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   Chapter 1
 
    
 
        Ernie Lester sat at the table looking at his beautiful family. He ran the brush through Emily's soft, blonde hair. She was the youngest in the family. At sixteen years old, she had a beauty and spark that rivaled the most mature and beautiful women in the world. The instant she walked into a room, everyone lit up. 
 
        Was it her eyes, or her smile? Ernie wasn't sure. He just knew he was truly blessed to have this young person in his life. He brushed, holding her soft hair in one hand while running the brush over it with the other. Daily brushing was what kept her hair so soft. That, and the organic avocado oil shampoo and coconut seed conditioner. He washed and conditioned her hair exactly three times a week. He'd used different formulas before, but others either left her hair too dry and frizzy or too oily and matted; this combo created perfection. 
 
        Emily loved it too. When she first came to him, her skin was an oily blemished mess and her hair dry and frizzy. Once Ernie and his family had taken her in, he’d begun with daily baths and skin treatments, as well as working on her hair. Within a few weeks, she’d looked like a new girl. Of course, his sudden attentiveness with Emily made some of the other girls jealous, which saddened Ernie greatly. He told them daily they were all sisters, each a special part of this family. There was no need for jealousy, but it happened. 
 
        What really disheartened Ernie was when one of them went too far, such as  Jessica was prone to do. Jessica hadn’t liked Emily from the start; then again, Jessica had always given Ernie the most attitude. She seemed not to appreciate the great love and care with which he treated them. The final straw came when he was bathing Emily. Jessica called her a disgusting cow. That wasn't the first time she'd picked on Emily's weight. Emily wasn't skinny, but she was far from obese. Jessica's insults only hurt the poor girl, and this behavior was simply not acceptable in a loving family. 
 
        Thus, tonight was a special night for the rest of the family. Tonight was Jessica's expulsion from the family. It was a ritual Ernie had come up with after dealing with a few other problem ladies in the past. All he asked of his family was peace and harmony. When that was too much to ask, then one must be expelled; consequently, that would be Jessica. 
 
        He finished brushing Emily's hair and set the brush on the table behind him. In front of him, all of his family were seated at the dinner table. There were eight of them, all sweet, smart, and beautiful women. Their ages ranged from sixteen to thirty-eight. Age didn’t matter to Ernie; he loved them all the same. 
 
        Jessica lay in the center of the large table. She was naked and staring up at the ceiling. He walked to the open side and stood over her, looking down at her face. A tear ran down the side of her face as her body quivered. Ernie placed a hand on the side of her face and leaned in. 
 
        "I'm so sorry, my love. If only you had listened to me. I tried to make it work, I really did. I'm afraid this is the only way, now," Ernie whispered. 
 
        He picked up the scalpel and held it over her stomach. He thrust it into her stomach as her body twitched. A tiny yelp escaped her throat, but there was no scream. He sliced open her stomach all the way down to her waist and made incisions along each side of the main incision, creating a pair of skin flaps. He flopped them open, exposing her insides. He'd done this enough times to have executed the process with expert precision. 
 
        Reaching inside her, he grabbed a handful of her small intestines and began cutting. Jessica's body twitched and quivered as she occasionally squeaked or yelped. He looked around as the other girls sat around the table peacefully. Once he cut loose the handful of intestines, he placed the glob of bloody tissue into a blender on the table. He removed his bloody gloves as he pressed down the lid and pushed the button. 
 
        The motor whizzed as it ground up this bloody gore that used to be a part of dear Jessica. After a few seconds, it was purified into a reddish-brown liquid that resembled a red velvet milkshake. He picked up several small cups and poured the liquid into the cups. Picking up the first cup, he walked over to Emily and knelt down next to her chair and slowly undid a few of the buttons on the front of her dress.
 
        After opening the third button, Ernie reached in and pulled out her feeding tube. The tube ran straight into her stomach. The tube was how he fed all his family members. However, the meal wasn't always so raw. He placed a funnel over the tube and poured the thick, red juice into the tube. Once that was done, he removed the funnel, placed the cap back on the tube, and buttoned her dress back up. 
 
       Looking into Emily's eyes, he noticed she too was quivering as a tear ran down her face. From the table, Jessica continued to moan and whimper. He ignored it as he tried to comfort Emily. 
 
        "What's wrong my dear? This is for you! Don't cry. This is a happy occasion. She'll never hurt you again." He said. "What's that?" he asked as he leaned in. "It's gross and scary? Yes, I know this ritual seems very brutal. It's meant to be. Look at Jessica. She can feel every single thing I'm doing to her. She is fully awake and aware. But you see, Jessica's sacrifice will help spare one of your other sisters the same fate. I mean, would you act like her after this? No? I didn't think so." He leaned in and kissed her on the cheek. 
 
        It was a strange conversation as no normal person would have heard Emily speak. Or any of the other girls for that matter. All of them were completely alive, and totally aware. Each had the capability of making only slight noises much like Jessica was currently making. None of them could scream, due to the paralysis drugs Ernie gave them. Ernie's family wasn't dead, but they were no longer alive. They were his dolls. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 2
 
    
 
        Jodi finished helping her customer with his new phone when her manager walked up to her. 
 
        "Hey Jodi," Bob said. Bob, the store manager, had started hitting on her the day she was hired and hadn’t stopped. The fact that she had a boyfriend didn't seem to bother him, nor did a report to Human Resources. Though she'd broken up with her boyfriend months ago, he didn't know that; not that he would have cared. Human Resources had given him a talking to, but other than that, nothing had been done. It frustrated her, since she liked the job and most of her coworkers. She just wished she could do it without invitations to dinner, his office, or quickies in the bathroom. Those were the most uncomfortable. The comments about her ass and tits were also awkward, but those were easier to ignore.
 
        "Hey, Bob. I'm almost done here. Just helping her with her email setup." Jodi said.
 
        "Great! I need you to stop by my office when you're done."
 
        "Sure thing," she said. Once she was finished, she headed to the back of the store and knocked on the door. She shuddered to think what bullshit reason he was pulling her into the office for this time. It seemed every week he had some new plan for getting her alone. 
 
        "Hey! There you are! Come on in. Close the door and have a seat."
 
        She did as he instructed as he shuffled some papers. 
 
        "Ok, Jodi. I know we've had our differences here and there. But this is pretty serious."
 
        She watched him as he shuffled papers around. At thirty-five years old, working in a cell phone store wasn't where she'd hoped to end up in life. She’d dropped out of college when she had gotten pregnant years before, only to lose the baby in a miscarriage. The whole experience had been rough on her, and she’d never returned to school. Though days like this one she wished she had. Bob was at least ten years older than her. His hair was thick for his age, too thick. She figured he had some kind of wig or implants. He was in ok shape but was nearly orange from his spray tan. He'd gone through a divorce just over a year ago, and she'd been in his sights ever since. 
 
        At first, she chalked it up to a mid-life crisis, yet, the advances had gotten more persistent. Part of her thought of gaining fifty pounds just in the hopes of scaring him off. 
 
        "So what is so serious?" she asked. 
 
        "Well, a few employees have noticed that you are less focused on your work lately. They said you've been texting a lot out on the sales floor. You know the rule, no phones out on the floor."
 
        "Yeah, I know the rule, and I follow it. I hardly ever have my phone out other than to check on my mom. She's been sick for the past few weeks, so I check to see if she's called or texted. That's it."
 
        Bob sat there with this smug grin on his face. 
 
        "What?" she asked since he wasn't saying anything.
 
        "I'm afraid I don't believe you. I have statements here from four different employees stating they saw you texting." 
 
        "Are you fucking kidding me? What are their sales numbers? I've led the store in sales and revenues for the past three months. Did you stop to think they might be jealous?"
 
        "I don't think so. You know what I think it is. I think you have a new boyfriend," he said.
 
        "What?"
 
        "See? You didn't think I knew you and Kenny had broken up. Everyone knew as soon as it happened. So, who is the new guy?"
 
        "There is no new guy and if there was, it's none of your business," she said, feeling the blood rush to her face.
 
        "I'm going to have to look at your phone." He put his hand out.
 
        "Are you fucking kidding?"
 
        "Don't raise your voice at me, or I'll add insubordination. You show me your phone, and I can look at the time stamps on your texts. If none are during work hours, then that'll be proof they were lying, and you won't be in trouble. If it is, then I'm writing you up. If you refuse, you'll be suspended for a week for not cooperating with an official investigation." 
 
        She stood up and shook her head.
 
        "No fucking way. That's not even legal. I'm not giving you my phone. You want to write me up or suspend me, go right ahead. I could use the time off anyway. I doubt you will though, because I know you can't stand to go more than a day or two without staring at my ass. How many times do you come back here to jack off to me on the cameras? Your door is always locked when you're in here."
 
        "You had better shut your mouth…" 
 
        "Or what? Better yet, let me see your phone. How many pics have you snuck of me when I wasn't looking? I've seen you on the sales floor holding your phone up like you're doing something. I'll bet you my next check you're snapping pics. Not just of me either. How many other female employees' pics you got on your phone?"
 
        "Shut up!" he said, raising his voice. "And sit down!"
 
        "No! Am I fired? Suspended? No? Good, we're done here." She stood and walked out of the office as Bob watched with his mouth hanging open. Jodi wasn't sure how that whole thing was supposed to go down, but she was sure this hadn’t been what he’d had in mind. She needed this job, but at this point she couldn’t care less if he fired her. She'd shove her phone up his ass before she let him look in it. Even though there were no other boyfriend or texts during work hours, it would be none of his business, and this was just some bizarre attempt at control. She’d just returned to her work station when a customer came walking in. A short man, going bald on top, with glasses and a thick mustache. He kind of reminded her of Ned Flanders from the Simpsons, but with the balding tire, versus a full head of hair.
 
        "Hi! Welcome to Cellular World. I'm Jodi, what is your name?" she said as the official greeting.
 
        "Hi. I'm Ernie. Ernie Lester." 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 3
 
    
 
        Jodi listened to Ernie as he held up his phone, explaining in meticulous detail his multiple email accounts and how he wanted all of them to sync and then forward them to a fifth account. He said he was a sales rep for one of those diet companies. He met clients in their homes, showed them the various meal plans, and then his company delivered the groceries straight to the house, twice a month. He seemed to enjoy it, as it was mostly what he talked about. Jodi had to cut him off to find out what he needed help with. 
 
        Despite his somewhat creepy appearance, Ernie was very well-spoken and personable. He cracked a few one-liners, and his smile actually helped calm her down after her earlier altercation with Bob. As she listened to him explain his question, he stopped midsentence and looked at her.
 
        "Are you ok?" he asked. She paused and looked around.
 
        "Um, yeah. I'm fine. Why?"
 
        "You just seem distracted and a bit flustered. I know I just met you, but you appear as if something is bothering you. Since I've been talking, you haven't stopped digging at your fingernails and your eyes keep looking at the man in the corner there." He nodded toward Bob, who she knew was standing in the corner watching the interaction.
 
        "Oh. That obvious huh? Sorry. That guy is my boss. We had just had it out pretty good, right before you got here."
 
        "I'm sorry to hear that. You seem like a great employee. I can't imagine what his problem would be."
 
        She looked around and lowered her voice slightly. 
 
        "I am. He wants to go out with me. I refused, so now he's always on my ass about something. I've reported him before, but they won't do anything about it. Is he still looking this way?" she said.
 
        "Yes," Ernie said as he looked up toward Bob and waved. She watched as Bob looked around awkwardly, nodded at Ernie and turned and walked through the door to the employee lounge. "That got him out of your hair for a bit." 
 
        Jodi looked and laughed harder than she intended to. This guy was impressive. Granted he also looked a bit like a younger Mister Magoo, but he was smart and witty. Something even the most handsome guys often lacked. 
 
        "That was amazing! Thank you."
 
        "No problem. I've found, when people are in your space both literally and figuratively, doing something like that, a slight pushback, tends to make them uncomfortable. They get off on knowing they are getting to you."
 
        "I'll have to keep that in mind," she said. 
 
        "Good! Don't ever let anyone walk over you. Especially at work. Bosses will push to see how far you let them push you. If you show them from the start you won't take their shit, they'll back right down. Every single time."
 
        "You're right. I let him have it good earlier. But yeah, I've let it go on for too long. Now, he thinks I owe him a date or something; it's so frustrating."
 
        "You thought about just quitting? I know you shouldn't have to, but sometimes it's just not worth it," Ernie said.
 
        "Yeah I have. I just don't know. I was laid off for almost a year when I found this job. The money is good, and I’d hate to quit, then risk not finding another job."
 
        "I might be able to help you with that. Here is my card." He reached into his wallet and handed her a business card. It had on it his name and said "Regional Director of Sales. Fit 4 Life Foods."
 
        "We always have openings for good sales reps," he said. "You seem like a good sales person. Granted, I haven't had to buy anything, but you're pretty, bright, and personable. Our jobs are commission only, but they are very generous. If you want to discuss it over coffee sometime, I could go into more detail for you."
 
        She looked at the card and up at him as he smiled at her. This guy seemed way more balanced than Bob, the wannabe playboy. Straight commission could be tough, and her current job was hourly plus commission. With commission, you didn't get paid unless you were always selling. She wasn't sure how hard it would be to sell these weight loss meal plans, but people were always looking for ways to lose weight, and they had to eat. 
 
        "You know, I might take you up on that. I don't go into work until four tomorrow. Would you want to meet up sometime before then? There is a Starbucks just down the street," she said.
 
        "Yes! That would be perfect. Around three then?" 
 
        "Sure."
 
        "Ok, three it is."
 
        "Great!" she said, finally feeling some hope that maybe something would work in her favor, ridding her of Bob for good. 
 
        "Now, back to my phone. What was it I needed again? Oh yes, my email. One quick thing back to your boss. When we're done here, I'll call your corporate office and rave about how great you are. That should head off any crap he may try and give you later."
 
        "Seriously? You'd do that?"
 
        "Of course. As a business man myself, it drives me nuts to see bosses mistreat their valuable employees. It'll only take me a few minutes, and I'd be happy to do it."
 
        "Wow, thank you so much! Seriously. This day was going to shit extremely fast. You've just turned it totally around."
 
        "Don't even mention it," he said. "I’ve always believed if you take care of your employees and your family, they will take care of you." He glanced at the time on his phone. "Oh wow. Speaking of which, I have to be at a meeting in a few minutes. I'm going to be a bit late. I guess we can figure the phone thing out tomorrow. It was great speaking with you, Jodi. I look forward to our meeting tomorrow." 
 
        "Thank you! You too, Mr. Lester."
 
        "Please. Call me Ernie."
 
        "Ok, Ernie." 
 
        They shook hands as he turned and left. She sat there smiling as she watched him walk out the door. Such a nice man and an amazing opportunity. How lucky was she, such a thing would come walking right through her door?
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 4
 
    
 
        Ernie walked outside and sat in his car. He looked at his phone, and then at the store.
 
        "My...God!" he said under his breath. That woman was incredible. She was beautiful but looked a bit beaten up by life, there was certainly a beautiful glowing woman beneath all that. She was smart and kind. She was exactly what his family needed. 
 
        He could see her as his wife. Other girls had tried, but none could ever meet his high standards. So many women had attitudes these days. That was why he made his family to begin with. Ernie always figured if he put his family together his way, the right way, that everything would run smoothly. But as he has learned, women cannot be tamed so easily. 
 
        Moonseed berries were great for keeping them in a constant state of paralysis; they didn't seem to do anything for their attitude, though. He still wasn't sure how they were all able to speak and speak so loudly. Hopefully, things would settle down now, after this last expulsion. Bringing another girl into the family might not be the best move at the moment. Maybe he should let things settle down for a bit. 
 
        This woman, though, she was the key. Her smile, her voice, her eyes were all so soothing and peaceful. No doubt she'd put the rest of the girls at ease. They'd listen to her. They'd be mesmerized by her, the way he was. Ernie took out his phone and flipped through the photos and found the picture of her he'd snuck before he left. 
 
        She was so beautiful. Her black hair just touched her shoulders, and her cat-like eyes burned into him as her smile melted his insides. It was ridiculous. Just thinking it sounded ridiculous to him. But there was nothing he could do. No girl had made him feel this way before. 
 
        He started the car and headed home. Tomorrow afternoon couldn't come fast enough. He couldn't believe she’d agreed to meet with him. Then again, he was good at his job. He would have to prepare. Taking the picture would help as well. Using the photo and his memory, he could estimate her height and weight for the proper dosage of the moonseed berries.
 
        In the past, he'd used other drugs, but those were often harsh and had resulted in the death of many potential family members. He’d met a guy on the 'dark web' who told him about these very interesting berries. They were easier to get and legal to ship. He'd heard the berries also grew in Texas, but he was happy with his contact. 
 
        He'd been using it long enough now; he'd gotten fairly proficient with it. Once he was home, he pulled into the garage and lowered the door. He climbed out of the car and headed into the house. The house was quiet and peaceful. He set his keys on the counter and got a beer out of the refrigerator. After a few sips, he set it down and walked to the back of the house. 
 
        He opened the walk-in closet and pulled apart the clothes hanging from the racks in the back of the closet. It revealed another door. He took out his key and turned it in the lock, sliding the deadbolt open. He stepped inside to see his family, his dolls, sitting around just as he'd left them. Except for Alison? She'd been on the couch. Where did she go? How could she have gone?
 
        He walked around the room and saw her foot from behind the bed. He walked around to find her on the floor; her body was trembling, and her arms were out in front of her, pulling her along the floor. Her head was turned to the side, and she was crying and grunting. 
 
        "Alison? What are you doing? How'd you get over here?"
 
        She turned her head, looking up at him and began crying. She tried to speak, but it came out muffled. 
 
        "Please let me go! Please!" she pleaded. 
 
        "Aww, poor thing. Your medicine must have worn off." He knelt down and rolled her over. She attempted to swat at him, but her hands were too weak. He picked her up and carried her to the bed, carefully laying her down. He walked to the mini fridge in the corner and took out the pitcher of juice and poured some of it into a small cup. He grabbed a funnel and came back over to Alison. 
 
       She was whimpering and trying to move away. 
 
        "No! No please!" she begged
 
        "It's ok," he said, swatting her hands away again. "I'll take good care of you." He pulled out her feed tube and poured the juice inside. The juice was from the moonseed berries. He must have missed a dosage for her, and it had worn off. This would put her back into her harmless, doll state. In a matter of minutes, her movements slowed down until she was just lying there staring at the ceiling. Making the berries into a juice allowed for a quicker absorption.
 
        A tear ran down her cheek, and he reached up, wiping it away with his thumb. 
 
        "There, there," he said. "Don't cry. It'll be ok. What if I do that thing you like? I'm sure that will comfort you."
 
        Now she could only whimper as the toxin had set in. He undid the front of her dress and pulled it open, revealing her soft and perky breasts. She'd always been gifted in that area. One of the reasons Ernie gave her more leeway over the other girls. 
 
        He held one of her breasts in his hand, massaged it and squeezed it as he looked into her eyes. 
 
        "I'll do that for you. I know how comforting this is for you," he said as he leaned down and put his mouth around her nipple. He looked up at her as he began suckling on her nipple like a newborn. He suckled for several minutes before moving on to her other breast. When he was done, she was no longer whimpering and no longer crying. He picked her up and carried her to the big easy chair. From there she could see the whole room. He wanted her to see her new sister when he brought her back tomorrow. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 5
 
    
 
        Jodi sat in the coffee shop anxious to see what Ernie would tell her. Part of her felt it was a waste of time, but she hated her boss so badly that she was willing to hear about any alternative. She'd arrived a few minutes early and sat in the corner playing on her phone. Soon Ernie came through the door carrying his briefcase. 
 
        "Hi!" he said walking over and shaking her hand. "Did you want something to drink?" He asked. "My treat."
 
        "Um, sure. I'll have a caramel mocha." 
 
        "Great! I'll be right back."
 
        As he went to order, she got up and went to the ladies' room. She looked in the mirror, giving herself a once over as she played with her hair. In her mind, this was something of a job interview, so she wanted to look as presentable as possible. She hadn't slept well the night before, but the bags under her eyes weren't too bad. She lived alone, which sometimes wasn't as easy as it seemed. 
 
        Coming home to a quiet apartment was quite nice occasionally, but there were many nights when it was simply lonely. It would have been nice to have someone to discuss her day, watch TV, or to snuggle with after a bad day. She didn't even have a cat. She hated cats and was too busy for a dog. So, here she was, hoping for something to change her luck and her life, and pull her out of her ten to twelve hours a day in retail hell. 
 
        She headed back to the table where Ernie was working on his tablet. Her coffee was sitting in front of her seat. She sat down as he looked up.
 
        "Hey! Ok, so this is an overview of our company." He handed her the tablet where she watched a short video that gave a broad overview of the company. They had been around for a few years. Some pro athletes claimed to have used their products with great success. There were testimonials from other sales reps as to how successful they had been since working for the company. It wasn't unlike anything she'd seen at any other sales or retail job she'd previously had. She sipped her coffee as she watched the video. 
 
        "So, any questions?" Ernie asked once it was over. 
 
        "No, looks pretty interesting.'
 
        "Ok. Great. Here are some more numbers." He handed her some charts showing annual revenues, average monthly and annual commissions, bonuses, and a variety of other numbers and metrics. Once he was done, she felt like she'd been through information overload. It all sounded like a great job and good money, but once again, it was pure commission with no guarantees. 
 
        "So how does this sound?"
 
        "It sounds ok. I'm just worried about what I'll do for money until I get started. It may take me a month or two to get some sales. I can't go that long with no income," she explained.
 
        "Totally understandable. We do have a ninety day probation period. You'll get $400.00 a week for the first ninety days. You won't make any commission in those days if you do sell anything. But you'll definitely not be going broke as you build a portfolio."
 
        "Oh wow, that's not…" she paused as her head suddenly felt funny. She felt dizzy, and it was suddenly harder to formulate her thoughts, or move her mouth for that matter.
 
        "You ok?" he asked. Jodi stood to get to the bathroom as her stomach suddenly felt queasy. 
 
        "I think so. I just feel…"
 
        "Here," he said as he stood and put his arm around her. "Maybe some air will help." He guided her outside as she stumbled along on legs that were beginning to feel like jelly. 
 
        "Where are we going?" she asked, not sure what was happening. Things seemed to be spinning for a moment as they reached a car. He helped her into the passenger seat as he fastened the seatbelt.
 
        "What is this?" she struggled to ask. "What are you doing?"
 
        "It's ok," he said. "It will all be ok."
 
        "I don't understand?" her voice was now strained and weak as each movement became more and more difficult. 
 
        "Everything will be fine, Jodi. You don't need this job. You have a new family now."
 
        "Family?" she whimpered as he got into the driver's seat and started the car. What was happening? Her muscles stiffened as her head began to clear. She tried to reach up and open the door, but her arm just flailed helplessly. As the fog cleared, it occurred to her. He drugged me! I'm being kidnaped! She tried to scream, but no sound came out, only a weak whimper. Ernie was driving and looking over at her, smiling.
 
        "You're going to love your new sisters, Jodi, although most of them aren't as pretty as you. You'll still fit right in." he said. 
 
        Sisters? What the hell was he talking about and what had he given her? She couldn't move. She could feel his hand on her leg as he reached across and squeezed her thigh, but she couldn't move or react. She tried to open the door again but this time her hand wouldn't move at all. Whatever he’d drugged her with, it had paralyzed her. Holy shit! What if he was going to rape or torture her? She was totally paralyzed. He could do anything he wanted, and she couldn't resist at all. Couldn't even scream.
 
        Terror welled up inside her at the reality of what was happening. She wanted to immediately extract herself from her body, but she was trapped. She was in this car, paralyzed, with this man she barely knew. There was no other choice but to go where he was going and hope and pray he was merciful and would set her free later. 
 
        They stopped at a red light where, just next to them, there was a police car. The officer glanced over and nodded at her. She wanted to blink her eyes frantically or kick and scream to get the officer's attention. Instead, the light turned green, and the officer drove away, her hope going with him.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 6
 
    
 
         Jodi must have passed out at some point. When she came too, she was still paralyzed. She was helpless as he lay her on a steel table and began undressing her. Despite her inability to move, the steel felt cold against her skin. She wanted to move or pull away from the cold metal but was unable to do so. He wheeled a small work table up next to her as he whistled. 
 
        "Hey, beautiful girl. You all ready to be one of the family? This will make you so happy," he said as he took a scalpel and cut a small hole into her stomach. She could feel what he was doing but couldn't see. She felt pain and then some tugging and then pressure. When he was done, it still hurt, but he tugged on the feeding tube that was now inserted into her stomach. 
 
        Once he was finished there, he turned on the water in the sink and leaned over her with a spray nozzle. The warm water hit her face, getting into her eyes and nose. It burned as she was unable to react to the pain. He wasn't torturing her, though. That was her first thought. He was washing her. Ernie soaked her hair and skin from head to toe. Once she had been sprayed over, he began shampooing her hair. 
 
        She could feel his hands working through it as he lathered it up. 
 
        "You have such beautiful hair," Ernie said. "It'll look so much prettier when it grows out more. Don't worry. I'll help you take care of it. Here, we only use organic hair products. They do wonders. Your hair will love them." He continued speaking and whistling as he lathered her hair up and then used the nozzle to rinse it off. Once he’d finished, he saturated it again, but this time some kind of greasy conditioner.
 
        "There we go," he said. "This must feel so good to you. It's looking so much better already."
 
        Once he’d rinsed her hair a second time, he walked to her side with a basin and sponge. He dipped the sponge into the basin and began dabbing the sponge along her skin. He'd slide it up and down her body. His touch made her stomach lurch and his voice, while soothing, made her want to shrivel up into a ball and fade away. 
 
        "You have such beautiful skin. Although..." he looked down between her legs. "...looks like you haven't been tending to your garden very well." He was referring to her pubic hair. She didn't like shaving or waxing it any more than necessary, so she often let it grow and just occasionally trimmed it. If she'd had a date, she might have groomed it a bit more, but she'd never liked the idea of being bald down there.
 
        "Don't worry," he said. "I'll help you take good care of it."
 
      He washed along her neck, shoulders, and breasts. As he did so, he squeezed her left breast and jiggled it.
 
        "These are so nice," he said as he put his mouth on her nipple and began sucking. She wanted to scream as his mouth around her tit felt like someone sticking a vacuum cleaner hose on the end of it. It was sinking into her that he was about to rape her, and there wasn't a single thing she could do about it. She'd read about rape cases previously in the news. Many times, she’d wondered how she would handle such a situation.
 
        Most the time, she thought she'd be able to resist or fight them off. She'd sometimes imagine being attacked and pictured herself kicking the guy in the nuts and clawing his eyes out. It’d never occurred to her that her attacker might drug her and take her out of the fight before it even started. Yet, here she was. 
 
        Ernie had moved onto her other breast, sucking and nibbling on it while letting out these weird moans. Once he was finished he looked up at her and smiled. 
 
        "Those are beautiful, my dear. I'm really going to enjoy them," he said. He worked the sponge slowly down her stomach, along her legs and up in between her legs. He rinsed her pubic hair and spread her labia apart and cleaned in between them before taking the nozzle and rinsing her body. This time the water was cooler, making goosebumps form on her skin, but whatever he'd drugged her with hadn't begun to wear off yet. 
 
        He stepped away and came back with another basin in one hand and a razor in the other. He applied some kind of cream to her vagina. It wasn't a standard shaving cream. This one was much thicker and had almost a tropical sour scent, like coconut and yogurt. She felt the razor run along her skin. She wanted to lift her leg and kick him square in the face, and she tried as hard as she could to do so. 
 
        "This is looking so much better," he said. "A nice, clean-shaven vagina. No one likes the Amazon rainforest." He laughed at his lame joke, and before long, he was finished. She couldn't see her baldness but felt him running his finger along her now bare skin. It felt smooth and more sensitive than it had before. Though his touch still sent shivers down her body. 
 
        "That's much better, so smooth and beautiful," he said as he slid his finger in between her labia until he found her clitoris and began massaging it. Her body betrayed her in its reaction. While she was sickened and repulsed at his touch, he was teasing her clitoris, causing an involuntary physical response. She tried to push back the arousal, but it still threatened to sweep over her. 
 
        Wetness still soaked his finger as he played with her until he stopped. Ernie stood and took off his shirt and pants. His body was white and doughy, and his erect penis poked out toward her. It was bigger than she thought a guy his size would have, not that it impressed her. She tried again to move, to crawl off the table, scream, or do anything besides lay here in the utter torment of her captor. The only noise she made was a whimper as her body remained still. 
 
        "Oh, you like my cock? Thank you. I was already pretty big. Girls usually like it if they ever get past the rest of me," he said as he climbed onto the table until he was on top of her. His face was right over hers, looking down at her. She wanted to look away instead of into his brown eyes but was forced to meet his stare. He leaned in and began kissing her on the mouth and neck. 
 
        He kissed all along her shoulders as his hard cock pressed against her leg. Finally, after several minutes of kissing her over her whole body, he slid his cock inside of her. She recoiled in her mind at the feeling of his thick member inside her. He wasn't gentle or subtle; at all once he was in her. It was an immediate thrusting and pounding. She could feel herself tearing as the pain intensified with each thrust. He moaned and grunted as he pounded away. There was more wetness, but this time she was sure it was blood. 
 
        His grunting and pounding became fiercer and faster as he moaned loudly.
 
        "Oh yeah! Oh wow! Oh, that's good pussy! Oh baby!" he yelled as he grew harder inside her. She almost vomited when she felt his cock erupt inside of her. The drip, drip feeling of his sperm filling her up made her flesh crawl and stomach lurch. If she threw up in this state, she had no doubt she'd choke to death on her vomit. She wanted to cry, scream and run away, but her body was her prison. 
 
        Finally, he pulled out and stood over her. 
 
        "Now that was amazing!" he said. "And just think. We can do that every day from now on!" As he kissed her cheek, not noticing the tear running down her face.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 7
 
    
 
        Bob was fuming. He stormed around the store looking at the clock on his phone repeatedly and asking every person in the store over and over if they'd seen Jodi. No one had seen or heard from her. It wasn't like her to just not show up. In the rare events she had missed work in the past, she’d always called in. None of this no call, no show nonsense. That was for losers, and Jodi was no loser. 
 
        He was still miffed at how she'd spoken to him the other day. Though he really didn't care about the whole texting at work thing. What he did care about was finding out who she was texting and what they were saying. So he'd pulled her in and pulled the stunt with her phone to see if she'd give it up. If she did give it up, then he was sure there was no other guy. The fact that she’d thrown the fit that she had, told him there was indeed some new boyfriend. 
 
        The idea of some douchebag fucking her made him furious. He wasn't sure why, Jodi was younger than most other girls he'd dated. Bob had always picked girls who were around his age, but more demure and passive. He liked to be in charge. Something about Jodi drove him crazy, though. Maybe it was because she was so strong willed, but her tits and ass didn't hurt that perception. Whatever it was, it drove him nuts, and he had to pursue it.
 
        "So she hasn't called or anything?" he asked Becky, who was at the hosting stand. The person at the hosting stand answered the main phone line that rang in, as well as greeted everyone who walked in 
 
        "No, for the fifth time she hasn't. You seriously need to get a grip," Becky said.
 
        "Don't fucking tell me what to do! I'll fire your ass in a heartbeat." He said as he stomped back to his office where he dug through his backpack until he found his flask. He took a sip of the Wild Turkey he kept in the flask. He never left home without it. A sip here, a sip there; it always helped him think. On average, he went through two or three flasks of whiskey a day. So, hardly any when it really came down to it. 
 
        He left the office and decided he would see for himself what she was up to. 
 
        "I have to run some errands," he told Becky as he walked out. "Phillip is in charge until I get back." Phillip was his assistant manager. The guy was a weakling and quieter than a church mouse, but Bob didn't care at the moment. If he could catch her in the act, fucking this guy, that would be gold. Though watching her fucking would be pretty hot too. Except her fucking another guy might put him over the edge. What the hell was wrong with him? Is it hot or isn't it? Fuck!
 
        Bob got into his BMW and headed toward Jodi's neighborhood. He knew which apartment complex she lived in. He'd gone and looked in on her a time or two. Fortunately, she'd never noticed him those times. He wasn't a stalker or anything. He genuinely had feelings for her. No doubt she felt the same about him, she just needed a little convincing, was all. Maybe the stunt with the phone was a bit much, and she was just having a tantrum. Maybe she even wanted him to come looking for her. What if she was lying in bed naked right now, waiting for him?
 
        The thought made him hard and the bulge in his pants grew. Once he reached the complex, he drove around the parking lot. Her car wasn't parked in its usual place. After driving around a few more minutes, he found the car wasn't there at all. Motherfucker! Maybe she was at her boyfriend’s. No telling who that was. He punched the steering wheel as he looked around. Finally, he decided to head back to the store. 
 
        As he neared the store, he figured he'd hit the drive-through at Starbucks. As he pulled through waiting his turn to order, he saw it. Her car, sitting in the Starbucks parking lot. Bingo! Bitch was going to just hang out and have coffee right across from her work? She was on crack if she thought it was that easy. He'd noticed in the last few months she'd gotten much more snarkier than in the past. Some of it was cute, but mostly it was annoying. Someone needed to knock that girl down a peg or two. 
 
        He parked and went inside but stopped when he didn't see her anywhere. He waited several minutes, thinking she'd be in the bathroom, but nothing. She was nowhere in sight. What the hell? He hung around a few more minutes before walking up to the barista at the counter. She was just finishing taking an order. 
 
        "Hi, can I help you?" she asked. 
 
        "Yeah, hi. I was wondering about something. One of my co-workers hasn't shown up today, and I've been a little worried. Her car is parked here, but she's nowhere around. Can you tell me if you've seen this girl?" he took out his phone and showed her one of the many pictures of Jodi. Of course, Jodi had no idea he'd taken them while she worked. 
 
        The girl looked at the photo for a minute.
 
        "Um, yeah. She was in here earlier with some guy. They sat in the corner over there. Looked like some business meeting but then he helped her out as if she were drunk or something. It was kind of weird."
 
        "You know what the guy looked like?"
 
        "He was bald, with a thick mustache and glasses. I thought he might be her dad at first, but then I figured he was her boss or something."
 
        "Great," Bob said putting his phone away. "Thank you."
 
        Bob turned and went to his car. That guy she described was the customer Jodi had been waiting on yesterday. Wouldn't be hard to find out who he was. Why would she be drunk so early, though? Whatever. They'd both be explaining it to him by the end of the day. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 8
 
    
 
        Ernie pushed Jodi up to the table, joining the other girls. He looked around and smiled at the collection of beauty around his table.
 
        "Ok girls. This here, is Jodi, your new sister. She's very special and, as you can see, very happy to be here. I think she will be a great addition to our family."
 
        He looked around, but his face hardened when he looked over at Miranda, who was frowning. 
 
        "Miranda? Do you have something to say?" 
 
        "Did you fuck her?" he heard Miranda say. However, Jodi looked on helplessly wondering who the hell he was talking to. From what she could tell, the other girls were all drugged and paralyzed just like she was. 
 
        "That is none of your business, young lady. Besides, you know the rules here. We are all a family. There is no jealousy here, only love."
 
       "That is such bullshit. You think any girl would voluntarily fuck you? You're just a pathetic little man!"
 
        Ernie was shocked at her words and tone. She'd never spoken to him this way before. What had gotten into her?"
 
        "Miranda, I don't think I like your attitude."
 
        "Good! What are you going to do about it? You gonna hit me? You going to ‘expel' me like Jessica? Cut me up and feed me to the other girls? You still won't be rid of me."
 
        He walked over to her, grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her head backward, gritting his teeth as he spoke.
 
        "You better not test me, little girl. I have no qualms about expelling you in the most horrible of ways and replacing you the same day. You're not as special as you think you are."
 
        "Ernie, you think there is a reason why every time you expel one girl, another one starts shooting her mouth off? You ever thought of that?" Despite the harsh words he was hearing, a tear ran down her face as her lip quivered, with the occasional whimper escaping her throat. 
 
        "Yeah, I think one girl has gotten bold, and now the rest of you think you got the balls to stand up to me. No matter what, I'll always be the Alpha here."
 
        She laughed an obnoxious and mocking laugh. 
 
        "Then you'll be plenty busy and will go through lots of girls for this family of yours. I wonder how much the new girl enjoyed your tiny little pecker. Did you cum inside her? Make her moan really good?"
 
        Ernie reared back and slapped her across the face. The slap rang like a gunshot; a cracked leaving a huge, rosy-red handprint on her face as he continued grasping her hair. Instead of crying or screaming, she just kept laughing.
 
        Ernie's face grew red as he pulled her hair even harder, almost lifting her out of her seat. 
 
        "You want to fuck with me? Is that what you want? You have no idea who you're fucking with. I'll make what I did to Jessica look like summer camp, you cunt!"
 
        "Go ahead, Daddy!" Miranda mocked. "I could use a good spanking! Haha! And you wonder why you could never get a real wife or a real girlfriend! God, you're so pathetic and predictable!" 
 
        Ernie kicked the chair out from under her, sending her sprawling to the floor. She flopped down face first. As he pulled her up by the hair, her nose and lip were bloody. 
 
        "You know what? I got an idea." He lifted her back into the chair and walked out of the room. He went into one of his junk drawers and dug around until he found pliers and a sewing kit. He stood over her holding them up.
 
        "This might fix you. I won't expel you. You don't get off that easily." 
 
        He pulled her head back and forced her mouth open as he shoved the pliers into the back of her mouth, grabbing onto a molar. With a couple of twists and pulls, he ripped the molar free. Her body twitched while her throat released high-pitched, but short squeaks as he held the extracted tooth before her eyes.
 
        "One down, lots to go!" he said. He proceeded to rip every single one of her teeth out over the next hour. Some of them came out easier than others. By the time he was finished, Ernie was exhausted and covered in sweat. Miranda's eyes had tears streaking from each of them as blood gushed from her mouth. 
 
        "There, huh? What's that? I don't hear you running your mouth now."  He said as he picked up the sewing kit and proceeded to sew her lips closed. Once he was finished, he put his tools away and looked at her face by moving her chin around. 
 
        "Looks like I finally shut you up. Now you're a mess, and that is no way to look at the table. Let's clean you up."
 
        He retrieved his wash basin and cloth from the other room and proceeded to wash the blood and tears from her face. Once he finished, he put it down and looked at her.
 
        "Much better. I'd ask you what you think, but I know you can't answer now. Maybe eventually we can take the stitches out, once I decide you’ve learned your lesson." 
 
        He stood and walked to the door when he heard her voice again.
 
        "Ha! All that and you can still hear me! Hahaha! See what I mean? Pathetic!" she laughed a loud cackling laugh that grated his nerves. Ernie kicked the wall and ran over to her, grabbing her by the throat, squeezing as hard as he could. 
 
        "Shut up!" he screamed. "Just shut up!"
 
        "Go ahead and keep choking!" she said. "You'll never shut me up! Loser!"
 
        He kept choking her until her face turned blue. Before she lost consciousness, he let go and looked at her, trying to get himself under control. Why was she still talking? 
 
        "I told you you'll never shut me up. Go ahead and kill me, I'll keep telling you what a loser you are."
 
        "Shut up!" he stood and flipped the table over, knocking some of the other girls out of their chairs and to the floor. Jodi was one of them. She lay there helpless as Ernie stormed around the room knocking things over and yelling at nothing in particular. He finally walked outside and got into his car. He needed to go for a drive and clear his head. He left the girls on the floor when he left. Things should settle down when he returned. He'd gather himself and make a nice dinner for his family. Except for Miranda. He had a special dinner planned for her. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 9
 
    
 
        Bob got back to the store and ran back to his office. This shouldn't be too hard to figure out. He logged into the computer system and pulled up Jodi's profile and her customer activity. He figured it was around mid-afternoon when the guy had stopped in. He was scrolling through when there was a knock on the office door. 
 
        "What is it?" he called out. The door opened, and a young man stuck his head inside. Bob couldn't even remember the employee's name. 
 
        "Hey sorry. I got an angry customer out here. She wants a refund, but it's been three months. She says she's gonna cancel her service."
 
        "Ok, I'll be out in a minute." Bob said as the young man stepped back out and closed the door. Bob turned back to the computer and kept scrolling until he found it. There it was. Ernie Lester. That had to be him. The goofball looked like an Ernie. Why the hell would she be banging that guy? Bob never understood why girls dated dorky-ass guys. 
 
        After his divorce, Bob had become a gym rat. He worked out two to four hours a day, ran three days a week and even took martial arts for a few months. He’d lost almost sixty pounds and bulked up. He'd also begun tanning. As far as he was concerned, he was in better shape than most guys in their twenties. Hell, girls often threw themselves at him. He'd slept with several of his female employees, even some of the married ones. 
 
        Maybe that's why Jodi appealed so much to him. She not only refused to sleep with him, but she acted repulsed by him. Now, there was no way she could actually be repulsed by him. He was just too good looking. It had to be an act. He was positive it was; but why was she banging this retard? Maybe she liked older men with money. He studied the man's name and wrote his address down. He was just about to finish up when there was another knock on his door.
 
        "Bob?" the young male employee said sticking his head in again. "Were you coming? She's really pissed."
 
        "Fuck! Where is Phillip?"
 
        "I dunno."
 
        "Well find him. I'm dealing with an emergency here."
 
        "But—"
 
        "Just fucking find Phillip! Can you do that?"
 
        "Ok," he said as he slinked away. 
 
        Bob folded the paper and headed out to his car and drove to the address. It was almost twenty minutes away just outside of town in a nice suburb. The neighborhood looked upscale, with every house being at least two stories; some were even three stories. He found the address at the end of a cul-de-sac. It was unremarkable, compared to the rest of the houses. When compared to the rest of the neighborhood, it seemed a bit worn down and simple. He was amazed the homeowners association hadn't thrown a fit. He parked the car, walked to the front door, and pressed the doorbell. 
 
        Thoughts of what they must be doing in there spun through his head. Was this old dork eating her out? Was she sitting on his face and riding his weird bushy mustache? Maybe he was pounding her doggy style. Just the thoughts made his blood boil. He rang the doorbell a second time. Finally, he heard footsteps approaching. He took a step back and prepared himself for the confrontation about to follow. 
 
        The door swung open.
 
        "Can I help you?" A tiny old lady said from the doorway. This was not what Bob was expecting.
 
        "Um…" he looked back at the address, "Is Ernie here? Ernie Lester?"
 
        "Ernie? Oh no. I'm sorry he doesn't live here anymore" she said.
 
        "No? You know where he lives?"
 
        "Oh let me see. I moved here about five years ago. Ernie's mom had just died, so he wasn't doing so well. Poor boy. He looked so sad. I knew his mom, Verna Lester. Such a sweet lady. She made the best meatloaf…"
 
        "The address? I'm sorry. I just I have an important delivery for him for a new cell phone and have to get it to him ASAP."
 
        "Oh yes, of course. I think I have it in my purse. Just one second." She turned and waddled back inside for several minutes. She finally emerged with a slip of paper. "Here you go dear. Tell him I said hello and to visit when you find him. He's a good young man, just a lot on his mind, I'm sure."
 
        "Great, thank you." He walked back to the car, sat inside and looked at the address. What the fuck? It wasn't even in town. It was outside of town almost an hour away. He started the car and headed that direction. After a long, uneventful drive, he ended up seemingly in the middle of nowhere. It was a quiet street where his was the only house. This one was a single story, in much better condition than the old one. Evening was setting in, so the house looked slightly creepy as the sun was setting. 
 
        He looked at the address on the slip and the one on the mailbox. This was it, for sure. Part of him wasn't sure he wanted to do this as it got dark. There was a car sitting in the parking lot, so someone had to be home. No lights appeared to be on inside, but if they were in bed… That thought was enough to jar him into action. He got out and walked over to the car. It was an older model Volvo. It looked like something Bob's mom would have driven.  He put his hand on the hood; it was warm. Whoever's car it was, they had just gotten there. He walked over to the door and noticed there was no doorbell. That was no problem. He lifted his fist and began pounding. When there was no response at first, he pounded again, this time even harder. Finally, he heard someone coming. This was going to be good.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 10
 
    
 
        Ernie came back from his drive frighteningly calm. Jodi lay on the floor, helpless, and the taste of blood filled her mouth. She’d cut her lip when she hit the floor. She wasn't sure how long she'd been lying there. At some point, while he was gone, she had passed out. When she awoke, Ernie was gently putting her in her chair, brushing the dust off her dress and fixing her hair. She wished she could lean in and bite his nose off, or at least slap him across the face. Something, anything. But no, she was still frozen in this creepy doll-like state. 
 
        "I'm so sorry I left you on the floor, honey," he said as he wiped her face with a cloth. "As you can see, some girls here aren't as grateful as you are. What? Yes, I know you love me. I love you too. You're so sweet. I wish that could rub off on Miranda."
 
        What the fuck was he talking about? All day she'd sat there watching him carrying on conversations with himself. No one else was talking, none of the girls could talk. Yet, he was apparently so off his rocker he thought poor paralyzed Miranda was disrespecting him. She wished she could have turned away from him ripping out Miranda's teeth and sewing her mouth shut, but it was impossible. In her doll state, she was forced to take it all in. The most horrible thing she'd ever seen and something that would never leave her mind. 
 
        "Shut the fuck up, I said!" he screamed as he turned and faced Miranda He stood and walked over to her. Jodi didn't want to imagine what he was about to do with her. 
 
         "You just don't learn do you? Do you? What? How dare you mention my mother. My mother was a good woman!" he said as he slapped Miranda across the face. Her eyes exuded pure terror as the madman continued screaming at her.
 
         "You know what? I can fix you. I’ve got just the thing!" He stood and walked to the table and pulled her chair out. He turned and dug through another drawer and came out with scissors. He used them to cut the dress and underwear off Miranda until she was totally naked. Once finished, he took the large knife off the table, grabbed her hand, and held it down while slicing off the first three fingers. 
 
        Jodi thought she saw Miranda twitch, but she was unable to respond more than that. Ernie took the fingers and put them in the blender at the center of the table and ran it until they were a thick liquid. He lifted the pitcher off the blender and held up a funnel into Miranda's feeding tube. Oh God. Jodi knew what was coming next. She tried to look away as Ernie poured the soupy liquid into Miranda's tube. 
 
        Jodi felt her stomach lurch as the scene unfolded in front of her. The smell of the blood and ground up flesh filled the room, and her nostrils, as the sight and sound of it running down the tube filled her mind. She tried to control her breathing as much as she could. No telling if she were to throw up if she'd even be able to get it out. Would she just choke on it? Jodi didn't want to find out. After a few breaths, her stomach seemed to be calming down, finally. 
 
        Ernie stood and held a washcloth around Miranda's severed hand. 
 
        "See? I can feed a lot of you to yourself if you keep wanting to act this way. I still have your other hand, your toes, an arm, and your tits. Too bad you can't taste yourself. That would be really weird wouldn't it?" he laughed as he began frowning. "My God! You don't know when to quit do you! Stop laughing at me! What do you mean it didn't hurt? Why are you crying then?"
 
        He lifted the knife and jammed it into her left eye socket. He poked and dug around until he pried her eyeball out of her head. He cut it open, letting the milky insides run down Miranda's feeding tube. This was too much for Jodi to take. Without warning, her stomach heaved as the vomit came up. 
 
        She shot forward as the contents of her stomach slammed into the back of her mouth. Some of it oozed through her lips, more of it burned as it came out her nose while the rest went back down her throat. Ernie looked at her as she continued heaving and gagging. Ernie ran over to her and leaned her forward. 
 
        "Oh no! No! No!" Ernie yelled as he shoved a butter knife into her mouth. She felt one of her teeth break away as he did so, but once it was in her mouth, he pried her mouth open, letting the vomit spill onto the table. She felt her airway open back up as her throat and airway cleared of the foul liquid. Once she was done, he leaned her back as he looked her up and down. 
 
        As she sat back, she noticed the other girls sitting around the table. All in the same doll state as herself, she assumed. That, or dead. None of them had reacted in any way to the goings on before them. Maybe they were just used to it now. The thought of becoming used to this life made her want to throw up again, but it subsided. 
 
        "Ok, looks like you need a bath, Jodi. Again. The berries might be making you sick. That or my taking care of Miranda. Either way, you'll be fine. We'll get you cleaned up and everything. You'll be just fine." He picked her up out of the chair and carried her into the room with the steel table. He lay her down, undressed her, and began cleaning her again. The steel was still just as cold as the last bathing experience and made her cringe on the inside. She'd rather remain covered in her own vomit. But just like everything else, it was no longer her choice. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 11
 
    
 
        Ernie finished cleaning and changing Jodi and carried her back to the table. The other girls were still sitting motionless, staring lifelessly at each other, but they were all very much alive. He positioned her hands and began brushing her hair when there as a banging at the front door. Who the hell could that be? No one comes out here. The banging continued. First it was just a few knocks. Then it turned to continuous pounding. 
 
        Ernie threw the hairbrush down and walked out of his secret part of the house, closed everything up and headed to the front door. Looking through the peephole, there was a familiar looking man standing on his porch. The man was large and looked spray tanned. 
 
        "Can I help you?" Ernie yelled through the door.
 
        "Mister Lester! Sorry to bother you. I need to talk to you; it's really important."
 
         He knew Ernie's name? He sat and thought for a second. The cell phone store. This asshole was Jodi's boss. How had he found him? He didn't have time for this nonsense. 
 
        "I'm sorry. Now's really not a good time," Ernie said.
 
        "Please? It will only take a minute."
 
         Ernie walked back to his closet and grabbed his cattle prod. It had been awhile since he'd had to use it, but came in handy in a pinch. He unlocked the door and pulled it open, stepping to the side. He heard the man moving slowly inside.
 
        "Hello? Mister Lester?" the man said as he came into view. Ernie pushed the door shut while jamming the cattle prod into the man's side and pressing the button. The large man yelled as the electricity coursed through him, and his body gyrated like a rag doll. After a few seconds, Ernie let up, and the man fell to the floor. Ernie grabbed a roll of duct tape from the kitchen and secured the man's arms and legs before dragging him into the back. He struggled to lift the man into one of the chairs as he stood and looked him over.
 
         “Well now, what am I going to do with you?” Ernie said. After a few minutes, the man slowly came to and looked around. His eyes widened when he looked at Jodi. 
 
        “What? What the fuck? What is she doing here? What is this?” he asked.
 
        “I think I’m the one with the questions. Who are you, and why are you here?”
 
        “What the fuck? Help!” Bob screamed. “Help! Get me out of here! Someone help me!” 
 
        Ernie rolled his eyes as Bob shrieked and carried on for several minutes. For a big strong man, he sure screamed like a little girl. Finally, Bob’s screamed turned to sobs.
 
        “Please! Please don’t kill me!” Bob pleaded. 
 
        “If you’re done carrying on, I have some questions for you. Then, maybe I’ll let you live. Ok?”
 
        “Ok.” Bob whimpered. He now had snot running out of his nose and dripping from his chin. 
 
        “Well, tell me, where do I know you from? You look awfully familiar.”
 
        “I’m Bob, Jodi’s boss. She didn’t come in today or call. I got worried so I tracked her here.”
 
        “You just tracked her here? How?” 
 
        “The coffee shop, man. They saw you leaving with her, helping her to your car. You drugged her or some shit didn’t you?”
 
        Ernie ignored the question.
 
         “How did you find this house?”
 
         Bob just sat there, his stomach rising in his throat. He felt like he could throw up any second. Ernie snapped him out of his weakling fear-ridden trance by whacking him in the back of the head with the cattle prod.
 
        “Ow! Shit! The store! I recognized your description from when you were in the store. I looked you up there and went to your old house. The old woman there gave me this address.”
 
         “Interesting. Well you made a big mistake tracking your wannabe lover, I’m afraid. As you can see, Jodi will no longer be working for you. She’s quite happy here with me and my family.”
 
        “Family? What the fuck? You call this a family?” Bob looked around at the rest of the girls sitting around the table. All perfectly still. “What’s wrong with them? And Jodi? Are they dead?”
 
         “No, not dead at all. Perfectly alive and healthy. Kind of a state of suspended animation, I guess, or paralysis, some would call it. Though I think that word is much too harsh. I take good care of them and they are all quite pleased to be here.”
 
        “How would you know? They can’t even fucking talk, you crazy fucking bastard! And here I thought you guys were fucking. You’re some sick freak! Just let me go ok? I’ll leave here and won’t tell anyone anything. I’ll forget all about Jodi.”
 
        “Perhaps, but I don’t think you can forget about her. I see how you keep looking at Jodi. You want her, don’t you?” Ernie asked. He wasn’t sure if the guy had been fucking Jodi before, but one thing he was sure of, he wanted to in the worst way. It was all over his face. 
 
        “You’re looking at her like she’s an all you can eat buffet. Her sitting there helpless turns you on even more, doesn’t it?”
 
        “No, man!” Bob yelled. “What the fuck is wrong with you?”
 
        “Nothing, I feel fine. My first thought when I zapped you was to kill you, but now I don’t know. You intrigue me.”
 
        “Intrigue you? What the fuck is that supposed to mean?” 
 
        “You managed to track her to my house, I’ll give you that. I’ve grabbed many girls in my time and no one has been able to track me down at all. Or even come close.”
 
        “I dunno. I wanted to find her.”
 
         “You’re devoted to her,” Ernie said.
 
         “I guess so.”
 
         “Have you two dated or had sex?”
 
         “What? No. I mean, I wanted to, but she never wanted anything to do with me. What’s this got to do with anything? You gonna let me go?”
 
         “I’ll bet you always get girls, don’t you? You’re a muscular, handsome guy. I bet girls drop their panties at the mere sight of you.”
 
        This drew a smirk from Bob.
 
        “Well, I usually have no problem getting laid.”
 
        “Except for this one,” Ernie said pointing at Jodi. 
 
        “Yeah. Pretty much.”
 
        “What if I told you that you could fuck her right here, right now?”
 
        “Huh?” That seemed to pique Bob’s interest. 
 
         “What if I let you fuck her? She’s sitting right there. I could untie you and let you have at it with her. She couldn’t say no, she couldn’t fight back or anything.”
 
        “Why would you let me do that?” Bob asked. 
 
        “I don’t know. Because I think it would be funny to watch. Maybe I’m in the business of wish fulfillment. I notice you didn’t say no.”
 
         “I’m thinking about it. How do you know I won’t pound your face into the ground?”
 
         “Because I can see how much you want her. And I’ll cattle prod your nuts next time, if you try anything stupid. Oh, and I’m going to film the whole thing so if you decided to get cute, it goes on YouTube and the world will see you raping a girl who has obviously been drugged.”
 
        “You’ll get in trouble, too, if you do that.”
 
         “Don’t be so sure. I’ve been at this a very long time. Time’s up. What will it be?”


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 12
 
    
 
        Jodi sat in horror listening to this conversation. At first she was shocked, and then somewhat impressed that Bob had taken the time, but also had enough brains to find her. Even though Ernie had somehow got the drop on him. But now, they were sitting there talking about her as if she were a piece of merchandise to haggle over. She had never wanted to scream more than she did now. 
 
        The prospect of being raped by Bob made her want to shrivel up and die. Ernie called it fucking, but it was rape, as she was fucking paralyzed and unable to give consent. Either way, Bob had always repulsed her in such a way she couldn't even describe. The idea of her lying helpless while he stuck his nasty dick inside of her made her want to throw up again. Just the thought of his hands on her made her stomach lurch. In all of the time working for him, the more Bob had pursued her, the more sickened she’d felt being around him. Something about him had always felt off. She figured now she knew what it was. At first she’d wondered if he was in on this with Ernie, but that seemed unlikely. It was looking more like two fucking psychos just found each other and are now in a 'bromance.' 
 
        "So what do you think?" Ernie asked. "Short of hurting her, I'll let you do anything you want with her."
 
        "Why would you do that? Are you going to kill me?"
 
        "I already told you. I'm recording you. I might even let you sample the rest of my work."
 
        Bob looked thoughtful and somewhat confused. Jodi couldn't tell, either, if Ernie was messing with him, or what. 
 
        "Ok look. I'm giving you the chance to have sex with the girl of your dreams, and you seem all stupid about it," Ernie said as he picked up a knife. "Or I could just kill you."
 
        "Fuck, NO! Ok! Ok! You'll probably kill me anyway. I'll fuck her."
 
        Jodi managed a quiet yelp from her throat, which was the closest to screaming as she could get. Ernie walked over and cut Bob loose, but held the cattle prod at him. Bob stood and walked toward Jodi.
 
        "Ok, pick her up and take her to the back. There is a bed back there," Ernie commanded. Bob picked her up in his arms and carried her through the doors in the back. He lay her on the bed and began removing her clothes. 
 
        "Hold on, cowboy," Ernie said from the side as he fumbled with a small camera. "I told you I'm recording this." 
 
        Jodi felt her flesh crawl as Bob finished undressing her and began kissing her mouth, neck and shoulders. The guy was moaning and whispering to her.
 
        "You like that, baby? I told you I'd make you feel good," Bob whispered as he massaged each of her breasts while sucking and nibbling on her nipples. Once again, she tried to move, to slap him, kick him or anything she could do to resist, but it was useless. She wondered if the drug would wear off ever or if the damage was permanent. As he began fondling her pussy and rubbing his big cock up and down its lips. It seemed all she could do was to take her mind somewhere else. 
 
        These men controlled her body for now, but not her mind. She thought of life before this happened. Just days ago she’d been out with her friends, having coffee and talking about bad dates they'd had. Thinking further back, she reminisced about her childhood, and how her mom used to make her dolls by hand. She'd use old socks and some material and turn them into little princess dolls, or fairies, or even a milk maid. Jodi used to love those dolls. 
 
        She could give them names and draw any faces on them she wanted. Many days, she sat around having tea parties with them, dressing them in various outfits or taking them for walks in her wagon. Now she wondered, had they felt like she did? Could they see, hear and feel? Was she just as evil to them as Ernie was being to her? 
 
        It was a silly thought, but one she couldn't ignore in her current state. Of course, they couldn't see or feel. They were just toys. She'd grown out of playing with dolls by her early teens. This Ernie guy, he was a grown man who'd taken to turning grown women into his personal dolls. She wondered what kind of pathetic life he'd had to lead him down this path. 
 
        Maybe his mom abused him, or he’d had a drunken father. Then again, maybe the guy was just fucked up. She'd known a few of those in her lifetime, but nothing quite like this. Ernie hadn't come across as creepy or even remotely dangerous when she’d first met him. She’d always thought she was good at sniffing out the creepers. She couldn't have been more wrong.
 
        She felt Bob finishing inside of her. Tears streaked down her face as he grunted and moaned while blasting his thick, sticky jizz deep inside her. Once he finished, he rolled over, panting.
 
        "Holy fuck, that was good," he said. "I can only imagine had you been into it. Will she stay like this forever?" Bob asked.
 
        "As long as I keep giving her the medicine, she will. It lasts around twelve hours or so."
 
        "Wow, that's just crazy," he said as he poked the side of her face. "Can I just take her home with me?"
 
        "Absolutely not! She stays here. They all stay here."
 
        "Fine. Any chance of that letting that wear off so she can move around next time?"
 
        "No way. Once they are my dolls, they stay my dolls."
 
        "I get that. I mean like just for a few minutes…"
 
        "No! End of discussion!"
 
        "All right. All right." Bob stood and pulled his pants up. "So now what?"
 
        Ernie looked around the room. 
 
        "Let's put her back and go to the front of the house," Ernie said. 
 
   "I have a proposal for you."
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 13
 
    
 
        Bob followed Ernie to the front of the house. They left the back area through a small door in a walk in closet. The rest of the house looked completely normal. Ernie pointed them to a kitchen table where Bob took a seat as Ernie grabbed each of them a beer from the refrigerator. 
 
        "So, what did you think?" Ernie asked. 
 
        "Uh, of what? Of Jodi? Or your whole little setup back there?"
 
        "Yeah. All of it."
 
        "Well, it's different, that's for sure."
 
         "Yes, that's true. But it's really ideal when you think of it."
 
        "How so?"
 
        "Well, I'm sure you get this. Women are different from men. They think different, act different, they are just wired differently," Ernie said
 
        "Ain't that the truth," Bob said as he took a drink of his beer.
 
        "So, what I'm doing here, I'm protecting them. Women can't make big decisions. They can't take care of themselves. All they do is make bad decisions. Here, they don't have to make any decisions! I clean them, I feed them, I bathe and love them; they have everything they could ever need here. Just like Jodi. She's happy here."
 
        "She didn't seem happy. Her eyes looked horrified."
 
        "She will be. She's new. Once she learns to enjoy her new life and new comforts, she'll be just fine."
 
        "If you say so. Her pussy still felt good," Bob said laughing. "So, what made you start all this? I mean at first it was pretty fucking freaky. But the more I think about it out, the cooler it seems. I mean you really put a lot of work into this."
 
        "Yes, I did. I started this several years ago after my wife and daughter died."
 
        "You serious?" 
 
        "I'm afraid so. My wife was my age, and my daughter was sixteen. Wife and I didn't get along very well. Her name was Rachel. I'm not even sure why we got married. The fighting began about six months in. I was working a lot, and she stayed at home with Heidi, our daughter. It was pretty stressful. Granted, I was in a bad mood a lot. She started calling me crazy and toward the end, psycho."
 
        "Psycho, huh? That's hard to imagine," Bob said, wondering how this guy was even out walking around. 
 
        "Yeah, I know. I had never slept well, but with work and the baby I was hardly sleeping at all. I just couldn't fall asleep. Thus, it made me moody. I may have had an outburst or two. But then she started saying I'd lose my mind and throw these violent fits and hit her. I never remembered doing any of that. She thought I was having blackouts, but that's ridiculous."
 
        "Did you go to a doctor?"
 
        "No. My job didn't have insurance and at the time we didn't have the money to go. So over the years she'd grown more distant. She'd insult me, call me stupid, loser, or whatever horrible name came to mind. It got really hard to take."
 
        "She said all that while claiming you'd get violent?"
 
      "My point exactly! One day she released an onslaught of insults and even attempted to go so far as claiming I’d struck our child. Our child?! How dare she even think that I could harm our baby? So, of course, I snapped; but I remember every piece of this assault. I picked up a wooden chair from the kitchen and hurled it across the room, only barely missing her. Then she ran for Heidi, picked her up, flew out the door, lunged into the car, and hightailed out of there. I told her not to go! I told her to stay with me because it is safe here! Then that bitch had the audacity to act as if she was afraid of me. Of me?! I mean, look at me. What about me is scary…? Huh…? Nothing!"
 
        Bob couldn't help but think that is what made him more terrifying.
 
        "So," Ernie continued, "They left in a hurry. I guess she was going over a hundred miles per hour. They got on the freeway, and a semi pulled out in front of her. She couldn't stop in time, and the car went right under the truck."
 
        "Holy shit."
 
        "Yep. That truck tore the top off the car like a sardine can. It was a closed casket funeral for both of them."
 
        "Fuck dude! That's so messed up."
 
        "I know. I went into mourning for a year or so and then decided I was tired of being alone. I was having trouble getting a date. I realize I'd been out of the game for a long time. But these girls acted like I was some kind of ogre. So, one night I tried to get one girl to talk to me. I was giving her a ride home, but she kept trying to get out of the car. In pure frustration, I wrapped my arm around her neck and choked her until she passed out. From there, I noticed I could move her around how I wanted. I could sit her up, lay her down and then it hit me. I could take care of her. I found out about the moonseed berries and experimented with them. Sadly, that particular girl was one of my failed experiments."
 
        "You killed her?"
 
        "Not on purpose! I was working on my juice mixture and apparently I made it too strong. She began vomiting all over, had some kind of seizure, and then died. I had a few of those until I got it right."
 
        "Well, I guess if you're gonna make an omelet…"
 
        "Yeah, yeah," Ernie said. "Over time I've perfected my methods. I have a nice family of young ladies, now, who know I'll take good care of them."
 
        "You said something about a proposal."
 
        "Oh yes. You obviously enjoyed yourself with Jodi. How would you like to be able to see her whenever you wanted?
 
        "Are you serious?"
 
        "Of course. I just ask for a few things."
 
         "Such as?"
 
         "For one, a new phone. This piece of shit keeps shutting off randomly. I don't have an upgrade for another year yet, and I want a new one. You run that store; I know you can get me one."
 
        "Ok, fine. New phone. No problem."
 
        "All right. Good. Next thing. It's getting trickier for me to get girls alone so I can drug them. I usually plan them in much more detail. Jodi just kind of fell into my lap. How do you feel about helping me out? You could just chloroform them and grab them. I'm not near strong enough to handle them fighting me. You bring them to me, and I'll drug and prepare them. You can play with whoever you want."
 
        Bob couldn't believe what he was hearing. At first he was stunned, but on second thought, this could be fun. No more trying to trick girls into fucking him. Though he could still do that if he wanted. But now they'd totally be under his control, especially Jodi. Part of him got turned on just thinking of the terror in her eyes as he’d fucked her earlier. 
 
        "Ok," he said. "I'll do it. Why do you trust me? How do you know I won't run to the cops or try to free Jodi and the others?"
 
        "For one, I have you on video fucking a girl who is obviously drugged. And two, I can tell you're like me."
 
         "Like you, how?"
 
        "Frustrated watching women destroy their lives. We both want to protect them, to hold them and cherish them. I can see it on your face. You just never had a way to do it. You're not a thinker like I am, you're a doer. We'll be perfect working together. Like in that show Wicked Attractions! No telling how big our beautiful family can grow!"
 
        Bob thought about it for a second, and nodded his head.
 
        "Ok," Bob said. "You got a deal."
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 14
 
    
 
   Three months later
 
        Ernie dressed Jodi, brushed her hair and sat her back in her chair. She had no idea how long she'd been Ernie's prisoner. Every day and night seemed to blend together now. It might have been weeks, months… maybe a year? It was all a blur. Some days it felt as though her mind would no longer hold together. Bob visited and raped her daily. Some days he was incredibly rough. Others he was very easy and gentle. 
 
        Not that she’d enjoyed any of it. If she could have moved at all, she'd have bitten his dick off and shoved it up his ass. During the time she'd been here, Bob had begun helping Ernie out. He brought back a few girls on his own. That seemed to be their arrangement. Ernie mostly stayed home now, tending to his dolls. One of the girls, Emily, had died a few weeks ago. She was just a kid, maybe in her teens. One day she just stopped breathing. Probably due to whatever drug it is he gave them. Over time, their lungs probably gave out. 
 
        Whatever it was, it was likely to happen to her one day. She had no idea how long Emily had been there. But Ernie had been more than a little distraught by it. 
 
        "How can you girls just sit here smiling?" he screamed at the paralyzed girls around the table. "Emily is gone! She was your baby sister! My little girl! And she's gone now! Gone!"
 
        Jodi tried to tune him out. His outbursts had gotten better recently, but since Emily's passing he was becoming more and more unhinged. As much as she hated Bob, at least he was there to calm Ernie down before he started beating all of them again. 
 
        "Dude, why don't you go get some air, ok?" Bob said.
 
         "No! These girls need to show some respect!"
 
         "Tell you what. How about you let me talk to them. I can help them learn respect. I'll do it calmly. Ok? We need some more beer and more protein shakes for the girls. How about you run out and grab some. You'll feel better. Ok?" Bob said. 
 
        Ernie finally calmed down as he backed away from the table.
 
        "All right. I'll be back in a few hours." Ernie said as he headed out. Once he was gone, Bob looked straight at the newest girl, Jordan. He'd been looking her over ever since he'd brought her in the other day. He walked over and picked her up, carrying Jordan into the back room. Jodi couldn't see, but was just glad he'd moved on from her for a change. That was until he grabbed her chair from behind and dragged her into the room. He sat her chair in the corner where she could see Jordan laying naked on the steel table.
 
        "Don't worry, Jodi. I wanted you to watch this. I wouldn't do this to you. But I think it would be fun with Jordan. Just sit back and enjoy." Bob said as he removed his clothing and began raping Jordan. Jordan lay lifeless as the occasional whimper escaped her throat. Bob seemed much more agitated with Jordan. There was no build up and nothing gentle as he slammed his cock in and out of her repeatedly. 
 
        As he grew more intense, he began slapping her across the face while he yelled and grunted. His open-handed slaps later turned into punches as he laughed and howled while fucking her. He grabbed the scalpel of a small table nearby and began slashing up Jordan's face. Jodi had never seen Bob behaving this brutally with anyone. He slashed away at Jordan's face until it was nothing but bloody ribbons hanging off. Her eyes stared up, lifelessly, as her chest continued rising up and down. 
 
        He took the scalpel and sliced her nose off, tossing it to the floor. He then pulled the skin away from the bones in her face creating a pocket, perfectly fit for his dick. He thrust his cock in and out as Jordan gagged and wheezed. Within a few minutes he was ejaculating inside the bloody hole. He pulled his cock out, now covered in jizz and gore as Jordan gagged and thrashed on the table; clearly his spunk made its way down her nasal cavity. He watched with amusement while she slowly choked to death as his semen clogged her airway. Unable to talk or move her mouth, she finally lay still. 
 
        "Well, that was fun!" Bob said looking at her. "What did you think? Pretty hot, huh?"
 
        Jodi sat there thinking that what she had just seen had to be the most horrible way to die. Yet, in some ways she envied Jordan. While she’d suffered horribly, at least now she was free. She hadn't even been with them very long. Not the weeks or months like Jodi and some of the others. If there was an actual Hell, Jodi was certain this was it. 
 
        "What did you do?" Ernie called from the doorway. Bob stood there with the scalpel in his hand, the smile fading as he looked like a little kid whose hand just got caught in the cookie jar. 
 
        "Don't worry, I'll clean it up," Bob said.
 
        "You killed her? Why? What did you do to her? Jesus Christ!" 
 
        "Just had some fun is all."
 
        "Fun? You call this fun? Are you a fucking psycho?" Ernie screamed.
 
        "Hey, I've seen you fuck some of the girls up when you thought they pissed you off."
 
        "That wasn't for fun. That was an expulsion to make them an example to the other girls. I hated doing that. It was necessary."
 
        "Whatever." Bob said.
 
        Ernie walked over and looked Jordan's body up and down. 
 
        "Jesus. What did you do to her?" 
 
        Bob got dressed and nudged Ernie. 
 
        "Hey, let's go get a beer. You've had a rough day. We'll talk about this."
 
        "This is so brutal. What did you do to her?"
 
        "Come on Ernie," Bob said again. Ernie nodded as they headed out, leaving Jodi in her spot to stare at Jordan's dead and mutilated body. She sat there for what felt like hours. She figured they'd be back by now. After another hour something happened she hadn't experienced since she'd arrived. Her big toe moved. Or did it? She tried it again, and she was able to wiggle all her toes. The medicine was wearing off. When had they given her the last dose? Bob had given some to the other girls earlier, but he'd been busy moving her into the room to watch him and Jordan. 
 
        Within minutes, she was moving her legs, and her arms. She needed to go! Now! She tried to stand, but her legs were weak and practically useless from sitting for months. She flopped to the ground but used the steel table to pull herself to her feet. Jordan's dead leg flopped onto her arm as she pulled herself up. She ignored her repulsion as she was now, for the first time, fighting for her life. 
 
        Once she had her feet under her, she stumbled into the main room. The other girls were sitting around still staring lifelessly at each other. 
 
        "You guys, I'm going to get help. I promise," she said just above a whisper. Her throat was incredibly dry, and the words were difficult to form. "Please, don't hate me, I promise I will return with help!"
 
        She got to the main door and listened. There was no sound. She listened for a few more minutes to be sure. Sliding the door open she found herself in a walk-in closet. Before opening the closet door, she listened again but there was only silence. Slowly, she opened it and stumbled into a bedroom. Jodi clumsily worked her way through the house until she reached the front door. It almost didn't seem real. After months and months in this private hell, she was this close to freedom. 
 
        She couldn't believe nothing was locked from the inside, but with all the girls paralyzed, there was no need. Ernie had probably never had anyone escape before. Part of her was thankful that Bob had come along to fuck up Ernie's routine. Ernie seemed to look up to Bob in some odd, big brother sort of way. Like Bob was the cool jock Ernie was happy to hang out with. 
 
        Jodi undid the deadbolt and turned the door handle and stepped outside. Adrenaline was surging through her, giving her legs newfound strength, although it was still extremely painful to move. She, at first, stumbled down the sidewalk, but her stumbles turned into strides that turned into a dead run. She reached the end of the sidewalk, turned the corner and found the highway. She was finally free.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 15
 
    
 
        "Where the fuck is she?" Ernie screamed as he ran through the house looking under every piece of furniture and in every closet. "How did this happen?" They had gone out for a drink to calm things down and discuss what to do with the dead girl and options of replacement ladies. When they got back, hours later, all the doors were open, and Jodi was long gone. Panic immediately struck Ernie. He was so terrified of going to jail; he was shocked there weren't already SWAT teams parked outside his house ready to drag him in. 
 
        "I don't know, Ernie," Bob said. "I'm sure it will all be fine." Though Bob looked awfully concerned himself, at least at first. The more they looked around the calmer and cooler he got. 
 
       "Fine? Fine? I've never had someone get away before. Did you give her the last dosage? I wrote it down back there on the refrigerator.
 
        "Umm, I don't think I looked."
 
        "Didn't look?" Ernie screamed. "What do you mean you didn't look? I put the schedule there for a reason! So this doesn't happen! But no, you're so caught up cutting girls' noses off and fucking their faces. You sick motherfucker! This partnership was a mistake…!"
 
        Bob grabbed Ernie and slammed him up against the wall. 
 
        "Look!" Bob yelled. "I'm sick of your shit. She has nothing on us. Nothing! I'll just say we had been dating. It's her word against mine. You make sure that back part of the house stays hidden. You said yourself you're a respected member of the community. They ain't got shit on us. She can go and say what she wants. Trust me."
 
        "You really think so?"
 
        "I'm positive."
 
        "How long do you think she's been gone?" Ernie asked.
 
        "I'm not sure. We were gone for about three hours. It could have worn off about an hour after we left, maybe, if your schedule is right."
 
        "Oh, it's right." 
 
        "Whatever. So about two hours. Chances are she's already talking to the cops. So from here, we just go about our lives as if nothing has happened. I'll be back at the store tomorrow, you do your little sales job, and it will all be cool."
 
        Ernie took a deep breath. 
 
        "Ok."
 
        "Got it?"
 
        "Yes, I got it." Ernie said. 
 
         "You've been so careful for this long. Don't spaz out now. Just play it cool. I have to get going. Remember what I said."
 
        Bob walked out the front door as Ernie stood contemplating what to do. Bob was right about the back room. He needed to paint back over the panel door, so it didn't look as obvious. He bought the house a year or two after his wife and daughter were killed. He'd had it for months before he’d found the hidden room. Back then it was just filled with old boxes of vintage books. The stuff was worth some money at least, but it was just a storage area. He'd fixed it up and turned it into the lovely dollhouse it was today. 
 
        The door was flat, and you had to push it in, which made it pop out so you could go into the back. Even as it stood now, unless you knew it was there, it wasn't very obvious. Before he could think any further, there was a knock on the door. He walked over and cracked it open to see a police officer standing outside with a man in a suit.
 
        "Yes?" Ernie asked. "Can I help you?"
 
        "Ernie Lester?" The suit guy asked. 
 
        "Yes? Who are you?"
 
        "Detective Alvarez. This is officer Smiley. Can I talk to you for a moment?"
 
        "I guess so. About what?"
 
        "Mind if I come in?"
 
        The detective didn't wait for an answer as he pushed the door open, moving Ernie aside. 
 
        "Do you happen to know this woman?" Alvarez asked, holding up a photo Jodi. They must have just taken it. She looked scared, her hair was a mess and tears were streaking her face. Ernie looked at it for a minute and shook his head.
 
        "No sir. I'm afraid I don't. Should I know her?" Ernie asked.
 
        "She says she knows you. She says you kidnaped her and kept her drugged up while raping her and killing other girls. You and some Bob guy."
 
        Ernie put on his best shocked face as he could muster. 
 
        "Oh my God? Are you serious? She said I did that to her?"
 
        "Yes, she did. I was shocked myself. I know how involved you are in the community."
 
       "Yes, very much so."
 
        "Anyway, she's pretty hysterical and insists you did this. Do you mind if we take a look around? Just to scratch you off our list?"
 
        "Be my guest," Ernie said. 
 
         The two officers went through the house looking around, but not actually disturbing anything. 
 
        "One last thing. She mentioned a secret room behind a closet. You have a closet with a secret room?" Alvarez asked.
 
        "No sir. Just one closet in here." Ernie walked them into the bedroom and over to the walk-in closet. 
 
   "There you go," he said waving his hand at it. Ernie held his breath as Alvarez walked over and looked around. He pushed the clothes to the side and felt along the wall in various places. At one point, his hand ran right along the door itself. Beads of sweat glistened on Ernie's forehead as he watched. Finally, the detective turned and nodded.
 
        "Ok, thank you, Mr. Lester. We're done here. Sorry to bother you."
 
        "Oh, it's fine Detective. I know you're just doing your job."
 
         Ernie showed them out and watched them drive away. Once they were gone, he closed the door, turned and took a series of deep breaths, pressing his back against the door. That was way too close. 
 
        He locked the door, walked into the bedroom, and opened the secret door in the closet. Once inside he stood at the table, looking around at his dolls, his family. 
 
        "All of you are in big, big trouble," he said.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 16
 
    
 
        Jodi sat in her bed, staring at the wall. The hospital room was small and stuffy, but it didn't bother her. She'd been admitted to the psychiatric unit after her escape. A motorist found her and called the police. She was taken by ambulance to the ER where her injuries were treated and she'd made a report to the police. They’d sent some detective to talk to her, some asshole named Alvarez. He hadn't believed a word she’d said.
 
        "Ernie Lester?" he'd said. "Ernie Lester is a respected member of this community. He's on the school board, little league board, and he used to be on the city council. He's always donating to local charities and doing fundraisers. You mean to tell me that Ernie Lester, a pillar of the community with no violent history, kidnapped you and a bunch of other girls. Furthermore, this was all in an effort to play with 'human' dolls in a little house of horrors along with your former boss? Do I understand you correctly?" 
 
        "Yes. I don't give a shit what else he's done, he did this! I'm telling you the TRUTH!" 
 
        "All right. We'll look into it."
 
        His 'looking into it' only made him more skeptical. He claimed they found nothing at Ernie's house, but it got even better after he spoke to Bob.
 
        "So I talked to your ex-boyfriend," he said.
 
        "Ex-boyfriend? What are you talking about?"
 
        "Bob. He explained everything. You two used to work together, but you wanted to date him, but couldn't due to the company's nepotism clause. So you quit and you both dated for a while, but it didn't work out. He says you were, and I quote ‘batshit crazy' so he cut it off. Now you're mad that you left your job for him, and he dumped you. So, you came up this rather implausible story to get back at him. Not sure what your beef with Ernie Lester is, but you dragged him into this too, for some reason."
 
        "Oh my God. Are you serious? You think I was dating Bob? You believe this?"
 
       "Co-workers at the store said they saw you two having some kind of spat the day before you left."
 
        "You're fucking kidding me! I couldn't stand him. He'd been trying to fuck me for months. Ernie just gave him the opportunity."
 
        "Right. Tell you what. I'll do some more checking around. But for now I suggest you get some rest from whatever it was you've been doing." He said as he turned and walked out. As he was leaving, pure rage took over. Probably from months of sitting and being helpless. She'd never lashed out at anyone before, but this time it became too much. She jumped out of her bed, ran to Alvarez and grabbed his arm and began screaming.
 
        "They raped me! What the fuck is wrong with you! I was drugged and raped daily for months! And you want to call it a revenge story? What the fuck kind of cop are you?" she screamed. He tried to calm her down as hospital staff came running. Several nurses held her down as one of them gave her an injection.
 
        "No! Don't drug me! Don't drug me! I'll stop! I'll stop!" She screamed, but it was too late. When she woke up, she was on the psychiatric unit. It had been a few days now. They’d told her she could go home today if she showed no further assaultive behavior. The first couple days on the unit, she’d still been angry, but the reality was settling in that no one was going to do anything about this. She had been kidnaped, drugged and raped. She'd seen other women raped, tortured and murdered and they were going to get away with it. 
 
        Not only would they be getting away with it, but they'd also keep doing it with no penalty whatsoever. The thought of all this made her blood boil, but there was nothing she could do about it from inside the psych ward. 
 
        Later that afternoon, the doctor sat and talked with her. She told him everything he wanted to hear. Said she was sorry, she made a mistake, and that she was just upset. He later signed her discharge papers. Once she was released, she realized she had nowhere to go. During her kidnapping, she'd lost her apartment. A taxi took her to her bank where she was able to withdraw some cash from her savings. She had no ID, but the teller was a friend of hers who vouched for her. She used the money to get a hotel until she could get settled. Over the next few days she filed for a new ID, used her cash to buy a used car, bought some clothes and put a deposit on a rental house. Lucky she'd been putting money in savings for the past several years. She had enough to get her through times like this. 
 
        She moved her things into the small house. Unlike most homes in the area, this one had a basement; well, a cellar anyway. It wasn't huge but big enough for her purposes. She put her new clothes away, took a shower and settled into the new house. Once that was finished, she headed to the grocery store for some food. It was there she wished she'd stayed home.
 
        In the frozen foods section, there was Bob. Her veins turned to ice as he looked her way. She tried to back away, she wanted to drop everything and run but didn't want to show him signs of fear. She straightened her back and stood tall as he approached her.
 
        "Well, hey. The cops came and talked to me." He said, smiling.
 
        "I know."
 
        "Yeah. I'm sorry things didn't work out, but you didn't have to go and make up crazy stories like that."
 
        "It's not made up, and you know it."
 
        "Well no one believes you, so it may as well be made up. Too bad, too, I had some really fun things planned for us. It's not too late, though. Maybe we'll give the relationship another chance, if you know what I mean."
 
        She knew exactly what he meant. A chill ran up her spine as he grinned from ear to ear after mentioning it.
 
        "Next time, we'll just have to make sure nothing wears off. You seemed so much more comfortable."
 
        "Fuck you."
 
        "You already did," he said as he walked away. "See ya around."
 
        "Bob!" she called out, as he stopped and turned toward her. "I'm going to kill you. Slowly."
 
        The smile vanished from his face as he turned and kept walking. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 17
 
    
 
        Jodi waited a couple of weeks to begin phase one of her plan: Intimidation. During those weeks she did some surveillance to keep an eye on the pair. Bob was still going over to Ernie's place on a regular basis. She couldn't tell if they'd grabbed any other girls, but Ernie had an attached garage. It would be easy for him to drive inside and bring the girl into his house without being seen. She was positive they had, though. 
 
        She was also positive they were planning to grab her again. Bob was too obsessed with her. She'd caught Bob sitting across the street from her house. She had no idea how he figured out where she lived, but there he was. He didn't know she'd seen him. That was fine. Let him creep around. She was going to out stalk the stalkers. 
 
        She pulled up outside the cell phone store and looked inside. They were still short-handed, and Bob was at one of the registers helping customers. She looked at her phone and flipped through the photos she'd taken the past few days and headed inside. 
 
        Bob's smile faded when she made eye contact. Good. She walked up to his workstation and held out her phone. 
 
        "Hi, can you help me? I'm having trouble uploading my pictures to the cloud. I'm not sure what I'm doing wrong," she said. 
 
        "Um, I'm with a customer right now." He pointed to the older woman standing in front of him. "Maybe another rep can help you." He pointed to a girl at an open station toward the back of the store. 
 
        "I'm sure she won't mind. This will only take a minute. Right?" She said looking at the older woman who took a few steps back. 
 
        "What do you think you're doing?" Bob said just above a whisper.
 
        "Having you look at my phone. See? Look." 
 
       He took it and flipped through the photos. There were pictures in there of him leaving a grocery store, one of him pumping gas. Another through the window of his house of him standing in front of a mirror in his underwear flexing his muscles.
 
        "What the hell?"
 
        "Thought you'd like to see that," she said. His smile had long disappeared as he kept scrolling back and forth. His forehead now wrinkling as his face turned 
 
        "You following me?"
 
         "Maybe. That make you nervous? Or does it turn you on?"
 
         "I'm not sure."
 
         "Well you don't have much time to think about it," she said.
 
         "Much time before what?"
 
         "You'll see." She turned to walk out of the store. 
 
         "You forgot your phone," he called out.
 
         "Keep it." She went to her car, climbed in, and headed to the park. There was a meeting building there, where a school board meeting was scheduled for the afternoon. She'd marked it on her calendar weeks ago. When she arrived, the meeting was already in session. She quietly made her way inside and took a seat toward the back. At the front, she saw Ernie seated at his podium with a nameplate in front of him. It was a few minutes after she came in, but he saw her. 
 
        His eyes went wide when he saw her, and she smiled and waved. When he was called on to speak about whatever budget item they were talking about, he kept looking her direction while stuttering and stammering about. Finally, when he was done, the next board member began speaking, but he got up, gathered his things and shuffled outside. Jodi got up and ran outside as well, catching him walking briskly to his car.
 
        "Hey Ernie!" she called out. "Where ya' going in such a hurry?"
 
        "You stay away from me! The police came to my house. I know what you accused me of. I don't want you blaming me for any more of your problems!" he said. 
 
        "Oh come on, cut the act," she said looking around. "There's no one here but us. We both know what you are. What you do. You get another girl to replace me yet? Another doll?" 
 
       "I don't…" he began, but she moved in closer as he pressed his back up against his car.
 
        "Yes, you do. We both know it. But not for much longer."
 
        "What is that supposed to mean?"
 
        "It means your time is coming very soon. So enjoy your dolls while you can."
 
        He dropped the nervous citizen act as he stopped shaking and cracked a smile.
 
        "Oh really? You think you want to tangle with me? I'd say you have no idea who you're messing with, but I know that you do."
 
        "Don't worry. You won't get close enough to drug me again. I know you can't handle yourself against someone who fights back. So, we'll see how you do when a real fight comes your way."
 
       "Bring it, little girl."
 
       "Maybe you should be the one who is careful, little man. I won't need your magic berry juice. Anyway, look at you, you're all sweaty. Do I get you that worked up?"
 
        Ernie wiped the beads of sweat from his forehead as Jodi backed away. He picked up his briefcase, jumped into his car, and started the engine. Jodi watched him driving away while smiling. Part of her wondered if it was wise to fuck with them in this way. Wise or not, it was something she'd needed to do. For the first time since before her kidnapping, she felt empowered. Both of them had looked visibly shaken by her visits. She was now the predator and the one in control. Anything they did from this point on would be in response to her, not the other way around. 
 
        She walked back to her car, smiling. Bob would be spying on her this evening, she was sure of it. Every night he would park across the street for hours, trying to see what movement he could. Tonight he was going to get plenty of movement. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 18
 
    
 
        Right on time, Bob pulled up across the street from Jodi's home. He sat there looking in, noticing for the first time some of her curtains were hanging open. He could see her walking around the kitchen and getting a drink, before walking into one of the other rooms. The sight of her made his blood boil. He couldn't believe she'd had the balls to come into his job today. Who did that little cunt think she was? Walking up to him in front of everyone at his work and taunting him? It took him every ounce of self-control not to reach out and strangle the life out of her right then and there. 
 
        If it weren't for his foolish oversight, she'd still be sitting in a chair like a vegetable, being his personal fuck piñata. Instead, she was walking around like she thought she ran the show, now. He'd wanted to move on her tonight. She'd gone and harassed Ernie at his work also. Ernie suggested holding off. Give it a few months after she's settled down with these kidnapping claims. Let everything blow over and then grab her again. Would be easy enough. 
 
        His thoughts stopped when she appeared in front of the window. This time she was wearing a men's shirt and panties, the shirt hanging open and her breasts exposed. It had only been a few weeks since he'd seen her perky tits, and they looked as amazing as ever. She smiled and waved at him from the window. What the fuck? That was new. She had always acted like she couldn't stand him. He knew that was always an act. Girls always threw themselves at him. The only ones who didn't were either lesbians or bitches like Jodi trying to play hard to get. While he’d loved fucking her at Ernie's, nailing her while she could move and respond would be a whole new experience. 
 
        After a minute, the door opened. The light from the living room illuminated her in the doorway. She'd lost the shirt and was now just wearing panties. Bob knew something was up, but the newly formed lump in his pants told him to investigate further. He climbed out of the car and walked up the sidewalk. Jodi stood there smiling as he approached.
 
        "Well hey, Bob, what took you so long?" she said. 
 
        "Hey. So what is all this?" 
 
        "Just figured you were trying so hard to sneak a peek, may as well let you have one." She turned and walked inside, Bob followed her as she walked down the length of a hallway. He stood in the doorway watching her as if in some sort of trance. She turned to him again from the end of the hall.
 
        "My bedroom is right here. You going to stand there all night or are you going to join me?" she said. 
 
        He walked up to her again where she was standing halfway inside the room. She ran her hand along his chest and then his stomach as she leaned in and kissed him. He pulled her close, returning her kiss. This time, his throbbing cock was at full erection. If he didn't fuck her fast, he just might go crazy. That thought was interrupted by a sharp jolt in his crotch. 
 
        Jodi had a stun gun pressed against his groin, and the clicking sound stung his ears while thousands of volts of electricity surged through him. The feeling went out of his knees as he stumbled back through an open door, tumbling down a flight of stairs. His limbs were useless as he flopped down the stairs like a ragdoll. Cracking the back of his head on one step as his legs rolled back over his head until he'd come to a complete stop at the bottom. 
 
        He lay there moaning, certain he'd broken at least his arm, maybe a leg. Everything hurt as she ran down the stairs and began duct taping his arms and legs as she dragged him to a large chair and lifted him into it. He was impressed she could lift him, but she got him in there. She taped his arms and legs to the chair and wrapped several strips of tape around his chest and to the chair. If he could have moved he'd be kicking himself. How could he be so stupid? 
 
         "I knew you were stupid," Jodi said as if reading his mind. "You're so predictable. I knew all I had to do was flash my tits, and you'd come running. And will you look at that... here you are."
 
        "Fuck you, bitch," he said as feeling slowly returned to his extremities. His left leg was throbbing like crazy. "What the fuck do you think you're doing, whore?"
 
        "I think you know damn well what the fuck I'm about to do. You got one over on the cops. So, here I am, fighting to get my personal justice."
 
        "You're fucking crazy. Not to mention you're just a soft ass bitch. You don't got the balls to hurt me. Plus, I'm way stronger than you; give me an hour and we will see how your justice is treating you." He doubted he could, but he wasn't going to act weak in front of her.
 
        "You go right ahead, but first I need you to make a phone call for me."
 
        "What kind of phone call?"
 
        "Your buddy Ernie." 
 
        "Fuck you, I'm not calling. I call so can tape him up too? You really are a stupid bitch."
 
        "Ok. Fine then." She said as she grabbed a box cutters from a table, walked over to him and without hesitating, sliced his left ear off. He screamed and shrieked as blood filled his ear canal while she tossed the useless flap of skin aside. He moved his head from side to side as the pain shot through his whole head and even down to his shoulder. He looked down at his blood now running along the floor. 
 
        "You fucking cunt!" he screamed. "I'll kill you! I'll fucking gut you like the piece of fucking meat you are!"
 
        "Oh Bob, you're so silly; but I don't think you will. Now," she said. "How about that phone call?"
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 19
 
    
 
        Ernie sat in the room staring at the dolls. 
 
        "What?" he said to one of the new girls. "What did you just say to me? You think this is funny? You think it’s funny your sister escapes from here, comes to my place of work and threatens me? You find that amusing?" he slapped her in the face as hard as he could, knocking her out of the chair and face first onto the floor. Her nose split open as she hit the floor, blood pooling all around her face and soaking into her white summer dress. 
 
        Ernie ignored her as he looked around.
 
        "Anyone have something else to say? Some of you must be thinking maybe I'll forget again. Maybe I'll forget about your next dosage, and you too can go free. No, no. Don't be so certain. I'll never make that mistake again. I'll end up giving you too much before I forget a dosage again."
 
        From the floor, the new girl was gagging as she struggled to breathe while blood was running down her face and pooling on the floor, making it impossible to breathe. He ignored the gagging as his phone began to ring. It was Bob. 
 
        "Bob, what's going on?" Ernie asked.
 
        "Dude, I got her!"
 
        "You what?"
 
        "At her place. It's a long story. I was watching her house, and she saw me, so I had to act. But I got her here. Come on over."
 
        "For what?"
 
        "I'm gonna make that bitch pay for fucking with us. You can come over and help, or I can finish up on my own."
 
        "No! No!" Ernie said. "Why not just bring her here? We can put her back in the dollhouse."
 
        " So she can get away again? Fuck that. No, get over here, so you don't miss anything."
 
         Bob hung up for before Ernie could reply. Fuck! He ran out to his car and headed to Jodi's place as fast as he could. It only took him twenty minutes to arrive. Bob's car was parked out front. Ernie headed to the door and went to knock, but the door swung open on its own. He stepped inside, looking around. The place had almost no furniture inside at all. If it weren't for some food wrappers and some dirty clothes in the corner, you wouldn't think anyone lived there. 
 
        "Hello?" Ernie called out. "Bob?" 
 
        He heard a footstep behind him and turned around just in time to see Jodi standing behind him, swinging a crowbar at his head. The crowbar struck the side of his head, knocking him to the ground. His vision went fuzzy as he looked up to see Jodi standing over him with the crowbar. 
 
        "Gotcha, motherfucker," she said as she grabbed his arm and dragged him down a flight of stairs. His face bounced off each step, his teeth clacking together each time. One of his teeth broke just as they reached the bottom. There in the cellar was Bob, all taped to a chair. Ernie's head was throbbing as his vision was coming back. He tried getting to his feet on his own, but Jodi brought the crowbar down onto his back, sending him sprawling. 
 
        She pulled him up by the collar and duct-taped him into a chair next to Bob. They both struggled as she stood over them. Ernie was furious with himself. He should have known something was up. Bob sounded excited over the phone, but he was always kind of worked up. This bitch set a trap for him, and he walked right into it. God knows what she planned on doing with them.
 
        "What's wrong Ernie? Why you look so scared? You scared of a girl when she's not paralyzed on your fucking drugs?"
 
        "I was taking care of you. All your needs were met, you were perfectly safe! Then you had to go and mess it all up."
 
        She laughed as she looked at him.
 
        "Are you fucking serious? Took care of me? Jesus Christ. How sick of a fuck are you?" she said.
 
        "I'm not sick! You just don't understand. You women are weaker than us men. You need protecting, sheltering, someone to take care of you. That's what I do." Ernie struggled against the duct tape, but she'd wrapped him up incredibly tight. Nothing he could say would make her understand just how good he'd been to her and how well taken care of she was. This was precisely why his way was best. Left to their own devices, women make terrible decisions and run their mouths. No way should she be allowed to disrespect him like this. 
 
        "Women, weaker?" she said as she popped him in the nuts with the crowbar. He let out a yelp as he tried unsuccessfully to hold back sobs. "I took both of you assholes out. Amazing what a girl can do when you don't fucking drug her."
 
        "What are you doing to do? You gonna kill us?"
 
        Finally, Bob chimed in. He'd been drifting in and out of consciousness when Ernie arrived. 
 
        "She won't kill us, she doesn't have the balls to. She's just trying to scare us. Too bad I don't scare so easily." Bob looked terrified but was doing his best to look intimidating. Chances are, he was trying to convince himself more than anything. 
 
         "Both of you assholes are utterly wrong." She said as she leaned over a table with her back to them, digging through a toolbox. She came out holding an icepick. "I'm going to make you both beg me to kill you." 
 
        "What is that?" Ernie asked. "What does she have Bob? What's she going to do?"
 
        "It's an ice pick," Bob said flatly. "She's doing to poke our eyes out with it. Or wants us to think she will." 
 
        She grabbed Bob by the back of the head and thrust the ice pick into his eye socket. She dug and twisted the ice pick around as milky fluid sprayed all over. Digging it in further, she managed to pull it clear out of his head and used a knife to cut the optic nerve. She held the severed eyeball in front of him. Ernie looked on in horror as the cellar was filled with screams. Ernie didn't realize his own screams were drowning out Bob's. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 20
 
    
 
        Jodi stood smiling, as Ernie screamed. For a grown, middle-aged man he sure screamed like a little girl. She'd cut both his nipples off and stuck them on the top of his bald head. Blood oozed from the two holes in his doughy chest as Bob looked on with his remaining eye. 
 
        "You enjoying this Bobby? You're next, you know," she said.
 
        "Fuck you."
 
        "You already did. Now you're just fucked."
 
        She picked up a staple gun from the tool bench and undid his pants. His dick hung limp but grew hard as she stroked it. 
 
        "Oh yeah. You like that don't you."
 
        "Stop it."
 
         "What, baby? Doesn't it feel good?"
 
         "Please. Please stop."
 
         "Now, isn't it nice to be able to say ‘no'? Imagine how I felt with your nasty, gross dick rubbing all against me and inside me and I couldn't say a word. You think that was fun? You think I enjoyed that?"
 
        "You probably did. Whore." He said. 
 
        She squeezed his dick, pressed the nail gun to it and placed a staple the tip of his dick. Blood squirted from the tip as Bob shrieked. 
 
        "I bet you liked that too, huh? Whore." She said. 
 
        "Fuck you! Fuck you, you stupid cunt! I'm going to cut a dozen holes in you and fuck every single one of them!" he yelled. 
 
        "I don't think so, Bob. You see, this isn't going to work anymore." She pressed his cock against his stomach and stapled a dozen staples into his penis, attaching it to his stomach. 
 
        "That fucking hurts!" 
 
        "Oh, it does? I'm so sorry. I should fix that for you," she grabbed his dick and yanked on it as hard as she could. The penis' flesh ripped and tore as the staples remained in place, but the now shredded cock hung there all bloody and mangled.
 
        "Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! You fucking cunt!"
 
        "Seriously? Bitch, cunt, cunt, bitch. Can't you think of any better words to use? Not very creative, are you?"
 
        "Fuck you!"
 
        "Yeah and that too. Let's see. I haven't gotten to your nipples yet. Let's take care of those things." 
 
         "No! No!" he screamed as she grabbed the knife and with one swipe, removed his left nipple. 
 
        She was somewhat frightened, yet thrilled about how much fun she was having, torturing these assholes. She held up Bob's severed nipple in front of his face. 
 
        "Damn Bob, you got some big ass sausage titties."
 
        This time, Bob didn't have a response. She took the staple gun and stapled the nipple to the middle of his chest. From there she cut the other nipple off and stapled it next to the first one. He screamed through gritted teeth, as she stood looking him up and down. This thing was a pathetic and broken shadow of the monster who had raped her repeatedly and cut a girl's nose off and face fucked her to death. 
 
        Now he was bleeding, crying, sobbing and screaming. All she'd done was brought out the weak little boy that he truly was. She walked over to the table, grabbed the crowbar, and cracked him on the knee, eliciting another scream. She heard some bone crunch as the steel crowbar made contact. She cut the tape loose on his hands, pushed him forward and taped his hands behind his back. She'd expected some fight from him, but he gave very little. 
 
        She cut his feet loose and pulled on his arm.
 
        "Ok, stand up," she ordered. He stood, limping on one leg.
 
        "I think you broke my fucking leg," he said.
 
        "Too bad. We're going for a ride," she said as she turned and looked at Ernie. "Don't go anywhere."
 
       She pushed him up the stairs, which took forever as he hobbled along. She carried the knife in her hand, down to her side, his hands were securely taped behind his back.
 
        "Try anything stupid, and I'll cut your fucking throat," she said. 
 
        She got him up the stairs, led him to her car, and buckled him tightly into the front seat. She got into the driver's seat and started the car.
 
        "You know you won't get away with this," Bob said. 
 
        "I really don't give a shit if I do or not."
 
        "Unlike you, I have friends, family. People will be looking for me. You'll be the first one they suspect. You, no one even noticed was gone. How did that have to feel? That you could have been gone forever, and no one would have missed you."
 
        "Doesn't matter. I can't live knowing you two are still existing in any way, shape or form. So here we are. If I go to jail, then it's worth it. At least I can still walk and talk in prison. That is provided I even get caught."
 
        "You're awfully confident."
 
        "I'm killing you pretty easily aren't I?" she said. They said nothing for the next fifteen minutes as Jodi drove off the main road and onto a dirt road into a large, empty field. Night had fallen as they drove, leaving her headlights as the only illumination. 
 
        She came to a stop almost a mile off the road and shut the car off. As she got out, she opened the door and got Bob out, walking him to a large hole she had dug earlier in the day. The hole was slightly larger than Bob's height, and four feet deep.
 
        "What the fuck is this?" he said as he hobbled up to the hole. "You're going to bury me alive?"
 
        "Yes, but you'll have a chance," she said as she pushed him in. He landed on his back with a thud, knocking the wind out of him. He gasped for air until he got his breath back.
 
        "I'm going to give you a challenge," she went to the car and grabbed something out of the back seat. Walking back to him, she tossed a small garden shovel into the hole. Landing next to him, and a small knife.
 
        "You'll have about thirty seconds once you're buried before you pass out, maybe a minute or so before you die. If you can cut the tape off yourself and dig your way out, then you'll be free. If not, well you know."
 
        "Are you fucking crazy? I can't do that!"
 
        "Then I guess you'll die," she said as she began shoveling dirt on top of him. She started with his legs and most of his body. Finally, she began throwing dirt over his face. He coughed and gagged as he tried cursing at her some more, but couldn't speak. He kept wiggling around, trying to get to the knife. It looked like he'd reached it, but hadn't been able to cut himself free. After almost an hour, he was entirely covered, and where the hole had just been, there was now a large mound of fresh dirt. She took out her phone and looked at the time. After three minutes had passed, she let out a brief sigh.
 
        "Damn, sorry Bob. Time's up." She turned and tossed the shovel into the trunk, started the car and headed back to her house. Time to spend some quality time with Ernie.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 21
 
    
 
        As soon as Jodi and Bob left the house, Ernie kicked his struggling into high gear. The duct tape around his arms had loosened up some. He attempted to rotate his arm from side to side, but his arm barely moved. He kept up the action, working it more and more vigorously. The tape on his right hand was starting to give. She'd used less on his right hand than his left. Her roll of tape had run out, so she just stopped at that.
 
        With his teeth gritted, he worked his arm back and forth frantically. The tape began to give way, allowing more mobility until it was so stretched out he could move his arm around. Finally, he was able to slide his arm free. With his free arm, he struggled with the tape on his other hand. The tape was on tight, plus with his hands all sweaty and bloody they just slipped off when he tried peeling the tape back.
 
        Looking around, he realized he was just a few feet from her work bench. He leaned over with his free hand, reaching as much as he could, but it was still too far. Bracing himself, he jerked himself upward, trying to use his weight to scoot the chair over. He got it over a couple of inches and repeated it for several minutes until he could reach the work bench. The box cutters were just at his fingertips. He stretched out until his fingers were touching it. Wiggling them just a bit, the box cutter was now in his reach. 
 
        Grabbing it, he cut his other hand free, his waist and then his feet. He tried not to look down at the bloody holes in his chest as well as the other damage Jodi had inflicted. He stood, trying to get feeling back into his feet. They'd long fallen asleep. Trying to stand on two numb feet was no easy task. Ernie steadied himself on the work bench, moving each foot in circles. 
 
        Eventually, enough feeling came back for him to walk. He climbed the stairs and looked around the living room. He stepped into the hall and almost made it to the front door, just before it swung open. He ducked into a closet as Jodi came walking in. Through the small window, he could see her hair was matted, and she looked filthy. As he figured, Bob was no longer in the picture. 
 
        "She buried him," he whispered to himself. She headed down the hallway toward the cellar. Timing it just right, Ernie swung the door open, hitting her in the face. She flew backward, her eyes went wide as soon as she saw Ernie.
 
        "Motherfucker!" she screamed as she scrambled to her feet. He grabbed her by the hair and slammed his knee into her face. She crumpled to the ground as he stood over her. He grabbed her under her arms and dragged her outside and to his car. Digging for his keys, he popped the trunk and stuffed her inside. He climbed into the car and started the engine. He was a mess, but at least he was free. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 22
 
    
 
        Jodi was sure she was still knocked out because this had to be a nightmare. She was tied to a chair in Ernie's dollhouse, except she could move. Her nose throbbed from the blast to the face she’d taken. Her eyes were watering, but her vision was coming into focus as she noticed the new "dolls" sitting across from her were all new girls since she'd escaped. Part of her heart sank, knowing the other girls who’d been there were likely dead. 
 
        Had the cops just believed her long enough or looked closely enough, they might have been saved. All of them might have. As the reality of her current situation began setting in, terror rose in her throat, just as Ernie stepped into the room.
 
        "Oh good! You're awake," Ernie said. He'd changed his shirt and cleaned himself up some. She wanted to scream but there was tape over her mouth. Guess she couldn't ask him how his nipples were doing. 
 
        "I wanted you to be awake for this part. You're back home now." He said as he pulled a tube out from under her shirt. Her feeding tube. He'd put her feeding tube back in. Fuck! No! She struggled and squirmed as he held the funnel up into the tube and began pouring the moonseed berry juice into it. She felt the cold liquid hit her insides, unable to do anything about it and knowing its exact effects. 
 
        "There, now give it just a few minutes, everything will be just fine," he soothed.
 
        Along with the terror, she was filled with both anger and regret. She’d had Ernie tied up. She’d had the upper hand. All she'd had to do was kill him and then go on with her life. Instead she’d gotten cocky, and now she was back in this prison, this hell. 
 
        Struggling against the zip ties holding her to the chair became harder and harder as the toxin took effect. First, her feet stopped moving, then her hands. Her screams against the tape soon turned to whimpers as she became completely paralyzed. Once she could no longer move, Ernie leaned in, looking at her face closely. His breath smelled like beef jerky and beer as he looked her over.
 
        "Ok good. Since we've been through this before, we'll just take one more precaution." He said as he held up a bone saw and a blowtorch. "You know, just in case it ever wears off again."
 
        He knelt down at her feet, and pain screamed through her left leg as the whirring of the bone saw filled the room. She felt every last bit of the saw slicing through her ankle until there was the dull thud of her severed foot hitting the floor. The searing, unfathomable pain was followed by an intense burning sensation as he used the blowtorch to cauterize the wound. Once he finished, Ernie began on the other foot. 
 
        She wanted to scream, wiggle and squirm as the saw cut away her bone and flesh but was helpless to do anything. Once the foot was gone, he cauterized that one. By the time he stood, both her stumps throbbed with dull but agonizingly stinging pain through her body. 
 
        "There, all done. Now if you manage to escape, best you can do is crawl to the door. I'll let you get some rest. We're gonna have a busy day tomorrow." He said as he picked her up and carried her into one of the back rooms and laid her on the bed, flat on her back. He turned off the light and walked out. 
 
        As she lay there in the darkness, she felt the tear running down her cheek as she stared up at nothing. If Hell actually existed, this was it. While so many she knew spent their lives running from death, she'd found the one thing worse than death, and there was no end in sight. After a few hours, she drifted off to sleep, praying to every deity she could think of, not to let her wake up again. The morning came, and she did awake. Ernie spent the day bathing her and violating her body in every way imaginable. He was careful not to cause her any serious injury, but he repeatedly placed his penis into every orifice on her body. During the abuse, she had either passed out or fallen asleep. When she awoke again, she sat at the table and watched him beat and torture another girl. Soon every day became like the one before it. "Dolls" came and went, but Jodi was the one constant. She was always there for Ernie to play with. Every day. With no end in sight.
 
   The End
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Sneak peek at Tim Miller's next release, Psychoville, coming soon!
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 1
 
    
 
        Deputy Spurlock sat in the cruiser waiting for a car to go by. At this point, he didn't mind if they weren't even speeding. He'd find a reason to stop them. It had been at least a week since someone had passed through here. He wasn't even sure why they had a police department, but here he was. Pay wasn't great, but it was better than working in the fields. The folks around there raised hogs, chickens, goats and some cattle. 
 
        Only the Dugan's raised cattle, and not very many of them. Last time Spurlock had been by there, Mr. Dugan had maybe four or five steers, and they looked malnourished. Not to mention there was nowhere around here to sell the things. Folks usually raised something they'd eat themselves. Though Dugan's oldest boy, Dexter, would sometimes go out and hump one of the steers. If Spurlock hadn't seen it himself, he wouldn't have believed it. Though that wasn't the weirdest thing, someone might see around here. 
 
        The steer was just a bit too tall for Dex, so he stood up on a foot stool, whipped out his pecker and started humping away. The kids seemed to be having a good old time too. The steer, on the other hand, looked bored. His thoughts were interrupted by the sound of a woman screaming. He looked up and around but couldn't see anyone. After a minute, he heard it again. 
 
        Spurlock got out of the car and walked around. His hiding spot was back off the road hidden behind some trees and bushes. There were woods covering both sides of the road. The trees provided a tiny bit of shade in the Texas heat, but not very much. He walked toward the sound of the screaming. It stopped for a second, but he heard it again, this time followed by the sound of sticks breaking and heavy breathing.
 
        He moved toward the sound when he saw her. The girl was naked and covered in filth. Her long blonde hair was dirty and matted to the side as she ran through the woods, as branches scraped and scratched her skin. She saw Spurlock and ran toward him. He grabbed her by the shoulders as she nearly fell into his arms.
 
        "Help! Please! Help me! These men! They're trying to kill me! They killed my friend!" she screamed.
 
        "There. It's ok. Shh. You're safe now. I got you."
 
        "But they're coming. One of them was right behind me."
 
        "I know, it's ok." He reassured. She stood and started walking, pulling on his arm. 
 
        "Can't we go? Please? Let's go!" she said, tugging at his arm. With his other hand down to his side, he removed his retractable baton from his belt and extended it. She tugged at his arm again, this time he swatted at her with the baton, striking her in the face and knocking her to the ground. He hit her a couple more times making sure she was out. 
 
        A minute later another man emerged from the bushes. Spurlock looked up at him annoyed. It was Chester Oswald. 
 
        "You're lucky I was working traffic nearby, dumbass." Spurlock said. 
 
        "Ollie was supposed to be watching her. I guess he fell asleep."
 
         "Well he done fucked up, that's for sure," Spurlock said. "Get her out of here. You know what would happen if she made it to the highway? Be your dumb luck a car would pass through for the first time in ages."
 
         "Sorry Deputy Spurlock. You're not gonna tell our pa are ya?"
 
        "No. You boys alone at the studio?" 
 
        "No. The Culvers was helping us too. Buddy grabbed a set of twins in town. A couple of girls only fourteen or fifteen. They identical too. Gonna make a crazy ass movie."
 
        "I'm sure. Go get her out of here and lock your shit down. And kick Ollie's ass for me. I'm tired of cleaning up his shit."
 
        "Yes, sir. Sorry again," Chester said as he bent down and flung the unconscious girl over his shoulder and disappeared into the bushes. The Oswald's own a little studio in what used to be their barn. They started out just making regular porno movies in there. Until one day, Chester got too rough and strangled one of his girls to death. Their old man, Daryl did some checking around and found out he could sell that movie for about ten times a normal porno. 
 
        So there they started their own little snuff porn business. They managed to avoid the law by doing everything on film. No digital, no websites, no streaming. They made one print of each film, and that went to their buyer, and that was it. The rarity of it allowed them to charge even more. For as much as they made, no telling why they stayed in this god forsaken town. If Spurlock had half their cash, he'd have been long gone ages ago.
 
        No telling what Daryl even spent the money on. It for sure wasn't on clothes or fixing up his property. They all looked like they been sleeping in the same overalls for five years. Oh well, wasn't any of his business anyway. 
 
        Spurlock had just made it back to his car when he heard it. An engine. There was a car coming. It was a brown sedan that zipped by. Without hesitation, Spurlock turned on his lights and accelerated after the car. He followed them almost half a mile before they saw him and pulled over. Once they were stopped, Spurlock put on his sunglasses and stepped out of the car and approached the vehicle. There was a middle-aged couple sitting in the car, the man in the driver's seat looking up at them.
 
        "Is there a problem officer? We were going the speed limit," the man said. 
 
        "License and registration please," Spurlock said.
 
        "Can you tell me why we were stopped? What is the problem?"
 
        "The problem is, you came through my town."
 
        "Excuse me? What is that supposed to mean? Are under arrest? Am I being detained?"
 
        "Step out of the car please," Spurlock said. "Both of you."
 
        "What? You need to tell us what is happening. You can't just pull us over for no reason and then start shaking us down." 
 
        "Sir. Would you kindly shut yer damn mouth?"
 
        "Excuse me?"
 
        "I said, would you kindly shut your damn mouth. Or if that's too hard then shut the fuck up. You've done nothing but flap yer gums since I stopped you. For all you know, I was gonna give you a warning. Instead, you gotta shoot your mouth off. Now get out of the car." Spurlock drew his gun from its holster as he said the word "car." Both the man and the woman climbed out as Spurlock pistol-whipped the man in the nose with his revolver. He held the man's head as he repeatedly bashed him in the face until the man's nose was a bloody mass on his face. 
 
        The woman screamed as she took off running. Spurlock had no idea where she was going, but it wasn't going to be far. He whipped out his baton, took a stutter step and threw it side arm toward her. It flung at her like a helicopter blade until it caught her in the legs, tripping her up and sending her sprawling along the pavement face first. Spurlock walked up to her, retrieved his baton and knelt down by her. She looked up at him, sobbing.
 
        "Who are you? Why are you doing this?"
 
        "I'm Deputy Spurlock ma'am, and let me be the first to welcome you to Psychoville.”
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