed to be the simple lines and tracings of a child. Marisol could make out the figures of stick people in the tracings with large smiles on their faces and wild lines in the place of hair on top of each stick figure's head. Forming a large square around them, the child drew what seemed to be the little shack the rest of the girls were being kept in, the real version not far from where the three now sat in the middle of an unkempt driveway of sorts. Marisol glanced over her shoulder, past the shed she now associated with gray hair, blue eyes, and long teeth, and over to the structure that she hoped never to be returned to.

	All the hope in the world couldn't keep her from knowing better than that old wooden shack with its tin roof would be where she inevitably returned. Not able to bear the sight of it any longer she looked away. She felt a tug on her wrist from the little one, guiding her attention back to the drawing. Through the waves of her hair, Marisol could see the little thing drawing a gigantic heart around the house with the smiling stick girls inside. 

	The two made eye contact, each now through stringy dark hair. As deeply as she could look into the little things eyes, Marisol saw nothing familiar. No sort of emotion or hope for future help. No sadness nor fear. It was just a look. Marisol didn't know how she felt about it. She didn't care how she should feel about it.

 

7

 

 

 

 

 

	The moment felt like a staring contest broken by a guttural "Umpfh" from the ever-rippling woman now dragging Marisol back up and onto her feet. She could feel the woman's grip on her arm strengthen as she used some of Marisol's weight to get herself back up.

	The woman was growing tired of these girls. She was tired of them always trying things. Tired of the same old story with a new girl a few times a year. She wondered when her husband would have enough. She liked to play with them too but felt like she never got the opportunity. That made her wearier of the girls' tears and scrapes and occasional attempts at escape. 

	The woman wondered when this one would really make a go of it. She knew it wouldn't be today. Certainly not. They don't typically run right after they had their first breaking session. One girl did anyway but she doesn't run anymore now, does she? The woman chuckled to herself as she stood up using Marisol's arm for support. Not good for much else, she thought.

	The woman could hear the slight whimper the girl let out. She didn’t care. She growled at the two younger girls staring at one another. Sometimes these girls need a swift fright to snap 'em out of it, she drawled in her mind.

	The woman never cared much for speaking. She was never really one to say much anyway. To say her vocabulary consisted of half of what a fifth grader can say would be generous. She knew what she knew and didn't have to put pesky words onto it. Besides, she felt like her grunts and noises seemed to get the reaction she wanted better than her words ever could. Why bother?

	As she began to drag the dark-haired beauty up onto her feet and across the swath of dirt leading up to the house, the woman recalled the day she became His. She remembered then that it was just the two of 'em. How young they both were. His hair was a tossed mat of sandy blonde and his eyes could have lit the world up like a firefly as they did her heart. Those were the eyes she gave herself to. His was the body she pledged hers to to do with what he pleased. She remembered the nervous feeling that these girls were sure to have. She felt it too back then. It was one of the few things that gave her empathy for the delicate little things. They always felt that way when he first brought them home. They always got over it too. Some had even come to love them back with loyalty beyond that of their one shaggy horse in the field, or that mutt that always comes around beggin' for scraps.

	None of them loved Him as she did though. Another tug on the girl's arm.She was moving like molasses. Looking at her daughter on the other side of the new girl she grunted for her to pick up the pace.

	Her daughter knew exactly what she meant by each grunt. Their own special language. She needed no words. That's what He said made them all so special. And they were the three of them. They were a special family like no one else in the whole world. She believed Him when he said that. She even felt warm in her crotch when He christened the board the new girl was just laying on. She couldn't understand why the pets didn't feel the pride that she felt when they got their turn.

	Hers being the first blood spilled on it, the woman remembered how the knife felt against her tastebuds as He slid it carefully through her tongue, removing the greater end of it. She felt the pain, of course, but she liked it. She liked what she saw it doing to Him, and she was jealous every time she saw other girls get to experience what their pain did to Him as well. Thinking about it made the woman bubble with rage.

	The woman was grateful that He loved her more than the rest. He loved her enough to share the pets with Him and sometimes play with them like He does. She hoped He would let her play with this one. She seemed feisty. Maybe she could be trained to fetch like a couple of others too.

	The woman glanced at the freckles on the new girl's backside, just above her buttocks. She liked those freckles. None of the other girls had freckles like those. She would show Him those freckles. They were almost inside.
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	With every step getting them closer to the house, Marisol wondered what awaited them there. She wondered why they weren't just throwing her back in with the rest of the lot where she could collect herself. She was sure she would find out soon enough. Even with everything that just happened, Marisol didn't feel like she wanted to die. With each step on the soft dirt beneath her feet she felt like she was already coming back to herself. Every time an overgrown blade of grass protruded from the driveway and reached out just enough to brush past her leg, she remembered that she was still there. That she could still feel. Maybe still escape.

	Marisol studied the house in front of her, maintaining her downtrodden composure. She tried to let every paint chip engrain itself in her mind along with every pillar that held the house from the porch. She took in how the rooftop slanted toward the lower roof level and a window that overlooked the highest roof. She tried to count the stairs, remember anything and everything that might help her later.

	Marisol was of two minds. The stronger of the two she buried deep inside herself and told it to come only back out when the time was right. For now, she had to let the weaker part of herself come through. This was the compliant part that would let them get close to her. The part they would like and approve of so that they wouldn't hurt her like that again.

	They seem to like me, she thought. After all, they are bringing me inside their house by the look of it… or they want to murder me away from everyone else.

	Marisol noticed the two of them gripping more and more firmly on her arms and moving at an ever-increasing pace. Maybe they could sense her heartbeat change like animals could. God, they sure looked like animals. Smelled like them too. 

	Once they reached the wooden steps leading onto the front porch, Marisol shot a pleading look at the two females who slowed their pace. Feeling the thick wooden grains against the soft underside of her feet, she didn't want to add splinters there too. She was certain her back was so full of them it could last her a lifetime.

	Marisol carefully stepped over each crack in the splintering boards until they reached the door. It was dilapidated. There was no doubt about that, but the home held a sort of country charm. Marisol felt ill thinking about how it wasn't all that far off from her own childhood home. Sure her parents made sure to keep it neat and free from the spider webs that encrusted the corners and ceilings, and it was full of laughter and games played with her brother, Alex.

Alex. God what he must be thinking. She was sure he was awake by now. She figured it had only been a night. Then again, she did lose consciousness that second time right after she lost it on Anna in the girls' shack. Right before they took her to… where she just come from. 

	She didn't want to give any more of her thoughts to the experience. She had to think about how much time passed. Maybe Alex would be able to tail her. Maybe he had spoken with the Lounge already and hopefully they had some security tapes they could replay with him and the police to come and find her and get her out of this place. Something.

	Marisol decided it must have been two days after all based on the sun’s placement. All of that couldn't have possibly happened in one single hangover morning and still leave enough time for it to be noon, could it? She looked over her shoulder just in time to see the last of the sun that she would see for the day. She watched the door slam shut and heard the deadbolt slide into place as the large older woman let go of her arm. The little one moved its hand into more of a submissive position as if Marisol were the babysitter and they had a road to cross.

	Marisol looked both ways, to her left and right. She was at the base of a staircase with a living room to her left and closed double doors to the right. What little light came through the blinds revealed the haze of dust never cleaned. Little speckles flying. Marisol thought of fairies and wished they were real. Or maybe not, if they were the type of fairy that might hang around a place like this.

	Ushered to the upper level, Marisol felt like this staircase reached into oblivion. It was narrow and creaky and seemed to go on forever. Maybe it was just the sores on her ankles and wrists making her feel that way, or maybe it was the sheer fact that with every step her muscles wanted to quit. Still, for all of the time and pain the climb took, Marisol was sure glad they were headed up the stairs rather than down into some basement where she would probably live out the short remainder of her days in chains, having to fight rats for food.

	Who knew, maybe that's what awaited her upstairs, but something inside of her told her that wasn't the case. She promised herself that she would keep her composure until she figured out just what the hell was going on.
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	They led her to a small room with an attached restroom. There were bolts on the door from the outside. Quite a few of them. She could see the doorknob had its lock removed leaving a gaping hole right through the middle of the brass globe. The room had a canopy bed. It was only a twin but it looked much nicer than the cots. Draped across the top was a sheer blue fabric with faded purple markings. Each bed's four posts betrayed its age but was made of rich mahogany with a purple comforter sprawled across the mattress. It looked both inviting and terrifying at the same time.

	Marisol was grateful when the two escorted her past the bed and toward the bathroom which seemed clean enough at first glance if one were to look past the growing black mildew spidering its way across the ceiling and upper portion of the walls. She noted the stand-alone bathtub with only a little bit of rust around the edges. What was certainly clean though, was the fluffy greying towel folded and sitting on the lid of the toilet.

	Could it be? Were they really going to let her wash herself? The woman took out a pair of handcuffs and slapped one side onto Marisol's already bleeding and sore wrist. Nope. She definitely wasn't going anywhere with that pain.

	Trying to keep the handcuffs from bumping her wrist any more than necessary, Marisol stood still. Compliant and completely out of adrenaline, Marisol stood watching the woman ripple her way down to a seated position in front of Marisol on the toilet. The little one scurried from the room and returned just as the woman hacked something into her already dirty shirt. Reaching its arms up, the little one held out a basket.

	It was a miracle anything stayed in the basket as there seemed to be more holes than weaving left. The wicker was apparently strong. The woman motioned for Marisol to turn around as she hooked the empty handcuff side and attached it firmly to the foot of the tub, forcing Marisol into a seated position. She heard the little one scurry back out of the room. This time it didn't return.

	Feeling the lack of adrenaline really setting in, Marisol allowed her body to slump over. She could feel the tips of her breasts ever so slightly stroking her crisscrossed legs. I never would have seen this coming in Kindergarten, she mused.

	A sudden sting across her back made her sit bolt upright in pain. She knew this kind of pain though. It made her think of her mother and every scraped knee she and her brother endured. The scent of Bactine was unmistakable as well. The woman was cleaning her up.

	With unbelievable clarity, Marisol felt the woman stabbing at her back with sharp pointed tweezers, the distinct feeling of wood sliding from under her skin. Marisol found that after a while the pain of the tweezers wasn't so bad. It was certainly preferable to the sting of the alcohol that came each time a splinter was removed. She was grateful for the relief and wondered if she might have misjudged the woman. Maybe under all that fat and grime there was a decent soul. Maybe she would come around and eventually help her more than she was helping her right now. The searing pain in her wrist reminded Marisol otherwise.

	Sitting on the cold floor of the strange bathroom attached to the ancient metal bathtub, Marisol thought back to when she and Alex got their first and only tattoos together. As the woman plucked at her back she tried to trick herself into thinking she was only getting a tattoo. A large impossibly painful tattoo. 

	Eternity settled in again. Time seemed stalled. The splinter removal came and went. Marisol scarcely noticed as her handcuffs were removed and she was ushered into the bathtub. Wondering at what point the tub was filled with fresh warm water, Marisol lost herself succumbing to some semblance of relaxation. She hadn't realized how cold she really was. 

	She traced the outline of the cuts and leather burn around her. Marisol allowed herself to become entranced by the swirling dirt in the tub, mixing with the bubbles left by the bar of soap as it glided across her body. The soft tapping of a sponge followed.

	For all that she had been through, she was taken aback at how nice this felt. Leaning back into the tub she let her body form to the contours of the slippery metallic surface. She closed her eyes and began to drift into another consciousness as the gentle tapping of the sponge worked its way from the tip of her head down to her toes. She felt it curve between her thighs, cleaning her crevices.

	Eyes still closed, she couldn't see the woman smiling her toothless grin nor the woman stroking herself as she cleaned their new pet - getting her all washed up and ready for inspection. For the first time following her abduction, a sightless Marisol felt a semblance of contentment.

When the sponging slowed, the water greyed, the woman instructed her to step out of the bath. Marisol watched the waves in the woman's body ripple as she first patted down her own arms with the towel then began to work away at drying Marisol, leaving her still damp. The humidity around them felt oppressive. The woman stopped dabbing at Marisol with a grunt and motioned to her to go over to the bed.

	Marisol stood by the bed. She wasn't ready to get into it, worried about what she might find in there or what might find her. Sure the screaming pain in her head made her long for a soft mattress beneath her, but she knew she wouldn't be waking up in her own room again. She was coming to terms with the fact that she probably would not be seeing her own home for a very, very long time, if ever.

	The woman looked at Marisol standing next to the bed, her hands crossed in front of her. She was clearly feeling the sting of the air meeting her still-wet skin. Pulling bandages from the basket she began to dress and wrap the wounds on Marisol's ankles and wrists. This stung too but it was a much deeper sort of pain than was getting her back tended to. The kind she felt in the pit of her stomach. 

	She looked at the wounds now, really looked at them. The woman used the last dry patch of the towel to dab them clean before dressing them with gauze and tape. She hobbled over to the door and rapped on the solid wood with her sausage knuckles. The door swung open and she disappeared into the unknown on the other side of the door.

Before Marisol could think of doing anything, she heard the slides of the bolts on the outside of the door in rapid succession. One. Two. Three. Four. Five. Six. Six bolts out there. She'd have better luck with a window. Her nakedness be damned.

	Marisol felt alive again. Maybe there was hope. Excitement welled inside her at the thought that they left her alone in this room. She ran to the first of the two windows and what she found made her heart sink. Bars, more bars, and the window itself had been fogged over like someone took a can of spray paint to the glass to pretend it was snowing outside.

	Still trapped. Checking the other window just to be sure, Marisol already knew she would find more bars. She was correct. So correct that she let her body sink with her heart. The mattress turned out to be much lumpier than expected. She didn't know why she would have thought it would be anything better but she was hopeful, she supposed. 

	Marisol let her eyes wander across the ceiling, tracing patterns and sweeping designs in her mind. She wondered how long she would be in here. At this rate, she felt like she could probably use some time alone to think and just be. Just as she was wondering if this might be where she would stay for a while, that this might be her opportunity to think out a real escape plan, she heard footsteps padding across the floor from the hallway. They led directly up to the bedroom door, and Marisol heard the bolts sliding unhinge one by one.

	It was a parade. In walked the woman, the little thing, and him. Marisol regretted her eyes chance meeting with him. She looked down immediately, eyes tracing the woodgrain in the ancient farmhouse floorboards. The woman and the little one snapped to Marisol's side, their grips firm on her arms yet again. The older woman reached down between Marisol's ankles, a surprising feat for a woman of her size, and spread her legs. With an urgent grunt, the woman pointed at Marisol's feet insisting that she not move.

	Marisol could only silently begin her Hail Mary's as she wondered, what next. She had never been afraid of anything like this before and she hated the fact that this man's presence alone was enough to make her woozy and feel on the brink of collapse. 

	Don't look up don't look up don't look up. Don't make it real. This isn't happening. They won't do that again, right? Surely they wouldn't do that again right now… please God don't let them do it again.

	Stepping closer to her, he could see her skin bristle. She was excited, good. With a deep inhale, he savored the scent of the room, a mix of his two family members and the freshly cleaned smell of his new little pet. He always found it endearing how they trembled during their inspections. He wondered what this one was thinking about right now. He looked her up and down.

	Her feet had taken on a slightly purple hue. She must be cold. No matter. This wouldn't take long and then she would be put into her very own new outfit.

	Reaching her hips and pelvis, he found appreciation. He liked a girl who would keep herself neat but there would be no more need for that here. She was a pet now. She wouldn't be needing grooming outside of her weekly bath for some time. When he took them out of their pen for play time, he found that their hair gave him an animalistic sense of passion. Besides, they

were his while he broke them. He would have them all do as he pleased. If she likes to stay neat then she would have to become his mess. He sighed, allowing his gaze to linger a moment longer on the playground that he had so recently discovered.

	Moving slightly up to her tummy a moan escaped him. While he liked her in her natural state, he felt an immense displeasure at how she allowed her tummy to pudge out as she hunched. She certainly wasn't fat by any means. She was quite slender. She almost reminded him of some sort of wild cat the way her muscles connected with a lean strength and grace.

	Moving in on her, he tapped her belly and adjusted her posture with one hand on her behind. She started crying straightened up with one threatening glance. He wondered if maybe she was just noticing the staff he held in his hand. It was a whittled staff but a staff nonetheless, and the perfect size. Not much longer than his forearm and not thick enough to thud but rather thin enough to really zing. Deep in his guts he actually hoped that she would droop down again. He savored those tears.

	Motioning to his wife and daughter to step to the side, he began to circle Marisol. She wasn't about to go anywhere surrounded like this and if she did, well, then she would have to learn a tough lesson. He enjoyed teaching them lessons.

	Marisol could feel his eyes sizing up every inch of her body. She could see the slightly curved wooden post in his hand. She didn't dare move a muscle. Wondering what it might be for, she decided she didn't want to find out and settled on remaining quiet. Standing there, she could feel her own nakedness in a way she had never imagined possible. It was like he was staring right through her. Every single insecurity she ever had was front and center in her mind as she stood there on display. Marisol didn't care what these uneducated hillbillies thought of her, but she couldn't get the overwhelming discomfort of being sized up by a stranger out of her psyche.
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