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    Chapter 1
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    Tiffany pursed her lips, ensuring that her lipstick was applied evenly. She smiled, pleased both with her work and the image presented to her in the bathroom mirror.


    Reflected back at her was a heart stoppingly beautiful young woman, barely eighteen, with long blonde hair and a dash of cute freckles on her cheeks. Her nose was slightly upturned, perched above pouty lips that she'd stained with light red cosmetics. Today her hair was in pigtails to keep it off her bare shoulders. The heat had grown oppressive, and the Big Apple was baking in it.


    She sighed, squeezing her blue eyes shut. There was so much to do, now that she'd graduated high school. Finally, she could live her life as an adult, no more having to listen to her parents, her teachers, or her ex-boyfriend Saul.


    At last, she was the master of her own destiny. No one would boss Tiffany Portia Williams around again. Her trust fund was well-stocked with over two million, and she intended to party it up in the Riviera.


    Her parents, annoying as they were, actually wanted her to go to college. As if someone with pert, full breasts and an ass that wouldn't quit needed an education. She knew she would find some rich boy she could marry, and live life in luxury while her nanny raised their children for her.


    Tiffany fastened the top button on her white blouse, frowned, then unbuttoned it again. There, now she was showing the perfect amount of cleavage. Just enough to entice, to tease, but not to promise anything untoward. Tiffany was a practical girl, and wouldn't give herself away for free.


    She adjusted her light pink, billowy skirt, admiring her own shapely legs. The skirt was on the short side, but unless it grew a lot windier there was little risk of her white thong panties being displayed. Tugging on her striped thigh-high stockings, she clomped out of the hotel room in her patent leather high heeled boots.


    As she closed the door behind her, she noticed a heavyset cleaning lady bustling down the hallway of the Hilton with her cart of supplies. Tiffany moved directly in her path and put her hands on her wide hips.


    “Excuse me,” she said in her best polite tone “but do you guys know you're supposed to clean my room EVERY day?”


    “Que?” asked the cleaning lady, offering a smile.


    “Oh, god, are you kidding me?” Tiffany shoved past the woman and charged the elevator. “Five hundred dollars a night and they can't hire maids who speak English? What country is this, Bolivia?”


    Tiffany entered the elevator, rolling her eyes in disgust at the bellhop operating it. He was one of those fat, pasty white nerds who probably lived in his mother's basement arguing on the internet over who shot first in that stupid Star Trek Wars movie. His thick framed glasses couldn't hide his homely features, but the little jerk still thought he was in Tiff's league.


    As if.


    “Hello, Ms. Williams,” he said, eyes running up and down her body. “Going down?”


    “In your dreams,” she muttered.


    “I'm sorry, what was that?” he asked.


    “Don't speak to me,” Tiffany said, closing her eyes and asking God why he saw fit to surround her with idiots. “Gee, your mother must be proud. Pushing buttons for a living.”


    The bellhop frowned and pushed the main floor button.


    “I do what I can to get by, Miss Williams,” he said, deflating visibly.


    “Well, it's not enough,” she said. “Try showering. Oh, and deodorant—that goes on AFTER you shower. Ta ta.”


    Tiff left the elevator and the hapless bellhop. She scanned the wide, polished floors of the Hilton, thinking to herself how gauche the décor was, until she spotted the man she wanted.


    “You,” she said, walking up to the hotel manager. He was an older man with silver hair and a nicely trimmed mustache, dressed in a fine blue suit.


    “Yes, Ms. Williams?” he said, face smiling but eyes a bit strained.


    “How hard is your job?” she asked. “How come you can't hire competent help? Your bellhop leers at me, the maids don't clean—they don't even speak ENGLISH—and what you call room service I call poison.”


    “I'm sorry your stay isn't all you hoped it would be, Ms. Williams,” he said patiently. “As I told you yesterday, and the day before, we pride ourselves on—”


    “Can it,” she snapped. “I don't need the bullshit. Whose name is on the building outside?”


    “Your grandfather's, ma'am,” he replied cannily.


    “You bet your ass,” Tiff said, narrowing her pretty eyes. “And if you don't want me to call him right this second and tell what a shit job you've done with his property, well, you better fire that bellhop.”


    “Ma'am, I don't think—”


    “Shut up,” Tiff said, stomping her high heels on the floor. “You're not paid to think. Are you going to fire him or not?”


    The manager sighed.


    “Very well, ma'am,” he replied. “I'll let him finish out the day, and then give him his walking papers.”


    “I'll call my grandpa and ask him,” she said menacingly. “To see if you did what I told you to.”


    “Of course, Ms. Williams,” he said with a heavy sigh. “Anything you desire.”


    “Well, now, was that so hard?” Tiffany felt a little bad for him, so she gave him a smile.


    She turned on her heel and left him. The doorman was tardy opening the entrance for her, which earned him a glare. Tiffany swung her head around until she spotted a long, blue limousine parked near the hotel. There was a man standing beside it holding a placard with her name.


    “Who are you?” she demanded before he could even speak.


    “Barry, ma'am,” he said, tipping his hat to her. “I'm your driver today.”


    “What happened to Chester?” Tiff asked, crossing her arms under her breasts and tapping her toe impatiently. “Chester knows the rounds I like to make when I'm in Jew York City.”


    Barry's eyes narrowed.


    “I'm a Jew, ma'am,” he said carefully.


    “Like I couldn't tell, from your massive nose,” she said. “Well, whatever. There better be a bottle of Dom Perignon in the back on ice!”


    Barry smiled.


    “Of course, Miss Williams,” he said with a sweet smile. “Anything you desire.”


    “Damn straight,” she huffed. “Well?”


    “Ma'am?” he asked.


    “Are you going to get the door for me, Jerry?”


    “It's Barry,” he said, opening the door “and it would be my pleasure.”


    “God,” she rolled her eyes to the heavens “is everyone a fucking incompetent?”


    Tiffany got into the limo and immediately was vexed. No TV, nowhere to plug in her phone, and the interior had numerous bare spots and holes in the upholstery. It was as if someone had hauled a Limo out of a junkyard and only polished the outside.


    “Are you kidding me?” she asked. “Hey, the door won't open!”


    “It's all right Ma'am,” said Barry from the front seat. “The door only opens from the outside.”


    “How stupid is that?” Tiffany asked. “Well, your owner will hear about this, Barry. Mark my words.”


    She sighed and pulled the bottle of champagne out of the cooler. Her eyes scrutinized the label, and she sniffed.


    “Hmpf. Not a great year for the vintage, but at least it's the right thing.”


    “Glasses are on the console beside you, ma'am,” said Barry with a smile. He pulled the limo out into traffic as Tiffany relaxed.


    She drained one glass, then another, and was working on her third when she spotted Barry leering at her from the rear-view mirror. Tiff admonished herself for sitting with her legs spread. The pervert could see her panties and was enjoying every moment.


    “Do you mind?” she asked, closing her legs quickly.


    “I don't mind at all,” he said with a chuckle.


    “Hey,” she said, peering out the tinted window. “Wait a second. This isn't the way to Fifth avenue.”


    “Shortcut, ma'am,” Barry said.


    “Shortcut?” Tiffany's eyes drooped. Why was it so hard to stay awake all of the sudden? She'd only had two glasses of champagne.


    “Feeling sleepy, ma'am?” Barry asked with a grin.


    “Shut up,” she said, but her voice sounded distant to her own ears. The wine glass dropped from her hand and she slumped in the seat. “What...what's going on?”


    “Shh,” Barry said “sleep, little princess. When you wake up you'll be in Wonderland.”


    “I...you...” Tiff's head fell forward and she knew only blackness.


    ***


    Tiffany awoke with a start, snorting in air through her nose. Something was wrong. Something was very wrong.


    She remembered the Limo, and the glasses of wine which made her muzzy, and tried to sit up. Her head only moved a few inches before it was held fast.


    “What in the hell?” she tried to say, but nearly choked instead.


    It was dark outside the limo, but the interior lights were on enough that she could see her predicament. There was something covering the lower half of her face, held on with wide leather straps. The device held what felt like a rubber ball deep inside her mouth, tickling the back of her throat with its length. Her nostrils flared as she struggled to remove it, only to find she couldn't move her hands.


    She twisted her spine and craned her neck, while trying to bring her arms around in front of her.  Tiffany squealed when she saw that her limbs were restrained in a leather sheath, which buckled to her shoulders. Her palms were held together behind her, effectively glued in place. Something akin to a dog collar was padlocked—PADLOCKED—around her neck, with a short chain tethering her to the limo's back seat. Tiff's legs were restrained as well, bound wide apart by a metal bar attached to leather cuffs around both ankles.


    Tiff wasn't stupid. She'd seen Fifty Shades, she knew what bondage gear was well enough. What she couldn’t figure out was why she, a woman who hated—HATED—bondage was doing wearing it.


    “Comfy, Ma'am?”


    Tiff's head snapped around as the door opened. Barry squeezed inside and sat opposite her, leering as he ran his eyes up and down her figure. His gaze lingered on her panties, so exposed in her humiliating position. She struggled in vain to close them, to squirm away so he couldn't stare, but it was hopeless.


    She was panicking now, and found that only breathing through her nose made her dizzy. Her hear hammered in her chest, and went up in tempo when Barry grabbed one of her pigtails and jerked her head forward.


    “God, you're really something,” he said, pawing her breasts. Tiffany screamed behind the gag but even she could barely hear herself. “You could be in Playboy, without any airbrushing.”


    She tried to kick him, but the ankle spreader was attached to the floor of the limo.


    “Mmm, feisty,” he said with a grin. His fingers toyed with her nipple, which made her squeal all the more angrily. “I like that! After all, it's no fun to reel in the fish if it doesn't fight the hook...”


    Tiff squealed as Barry slipped his hand between her thin panties and her pussy. His middle fingers probed her smoothly shaven labia and pinched them hard. Tears welled in her eyes as she fought helplessly to escape his grip.


    “Does it hurt, bitch?” he asked, pulling her face close to his own. She was forced to smell his fetid breath and nearly vomited. “Get used to it. Your life from now on is going to be all about pain and getting fucked.”


    Tiffany's hopes rose when Barry started messing with the ankle spreader, but they were dashed when all he did was unsnap the d ring from the floor of the limo. He seized her by the hips and flipped her over onto her belly as if she weighed nothing. Her face was crushed into the foul smelling upholstery as he lifted her skirt.


    “Mmm, what a tight ass!” Barry said. His palm cracked across her bare buttocks, and Tiffany screamed. “Look at those cheeks dance! My god, I love my job!”


    Tiffany hadn't been spanked in her life—as in EVER—and found the experience to be utterly humiliating. The pain was bad, but it was her dignity that suffered with each resounding blow on her ass. Soon her bottom was blazing with pain, and there was nothing she could do about it.


    “You won't be needing these,” Barry said, ripping of her panties. They snagged on her waist and cut in almost enough to make her bleed. “What view this is.”


    Tiff groaned as his finger traced around her rectum. Her flesh pimpled with goosebumps at his touch, on an intimate area she never allowed ANYONE to get near. Barry probed the orifice, working it inside slowly in spite of Tiffany's desperate struggles.


    “So tight,” he said with a snicker. “Hey, are you an ass virgin?”


    Tiffany screamed into her gag until her throat was raw. It was too much! This wasn't supposed to happen to her. She was upper class. Surely someone saw her get into the limo outside the hotel and was looking for her even now.


    She kept praying that help would arrive, but his finger slid deeper.


    “I asked you a question, you fucking slut,” Barry said in a gravelly voice. He kept his finger jammed up her ass, and grabbed a handful of hair with his free hand. Tiffany felt her head jerked up until she was forced to stare her rapist in the eye. She shuddered at the expression of utter lust on his face.


    “Are you an ass virgin?” he asked again. “ANSWER ME!”


    He shook her head roughly. Tiffany tried to say “no you asshole” but the gag only allowed her to gurgle and drool.


    “Just nod your head yes, bitch,” he said. “We both know a stuck up cunt like you would never let a bloke near your pretty little asshole. You're an ass virgin, aren't you?”


    Tiffany felt her hair released, only to have his hand glom onto her throat. Fearing death, she managed to nod slightly.


    “I knew it,” Barry said, releasing her throat and allowing her to breathe again. “Well, not for much longer…”


    He shoved her face back to the car seat and fumbled with his belt. She groaned when she felt his already dripping member rub against her ass cheeks.


    “Feel how big it is, baby?” he cooed. “You're going to squirm when it goes in. All the bucking… makes for good fucking!”


    Tiffany squealed around the rubber packing her mouth. Her hands remained glued behind her in the leather sheath. There was nothing she could do as the head of Barry's cock pressed against her anus.


    “That was a good joke, bitch,” Barry said, yanking her head back by her pigtails. “Why don't you laugh?”


    Barry slammed his thighs into her ass, driving his cock deep inside. Tiffany's feet squirmed about on the floor, digging her toes into the carpet, but she couldn't budge the much larger man from her back. Barry's cock slid in and out, gaining speed as his lust took hold.


    “Uh... uh... uh...” he grunted, sickening her with the animistic quality of his voice. Tiffany tried to interpose her single glove between the two of them, but Barry grabbed her arms and shoved them to the side.


    “Nope,” he said between thrusts “you aren't going to stop this. Nothing you can do but lay there and take it. Stuck up cunt. All that money, and what did it get you? Ass raped, that's where.”


    Tiffany's mind still roiled at the damage being done to her ass, but her traitor body responded. She was close to an orgasm, and her own disgust with herself did nothing to abate the feeling.


    “I think your pussy is getting wet,” Barry said, rubbing his hands all over her twat. “Why, yes it is. You must be an anal slut.”


    Still inside her, Barry pulled back on her hair and twisted her neck until she was barely able to see him


    “Say it,” he said. “Tell me you're an anal slut.”


    Tiffany's eyes narrowed and she grunted in rage. She would never say such a thing, never!”


    “SAY IT.” Barry reached around her torso with his free hand and mauled her breasts. He seized a nipple and stretched it so far Tiffany was certain it would rip right off. “SAY IT BITCH!”


    Tiffany resisted, shaking her head in denial. He might take her body, but she would not give him the satisfaction of hearing her declare herself a slut, anal or otherwise.


    “Fine,” Barry said, shoving her head back to the seat. “I don't have to break you. Not my job. I'm just the delivery boy.”


    Barry returned to fucking her asshole. She hadn't seen his cock yet, but by the feel it was huge, at least eight inches long and half as wide. Or maybe it just felt huge, since her asshole was so tight. She'd only went all the way a few times before, and had never lowered herself to sucking cock or allowing assplay.


    “Oh, god!” Barry said, his body tense as a bowstring against her. With a gasp he released his spunk inside her. Tiffany could feel the jizz deep within, and silently prayed that the man didn't have AIDS or something worse.


    Barry pulled out of her and sat back, panting.


    “Whew,” he said, “what a great ass fuck! Well, no more time to screw around—pun intended. Time to get you to your new home.”


    Barry exited the rear of the limo. She heard his footsteps echo on concrete before the driver side door opened and he slipped inside. With one last smirk at her helpless plight, he flipped the switch on the privacy screen and they were cut off from each other.


    Tiffany immediately struggled again, her rape adding new fervor. She soon realized that she would never be able to free her hands. Her feet were another matter, however.


    By dragging her heels along the carpet, she managed to take them off. It was a frustrating process, but soon she was barefoot. There was a pool of her ass juice and Barry's jizz on the floor, and she steeled herself against the revolting sensation and rubbed her feet in it.


    Slowly, painfully, she managed to drag the spreader bar cuffs off of her left leg. For whatever reason, however, the right cuff was on tighter. Figuring it was good enough, she pawed at the door handle with her feet. Barry said it didn't open from the inside, but he'd gotten out somehow. With a tiny cry of muffled triumph, she found a hidden button and the door unlatched.


    Tiffany didn't wait. She forced the door open with her shoulder and stumbled into the night air. Her head whipped around as Barry started the car. She was in the shadow of a bridge; she had no idea which one. The landscape was a wasteland of burned out buildings and abandoned, rusting vehicles. On bare feet, dragging the spreader bar behind her, she made her awkward way into the shadows as Barry pulled away.


    Luck was with her, as Barry didn't seem to notice she'd escaped. The tail lights of the limo faded in the distance as Tiffany sighed in relief.


    Then sweat broke out on her body. She wasn't out of the woods yet, not by a long shot. She stood on the street, her shirt open and bra ripped asunder, skirt pulled up around her waist and no panties. And, she was bound and gagged, just waiting for the next predator—and New York was FULL of those, grandpa said so.


    She heard voices coming up the street, and considered her options. Not knowing what else to do, she hid behind a burned out dumpster and shivered with more than cold as a group of men approached from down the street.
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    Chapter 2


    Tiffany pressed her cheek against the cool metal of the dumpster and took in the approaching men. They were boys, really, roughly her own age, and speaking what she thought was Spanish.


    That was not good. Everyone knew that minorities were all sex-crazed fiends who wanted nothing more than to rape white women. She knew right away they would never help her. Tiffany hunkered down low until they passed; then slowly rose to her feet.


    Approaching headlights made her dive back into her cover. She heard the brakes squeal, and then Barry's voice carried out into the night.


    “Evening gentlemen,” he said casually, though there was a note of panic in his voice. “Have you seen a pretty blonde girl around here?”


    The boys laughed and said something back in Spanish. Tiffany dared to peek from around the dumpster and saw them throwing gang signs at Barry.


    “What's it worth to you, essay?” One of the bolder ones asked.


    “Here,” Barry said, throwing a wad of cash on the street. “There's more where that came from if you can find her. I have a feeling she didn't get very far.”


    One of the boys scooped the money up and then the whole throng ran off laughing as Barry cursed.


    Tiffany ran, dragging the bar behind her and creating a horrendous racket. She ducked under what was left of a chain link fence and ran through an abandoned lot.


    She found herself standing in the shadow of a statue of the virgin Mary, and prayed that she might find safety. With a start, she realized she could hear someone singing nearby.


    Slowly, trying desperately not to make too much noise, she crept around the statue and stared at a young nun kneeling before an outdoor shrine. Tiffany couldn't see her face, but screamed out behind her gag and ran toward the woman.


    “What in the world?” asked the nun as she took in the sight of a half-naked, bound and gagged Tiffany Williams. “Oh my...what happened to you?”


    Tiffany grunted, her eyes narrowing.


    Obviously I can't talk right now, you stupid catholic bitch!


    “Here,” the nun said, moving toward Tiffany and trying to remove the gag. “What's up with this? Oh my lord...it's padlocked on! All of it is! Who would do this to a person?”


    The nun gave up trying to remove the gag, which was only hurting Tiffany's neck anyway, and pulled her skirt down. She also adjusted Tiffany's shirt to preserve as much of her modesty as she could.


    “Come on,” she said, putting a companionable hand on Tiff's shoulder. “There should be something in the maintenance man's shed that can take these off.”


    Tiffany sobbed in relief as the nun led her to a small shack on the lee side of the dilapidated building—which she realized was a church. The nun rummaged around inside and returned with a pair of bolt cutters. It was hard, but the slight woman managed to clip the padlocks off and finally free Tiffany.


    “Oh my god, thank you,” Tiffany said as soon as the gag was out of her mouth. She took her first good look at the nun, and was shocked to find the woman of the cloth was roughly her own age. The nun was pretty, with wide brown eyes and soft mocha skin. A bit of jet black hair stuck out of her habit, and Tiff had no doubt that in the right clothes the nun would be a knockout.


    “No need to thank me,” the nun said. “Come, let's get you inside and cleaned up. We can call the police, too...assuming you want me to.”


    “Why wouldn't I want you to?” Tiffany snapped. “Are you fucking stu—that is, thank you. Yes, I would like to call the police.”


    On the way inside, Tiffany told the story of her abduction, leaving out her ass rape. It all seemed so surreal, but she was free now, she had escaped. Maybe she shouldn't have put nickels in the collection plates all those years…


    The nun's name turned out to be Roberta Dacosta, and she had immigrated to New York from Venezuela when she was nine. Roberta lived in a modest apartment in the church, and revealed that she was the only one present.


    “Everyone else left when the building got condemned,” she said “but I couldn't abandon the people in this neighborhood.”


    “Why not?” Tiffany asked as she wrapped herself in a bathrobe. “I mean, they seem like a bunch of creepy cholos to me.”


    “They may be a bit rough around the edges,” Roberta said, flashing a pretty smile “but they are good people on the inside. You just have to know where to look.”


    “Yeah, whatever,” Tiffany said with a sigh. “Can you call the cops now?”


    “Certainly,” said Roberta. She latched the door lock and settled down on a threadbare couch with her cell phone. “I don't seem to have any bars. I'll go to the second floor and try it. You can help yourself to whatever is in the kitchen.”


    “Do you have a shower?” Tiffany asked, feeling Barry's jizz running down her thighs. “I really need to shower.”


    “Oh, Tiffany,” Roberta said, hissing through clenched teeth. “I don't think that's a good idea. The police will want evidence—”


    “I'm taking a damn shower!” Tiffany snapped. “God, I thought you spoke English! Just get your burrito-munching butt upstairs and make the damn call.”


    Roberta's mouth opened; then closed. Finally she nodded and pointed toward a door adjacent to her kitchenette.


    “The shower is through there. I'll be back soon, I promise.”


    “Great.” Tiffany said. She charged toward the shower, stripping off her clothes as she went.


    The hot water felt great on her skin, even though the tiles were cracked and faded. It was over now. She'd gotten away. She was safe.


    Tiffany finished rinsing off and threw a towel around her body. She couldn't bear to put her clothes back on, not after what had happened to her while wearing them.


    “Hey, Roberta,” she called out to the empty room. “Did you make the call yet?”


    Silence was her only answer. Cursing, Tiffany unlatched the door and peeked out into the hallway.


    “Roberta?” she asked. A sound echoed down the hallway that may have been a voice.


    “What?” she asked, creeping out into the hall. “Hang on, I'm coming.”


    Tiffany padded down the cold tiles in bare feet, clutching the towel with one hand. She heard the sound again and swung open a door at the end of the hall.


    “What the fuck?” she said incredulously.


    Before her sat Roberta, shiny silver duct tape wrapped around her head. The latina's pretty dark eyes pleaded above the gag, and she jerked her arms around from behind her to show that they had been wrapped in tape as well. Her ankles were crossed and nearly mummified in the stuff.


    “Oh shit,” Tiffany said, and turned to flee. There was only one explanation, and she wasn't going to wait for Barry to catch her, too.


    That was when she ran right into his chest. Barry jabbed something hard into her belly , and Tiffany cried out in alarm as her whole body was jolted into paralysis. She slumped to the floor, jerking spasmodically as Barry tased her again.


    “Stupid bitch!” he said, shocking her with another round of electricity. “Going to make me lose my fucking job! Take this you cunt!”


    Finally he stopped shocking her. Tiffany tried to move but found her limbs were useless and rubbery. She couldn't even speak as Barry whipped the towel off of her body and knelt across her back. He jerked her hands behind her, and soon cocooned them tightly in duct tape.


    Barry snatched a filthy rag from off of the floor and jammed it into Tiffany's mouth. He wrapped tape around her head, and she feared that he would keep going and wrap up her face until she couldn't breathe. Thankfully, he left her nose uncovered, though she hardly felt grateful to him for it.


    “Gimmie those feet,” he said, binding her legs together with tape. “Dumb fucking cunt. Cost me my bonus, you did. Fucking brat.”


    He rolled her roughly onto her back and slapped her soundly across the face. No one had ever slapped Tiffany, and it was somehow even more insulting than violating her body had been. He added two more slaps for good measure until her cheeks stung as bad as her ass.


    “And as for you,” he said, standing up and looming over Roberta “you tried to take her away from me. Well, now you're gonna get just what little miss Tiffany got.”


    Tiffany squirmed, struggling against the tape binding her naked body, but could only watch helplessly as Barry ripped the black cloth concealing Roberta's body from view asunder. Large breasts with puffy brown nipples were exposed, as well as a very hairy bush between sweetly curved hips.


    “Man, you are smoking!” Barry said. Pinching Roberta's nipples. The nun squeezed her eyes shut but didn't make much noise. “Are you praying, sister? I don't think god can hear you anymore.”


    He looked at her cunt with disgust.


    “Haven't you ever heard of a razor? Christ, your damn legs are hairy too. Well, we'll take care of that, don't you worry.”


    Barry reached inside of his jacket and withdrew what looked like a silver cigarette case. He snapped it open and withdrew a pair of syringes.


    “Time for both of you to go night night,” he said grimly. He knelt down next to Tiffany and rolled her over onto her stomach. She was sick of him manhandling her, but could do nothing as he put a knee across her back. Tiffany felt a sharp pinch in her buttocks, then warmth as he injected her with whatever was inside the syringe.


    Tiffany struggled to get to her feet, to squirm away from the awful man as he repeated the process on Roberta. The nun locked gazes with Tiffany. Both of them knew they were in trouble.


    And not even god could save them.
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    Chapter 3


    Tiffany gasped as the cold water splashed over her head. Sputtering, she lifted her head enough to take in her new environs.


    She was sitting in an uncomfortable wooden chair, wrists bound to it by plastic zip ties. Completely naked, her skin reddened in shame when she realized there were half a dozen men staring surrounding her.


    “Who are you?” she demanded, flinging her we hair out of her eyes with a defiant toss of her head. “Where am I?”


    “We're the men who are going to rape you,” said Barry from nearby. He gestured at the other men, all of them dressed in impeccably fashionable suits that belied the spartan nature of the room they were in. There were no windows, and the only other piece of furniture in the room was occupied by Roberta. The nun was still asleep, head lolled to the side and drool running out of her mouth and pooling on her breasts and thighs.


    Tiff struggled against the zip ties, but only succeeded in cutting herself. Blood flowed from cuts on her wrists and ankles, but she was no closer to escape.


    “You were right, Barry,” said one of the men, a fat little toad with black hair and Asiatic features. “She's a fighter!”


    “Look,” Tiffany said, struggling to keep her voice even. “My family has money...a LOT of money. If you ransom me back to them, you'll live the rest of your lives like kings. I promise we won't go to the police.”


    “Okay,” said one of the men, a tall skinny fellow with a slight Irish accent. “Let's cut her loose, boys, and call her parents right away.”


    The derisive laughter that greeted the Irish man's statement made Tiffany grind her teeth.


    “Oh, come on,” Tiffany said. “Why me? Why not take the money and pick someone else to gang rape? What's so special about me?”


    Barry walked up to her side and she cringed. She shuddered when he reached out, but all he did was caress her cheek.


    “It's like this, sweetie,” he said, almost kindly. “You've been bought and paid for. Someone with money—a LOT of money”


    The men laughed at his mockery of Tiffany.


    “—has decided to claim you as his own. Probably some poor dude you treated like shit, not that that narrows it down much!”


    Tiffany spit in his eye. Barry cursed while the other men engaged in raucous laughter.


    “I like this one,” said the fat Asian. “She has spunk!”


    Barry snarled and reached back to strike Tiffany, but a new voice interrupted him.


    “Easy now,” said a man with a smooth voice. “No permanent marks.”


    He stepped into the light of the one naked bulb, and Tiffany was taken aback at how handsome he was. Slick graying hair graced his crown, hovering over a face that was still attractive despite some lines and wrinkles. His suit was a cut above the other men's, a sleek gray Armani.


    “I'm gonna throttle this bitch,” Barry said.


    “No,” the gray haired man said. “You will not. She will be sent to the Palace for re-education, and then placed with her new owner.”


    “Re-education?” Tiffany said in exasperation. “What the fuck are you talking about?”


    The gray haired man grinned, and caressed her hair with a stout finger.


    “Quite simply,” he said “we are going to break you down until you are nothing, and then build you back up into something useful. A sex slave who lives only to please her master.”


    “Bullshit,” Tiffany said, squirming against her bonds. “Do you know who I am? I'll NEVER be a sex slave, and you'll never break me!”


    “We'll see,” said the gray haired man. He patted her cheek, which was quite humiliating. It was as if she were a small child and the whole conversation was over her head.


    Roberta moaned, and the man turned his attention to her.


    “This was quite a catch, Barry,” he said, walking to stand before the nun. Roberta stared at him fearfully but didn't speak. “Looks like life gave you lemons, and you made lemonade.”


    “She doesn't have a buyer,” the Asian man said. “We didn't plan on this abduction. Where are we going to find another corpse?”


    “What do you mean, another corpse?” Tiffany asked, outraged, but the men ignored her.


    “We don't need one,” said Gray hair. “Look at this neighborhood. People go missing around here all the time.”


    “Hey,” said the Irish man, nudging one of the men who had not spoken “do you think the nun's a virgin?”


    “Yuck, I hope not!” the man replied. “All the bleeding and crying gets old.”


    “Yeah, but being the first one inside a pussy...” the Asian man sighed. “No one can take that away from you, not ever.”


    “And she won't know that your little dick isn't the norm, Aki,” said Barry, and all the men laughed.


    “Speaking of my little dick,” Aki said, grabbing his crotch “I want to fuck the nun first. It's my turn!”


    “No way,” said the Irish man. “It's totally my turn! YOU fucked that ballet dancer last week in Borneo!”


    “That wasn't me, that was Sid!”


    Aki pointed to the man his Irish companion had elbowed. The apparent Sid shrugged.


    “I don't care if I go first or not,” Sid said.


    “That's because you tend to get too rough with your toys,” said Aki with a sneer.


    “Hey, assholes!” Tiffany shouted. She swallowed hard as every pair of eyes focused on her, but she forged onward. “You're all a bunch of pussies, drugging me and tying me up. If I was awake you'd never be able to do that!”


    Gray hair grinned and turned to his companions.


    “Well, I think we've been challenged, gentlemen,” he said smoothly. Tiffany flinched as he withdrew a switchblade and snapped the blade open, but all he did was cut the plastic restraints on her wrists and ankles.


    “This is a trick,” she said, rubbing the raw, red spots on her wrists.


    “No trick,” said Gray Hair. He pointed at Aki and stepped back. “The only thing between you and freedom is that fat little fuck there.”


    “Hey, screw you,” Aki said, miffed. He withdrew several lengths of rope from a duffel bag on the floor.


    “Are you serious?” Tiffany said. “Fine, I'll beat his little ass. I took Karate for eight years!”


    Tiffany leaped to her feet, still a bit groggy from the drug but determined to get past the little Asian. man. Roberta looked up hopefully, new sweat breaking out on her body. If Tiffany could get outside, then they might escape…


    Tiffany didn't wait for a formal invitation to begin. She lashed out with a side kick at Aki's ample midsection. The little Asian man twisted to the side and her foot only hit air.


    Grunting in anger, Tiffany threw an overhand left and followed it up with a right. Again Aki danced out of the way, his grace belying his bulk.


    “Come on, Aki,” said Sid with disgust “quit fucking around. I'd like to get some pussy before dawn.”


    “You're no fun,” Aki said as he blocked a hard elbow with both hands. Tiffany swore and attacked with new fervor. She reached out to grab Aki by his throat—


    And her fist closed on empty air. Aki didn't just dodge this time, however. He looped a bit of rope around her wrist and cinched it tight.


    “Ow!” Tiffany said, staring at her entangled limb. When she tried to pull the rope off her wrist, Aki yanked hard on it and pulled her off balance. She growled at him, and again tried to free herself but he again pulled the rope and made her stumble.


    “Problems, you little blonde slut?” he asked mockingly.


    “In your dreams!” Tiffany screamed. “The rope has two ends, dumb ass!”


    Tiffany tried to pull Aki toward her, but he set himself in a wide stance and she couldn't budge him. Undaunted, she tried to leap toward him, intent on ripping his eyes out.


    Aki thwarted her efforts by side stepping her attack and yanking hard on the rope. With supreme speed and skill he tossed the free end around her neck and cinched it tight. Tiffany stumbled forward and fell sprawling on the floor, ass in the air in a most undignified fashion.


    “Nice work, Aki,” said Gray hair.


    Tiffany pulled and struggled, but her hand was now bound behind her head, and all she did was choke herself. She regained her feet and attacked with another kick. Aki grabbed her ankle and ensnared it with another length of hemp. He lifted her leg until she was nearly doing the splits in midair and then dragged her to the ground.


    Aki was atop her before she could even breathe. Her one free hand was pulled back and knotted to her ankle.


    “What the fuck?” she cried out.


    “Just getting started,” Aki said with a wink. His hands moved, fluid like water, and bound her free ankle to her thigh. Despite furious resistance on Tiff's part, he succeeded in securing the knot.


    She was now bound with one hand behind her head, the other anchored to her left ankle, and her right ankle bound to her right thigh. And Aki was far from done.


    He used more rope to wrap her torso, violently pinching her nipples in the process between two strands. Tiffany screamed in pain as he cinched the knots so tight she could scarcely breathe.


    “Get off of me, you fat piece of shit!” she swore as he shoved her head down on the floor.


    “Make me,” he said, running his hand over her shapely buttocks. Tiffany's screams reached a new octave when Aki probed her pussy from behind. All she could do was wriggle her toes and say no as he slipped a finger deep inside her.


    “Your pussy is loving this,” he said, withdrawing his finger with a wet pop. He shoved the digit under her nose. “See?”


    “Gross,” she said, trying to twist away, but she was held fast to the floor. There was nothing she could do as Aki rubbed her own pussy juices across her face.


    “Get on with it, Aki,” said Gray hair.


    “Fine,” said Aki. Tiffany screamed as she heard his fly come undone. Her back arched painfully as he drew her hips up and thrust his member into her quivering pussy. He wasn't very big, but he was quite rough, and she cried out in pain and terror as the little Asian fucked her.


    “Stop!” she shouted between hard thrusts. “Get off of me!”


    “God, she's a defiant one,” Gray Hair said. “Wonder how long that will last?”


    “Her pussy is so tight!” Aki said between clenched teeth. “I'm coming! Gah!”


    Tiffany shuddered as his spunk filled her deeply. Aki pulled his member out of her and dabbed at his forehead with a white cloth.


    “Whew, she wore me out,” he said, using the cloth to wipe his spunk and her pussy juices from his little cock.


    “Oh, come on,” Tiffany said as he wadded the cloth and shoved it in her mouth. Using rope, he secured the gag in her mouth so tightly she thought her head would come off.


    “I don't want Aki's sloppy seconds,” said the Irish man. He pointed at Roberta and grinned. “I'll take the hairy bitch.”


    “Go for it, Cedric,” said Gray Hair. “Just remember we have to be out of here in two hours.”


    “Won't take me that long,” he said with a grin.


    “Yeah, it only takes you ninety seconds to come,” said Sid with a sneer.


    “It's about quality, not quantity,” said Cedric. He grinned behind his big red mustache and stroked Roberta's hair. She turned her head to the side but didn't make a sound. “You ever suck dick, bitch?”


    Roberta didn't respond, so Cedric grabbed her hair and forced her head back. She cried out in pain as he put his furious face right next to her own.


    “Answer me, bitch!” he said. “You ever suck cock?”


    Roberta tried to shake her head no, but she was held fast.


    “I...no, I haven't,” she said in a miserable voice.


    “Well, it's not that hard,” Cedric said, releasing her hair. “Just open your mouth and try to pretend you're a circus sword swallower. Oh...”


    He grabbed her nipple and twisted it violently. Roberta came up off the chair as much as her restraints would allow and screamed as Tiffany struggled helplessly in her bonds.


    “...and don't even THINK about biting me,” he said. “Or I'll have Sid pull your teeth out one by one. He's into that sort of thing.”


    Tiffany regarded Sid with horror, and he noticed her attention. He smiled and blew a kiss at her struggling form, which made her all the more fervent to escape. Her efforts were futile, however.


    Cedric undid his fly and pulled out a massive, uncircumcised cock. Roberta gagged just from the sight and smell of the thing. She shook her head no and silently wept as Cedric got a handful of her dark curly hair.


    “Open wide, sister,” he said. “Lick the cum off the tip first.”


    Roberta very slowly, reluctantly, thrust her tongue out of her mouth. She nearly retched when her pink muscle touched the drop of cum on his cock, but she dutifully licked it clean.


    “Good girl,” Cedric said, stroking her hair. “Now take the whole tip in your mouth.”


    Roberta did so as Tiffany turned her head away. Unfortunately, Gray hair knelt down next to her and pulled her into a sitting position. He forced her gaze toward the scene.


    “Better take notes, my dear,” he said as Tiffany struggled against his surprising strength. She was forced to watch as Roberta performed fellatio on the muscular Cedric.


    “Good,” Cedric said, eyes rolling back into his head. “Now suck it, NOT SO HARD BITCH—okay, that's better. Good...”


    Roberta's eyes filled with tears, and she kept them tightly shut as she worked her lips and tongue over Cedric's member.


    “Look at me, sister,” Cedric said. “I said LOOK AT ME.”


    He twisted her nipple for emphasis, and Roberta opened her teary eyes and stared at her tormentor.


    “Good,” Cedric said. “Good. Now take the whole length. I don't care if you choke, just take it!”


    Roberta got most of his cock down her throat before she gagged uncontrollably. Cedric sneered, holding the back of her head with both hands as she struggled for air. When Tiffany was sure that Roberta was about to die, he released her to sputter and cough.


    “Don't spit my cum out,” he said, grabbing her mouth. “Swallow my cum!”


    Roberta closed her eyes and swallowed, nearly retching in her disgust.


    “Oh, god,” Cedric said, stumbling back. “She sucks cock like a heroin whore! You missed your calling, sister!”


    “Enough,” said Gray Hair, releasing Tiffany to drop back onto the dirty floor. “Sid, you and Sven prepare these girls for transport. Aki, you're in charge of dressing the corpse in miss Williams's clothing.”


    Tiffany broke out in new, terrified sweat. They were going to fake her death! No one would even be looking for her! She struggled fiercely, but all she got for her troubles were pinches from the ropes and derisive laughter from their captors.


    Roberta got to go first. Sid grabbed her by the throat and squeezed until she gagged, eyes rolling back into her head.


    “Easy, Sid,” said the apparent Sven. “Don't kill another one!”


    “It's fine,” Sid said, grinning evilly. “I can still feel her pulse. Give me that harness gag.”


    The big blonde Sven rummaged in the duffel bag and removed a leather harness ball gag. Roberta couldn't budge an inch as Sid shoved the ball into her mouth and quickly secured it with straps over her face and behind her head.


    “Oh, is your hair in your eyes, bitch?” he asked mockingly. “Good!”


    Sven and Sid released Roberta from her bonds. The girl struggled, but the outcome was never in doubt. They stretched her out on the floor and bound her wrists to her thighs with thick leather straps. More straps soon secured her at ankles, knees, thighs, elbows, and shoulders. Roberta screamed behind her gag and flopped like a fish as Sid forced a rubber hood over her head and zipped it up tight.


    “Make sure those nose plugs are in,” said Sven. “We don't want another one to suffocate.”


    “I got it, I got it,” Sid said. “Man, you nag like my mother used to before I drowned her in the bathtub.”


    “You're sick, Sid,” said Aki as he gathered up Tiffany's clothes and exited the room.


    “That's what they tell me,” said Sid with a shrug. He and Sven used cellophane wrap to mummify Roberta's naked body, then folded her in half and shoved her into a large suitcase.


    With horror, Tiffany realized she would share the same fate. Claustrophobia ran deeply in her, thanks to an incident from her childhood where she'd been locked in a closet by her mean cousins. She fought like a hellcat, even managing to scratch Sid on the cheek when they untied her, but the two large men were more than a match for her. Tiffany found herself bound and gagged with straps just as Roberta had been.


    She squirmed as much as she was able, but the awful rubber hood soon robbed her of sight and sound. For a time she couldn't breathe, and she panicked until someone—possibly Sid—shoved thin straws into her nostrils and she could finally get some air—barely.


    Tiffany felt her body wrapped in the cellophane, each strand holding her more tightly. She felt a sharp pinch on her nipples, then a constant, awful pressure.


    “Just a little something to keep you company,” she heard Sid's muffled voice say. Then she was shoved into a suitcase and left to suffer.
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    Chapter 4


    Trapped inside the suitcase, Tiffany could only guess at what was happening outside. Her nipples ached terribly from whatever horrid devices held them captive, and she could barely get enough air through the straws in her nose. Worse, the cellophane and straps constricted her lungs, not allowing her to draw a full breath. She wasn't sure how long she remained in such a state. Surely, it was hours…


    Weariness overtook her, but she was afraid to fall asleep. She was terrified she would stop breathing then. Part of her almost welcomed death as a release from her torment, but Tiffany wasn't ready to give up yet.


    After what seemed an eternity, she felt the suitcase she was in deposited roughly on a hard surface. Dimly, she could hear the zipper being undone and she was extricated from the luggage.


    The hood came off at last, and her sweating face soaked in the cool air with profound relief. For a time she was blinded by the sudden change in illumination, but gradually her new environs came into focus.


    She was sitting on a red velvet sofa in what looked to be a posh study or den. Thick carpet covered the floor, and the heads of various wild animals adorned the wall opposite her. High arched windows revealed a sun that was either just setting or just rising; she couldn't be sure.


    Next to her sat Roberta, still wearing her hood. Sid and Sven slit the cellophane binding Tiffany and released her from that bondage, at least. They undid Roberta as well, though both women were still gagged and bound with straps.


    “Home sweet home, bitches,” Sven said with a grin. He was missing a tooth and had a slight German accent. “Neither one of you has had my great big cock yet.”


    “And neither of them will at this time,” snapped Gray Hair from the room's only door. “Give them some water, let them pee and shit, and then prepare them for Initiation.”


    “Yes sir,” said Sven. The door shut and Sid laughed.


    “Yes, sir,” he said mockingly in Sven's accent.


    “Shut up,” said Sven with a sneer. “What's wrong with showing your employer a little respect?”


    “I don't respect anyone or anything,” Sid said with a shrug. “Come on, let's get these dumb cunts taken care of before they piss on the upholstery.”


    Tiffany's gag was removed, and a bottle of water shoved up against her lips. She drank it greedily, sucking down the water so quickly the bottle collapsed.


    “Slow down, honey,” Sven said, removing the bottle. He held the gag back up to her lips.


    “No, fuck you!” Tiffany said, but Sid grabbed her hair and held her head back. Sven replaced the gag and buckled it on tighter than ever.


    They repeated the process on Roberta, then released the straps on both girl's feet and legs. They were marched into a bathroom and Tiffany was placed on the commode. Gratefully, she relieved her bowels and Sid flushed the toilet. Sven wiped her bottom, almost gently, and stroked her cheek with his other hand.


    “Good girl,” he said. Tiffany gurgled something obscene behind her gag and he laughed.


    After Roberta had been allowed to relieve herself, both girls were marched into the hallway. It seemed they were inside an opulent mansion, with elegant wood paneling and beautiful tapestries hung on the wall. High, arched windows were interspersed every ten feet, revealing a gorgeous snow-capped mountain scene.


    Tiffany scowled behind her gag. It was almost like she was being mocked, with freedom just on the other side of a pane of glass, and she was utterly powerless to reach it.


    Sven walked behind the two girls, occasionally shoving them with a firm hand when they dallied. They passed a doorway on their right which stood open. Within they saw a large computer console and myriad TV screens. At first, Tiffany believed them to be security monitors, but with shock she realized there was a scene of perverted eroticism on every screen.


    Sven grabbed both girls by their hair, which resulted in two things; Them squealing, and their immediate halt. He poked his head inside the room and spoke to the man behind the console.


    “Hey, Richard,” he said jovially “how go the edits?”


    The man turned around in his chair and smiled. His grin grew lewd as he took in the naked bodies of the bound and gagged girls. Tiffany tried to turn to the side and hang her head in shame, but it was a pathetic gesture at best.


    “Just fine, Mr. Sven,” he said, twirling his greasy mustache. “Should have another film on the website by tonight. Are these some new starlets?”


    Sven cackled and took both girls by the back of the neck. Roughly, he steered them into the dark room.


    “Sure thing,” he said. “I forget what their names used to be. Barry says the blonde is an anal queen, so I guess that's her new name. The spic is a former nun.”


    “That explains all the hair,” Richard said, staring at Roberta's crotch. “Oh well, Sweaty will take care of that.”


    “You know it,” Sven said with a wink. “Want to sample the merchandise?”


    “Is the Pope Catholic?” Richard asked. He rose to his feet and approached the women. Tiffany glared at him as he fondled her nipples almost tenderly, like a lover. In spite of her rage, they hardened almost immediately.


    “Oh, I like this one,” Richard said with a lewd wink “her eyes say NO but her nipples say FUCK ME PLEASE.”


    Both men engaged in a hearty laugh while Tiffany reddened with humiliation. She gurgled behind the gag when Richard ran his hand between her legs and stroked her smoothly shaven labia.


    “Mmm,” he said “so soft and wet, with just a little bit of nipple play. Can't wait to see how she performs on film.”


    Tiffany tried to say 'fuck you' but only succeeded in drooling on herself. The disgusting line of slobber trickled down between her breasts.


    “And this little hairy bitch,” said Richard “has some massive titties.”


    Roughly, he groped Roberta's large melons, kneading the pliant flesh while the nun could only weep. Richard latched onto her nipples and squeezed until Roberta screamed behind the gag.


    “She'll break easy,” he said, whistling his approval. “Like to look at her snatch once it's nicely shaved.”


    “I'm about to drop them off with Sweaty,” Sven said. “She'll see to that.”


    Tiffany arched an eyebrow above her gag. The idea that a woman would participate in this hellish nightmare was beyond belief.


    Richard returned to his editing, while Sven roughly steered both women back out into the hall. Tiffany felt rising panic as she realized that they intended to use her in porno films. How could they be so disgusting, and ignore her basic rights?


    All the way down the hallway, Tiffany kept trying to wake up. It had to be a nightmare, it had to be! Things like this just didn't happen in reality…


    Sven steered them around a corner and through a set of double doors. Their bare feet padded on cool, polished marble. Again, Tiffany was struck with just how elegant and beautiful the surroundings were. They passed a few sets of closed doors, some of which had sounds coming from within. Sounds that seemed an awful lot like sex…


    Sven stopped them at a heavy oak door and shoved them face first against the wall. He pressed his body atop Tiffany's, his erect member straining to escape the thin confines of his dress pants. Sven moved the shaft between her butt cheeks, and Tiffany groaned in misery.


    “Sweaty is gonna loooove you, little prissy bitch,” he whispered in her ear. Suddenly he seized her earlobe with his teeth, grinding her soft flesh between his incisors.


    Tiffany struggled, but her efforts were useless. The most she could do was pound her bare foot against Sven's shin, which produced nothing more than laughter on his part.


    “You're a fighter,” he said, releasing his hold at last. “I like that. Just wait until I get you to myself during your training.”


    Tiffany bit down hard on the rubber ball invading her mouth. Indignity after indignity, and there was nothing she could do to stop it.


    Sven opened the door and ushered the two women through it. Tiffany saw what appeared to be a spa lounge, with comfortable chairs and a whirlpool tub. However, Tiffany. couldn't recall ever seeing spa chairs with leather restraints attached. The room's one window was open, and a cool blast of air tickled her nude skin and raised goosebumps.


    A woman turned to face them in a rolling office chair and fixed them with a cold stare. In spite of herself, Tiffany shuddered. There was something so...alien about the expression on her face, almost like a praying mantis in a garden. It was so disconcerting that it overwhelmed her obvious beauty. Flowing blonde tresses were held back in a ponytail, pulled away from her thin boned, almost angular face. Her nose was slightly upturned, and perched above thin lips stained with modest red lipstick. She stood up and adjusted her white lab coat.


    “And who do we have here?” she asked in a thick accent.


    “Two new recruits, Ms. Svetlana,” said Sven in a very respectful tone. Tiffany looked back at him and noticed that he seemed quite nervous. “I'll leave them to your care, if that's all right with you, of course.”


    “Da,” said Svetlana, motioning toward the door. “I'll call you when they are ready.”


    Sven bowed—actually bowed—and left the room in a hurry. Apparently, she was not the only one frightened of this Russian woman.


    Svetlana closed the door behind him and walked around both women slowly. She touched Tiffany's restraints and tsked.


    “Sloppy,” she said, tugging on the straps. “Too much give. Don't worry, I fix.”


    Tiffany felt her hands being freed and her heart leaped in her chest. The straps came off of her body as well, and she considered bolting for the door.


    Something in Svetlana's manner made her pause. She had the feeling that if she made a break for it, she would be in a world of hurt. Almost gently, Svetlana ushered her into one of the chairs. She secured Tiffany's wrists to the arm rests using the attached restraints, then carefully undid the harness gag.


    “Where am I?” Tiffany demanded as soon as the gag came out. Svetlana clapped a powerful hand over her mouth and hissed.


    “Quiet,” she said harshly. “I only removed your gag so I can work on your face. Not so you could speak. You understand?”


    Tiffany was stunned by the strength in Svetlana's hands. She knew with certainty that the Russian woman could break her jaw just by squeezing. With effort, Tiffany nodded.


    “Good,” said Svetlana. She released her hold on Tiffany's face and cupped her chin, moving her face this way and that. Svetlana grunted softly.


    “Good lines,” she said to herself. “Your skin is lovely, but could improve. Apricot pit scrubs every day for the next week, and you'll need your eyebrows threaded.”


    Svetlana roughly groped Tiffany's large bosom, kneading the flesh with expert movements of her powerful hands. Tiffany forced herself to be silent, fearing the Russian woman greatly.


    “All natural breasts,” Svetlana said in approval. “That's good. The boys tend to tie them so tightly, the fake ones will burst. Then I have to do surgery, and I HATE do surgery.”


    Tiffany shuddered. The idea that she could just have her body violated with surgical tools was just another horror she couldn't bear to think about.


    “Don't be scared,” Svetlana said, almost kindly. “You too valuable to do permanent damage to, da?”


    Tiffany couldn't suppress a frown, and Svetlana laughed.


    “You don't like to be seen as property. I understand...better than you will ever know.”


    Svetlana's gaze grew distant, and Tiffany wondered what trauma there was in the big blonde Russian’s past.


    “At any rate,” said Svetlana, shaking off her reverie “you had best get used to being a toy for men. It is how rest of your life will play out. Deal with it and move on.”


    “Never,” Tiffany said through gritted teeth. She flinched when Svetlana cocked her head to the side.


    “Such spirit,” Svetlana said with a sigh. “You will not break easy. That is unfortunate...for you.”


    Svetlana threaded Tiffany's eyebrows, a process which was slightly uncomfortable but not altogether painful. The Russian touched up Tiffany's hair color with some amber highlights and then knelt between her knees, brandishing a straight razor.


    “Don't worry,” she said when Tiffany groaned in alarm. “I never cut your skin, only your hair. Hold very still...”


    Tiffany was humiliated. Only at the gynecologist office had she been subjected to such a thorough examination of her genitals. Svetlana prodded, poked, and peeled Tiffany's labia back, lathering them up with lavender scented shave gel. The touch of the blade on her skin terrified her, but Svetlana had steady hands and soon her cunt was even more smoothly shaven than before.


    Svetlana went to work on Tiffany's legs next, which had sprouted stubble in the last two days. If Tiffany were so inclined, she would recommend the Russian to any Beverly Hills spa one could care to name.


    “There,” said Svetlana, releasing Tiffany from the chair. “Now you are ready. Turn around, please, and put your hands behind your back.


    Tiffany reluctantly obeyed. Svetlana used smooth, silken rope to encircle Tiffany's waist, then secured her wrists to her back. The knots were tight but not painfully so. A few turns around Tiffany's elbows ensured that she would not free herself without the aid of a sharp knife...if she even could then.


    “You so good,” said Svetlana “I give you something to take your mind off things, yes?”


    “Don't bother on my account,” Tiffany dared to say. Svetlana laughed.


    “Your pretty mouth get you in trouble,” she said. Tiffany sighed as Svetlana held the ball gag up to her mouth, but dutifully opened wide and allowed the Russian to stick it in place. Her gag reflex took over, but Svetlana strapped it in tightly anyway.


    “You get used to it,” she said casually. “Now, for your little distraction...”


    Svetlana walked away from Tiffany and opened a drawer near the window. Tiffany nearly fainted at the sight of dozens of dildos, vibrators, and plugs. Svetlana selected a medium sized pink one with little flanges on the ends.


    “This my favorite,” she said, approaching Tiffany. She spread Tiffany's labia with one hand and gently worked the device into her pussy. Tiffany gasped behind the gag, feeling her cunt getting wet in spite of herself. Using some more of the silken rope, Svetlana secured the vibrator in place. The remote control she tied to Tiffany's inner thigh, well out of reach of her bound hands.


    “Here,” said Svetlana “I switch on for you.”


    Tiffany nearly collapsed as the vibrations began. Her legs felt rubbery, and sweat broke out on her body. It felt so good. So awfully, terribly good…


    “Here, have seat,” said Svetlana, pushing Tiffany onto a straight backed wooden chair. “Relax and have fun while I take care of hairy little Latina girl.”


    Tiffany watched as Roberta was secured to the chair. Svetlana had to shave the girl's pussy with two different razors, so hairy it was. Roberta sobbed silently, tears pouring down her cheeks, as her naked labia were revealed to the world. Her lips were quite thick, and her clit was so large it seemed almost a tiny penis.


    “You are built for sex,” Svetlana said. “What did you do before you start this new chapter in life?”


    “I was... I am a nun,” Roberta said softly.


    “Boshi Moi,” said Svetlana shaking her head. “Your God has abandoned you, yes?”


    “Maybe not,” Roberta said, jutting her chin outward. “Maybe he's put me right where I need to be to help his children.”


    “I wouldn't bet on it,” said Svetlana. She finished shaving Roberta's legs and then released the nun from her chair. Using more of the soft, silk rope, she secured Roberta's hands behind her back in a similar fashion to Tiffany's.


    “I give you something nice, too,” she said, rummaging around in the drawer of sex toys. When she came back with a huge black plug, Roberta tried to run for the door. Svetlana crossed the room in two long strides and blocked her path.


    “Why run? I try to be nice,” she said, grabbing Roberta by the ring on the back of her gag. “In that case, I put it up your ass instead.”


    Roberta squealed as she was bent over a stool and Svetlana spread her ass cheeks. The dildo pressed up against her dark ring of muscle while Svetlana added lube.


    “I work it in gently,” she said, sliding the dildo deep. “See, not so bad, yes? Better in pussy, but some girls like the ass play.”


    Svetlana felt up Roberta's freshly shorn twat and her fingers came away wet.


    “See? You like.” Svetlana secured the dildo in Roberta's ass with more rope and switched it on. The Latina's eyes rolled back into her head, and she could barely stand as Svetlana dragged her to her feet. Using a cell phone, Svetlana called Sven and ordered him to retrieve the two girls.


    Sven appeared a short time later, bearing a plastic bag in his hands. Tiffany's blue eyes focused on what was inside, which appeared to be dog collars and leashes.


    She grunted in frustrated humiliation as Sven buckled the collar around her neck. It was tight, but not so tight she couldn't breathe. Roberta got one as well, though hers was red in color as opposed to Tiffany's black one.


    Sven snapped the leashes on the ring in front of their collars and turned away, dragging the two girls behind him. All Tiffany could do was stumble after him, fighting hard not to orgasm from the thudding vibrator in her pussy. Judging from Roberta's wheezing grunts, she was in the same boat.


    “Now,” he said without looking at them “the time has come for your first filmed scene. I'm sure you'll make me proud.”


    Tiffany tried to curse, but only choked on her gag.
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    Chapter 5


    When the door swung open and revealed the 'studio,' Tiffany's eyes became as wide as dinner plates. The room had been decorated to resemble a safari scene, with animal skins hung on the wall and various African artifacts set up neatly around the walls.


    What her eyes couldn't tear themselves away from was the Asian girl face down on the floor. Her arms were bound behind her shoulder blades in a cramped position that didn't seem possible without fractures, and her naked ass and pussy were thrust into the air. A black nimbus of hair covered her face, but from the gurgling sounds she was making it was apparent she was gagged.


    A large black man stood nearby, wielding a many bladed whip. With relish, he struck the Asian girl across her naked buttocks, grinning ear to ear at her squeal. Tiffany tried to back up out of the room, but Sven held her leash tightly.


    “Big Dick Patterson,” said Sven. “Why are you beating that little chink girl so hard?”


    “Because I'm paid to, you big blonde dumbass,” said Dick, striking the girl again. “Besides, look how her pussy is just dripping. She loves this shit!”


    “Cut!” shouted Gray Hair, unfolding himself from a canvas backed chair. “Dammit, Sven, didn't you see the light was on? Now we'll have to re film the scene. You don't mind, do you Ichi?”


    He directed the question at the bound Asian. woman on the floor. She lifted her head and pleaded behind the red rubber ball packing her mouth.


    “I didn't think so,” Gray Hair said with approval. “Oh well, now that you've got them here, you might as well put them to work.”


    Sven nodded. He tugged Tiffany forward, and she struggled to walk awkwardly with the vibrator thudding between her legs. Roberta grunted and squealed, nearly falling over when Sven pulled her in. The Latina’s face was streaked with sweat, and her breaths came in ragged gasps.


    “I think she just came,” said Sven with a laugh. “And Dick hasn't even unzipped his fly yet!”


    “All in good time, my man,” said Dick, grabbing his crotch. Tiffany stared at the massive bulge in his pants, which seemed almost like a joke it was so large. Slowly, she ran her gaze up his chiseled abs and focused on his taut, handsome face. A cleanly shaven head reflected the bright stage lights overhead.


    “How do you want them, Mr. Director?” asked Sven, nodding toward the two bound girls he had on leashes.


    “Hmm,” said Gray Hair, stroking his chin. “It's supposed to be a woman captured by a primitive culture, so that leaves the leather bondage gear out. Let's work with some rope.”


    Sven dragged the two girls over to a wide, flat bench which bore multitudes of rope. There was thick rope, thin rope, cotton rope, silk rope, and rope of different colors. The sheer variety stunned her.


    Tiffany felt the gag loosen and drop from her mouth. She sucked in air gratefully and glared at the men operating three distinct cameras.


    “You can't film me,” she said “people will recognize me! My grandfather will—”


    Sven clapped a meaty paw over her mouth while Gray Hair laughed.


    “Honey,” he said condescendingly “if you saw Scarlett Johansson in a porno, you'd KNOW it was just a look alike.”


    He turned toward Sven.


    “Has her funeral been scheduled yet?” he asked.


    “Not yet,” said Sven “the police just found her badly burned 'body.' We've pinned it on a drifter with Schizophrenia, so I'd imagine the funeral will be in three days or so.”


    Gray Hair nodded. He pointed toward Tiffany.


    “Gag her and frogtie her, then put her next to Ichi.”


    “With what?” Sven said, shrugging his shoulders. Tiffany struggled against his grip, but she was helpless. “You said no bondage gear.”


    “Hmm,” said Gray Hair. Light dawned in his eyes. “Are you wearing your thong underwear today, Sven?”


    “Ja,” Sven said, grinning. He released Tiffany, who glared at him sullenly as he doffed his trousers, revealing muscular legs and a cock nearly as large as the bulge in Dick's pants. Sven slipped out of his blue, sweat stained underwear and wadded them up. When he grabbed a handful of Tiffany's hair, she shrank back in fear.


    “What are you doing?” she asked indignantly.


    “Whatever I want,” Sven said with a leer. He shoved the foul smelling underwear in Tiffany's mouth, wadding it behind her teeth and causing her to gag. Using a bit of fine twine, he tied it tightly into place. Tiffany felt the cloth tickling the back of her throat, and spastic ally tried to free her hands. Sven slapped her lightly on the face twice, as if she were a favored child who'd done something clever.


    “Taste good, honey?” he asked with a smirk.


    Tiffany glared. All the men in the room laughed.


    “She's not gonna break easy,” said Dick. “You can tell that just by looking.”


    “Yes, but that's hardly a problem,” said Gray Hair. He grinned as Roberta screamed out another orgasm behind her leather gag. “That one, though, is already broken to her new role.”


    Roberta was forced to kneel on the floor, and Tiffany was shoved to her knees beside her. Sven grabbed her nipples and pulled until Tiffany fell over on her side, then folded her right leg so her ankle was flush with her buttocks.


    “Hold still, you stupid slut,” he said, using a length of stout rope to bind her leg in that position. Tiffany struggled fiercely, so fiercely that Dick had to pitch in to help bind her other leg in a similar fashion.


    “Damn, this white bitch is a little Hellcat!” Dick said.


    “That's a good stage name for her,” said Gray Hair. “We'll bill her as Hellcat, the girl who won't submit...but gets tied up and fucked anyway.”


    Tiffany was forced up to her knees. Sven pinched her nipples hard, playing with the pliant flesh while Dick gathered up some of the thin twine. Working in concert, they bound the twine around each of her nipples, the extra length trailing onto the floor. Tiffany shook her torso fiercely, but the ropes wouldn't dislodge. Her nipples started to turn purple, and ached terribly from the pressure.


    Dick threw the two strands of twine over a heavy support beam roughly seven feet above the floor. With a grin he hoisted on the rope until the slack was gone.


    Tiffany squealed behind the gag as her nipples were tugged upward. Dick kept going as her breasts rose into the air, until she was forced to balance on the point of her knees. Now her legs were in as much or more agony as her nipples. Her hands clenched into fists behind her sweaty back as she squeezed her eyes shut tightly and screamed behind Sven's underwear.


    “Great scream, baby!” said Gray Hair. Tiffany opened her eyes to glare at him in fury, and she nearly retched as he was playing with himself. “God, she looks so hot in that predicament.”


    “Kinda hard to fuck her when she's like this,” said Dick, rubbing his chin.


    “So fuck Ichi,” said Sven. He took the whip out of Dick's hands. “I'll flog this little beauty, leave some nice marks on her skin.”


    Tiffany shook her head no in fury. They couldn't whip her like she was one of Grandpa's race horses! It wasn't right!


    Sven ran a hand down her tortured tits, then slid it over her stomach until he reached her pussy. He finagled the vibrator out of her twat without undoing her crotch rope, which was a painful and uncomfortable process that had her gurgling behind her gag.


    Tiffany shut her eyes tightly as Sven's arm drew back. When the first lash struck her belly, she tried not to scream, so as not to give them the satisfaction. She was unable to stop a throaty grunt from escaping her gagged mouth, but as the blows fell harder and faster she didn't scream.


    “Scream, you dumb bitch,” snarled Sven. “Scream!”


    Tiffany turned her head away from the falling whip, peering past the twine binding her nipples to see Ichi's plight on the floor. Her eyes widened in spite of her predicament at the sight of Dick's massive member. It was over a foot long and nearly half that in girth, and seemed too large to possibly fit into the petite Asian girl's pussy. Nevertheless, Dick shoved the head against her glistening lips and chuckled.


    “Need me to take over for you, Sven?” he asked.


    “You're supposed to be native, Dick,” said Gray Hair with a hint of anger.


    “Oh, sorry,” said Dick. “I mean OOGA BOOGA BOOGA—you know, bossman, this movie is incredibly racist? Just saying.”


    “Just say the lines as written, Dick,” said Gray Hair with a sigh. “We're engaged in the business of kidnapping women and forcing them to star in pornos. Your huge paycheck should alleviate your conscience, yes?”


    “It does at that,” said Dick. He leaned over and kissed Ichi on the cheek, which caused the girl to sob. “Feel it baby? You know it's big...”


    Tiffany was forced to squeeze her eyes shut, not just because she didn't want to see Ichi get raped but because Sven was applying the whip to her flesh with new fervor.


    “Settle down, Sven,” said Gray Hair sagely “don't break the skin, she has to be ready to film another scene tomorrow.”


    “Sorry, Boss,” said Sven, wiping sweat off of his brow. “She's one tough nut to crack.”


    “Hmm,” said Gray Hair. “Since pain isn't doing the trick, why don't we use pleasure? See if you can finger fuck her to orgasm.”


    “You got it,” said Sven. Tiffany wasn't sure if she should be grateful that the whipping stopped. Sven's fingers pried her pussy lips apart as she swayed on her knees. She felt as if her nipples were about to be ripped right off her body.


    Tiffany threw her head back as Sven's fingers entered her. They slid along her greasy box, nestling deep inside until they reached her g spot. In spite of the pain she was in from nipples to knees, she couldn't fight the moan of pleasure that escaped from behind her foul tasting gag.


    “There we go,” said Gray Hair. “She's a natural slut. Now we'll get a performance out of her!”


    Tiffany's moans mixed with Ichi's as Dick pounded her tiny pussy. The Asian girl thrashed around a bit under his bulk, but could no more escape her ravishment than Tiffany could.


    Oh, how she hated Sven at that moment! She hated him for binding her, hated him for gagging her, but most of all she hated him for making her feel so awfully, terribly good…


    Sven began thrusting his fingers in and out of her snatch amid a wet sucking sound that humiliated her all the more. Her moans became grunts, then shouts, until finally she screamed at last as she reached a thundering orgasm.


    “Great job, Sven,” said Gray Hair, applauding.


    “What am I, chopped liver?” asked Dick between grunts. Tiffany watched, sodden and exhausted, as Dick's massive cock disappeared into the tiny Asian woman. She struggled to snort air through her nose, her breaths coming in gasps.


    “You're doing great, as always, Dick,” Gray Hair said kindly. “Grab her hair and pull her head back.”


    “You got it boss, I mean, OOGA BOOGA,” Dick said. He snatched a handful of Ichi's hair and pulled hard. The petite Asian groaned, eyes rolling back into her head, as Dick thrust all the harder. Her ass cheeks danced as his hips slammed into her own.


    Tiffany shivered from the aftereffects of the orgasm, and hated herself for the wave of disappointment she felt when Sven yanked his fingers out of her. She could take the pain, but being made to dance like a puppet on a string was too much to bear.


    “Cut,” said Gray Hair. “Hats off to our new actress Tiffany. Smile for the camera, baby.”


    Tiffany glared, helpless, bound and gagged.
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    Chapter 6


    Tiffany, Ichi, and Roberta were dragged out of the movie studio by their leashes, forced to follow Dick and Sven in short, hobbled steps. They were led down a flight of stairs into darkness.


    Dick hit a light switch, and the smooth wood panel walls of the manor gave way to rough flagstones. It appeared as if they were being taken to a literal dungeon, and Tiffany clenched her bound hands in fear and anger at what atrocities she would be subjected to in this dismal place.


    They reached the bottom of the staircase and passed by a number of barred cells. In each one was a beautiful woman. All were naked. All were restrained and gagged in a similar manner.


    Tiffany stared at a plumpish black girl, arms bound in a leather sleeve behind her back. A wide ring gag forced her jaws apart, and her tongue danced inside her helpless mouth. She was standing next to a phallus shaped water spigot, trying to drink her fill. Another phallus hung on the wall next to the first, this one dripping something that looked a great deal like oatmeal. The girl also wore what seemed to be a leather chastity belt, but from the way she stood Tiffany knew there were dildos in both pussy and ass.


    She passed by over twenty cells, each on occupied. Along the way the two of them lost Ichi, as she was released from her rope bondage only to be bound in one of the sleeves. Her ring gag was clearly too big, but that didn't stop Big Dick from forcing in inside her teeth anyway. There was a loud crack and Ichi squealed, tears pouring out of her eyes.


    “Damn it, Dick,” said Sven. “You dislocated her jaw again. When are you gonna quit being lazy and walk upstairs to get the smaller sized gags?”


    “Don't fuck with me, fool,” said Dick menacingly. “Besides, who gives a shit. We can just pop it back in place tomorrow when we get her for the Schoolgirl scene.”


    “Schoolgirl scene?” asked Sven. “I thought we were doing an African movie or some shit.”


    “Man, the setting don't even matter,” said Dick. “No one cares about the story in a porno.”


    “Au contraire,” said Sven, drawing himself up. “ANYONE can tie up a naked chick and have sex with her. It's the true artists who add in flavor, plot, and character.”


    “Whatever, dude,” said Dick, dragging Tiffany and Roberta along. “Let's get these bitches in their cells for the night.”


    Tiffany's hands were untied. Immediately, she tried to fight her captors. Dick got a bloody lip and Sven a bent nose before they both pinned her to the floor under their weight.


    “Ducking Ditch,” said Sven, his voice garbled by his damaged proboscis.


    “No shit,” said Dick. “I think this bitch needs to be taught a lesson, don't you?”


    They slid the leather sleeve over Tiffany's arms and secured it in place with a padlock. Next, the removed her underwear gag.


    “You fucking bastards,” she said in the brief moment her mouth was free “I'm gonna—mmmph!”


    “Shut the fuck up,” said Dick, wrestling the ring gag in place. “You got them toothpicks in your pocket, buddy?”


    “Right here,” said Sven, pulling out a small box of dental cleaning tools. “What you gonna do to the bitch?”


    “Watch and learn,” said Dick.


    Spreading Tiffany's pussy lips with his large knuckled hands, Dick placed a toothpick between her labia. When her lips closed of their own accord, the sharp ends jabbed into her soft flesh. She gurgled out a drooling scream as Dick added another, and then another.


    “Gimmie those straps,” Dick said, indicating restraints sitting on the low, uncushioned cot.


    They used the straps to secure Tiffany's legs together side by side. The toothpicks dug even deeper, and she had no way to alleviate the pain. She thrashed around on the floor while they laughed.


    “Hey, dumb white slut,” said Dick, stepping on her nipple with the toe of his boot. Tiffany howled in pain and indignation. “How's that resistance doing ya?”


    “I dunno, buddy,” said Sven. “I don't think she gets it. Why don't you cram that massive cock of your down her throat?”


    “It won't fit through that little hole,” said Dick, shaking his afro bearing head. He suddenly grinned. “I got me an idea. Hey, white bitch. You a lezzy?”


    Tiffany glared at him, trying not to scream even though her pussy and nipple were in agony.


    “Don't wanna answer, huh?” said Dick. “Not sure if that means yes or no. Help me get the other bitch settled in.”


    The two of them released Roberta from her rope bondage, only to bind her in the single glove. The Latina nun offered no resistance, even opening her mouth unbidden to accept the gag.


    “Good girl,” said Sven, cradling her cheek like a lover. “I think I like this one.”


    “Yeah,” said Dick “she knows her place. Sit down on the cot, honey, and spread yo legs.”


    Roberta did as she was bade, somewhat awkwardly as her arms were bound. She plopped down on the cot and spread her legs widely. Dick rubbed her pussy softly, and Roberta stared at him as little moans escaped her throat.


    “I think I know what you're getting at, partner,” said Sven. He grabbed Tiffany by the hair and dragged her to her knees. The new position meant the toothpicks tortured her all the more. She was made to scoot along on her knees until her head was between Roberta's thighs.


    “Eat, bitch,” said Dick, shoving Tiffany's head into the soft, thick lips of Roberta's dripping wet pussy. Tiffany had never been so close to another woman's cooze before, and the musky scent nearly made her retch. Using the discarded rope, they secured her head in place, wrapping twine around Roberta's waist.


    “Have a good night, bitches,” said Dick, patting Tiffany on the head.


    They left the two women to their own devices. Tiffany couldn't see anything with her face buried in pussy, but she heard Roberta trying to apologize over the ring gag in her mouth.


    Tiffany wasn't sure how long they remained like that, but it felt like hours. Her knees and back were screaming in agony, so much so she nearly forgot about the toothpicks digging into her pussy. Almost.


    She actually felt a little bit of joy at the sound of footsteps outside her cell much later, and shifted in her bonds. Roberta moaned softly, and another geyser of pussy juice entered Tiffany's open mouth. How many times had the Latina cum last night? At least a dozen. Tiffany felt like a glazed donut, so covered in Roberta's ejaculate she was.


    “Hey there, pretties,” said a voice that gave Tiffany chills. It belonged to Sid. “Looks like you two had some fun last night.”


    He undid the rope from Tiffany's head, and she pulled away from Roberta's crotch as quickly as possible. Sid released her legs from the strap and dragged her to her feet.


    Sid slid his fingers into her pussy and encountered the toothpicks.


    “What the fuck?” he said, examining the pointed stick. “Sven's been stealing my ideas again. Oh well, hope it hurt.”


    He shoved Tiffany's face up to one of the phalluses on the wall.


    “Drink, bitch,” he said, forcing her gagged mouth over the metal dick. Tiffany choked as she was forced to take its entire length in. Her gag depressed a switch, and water oozed out of the end and down her throat. Though she swallowed some of it, most of the liquid ended up coming out her nose as she coughed spastically. When he pulled her off of it at last, she felt half drowned.


    Roberta was watered next, and Tiffany felt something she'd never felt before; Sympathy for another human being. She knew exactly how Roberta felt, gagging on the metal cock while water tried to inundate her lungs.


    Sid released Tiffany from the arm binder. She tried to fight him, but her limbs had long since fallen asleep due to their cramped position and all she could do was flail them about helplessly. He forced her down to her stomach on the metal cot and put a knee in her back.


    “Gimmie those hands, bitch,” he said, pulling her arms behind her. He used a plastic ziptie to bind her crossed wrists together, pulling it so tight her fingers started to turn purple. Sid flipped her onto her back and rudely shoved four of his fingers into her pussy. There was no lube, natural or otherwise, and she gurgled out a protest.


    “Shut up,” he said, annoyed. He pulled his fingers out and stuck them in her forced open mouth. Tiffany's eyes rolled back into her head as he triggered her gag reflex and the precious little water she'd recently ingested came gurgling back up.


    “Fucking cunt!” Sid said, slapping her so hard he busted her lip. “You fucking puked on me! I know you did it on purpose!”


    He snatched up her left nipple in thumb and forefinger and pulled hard. Roberta tried to say something, possibly a protest, but all she could do was drool on herself and stare miserably at Tiffany.


    Sid used another ziptie to ensnare her breast, pulling it tight and releasing her nipple. The tortured melon began to darken and swell, and Tiffany wondered how they would get the plastic tie off when it was so terribly tight.


    “Let's make these a matching set,” he said, tying her other breast in a similarly painful way. He reached into one of the pockets on his cargo pants and withdrew a set of fierce looking alligator clamps. Tiffany shook her head no as he rubbed her nipple with his free hand.


    “Yeah, you know what these are, don't you cunt?” he asked with a lewd grin. “Boss man don't like me using these because they can tear the skin, but he ain't here, is he?”


    Tiffany screamed, chest rising and falling as both her nipples were snagged by the alligator clamps. Sid chuckled at her plight. It hurt so much! The blood trapped in her bound melons made them all the more sensitive, and it was only getting more painful.


    “That should teach you to puke on me,” said Sid. He turned his attention to Roberta and suddenly slapped her viciously across the face.


    “And as for you,” he said menacingly “I fucking HATE nuns. I went to a Catholic school and all they did was bust my hands with a ruler for pulling dumb bitches hair and calling dumb bitches what they were; Dumb bitches.”


    Roberta wept as Sid grabbed her clit tightly. The oversized organ bulged between his fingers, and Tiffany feared it might rupture. When Sid pulled another zip tie from his pocket, Roberta sobbed loudly and Tiffany growled in anger.


    The zip tie went around Roberta's massive clit and Sid secured it. Roberta's eyes went wide, her breaths shallow and fast as panic overtook her.


    “Sucks, don't it bitch?” Sid asked. “Your nerves are screaming 'get us away from this painful danger right away!' but you can't move. Nothing you can do but take it.”


    Sid rose to his feet and retrieved the leather leashes from their respective hooks. He snapped the leashes into place on their collars and dragged both girls to their feet.


    “C'mon,” he said, turning away from them “you're wanted in Wardrobe. Gonna fit you bitches with your school uniforms.”


    He leered at Tiffany's naked body, and reached out to flick her nipple clamps. When she hollered in pain he laughed all the harder.


    “You look the part, bitch, being just barely eighteen,” he said. Sid turned his gaze on Roberta. “You, though, have such big cow tits that you'll never pass for a student. We should make you a teacher or something. Big man should listen to my story ideas, god dammit. I should be running this place, not doing all the grunt work.”


    Sid yanked them along, and Tiffany stubbed her toe on the stairs as she was dragged past the other cells. In one of them Aki was shoving his cock into the plump black girl's gagged mouth, hands clamped around her head.


    “Hey Sid,” he said as they went past. “Great day for it, huh?”


    “Shut up you little slant,” Sid said. “I'm not your buddy or your friend.”


    “Kinda figured that out,” said Aki as his eyes fluttered. He released his jizz into the ebony girl's mouth and sighed, “There you go, honey, a protein shake to start your day!”


    “God what an asshole,” Sid said as he led the two girls back to the main floor of the manor. “Can't believe boss man keeps him around, just because he's good a fancy knots.”


    Sid led them back up the hall they'd come down the night before and past the studio. He knocked on a nearby door and opened it in the same motion.


    “Here's your sluts,” he said, shoving both women to their knees.


    Tiffany sighed in relief as Sid's footsteps retreated, but then she focused on her new plight. Barry stood there, holding up a short plaid skirt before her eyes.


    “Think this is your size, honey?” he asked mockingly.


    Tiffany glared. Of course it wasn't her size; anyone wearing it would be baring their ass or their underwear just by walking, let alone bending over. He forced her to her feet by grabbing one of the clamps and lifting. With a smirk, he tugged the skirt over her thighs and around her waist.


    “Guess you need the top,” he said, fingering the clamps. He yanked hard and pulled them off her nipples. Tiffany nearly passed out as blood rushed back into her tortured nipples.


    Barry put a shirt on her without untying her. The shirt had Velcro closures which made the operation simple. He tsked at Sid's bindings and used a length of twine to bind Tiffany's elbows together. She squealed when he took out a knife, but he only used it to cut the zip tie off her wrists.


    “Damn it, Sid,” he said with a sigh. “Gonna damage our actresses.”


    Barry used more twine to bind Tiffany's wrists once more. It was uncomfortable, but not actually painful, and she almost felt gratitude towards him. Then she remembered that Barry was the one who'd kidnapped her in the first place and she growled in rage.


    “Oh, you and what army?” he said with a sneer. Barry turned to regard Roberta. “Damn, did he put one on your CLIT? That's mean even for Sid.”


    Barry grabbed the zip tie around her joy department and grinned at her.


    “You might want to take a deep breath, sister,” he said to the nun “cause this is gonna hurt like a mother fucker!”


    Tiffany closed her eyes and turned away, but she had to listen to Roberta's scream of agony.


    “There we go,” said Barry, like he was comforting a small child with skinned knees. “That's better, isn't it? I don't know what you did to make Sid mad, but you'd better mind your ps and qs with him. He's put more than one girl in an early grave.”


    Roberta was dressed in her own schoolgirl outfit, and then Barry slid thigh high stockings up their legs. Then he removed Tiffany's gag and sat her down in a straight backed chair.


    “Listen,” she said, her voice rough “my family has a lot of money—”


    “Save it,” he said. “Does it look like we need your money here, bitch? Boss man own oil fields in Iraq. Well, not owns them, but runs them. God bless 9/11.”


    Tiffany closed her mouth. Barry tried to apply make up to her face, but she kept turning away from him. He grabbed her under the chin and forced her head to hold still, but Tiffany yanked away and sank her teeth into his thumb.


    “Ow!” he said. Barry slapped her hard across the cheek, and Tiffany couldn't help but laugh. It was the least painful thing that had been done to her all morning.


    “Think it's funny?” Barry said, pulling her hair roughly. “What's your fucking problem? Don't you care what happens to you?”


    Barry turned toward Roberta and an evil light came into his brown eyes.


    “Maybe,” he began “you don't care what happens to you, but maybe you'll care what happens to your girlfriend the nun.”


    Barry grabbed a heavy vase off the makeup table and kicked Roberta to the floor. He held it over his head and glared down at Tiffany.


    “Listen bitch,” he said “and listen good. This tasty little spic is gravy; We didn't need to abduct her it just ended up being convenient. Therefore, I won't get into too much trouble if I bash her fucking brains in with this vase. Is that what you want?”


    “You think I care?” Tiffany said in a huff.


    “Yeah, I kinda do,” said Barry. “But if you insist—”


    “Wait!” Tiffany said as he raised the vase up for a deadly blow. “Wait, okay? Fucking wait. I'll...I'll hold still for you, just don't hurt her.”


    Barry laughed and set the vase down. Roberta sobbed in relief.


    “That's better,” he said, stroking Tiffany's hair. “And here I thought you didn't give a shit about anyone but yourself.”


    Tiffany endured the makeup session as best she could. What really irked her, besides being painted up like a doll, was the sluttish way Barry did her up. Only Jersey shore trash would use such heavy applications, and he gave her little girl pigtails that were not the least bit fashionable like the ones she put in her own hair the morning she was kidnapped.


    “Open wide,” he said, approaching her with a red rubber ball gag. “Don't want to smudge your lipstick.”


    “I hate you,” Tiffany said, seething. One glance at Roberta told her the price of disobedience, so she did open her mouth.


    “There we go,” said Barry cheerfully, buckling the ball tightly between her teeth. Tiffany groaned, but miserable as the ball gag was at least it wasn't shoved halfway down her throat like the phallus shaped one had been.


    Roberta's make up session went without incident, though the nun kept crying and making her mascara run. Barry grew frustrated and pinched her big puffy brown nipples hard.


    “Stop crying,” he said harshly. “For fuck's sake, it's not that bad. Just pretend you're in a spa or something.”


    “What happened to you,” asked Roberta “that made you such a cruel man? If you take Jesus into your heart, you'll be much less miserable.”


    “I'm NOT miserable,” said Barry, sneering. “I love my life, thank you very much. I think you don't get to talk anymore, sister.”


    Roberta opened her mouth and allowed Barry to gag her. Tiffany stared down at her saddle shoes and sighed. She appeared as a sluttish caricature of a catholic schoolgirl, like a stripper ready to dance on a pole for pocket change.


    The leashes were replaced on their necks and Barry led them out of the wardrobe room. They went down the hall and up a flight of stairs Tiffany hadn't seen before. At the top of the ornate wooden staircase were a row of doors, all with red light bulbs lit outside.


    “Damn, which one are they filming in today?” he muttered to himself. He fished a cell phone out of his pocket and tapped the screen to life. Tiffany felt nervous sweat break out on her body. If she could get her hands on that phone, she could call for help…


    Her wrists tugged at the hemp rope binding them, and she realized bitterly that her hands were likely to be unavailable for some time.


    Barry found the room he was looking for, the third door from the left. He swung it open and dragged the two girls inside.


    Tiffany rolled her eyes. The room was set up like a high school class, with rows of desks facing a chalkboard and podium. Someone had written SEX ED on the board in large letters.


    Both girls were shoved into a desk and their ankles were bound to the chair legs. Barry removed their collars and massaged their sweaty throats.


    “These don't go with your uniforms,” he said, tossing them aside. “But don't worry, I've got something for you...”


    Barry looped twine around Tiffany's neck, nearly choking her. Then he secured the free end to the back of her chair, forcing her head back. If she struggled too much, she would choke.


    Barry did the same to Roberta. Tiffany had to peer out of the corner of her eye since she couldn't move her head.


    Then he dropped a standardized bubble test form on both of their desks and a sharpened number two pencil atop it. The door to the 'classroom' swung open and three Latino camera men bustled in and set up their devices.


    “Where's the director?” Barry asked.


    “He's running late,” said one of the camera men. “Something about sticking his dick up the ass of that sweet Asian girl he likes so much.”


    “Ichi?” asked Barry with a raised eyebrow.


    “Nah, the other one, the Chinese one.”


    “Is she the one with the massive fake titties?” Barry asked.


    “Yeah. Think she's up to a size F. Boss man wants to get her to a G eventually, and maybe beyond.”


    Barry laughed.


    “She already looks ridiculous with those massive knockers,” he said. “But boss man likes to customize his toys, doesn't he?”


    Both men engaged in raucous mirth. Tiffany squeezed her eyes shut and tried not to weep. It was so awful, and it never ended. Nonstop pain, restraint, and sexual humiliation appeared to be the order of her life.


    “I think we'll just get started,” Barry said, walking around behind the podium and adjusting his tie. “Roll cameras!”


    “Rolling!” said one of the camera men.


    “Ahem,” said Barry. His face twisted into various contortions. “Lion face-lemonface-lion face-lemon face! Okay, I'm ready!”


    Barry stared at the two girls sternly.


    “Well,” he said “you two girls have been very naughty to end up in detention.”


    The sign on the wall says Sex Ed, Tiffany thought bitterly. They weren't even GOOD pornographers, her kidnappers.


    Barry strutted over to Tiffany's side and suddenly dropped to a crouch next to her. His grip was like Iron as he squeezed her nipple through the thin fabric of her shirt. Tiffany glared at him, but couldn't even struggle; The slightest movement constricted her throat and made it impossible to breathe.


    “Dirty slut,” he said, running his hand up her thigh. When he reached the border of her skirt his hand disappeared underneath it, and he looked her right in the eyes and arched his brows.


    “Almost to the pussy,” he teased, and Tiffany tried to will her orifice to stop leaking. Apparently her body wasn't under her own control, because her cooze quivered with anticipation as his fingers drew nearer and nearer.


    “That's it,” Barry purred as he stroked her clit with an expert hand. “Your eyes hate me so much, but your little pussy just LOVES me.”


    Roberta grunted and struggled a bit, until she choked from the rope around her throat. Barry sneered at her.


    “Don't worry, baby, it'll be your turn soon,” he said. He turned back to Tiffany and grinned.


    “I think we'll take this out for a moment,” he said, fingering her ball gag. “I have something far more...practical.”


    Barry moved to the teacher's desk and opened the top drawer. He withdrew what looked like surgical steel clamps and walked back to Tiffany's side. Her eyes grew wide at the sight of the device, which seemed similar to the speculum her gynecologist used to pry her pussy lips open.


    “Here we go,” he said, removing her ball gag. Tiffany didn't even get a decent breath before Barry clamped a hand over her lips. “Don't talk, baby. You've got nothing we want to hear.”


    Barry released her and Tiffany said “FUCK YOU.”


    “Okay,” Barry said with a shrug. Grinning evilly., he shoved the steel spring lock into her mouth. Tiffany resisted stubbornly, but the outcome was never in doubt. With a sickening ratchet sound, her jaws were pried widely open.


    “Good,” he said, clicking the gag in place. Tiffany shook her head as much as the choking rope around her throat allowed, but it was obvious she could not dislodge the device from her mouth.


    Barry snagged the top of her shirt and ripped it open with one swipe. Her breasts danced a moment after being freed, and he groped them painfully. Tiffany's eyes rolled back into her head as he squeezed her nipples harder than ever before.


    “Don't like this, baby?” he asked, still squeezing her nipples. Tiffany tried to curse at him but only drooled over her naked breasts. “That's okay, I have something better!”


    Barry reached down and unzipped his fly. His large cock sprang out, smacking her in the face. Tiffany's gurgling took on a new urgency as Barry grabbed her behind the head and shoved his dick in her wide open mouth.


    “Over the lips, past the tongue, look out baby here comes cum!”


    Tiffany gagged as his cock slammed into the back of her throat. Barry stepped over and straddled the desk she was bound to to pound her mouth all the better. Her choking, sobbing sounds took on a kind of rhythm as Barry shoved his cock in and out, in and out.


    “Oh yeah,” he said, sweat beading on his brow. “This is the shit! Once you jam it in far enough the gag reflex takes over and the bitch can't help but milk you like a heroin whore!”


    Tiffany nearly retched as he filled up her mouth and throat with his spunk. There was nothing she could to to prevent it dripping down her gullet and into her stomach. Barry wiped his wet member on her face, much to her chagrin.


    “Your turn,” he said, turning to Roberta. The Latina cringed as he approached fingered her gag. “You look like the kind of slut who knows her place, am I right? I mean, spending all that time on your knees in church must be good for something...”


    Barry pulled her gag out of her mouth and let it dangle against her throat. Roberta turned pleading eyes toward her captor and then glanced at Tiffany's plight.


    “Please,” she said “take that thing out of her mouth. I'll...I'll be a good cock slave if you do.”


    Barry threw his head back and laughed.


    “You're really such a goody goody,” he said with a sneer. “I think I'll leave her jaws pried open like that. I like making dumb bitches miserable. It turns me on. See?”


    He smacked Roberta in the face with his cock, and she sobbed in dismay.


    “It's already hard again,” he said. “Now, take it in your mouth and suck me dry, or I'll shove a metal rod up your friend's ass and plug it into the wall.”


    Tiffany turned her face away as Roberta went to work on Barry's cock. Her captor's angry voice reached her ears.


    “Uh-uh,” he said, grabbing Tiffany's pigtail and forcing her to face the disgusting scene. “Open your eyes and take notes, slut. THIS is what a world class cock sucker is like!”


    Roberta licked Barry's shaft up and down, plying her mouth like a lamprey eel. Occasionally she'd glance over at Tiffany with an apologetic look before going back to work on his member.


    “Choke yourself,” said Barry harshly.


    Roberta pulled away from the desk, causing the rope around her neck to constrict her until she gagged.


    “Not like that, dumb spic,” he said angrily. “Choke yourself on my cock! Fit it all the way in your mouth.”


    Roberta did so, until her lips were scant inches from touching his balls.


    “Deeper,” Barry said. Roberta obeyed. “Deeper!”


    Roberta's lips were now flush with his sack, and her eyes were rolling back into her head. Her hands opened and closed uselessly behind her back and Barry came loudly.


    “Fuck yeah!” he said, releasing his jizz into Roberta's mouth in such a flood it spooged out the side of her mouth. “Keep on my cock, you religious cunt. I want you to drink every last drop.”


    Roberta obeyed, tears welling out of her eyes. Barry finally pulled himself out of her and slapped her hard on the face.


    “Too much teeth, cunt,” he growled. “I'll have to give you a c minus in blow jobs.”


    Tiffany shuddered as he caressed her arm. There was something about the subtlety of the gesture, when so much of her body was exposed, like a promise of worse things to come.


    “Relax, cunt,” he said, untying her legs from the chair she sat in. “I'm not gonna do a thing to you...yet. Get up!”


    He dragged Tiffany. to her feet, or tried to. The rope around her neck drew taught and she was dragged, choking, back to her seat.


    “Whoops,” he said, chuckling. “Forgot about that. Here we go.”


    He untied the rope around her neck and Tiffany was almost grateful for the end to her suffocation.


    “On your knees,” he said, harshly. “FUCKING NOW!”


    Tiffany refused to obey, so he kicked her in the back of the knee. She went down hard, her knee striking the floor with a bruising impact. Barry dragged her around until she was under Roberta's desk.


    “Get your face in her snatch,” Barry said. Tiffany tried to resist, but it was pointless with her arms bound helplessly behind her. Soon her nose, then her wide open mouth was thrust against Roberta's oozing sex hole.


    “Lick her clit, bitch,” Barry said. Tiffany shook her head and he laughed. “Oh, I think you will bitch. We've already established that I can do whatever I want to this fucking spic nun. Maybe I should tie a plastic bag on her head and see how long you resist.”


    “Uh-uh,” Tiffany said amid a flood of drool. She wished she could apologize to Roberta, but of course she could not speak. With reluctance, she shoved her tongue out of her mouth and lightly flicked it across Roberta's oversized clit. The Latina gasped, her thighs shivering against Tiffany's shoulders.


    “Good,” Barry said, petting Tiffany's head as if she were a dog. “Good slut. Now you have three minutes to make this bitch cum, or I'll whip both your tits red. And you.”


    He snagged Roberta's hair and loomed close to her face.


    “If you fake your orgasm, I'll throw you out the fucking window. Without opening it first. Comprende?”


    Roberta nodded. Barry shoved her ball gag back into place and buckled it a bit tighter for good measure.


    “There we go,” Barry said. “All right Ms. Winters, the clock's ticking. Make this dirty slut cum like a whore. I want to hear her SCREAM.”


    Tiffany licked Roberta's clit, tears of shame pouring out of her eyes. It was terrible, being filmed like this. What if she did manage to escape—somehow—and this video still made it onto the internet? It would be there forever, and millions if not a billion people could whack off to her being humiliated and raped….


    Ironically, she felt that the gag in her mouth prevented a better clit sucking job; If she'd been able to use her lips, she could have made the Latina cum in seconds. Unfortunately, Roberta hadn't cum when Barry called time. She was breathing heavily and covered in sweat, but she hadn't cum.


    “Time's up,” Barry said, dragging Tiffany to her feet. He attached a chain to her bound wrists and yanked them high up into the air behind her. She felt as if they would be torn from their sockets if he moved the chain even an inch higher.


    Roberta met a similar fate, and the two of them stared miserably at one another. Barry walked over to the teacher's desk and took out one of the many bladed whips Tiffany was already starting to hate. He ripped what was left of Tiffany's shirt off and similarly disrobed Roberta. For good measure, he yanked their skirts down around their ankles, and the sudden exposure was just another indignity that Tiffany had to bear.


    “All right, sluts,” he said, brandishing the whip. “We'll start off slow and build up.”


    The sudden, savage snarl on his face belied his words. The first blow that slapped into Tiffany's generous pink bosom felt like firecrackers going off against her skin. Barry struck her again, and again, never quite hitting the same place twice. Red stripes appeared on her skin, and she screamed loudly out of her wide open mouth.


    “Just in case you think I forgot about you,” Barry said, turning his attentions to Roberta. The Latina squeezed her eyes shut as tears poured down her face. Every crack of the whip made her whimper, and Tiffany squeezed her hands into fists high above her head. If she could, she would have killed Barry right then and there.


    If she could.


    Once both girls had reddened tits, he moved to their asses. Tiffany jerked and strained at the end of her chain but could not escape the agonizing lashes. Barry would pause in his ministrations and rake his nails over her tortured buttocks, enjoying the sound of her squeals, before launching into another flurry of blows.


    Roberta didn't make out any easier, and Tiffany hated herself for the way she was grateful it was Roberta being punished and not herself, at least for awhile.


    Barry wiped sweat off his brow and loosened his tie. He put the whip down and drank a full glass of water, which reminded Tiffany of how dry her own throat was.


    “Thirsty, baby?” he asked when he noticed her interest. “Want some water?”


    Tiffany nodded, hating herself. Would she be forced to beg for even the simplest things needed to sustain her life, like air and water?


    “Okay,” said Barry, taking another swig himself. He approached Tiffany, knelt down, held the glass toward her mouth—


    —and violently spat out the water he'd held in his mouth. It dripped all over her eyes and nose, but precious little made it down her throat.


    “Aren't you going to thank me?” he asked, chuckling. Tiffany glared at him and he sneered.


    “Haven't we learned anything?” he asked. Reaching out with one hand, he grabbed Roberta around the throat and squeezed until her breathing came in ragged gasps. “Thank me or I'll choke her to death.”


    Tiffany struggled to speak over the gag in her mouth. She managed to say something close to thank you though it came out like ank oo.


    “That's better,” Barry said, releasing Roberta. He turned to the cameramen. “That's a wrap, boys. I have to get these ladies back to their cells.”


    As she and Roberta were led from the room, bound gagged and hurting, Tiffany fought the bitter tears hard, but still they came.
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    Chapter 7


    Wakey, wakey!”


    Tiffany rolled over onto her bound arms and stared sullenly up at Sven's face. The big Swede was standing in the door of the cell she shared with Roberta, dangling a large duffel bag from one hand.


    She was hogtied, her wrists crossed and bound then buried between her shins, which were bound to her fused elbows. The night before Aki had bound her for a film (in which she played a teacher who'd been caught by naughty 'students' like Barry) and the Asian man was so impressed with his work he decided he couldn't bear to undo her. To make matters worse, her breasts were wrapped in rope so tightly they pulsed and throbbed, darker purple than the head of the cock she'd been forced to swallow again and again.


    She gurgled behind her ring gag as Sven came into her cell and crouched down beside her. On the metal cot, Roberta stirred, rolling away from both of them. The nun seemed to be despondent; her will broken again and again by the horrible men holding them captive.


    Tiffany hated the stupid nun. If it wasn't for her, she wouldn't have to keep doing disgusting things like sucking cock and eating pussy. On the other hand, the nun was clearly suffering and Tiffany still felt that slight tingling in her chest, as if there might be someone whose problems mattered as much or maybe even more than her own.


    “Guess what day it is,” Sven said, his rancid fish breath making her gag. “It's the day of your funeral. And guess what? You're going!”


    Tiffany's eyes widened. Were they going to kill her at last? She wished she could be unafraid, since her death would mean the end of suffering, but panic rose in her chest in spite of herself.


    “Everyone wishes they could attend their own funeral,” Sven said, untying her ankles and releasing her from the hogtie. “But not everyone gets to! You're so lucky!”


    Once her arms were untied, Tiffany tried to fight the big man, but her arms were numb from their long confinement. Plus, Sven had muscles of corded steel and could have forced his will on her in the best of circumstances. He managed to slip rubber mittens over her arms and strap them in place on her biceps, then force her into a wheelchair in the hall.


    Tiffany's wrists were strapped behind her, and a rubber sheath soon imprisoned her legs as well. Sven played with her pussy while she squirmed furiously to escape.


    “You're not going anywhere, sweetie,” he said with a grin. “I'm the master of rubber bondage. Now, open wide!”


    Tiffany didn't have any choice but to open wide, because of the spreader gag in her mouth. Her eyes widened and she groaned in alarm as Sven shoved a rubber phallus deep in her mouth.


    “This is a pump gag,” he said, displaying the rubber handle used to inflate it. “If I pump it up all the way...”


    His hand went into a frenzy of action, and the bulb in her mouth expanded wider and wider until she realized it was extending down her throat, cutting off her air. Sven laughed as her struggles took on new desperation, but she couldn't escape.


    “Here,” he said, letting the tiniest bit of air out of the gag. “There, now you can breathe, ja?”


    Tiffany glared at him. How she hated these fucking perverts! If looks could kill, she would have struck him dead in that instant.


    Sven laughed and detached the rubber hose from her gag. To her chagrin, it stayed inflated. The agony was almost unbearable. Tiffany squirmed in her seat as Sven approached with a rubber hood. He forced it over her head, the slick confines drawing new waves of claustrophobia from her.


    At least she could see...for a moment. Sven chuckled as he zipped her eyeholes shut. He forced something else over her head, and she was barely able to suck in enough air to stay conscious.


    “There we go,” he said, his voice seeming distant. Something was wrapped around her body and she felt the chair rolling along. She knew when they reached the stairs only by the way her chair was bumped up each step.


    She could dimly hear the car door slam as she was bundled into a vehicle of some sort, probably a van, still strapped to the chair. The ride lasted for hours, and she would pass out from extreme boredom only to awaken gasping as her airway closed. She tried to struggle, to notify someone—anyone—of her plight. Surely they didn't want her to die!


    After a miserable ride, she felt herself being taken out of the van and down a ramp. Sven took off the overmask and unzipped her eye holes, and she stared blinking at a mirrored image of herself.


    “Don't you look pretty,” Sven said sweetly. He was dressed as an orderly in green scrubs. She herself was swaddled in blankets, and with her limbs bound appeared, except for her head, as a sickly and scrawny invalid in a wheelchair. Sven fixed a gray haired wig on her head, and placed an oxygen mask over her face.


    “There we are,” he said “now no one will be the wiser.”


    He rolled her out of the hotel room and into the street. Tiffany strained against her bonds, frustrated beyond belief that she was right there in public—right there, under the watchful eyes of passerby and traffic cameras, and no one knew of her plight. Her eyes looked up at Sven with impotent fury.


    “I know,” he said teasingly, patting her on the shoulder. “It must be so difficult, to know that all you'd have to do is shout for help, or get up out of that chair and run. But you can't, can you? All you can do is sit there and struggle to breathe.”


    They rolled past a row of parked bicycles. Tiffany knew where they were, they were back in New York. Quite near the Autumnal Bliss graveyard, where her family had a plot…


    Sven rolled her down the black pavement, stopping when they reached a crowd of people. Tiffany squealed behind her rubber gag, but barely a whimper escaped. Sven patted her on the head and spoke kindly.


    “There there,” he said, pumping up her gag a bit more until she was near passing out. “It'll be all right. We'll get you back to the hospital in no time.”


    Sven nodded at a gray haired man in a black suit and tie, and with a start she realized it was her father. Her father, right there, inches away, and she couldn't alert him in any way. Tears poured out of her eyes as Tiffany struggled against her rubber bondage.


    “Did you know my daughter?” her father asked, scrutinizing Sven's face. “I don't recall seeing you.”


    “No,” said Sven “I was just bringing Ms. Jenkins here to see her late husband.”


    Sven put on a face that seemed almost sympathetic.


    “I'm sorry to hear about your daughter,” he said “if you don't mind, could we just stand here for a bit? Your party is blocking access to her husband's grave.”


    “Of course,” said Tiffany's father, eyes welling up with tears. “I'm sorry to be in your way.”


    “Think nothing of it,” said Sven. “We all must grieve, Ja?”


    “Yes,” said her father, who moved back into the throng. Tiffany's heart broke when she saw her mother, face streaked with tears. And there were her friends from college, and her Grandfather, and cousins and distant relations…


    Her service was brief. The family pastor said a few kind things about Tiffany, generic things that made her blood boil. It was as if he were looking for nice things to say. Had she really been such a total bitch that no one could find anything nice to say about her, even at her own funeral?


    Tiffany wailed and struggled to get out of her bonds all the more when her mother suddenly fainted. The crowd moved in on the fallen woman to assist, and Sven wheeled her around, taking her mother out of view.


    “Time to leave, princess,” Sven said mockingly. “Man, that was great. Your mom was all like 'wah wah my daughter is dead-thump!' Funniest shit I've seen in ages.”


    I hate you, thought Tiffany. You're so cruel. How can anyone be so cruel? They wanted to make her suffer, both physically and mentally.


    Once they were back to the hotel room, Sven took her out of the chair and removed the sleeve from her legs. The skin was reddened and covered in sweat, and Sven ran his hands all over her shapely limbs.


    “We have a few hours before I have to take you back,” he said softly. “You don't mind if I fuck your pussy a little until then, do you? Just say no if you don't want me inside you.”


    Sven made a show of holding his ear close to Tiffany's pump gagged mouth, grinning as she seethed.


    “No? Didn't think so.” Sven undid his pants and dropped them to the floor. His massive cock pressed against her pussy lips, and Tiffany turned her head to the side.


    “No, I don't think so,” Sven said smugly. He grabbed one of the rings on her rubber hood and forced her to look at him again. “I want to stare into your big, pretty blue eyes while I rape you. I want to see it when you cum from my massive Swedish penis, ja?”


    Tiffany groaned as he forced his girth between her cunt lips. Sven's cock slid into her pussy slowly, hampered by the fact that she had little natural lube. She'd sweated all the moisture out of her body on the long car ride. It hurt, and Sven made it worse by grabbing her by the tits and slamming his hips into her own in a rapid tattoo.


    “Ja!” he said between grunts. “Take that, bitch! Never had a cock this big before, have you? God, I think I'm gonna buy you once Boss Man decides you're old news. In about a thousand films or so he'll get tired of you.”


    Sven raped Tiffany for hours, flipping her over to take her ass when he tired of her pussy. The tender orifice didn't want to let Sven's massive purple headed warrior in, but with some shampoo from the hotel bathroom he was soon lubed enough for entry.


    “You're gonna gape after I pull out, bitch,” he said snidely. “You'll be dropping shit for days out of your massively extended asshole, ha ha!”


    Tiffany's eyes rolled back into her head. All the heavy breathing had her near passing out, and she could still only barely get enough air to keep conscious. Eventually she lost the battle, and her world went dark.


    She awoke some hours later, lying on her side in the cell she shared with Roberta. Her arms had been bound behind her with plastic zip ties, and her mouth was gagged with the ring gag she usually wore overnight. Roberta shifted on the cot next to her and moved her gagged face close to Tiffany's.


    Their voices were garbled, but they managed to understand each other well enough.


    “R u ookee?” Roberta gurgled. Are you okay?


    “Ah gegg,” Tiffany answered. I guess.


    “Am srry,” Roberta said, tears in her soft brown eyes. I'm sorry.


    “Ot ur fal, duhass,” Tiffany said back. Not your fault, dumbass.


    “Ur stho purty,” Roberta said with a sigh. She rolled on top of Tiffany and rubbed her knee on the pussy Sven had so recently pounded. It felt weird, but nice in a way too.


    “Sop it,” Tiffany said. Stop it. But she didn't want Roberta to stop. In sudden relief, her hips shoved themselves into the other woman's in a desperate search for release. For some reason, she wanted Roberta to touch her, to make her feel good if even for a little while.


    Roberta shifted her position enough that her bound hands reached Tiffany's pussy. She pried the lips open and stroked Tiffany's clit expertly, drawing a shivering orgasm out of the bound blonde woman. Undaunted, Roberta continued her ministrations, sliding her fingers into Tiffany's oily canal.


    Once Tiffany was covered with sweat and panting through her ring gag, Roberta got up on her knees and moved her shaven snatch right over Tiffany's mouth. Eagerly, Tiffany stuck her tongue out and licked the smooth labia, probing around for that oversized clit she'd become so familiar with recently. The Latina screamed out an orgasm past her own ring gag and Tiffany's mouth and throat were flooded with a gush of juices. She blinked the stinging fluid out of her eyes and stared up with affection at the Latina nun.


    I've got to get us out of here, Tiffany thought. I have to tell my mom and dad I'm okay. I have to get Roberta to safety. No one should have to live like this, not us or the other women I can hear whimpering all up and down the hall.


    Tiffany resolved then and there that she would not be broken. She would escape and make sure these monsters faced justice.


    She just wasn't sure how.
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    Chapter 8


    Road trip!” shouted Big Dick, startling Tiffany and Roberta into wakefulness.


    The big black man elbowed his way into their cell and stared down at them with a lewd glint in his eye. Already the bulge in his pants was swelling, and Tiffany knew all too well where it was likely to end up.


    “I've been assigned to get yo hos ready for your big day in the sun,” he said, rubbing his hands together eagerly. “Just wait until you see what I have in store for you.”


    I can hardly wait, Tiffany thought sullenly. All the horrors of the past weeks had turned her somewhat numb, and she was aghast at how used she was becoming to being bound and gagged almost twenty four hours a day.


    Dick snapped his fingers and two blond haired blue eyed white men bustled into the cell. They had large black leather suitcases and armfuls of leather bondage gear. Tiffany rolled her eyes. She HATED being zipped and laced up in those awful binders. They were so hot!


    Dick dragged her up from the cell floor by her hair and shoved his fingers without preamble into her pussy. Tiffany just let it happen, allowing herself to become aroused enough that the juices would flow. It was far less painful that way. She barely grunted when Dick licked her face with his big, stinking tongue.


    “Hurry up, honkies!” he snapped at the two men unloading the gear. Dick spun Tiffany around so she was facing away from him and cupped a hand under her chin.


    “Take a look at this,” he said, his cock rubbing against her ass. “I want you to see what's gonna happen to you in a minute. This shit is fucking clever!”


    First the white men unbound Roberta's wrists and even removed her gag. The Latina nun wept silently as she was forced to her knees and her arms drawn up behind her. A leather sleeve bound them in place, right on top of each other at right angles. With her fingers covered, there would be no way she could reach the buckles and straps that held it in place.


    Next, they strapped her ankles to her thighs, then sheathed the bound limbs in a leather sack. Her pussy was still exposed due to the design of the restraints. Tiffany saw why a moment later when they shoved two plugs in her, a big thick one for her pussy and a thinner beaded one for her ass.


    “Lithium battery,” said Dick, mauling Tiffany's breasts with his free hand. “Won't run out for days.”


    The vibrating plugs were turned on and Roberta threw her head back and gasped. Since her mouth was open anyway, the men used the opportunity to shove a long cock shaped gag halfway down her throat. Roberta gagged and choked as they buckled it in place with straps crisscrossing her face and head. Dick laughed as the men added tight alligator clamps to both of Roberta's nipples and attached vibrating eggs to the ends. The last thing Roberta saw was a rubber hood which was forced over her gagged head and locked in place with a padlock.


    The men weren't done. They lifted Roberta up and placed her in one of the suitcases. Using straps built into the side, they buckled her into place and zipped it shut. Dick used a padlock to hold it fast and put the key in his pocket.


    “For safekeeping” he said, yanking Tiffany's head back by her hair. “You're gonna be in that suitcase for fourteen hours, bitch. Fourteen motherfucking hours, with your pussy and asshole getting vibed and choking on a rubber cock. How that make you feel?”


    Tiffany glared up at him, forming obscenities over her ring gag. Dick laughed and shoved her over the cot.


    “Get to it, you white bitches,” he said, jabbing his massive finger at the white men. Tiffany didn't bother fighting. She was so tired of losing.


    After her arms were bound and the disgusting, choking gag had been applied, Dick himself inserted her plugs. Unfortunately, he mixed up which one when where and shoved the smaller one in her pussy. That meant there was only one place for the other one to go…


    Tiffany sobbed as Dick stuck his finger up her ass, working it around it small circles. With a lewd grin he pushed the head of the massive phallus against her anus, relishing the way she squealed.


    “Oh yeah,” he said, smacking her naked buttocks. The impact drove the phalluses against each other and made her scream. “What's that, bitch? I can't understand you. Didn't you momma tell you not to talk with your mouth full?”


    Dick shoved the rubber hood over Tiffany's head. She almost wished he hadn't lined up the nostril holes so well, so she might suffocate to death. Death would be preferable to this treatment, in spite of her vow the other day to escape.


    As she was loaded into the suitcase, she became panicked. She couldn't take this dildo in her ass for fourteen hours, she just couldn't! Its hugeness stretched her until she was sure her insides would rupture.


    Then there was the choking gag. If she relaxed her mouth and throat too much it would slip in even further, and in spite of her wish for death her autonomic responses kept her from swallowing it.


    The vibrators buzzed in her crotch, causing another orgasm. Tiffany didn't even enjoy them anymore. At this point, it was just another form of torture, another way her captors controlled every aspect of her life.


    There had been a time when she bucked against her parent's discipline. Looking back, she had been a total idiot.


    And a total bitch. For some reason she thought of the maid at the hotel, who kind of resembled Roberta in a way. She had been so cruel to that woman, and the bellhop too. Was she paying for her sins? Had she actually died and ended up in hell?


    It didn't seem likely. If she were in hell, her captors wouldn't go to so much trouble to hide her from the world.


    Tiffany entered a kind of torpor, mind drifting away until she was dreaming of being on a plane of spikes. One of the spikes was thrust in her ass, and another in her pussy, while she choked on a third. People she'd been cruel to in her life all pointed and laughed, enjoying her suffering. If there was an end to such a life, she wished for nothing else.


    She returned to the real world when her suitcase was dropped heavily on the ground, bruising her shoulder. The sound of a zipper being undone heralded her limited release, as someone yanked the hood from her head. Her hair was sweat-locked over her eyes, so she still couldn't see anything until someone moved it away.


    “Good morning, sunshine,” said a voice she'd come to hate. It was Barry, who she'd come to regard as her 'main' captor, even though the Gray haired man was in charge. She seldom saw the boss, but his presence was often felt in the way his minions acted in his absence.


    Sullenly, Tiffany stared around herself. She was in what looked—and smelled—like a horse stable. Roberta was released from her own suitcase, and Tiffany noticed two others nearby.


    The girls were arranged on their knees while their fellow captives were released. One was the plump, sweet black girl she'd seen upon her arrival at the mansion. The other was an Asian woman, but not Ichi. This girl could barely stand because of the massive mammary glands that bowed her back.


    “Nice work, huh?” Barry asked, jerking Tiffany's head around to see the disfigured girl. “Those aren't silicone, baby, they're breast tissue that the girl has grown. All it takes is a little gene therapy and bam you have huge knockers. It's uncomfortable for her, and they're always leaking milk, but man what a magnificent view, right?”


    Tiffany wanted to weep for the girl. She was pretty, with a widow's peak and glossy black hair, and a slightly upturned nose. The girl locked eyes with her and for a moment they shared a common suffering, a sisterhood of misery.


    Barry unstrapped her legs from the cruel bindings. When the plugs came out the relief was so profound she fainted. A cold bucket of water splashed on her face brought her back to the land of the living.


    Tiffany sputtered, wondering how long she would be bereft of some sort of gag. They slipped leather sleeves over her arms, which had the most bizarre thing on the end she'd ever seen. Her hands were trapped within something that looked a lot like a horse's hoof. Her legs were sheathed in similar bindings, forcing her to stand on her tip toes, like being in high heels without a heel.


    It was hard to balance, and soon she lost the use of her arms for such when they cruelly tied them to her nipples. A chain attached her hoofed hands together in front of her, and then ran up to her painful nipple clamps. She had to hold her hands up near her breasts or pull on the dreadful clamps and make them tighten.


    She groaned in alarm as they bent her over and shoved a huge dildo up her ass. At least they used lube this time, but the dildo was extra-large and ended in what seemed to be a horse's tail.


    Roberta and the other two women were set up in similar get ups. Bit shaped gags were thrust into their mouths and buckled tightly. A feathery headdress of sorts was placed on each girl's head.


    Tiffany stomped her booted feet in frustration. She knew they were trying to make her look like a horse, and it infuriated her. To make matters worse, they hooked her up to a cart, which the Gray Haired man climbed into. He took up a nasty whip with sharpened pegs embedded in its leathery coils and grinned.


    “Open the gates, boys,” he said. As the barn door swung open, Tiffany was shocked to see a busy street scene. There were people dressed in wild fashions, and she gasped behind her gag when she saw a man being led by a leash on his penis.


    Realization dawned on her. The bastards had brought her to the Folsom Street Fair in San Francisco! They were going to be paraded about in their humiliating state, and everyone would just think it was part of the show!


    She bit down on the bit so hard she thought her teeth would break, and she hardly cared. This was the worst, just the worst thing that had happened since she'd been kidnapped. A hard crack startled her, and the Asian. woman cried out in pain.


    “Go, ponies!” the Gray Haired man shouted. “Get those fucking knees up! Cameras one and two, stay focused on their big bouncing titties. Camera three, make sure you catch these nice red stripes I'm leaving on their fucking pony hides.”


    The whip lashed her shoulders, and Tiffany screamed.


    “Get those fucking knees UP!” Gray Hair shouted. “Prance like the pony that you are, Ms. Winters!”


    Tiffany sobbed, but did as she was bade. What else could she do? She and the other ponies pulled the cart out into the street. Gray Hair jerked hard on the reins and her head was pulled painfully to the side.


    “Turn, turn, turn!” Gray hair snapped. “Keep those knees up! Oh, you dumb ass ponies, take that and that and THAT!”


    Blood ran freely down Tiffany's back, and she knew if she could turn her head enough—which she couldn't—she would see similar stains on Roberta's back. For the first time, Tiffany felt bad about her early escape attempt. If she hadn't got away from Barry in New York, then Roberta wouldn't be in this mess.


    They marched down the road, in full view of the crowd. So many disgusting perverts stared at her pussy, her exposed nipples, and her whip marks. A few of them seemed concerned, but they merely stared as the ponies pranced past.


    “Faster, ponies!” Gray Hair said. “I said FASTER.”


    The whip cracked against Tiffany's spine again. She pulled futilely against the chains on her nipples. With the hoofs on, she couldn't use her fingers, couldn't free herself from their biting sting.


    They turned a corner and marched around the block. The plug in her ass was agonizing, and with each hard clop of her booted feet it seemed to nestle itself even deeper in her hole. Gray Hair kept shouting, kept punishing her for even the slightest decrease in her knee's altitude each time she took a step.


    Gray Hair pulled back hard on the reins, and the girls felt their heads yanked backwards. Gray Hair dismounted the cart and walked around to stand before Tiffany.


    “Now,” he said “you're going to get gang raped in broad daylight, and no one will save you. They'll just stand around wishing they had the guts to jerk off in public. What do you think of that?”


    Tiffany sobbed, and pulled on her bindings, but only succeeded in causing herself more pain.


    Barry and one of the camera men unbuckled Tiffany from the harness and freed her arms. Tiffany made a break for it, but her desperation was mistaken for a great performance by the crowd and they applauded.


    So this is how it's going to be, she thought. Taken by horrible men in front of a bunch of perverts who think it's all just a show.


    Her hands were released from the chains binding them to her nipples, but she wasn't surprised that they left the clips on. Barry pulled her arms out in front of her and tied them, then bent her over a wooden bench. Gray Hair himself bound her legs widely apart.


    Quickly, they pulled the gag out of her mouth.


    “HELP ME!” Tiffany screamed. “THIS IS NOT A MOVIE I'VE BEEN—”


    Her cries were cut off by a huge spider gag thrust between her teeth. She wept bitter tears as the crowd again applauded. One of the cameramen was handing out business cards, making sure to tell everyone he gave them to how much attention the production company gave to details and great performances.


    Gray Hair busted her ass, shoving his cock deep inside while Barry crawled under her spread eagled body. His cock thrust inside her pussy, and rubbed heads against the Gray Haired man's through the thin membrane of flesh separating them. The third cameraman, a sweaty fat fellow with a cock he'd clearly never trimmed the hair of, forced himself into her mouth.


    Her gagging cries echoed off the buildings surrounding them, while people took photos with their cell phones. She squeezed her eyes shut and tried to pretend she was somewhere else, but the repeated brutal thrusts of her captors made that impossible.


    The cameraman unleashed jizz down her throat, and it bubbled and dripped out of her open mouth when he yanked himself back out. Gray Hair walked around and thrust his dick into her forced open mouth, not bothering to wash it first.


    “Like the taste of your own shit, Ms. Winters?” he asked through clenched teeth as he thrust himself deeper and deeper into her mouth. “You are nothing, and have no rights. All you exist for is for men to fuck and fondle and torture. When I finally get tired of you, I'm going to give you to Sid. He'll probably chop your arms and legs off, and rip out your tongue. Then he'll just pick up your torso and fuck you whenever, and throw you back on the ground when he's done. If you're lucky he'll feed you and clean you up, but usually he forgets. There's nothing you can do to avoid this fate. Nothing.”


    Tiffany screamed. For god's sake, why didn't someone notice what was happening and save her? Couldn't they tell she was suffering for real?


    Her rape went on and on, with all three men switching positions and the holes they violated. Tiffany was a sobbing, cum covered mess when they strapped her back into the harness and lined Roberta up for her turn. The nun had such a despairing look on her face that Tiffany had to cry.


    Please God, Tiffany prayed silently. I don't care what happens to me anymore, but do SOMETHING to save her! Maybe I was a horrible person, but she doesn't deserve this!


    Something clicked in Tiffany's mind. Sometimes you couldn't wait for a miracle.


    Sometimes you had to be the miracle. There would never be a better chance for her to escape than at this moment. She stared down at her nipple clamps and made a decision.


    Oh well, she thought. I hear they're doing wonders with cosmetic surgery these days…


    She ripped her nipple clamps off in a bloody jerk and all hell broke loose.
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    Chapter 9


    Tiffany glanced about furtively. No one had noticed her escape yet except one of the camera men. He ran toward her, camera falling on the ground, as she grabbed both sides of her head with the clumsy hooves and yanked on her bit gag for all she was worth.


    The camera man put a hand on her shoulder, his face sadistic and leering. Tiffany used the heavy horse shoe on the end of her mitten to bash him in the nose and he crumpled to the ground like foil.


    She yanked the bit gag free at last and turned toward one of the men on the street. He was a hefty fellow, with a Star Wars shirt on his torso and his dick in his hand. Cursing, she searched for another. Her eyes fell on a tattooed biker who seemed bored with the whole affair.


    “Please!” she said. “Help me! This isn't s a show, it's a rape!”


    “Ha ha,” said the cameraman, getting to his feet and trying to stem the flow of blood from his smashed nose. “Great performance, Tiffany. She really gets into this shit.”


    “Looks like she does,” said the Biker, pulling down his shades. He was handsome in spite of his unkempt appearance. “You're bleeding there, brother.”


    “Just a blood capsule, sir,” said the Camera man. He turned toward Gray Hair and Barry, but they were so busy screwing Roberta that they didn't notice what had transpired. “Just a blood capsule.”


    “Yeah, right,” said the biker. He turned to Tiffany. “Listen up, miss, and listen good. Are you telling the truth? Because I'm about to do something that'll get me thrown in jail if you're not, and I have warrants.”


    “Oh god, mister,” Tiffany said, pleading “I'm telling the truth, I swear I am!”


    She fumbled with the gloves but couldn't get them off. The camera man managed to grab her around the waist and clamp a hand over her mouth and she squealed.


    “Get the fuck out of here,” snapped the camera man “and forget what you saw, or I'll call the police!”


    “Let her go, asshole,” said the biker, moving toward them. Tiffany used the distraction to attack on two fronts. She bit down hard on the camera man's hand and stomped his foot with the heavy horse shoe on her right boot. He screamed and released her, falling to the ground holding his broken foot.


    The biker helped Tiffany out of the harness and threw his leather jacket over her bare shoulders.


    “Thank you,” she gushed “thank you so much!”


    “Don't mention it,” he said. “Name's Joe, by the way. You're a pretty girl. Wish we'd met under different circumstances.”


    “Boss,” said the cameraman, trying to get Gray Hair's attention. “BOSS!”


    Tiffany kicked him in the face with her hoof. Most of his teeth exploded onto the pavement, and the cameraman went still. She advanced on Gray Hair's back. He was fucking Roberta's asshole, so intent on raping her that he didn't notice Tiffany sneaking up. She raised her hoofed hands over her head and brought them down over the back of his neck.


    Gray Hair stiffened and fell over, his cock sliding out of Roberta and flopping in an almost humorous manner. He stared up at Tiffany, eyes wide.


    “What did you do?” he asked, limbs twitching. “I can't—I can't move! You broke my neck! I'm paralyzed!”


    “Serves you fucking right,” Tiffany said, spitting in his face. At this point Barry had pulled his cock out of Roberta's mouth and was coming for her, but Joe intercepted and sent him sprawling with a fist to the jaw.


    Tiffany stomped on Gray Hair's crotch, relishing his scream of agony. The crowd thought it was all in fun and cheered. She sneered down at him and stomped on his balls again, and again.


    “How does it feel?” she snapped.


    STOMP.


    “To have your body violated—”


    STOMP.


    “While a bunch of fucking maniacs—”


    STOMP.


    “Stands there and watches?”


    STOMP STOMP STOMP.


    Gray Hair whimpered, biting through his lower lip and trying to plead. Judging by the red stain in his crotch, there would be no more rape in his future. Assuming he ever regained the ability to move.


    Tiffany kicked him in the face and would have stomped him to death if Joe hadn't pried her away. The biker released her from the hoof gloves, and the two of them freed Roberta and the other captives. The third camera man fled the scene, disappearing into the crowd.


    “You need to see a doctor,” said Joe, wincing at the blood coming from Tiffany's torn and bleeding nipples.


    “I've been in worse pain,” she said, managing to smile. “Believe me! Let's call the cops and get these two assholes where they belong—in a cell!”


    “I don't get along with the police,” said Joe, looking nervous.


    “Don't worry,” Tiffany said with a grin. “My uncle is the police commandant for the greater San Francisco area. You won't be arrested, I promise.”


    “Thanks,” said Joe, wiping sweat off his brow with a move of his beefy bare arm. “I, uh...I never got your name.”


    “Tiffany,” she said. “Tiffany Portia Winters. You've met me at a very interesting time in my life, Joe.”
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    Epilogue


    Tiffany peeled back the bandage on her right nipple, wincing at the swelling around her stitches. It had been a week, but they were barely healed. Her poor treatment and lack of nutrition was holding her natural healing process back, but the doctors assured her it would improve soon.


    She quickly replaced the bandage and adjusted her gown as the door to her hospital room swung open. Tiffany had been expecting her parents, but instead Joe and Roberta came into the room. Roberta was wearing her nun's habit again, and Joe had actually combed his unkempt hair.


    She decided she loved them both.


    “How are you?” asked Roberta, sitting on the bed and taking Tiffany's hand in both of her own.


    “I'm fine,” Tiffany said, smiling. “Hurting but fine. I mean, I've had some nightmares but that's to be expected, right?”


    Roberta didn't answer, but squeezed her hand warmly. Joe cleared his throat.


    “Thought you'd like to know,” he said, scratching the back of his grizzly head “that the Palace has been shut down and most of your captors have been arrested. Turns out there was an Interpol agent working on the inside for months, some Russian special operative or some such. She gathered enough evidence to put those creeps behind bars for good.”


    “They don't deserve to go to prison,” said Tiffany harshly. “They deserve to suffer more than that.”


    “Well,” Joe said, grinning a gap toothed grin. “As it turns out, I've got some friends on the inside of the prison system, and well... they aren't going to have too pleasant of a go of things. Think being traded for cigarettes by three hundred pound hairy men.”


    “Good,” Tiffany said, while Roberta looked upset. “Hey, honey, I'm sorry. I guess you aren't down with that, huh?”


    “God is said to forgive all sins,” Roberta said. Then her face took on a wicked cast. “But fuck those assholes. I hope they get buttfucked to death!”


    Tiffany and Joe laughed. Roberta shrugged and stroked Tiffany's long blonde hair. She recalled the nights of bound passion they'd enjoyed together.


    Maybe she could have a girlfriend AND a boyfriend…
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    The End

  


  
    Author’s Note
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    Kristine was born the youngest child in a large family in St. Louis, Mo. Left to her own devices by an absent father and a sickly mother, she delved deep into the darkest parts of her own psyche. It is from this dark wellspring that her stories flow. She likes heavy metal music, Caesar salads, and sex sex sex!!!


    I’d love to hear from you; leave me a message on my blog at: KristineLichtlider.wix.com/KLauthor


    Look for more of my hot and erotic eBooks, available now at LotsCave.com, the publisher of controversially taboo erotica.

  


  
    BDSM Exotica


    If you enjoyed ‘Kidnapped Debutante in Bondage Hell’, and like extra-taboo BDSM themed erotica, then you will also want to read ‘I, Demon Slave’ which features a lust demon who must grab the soul of an Earther to serve the war against the Seraphim. She takes his virginity and ensnares his heart, but doesn’t count on her own.... ‘I, Demon Slave’ is available at Lot’s Cave now, your Family Exotica eBook source.
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    Kristine Lichtlider’s I, DEMON SLAVE


    Available at Lot’s Cave


    (Description)


    Empusa, an Erinyes, is a creature of passion and lust who must grab the soul of an Earther to serve the demon’s war against the Seraphim. The Earther is more than he seems, at times harsh, others gentle. She takes his virginity and easily ensnares his heart. What she didn’t count on is the reverse would also come true, waking her long dormant heart to her submissive desires.


    (Excerpt)


    There's a sensation of moving through mud, like my body is both infinitely heavy and weightless all at once. Then I'm thrust out the other side, taking in the differences of Earth; The slightly higher gravity, the lack of ash in the air you breathe.


    And the cold. I cover up my naked form with my arms and wings, shivering.


    The robed figure stands stunned. I do believe he's stopped breathing. Slowly I unfurl my wings and do my best to look impressive. I'm standing on a pentagram drawn with ram's blood. Only ram's blood will do, because of some loophole in demonic law. As long as I'm in the pentagram, I'm technically under his power. I have to answer any questions he has, and use my powers to the best of my ability at his command. However, there's not much one can do within a circle, and here lies the con of demonic summoning.


    The summoner thinks he is in control, and can make pacts with the demons he summons. However, these pacts are open to interpretation, often to the detriment of the foolish mortal who made them. Once, for example, a soldier summoned a Baalor to 'watch his back' in combat. The Baalor did just that—he watched while his back was stabbed three times.


    However, I've been instructed to play it straight with this boy. Man, really, I see as he doffs his hood. I'm faced with a handsome, high cheek-boned specimen of adulthood. Even beneath his robe—which is of authentic goat's fur, I note—I can tell he's physically fit. That, combined with him being rich should make him too busy with the ladies to bother with something as involved as demonic summoning.


    “Who has summoned Empusa, Mistress of Hell?”


    “I, Ron Williams, Master sorcerer, have summoned thee,” he says, waving his arms. “I beseech thee and command thee to bend thy demonic might for my will.”


    “Look, son, you don't have to talk like that,” I say, suppressing a giggle.


    “I—uh, of course I don't!” He points his finger at me. “I would make pact with you, demon!”


    “Ah, yes, a pact.” I lean forward, leering at him, until I come close to the invisible barrier separating us. It glows a dull red. “And what are the terms of this pact?”


    Smugly, he withdraws a scroll from inside the robe.


    “I, Ron son of Job, hereby immediately and for a period of no more than one hundred years, bind this demon as my slave. She will obey me in all things, and serve me in all things.”


    The scroll bursts into flames, which I don't think he was expecting. I'm laughing hysterically while he runs about his living room, waving the burning sleeves of his robes. Finally he drags the garment off and tosses it into his bathtub.


    “Stop laughing at me,” he says. I stop, though I still snicker. “Come out of the pentagram.”


    “I cannot appear on Earth in my True Form. I must needs adopt a mortal form.”


    “Then adopt one.”


    “So be it.”


    I close my eyes and imagine myself as I appear in my true form. Slowly, I make changes, taking away my horns, my wings, and my hooves, straightening my legs, and lightening my skin. Then I say the word of power, and I am transformed.


    I look much like I did when I died at the tender age of 22—except, of course, that I'm naked. As I step over the line of blood, I can see him licking his lips as he examines my body.


    “Does it meet with Master's approval?”


    He flinches like I've struck him. Swallowing, he looks squarely at my breasts and then my eyes.


    “What did you just call me?”


    “Master.”


    He closes his eyes tightly.


    “Say that again.”


    I’m sure you’ve heard of students selling their souls to pay for school, but would you like to hear about a particularly interesting client...!? Read ‘I, Demon Slave’, available at Lot’s Cave now.

  


  
    Kinky Erotica


    If you enjoyed ‘Kidnapped Debutante in Bondage Hell’, and like extra-kinky BDSM themed erotica, then you will also want to read ‘The Incredible Sextons’ which features helpless Tim. He floated while Tina removed his costume. She crouched behind him to pull his trousers down, slapping his bare ass as soon as it was exposed.... ‘The Incredible Sextons’ is available at Lot’s Cave now, your Family Exotica eBook source.
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    Kristine Lichtlider’s THE INCREDBLE SEXTONS


    Available at Lot’s Cave


    (Description)


    The Sextons: America's First Family, staunchest protectors and most-loved philanthropists. Led by Doctor Thaddeus Sexton, PhD, they have delved into myriad mysteries and tangled with power mad despots ever since the experimental rocket carrying them to the Moon was bombarded with cosmic radiation during a freak solar storm.


    Dr. Sexton gained mastery of Electromagnetism, allowing him to perform wondrous feats and control technology. His wife, the beautiful Sara Sexton, now has the ability to control Gravity, the most powerful of the fundamental forces.


    Their twins, Todd and Tina Sexton, each control their own powers. Tina has the power to manipulate the Strong force that holds atoms together, while Todd controls the Weak force that pulls them apart. The Sexton's ability to control the fundamental forces of the universe, as well as Dr. Sexton's genius, have allowed them to triumph over every villain they've ever faced.


    (Excerpt)


    Lena Payne angrily clicked away the window containing the press release about the Sexton Family. It was just like all the rest she had seen; Pure candy-coated softball propaganda. Despite the fact that they lived in the public eye, there was much about America's super powered family that remained enigma.


    “Still chasing the Pulitzer, Payne?”


    Lena turned to regard the mild-mannered, bespectacled man looming over her. A smart three piece suit adorned his stocky form. He pushed up his glasses as he scanned the screen in front of her.


    “You know it, Mark. I tell you, there's something fishy about the Sextons.”


    “Like what? That they never ask for any reward after they've saved the world?”


    Lena sneered at him. At times he was so smug and self-satisfied it drove her insane.


    “They don't need money. They have sponsors, not to mention like a thousand patents that Dr. Sexton has trademarked.”


    “Why don't you like the Sextons? Everyone likes the Sextons.”


    Lena sighed, stretching out in her chair and staring at the vaulted ceiling. They were in the top floor offices of The Daily Sun, some thirty stories above the streets of Champion City. She felt Mark's eyes running up and down her and sighed again.


    Mark had good reason to stare. Lena cut a stylish and lithe figure in her silk skirt suit. Wavy dark hair cascaded down her shoulders in thick tresses. Piercing blue eyes hovered in a face that was both pretty and intimidating.


    “I'm just saying, that if Dr. Sexton is so damn smart, why isn't there a cure for cancer? Why do we still have people living in poverty? I'm sorry, but all it seems the Sextons do is fight costumed bad guys and do massive property damage while they're at it.”


    “Someone has to fight the costumed baddies,” said Mark with a shrug.


    “Yes, Mark, but there weren't any costumed villains before the Sextons showed up. Now ever two bit disgruntled scientist with a death ray can throw on a pair of tights and count on a great deal of publicity when the Sextons show up to clean his clock.”


    Lena started packing up her phone into her purse, and Mark grinned.


    “I know that look...you're going snooping.”


    “It's my duty to get the scoop.”


    “Is it also your duty to trespass?”


    “Shut up, Mark.” Lena clopped away on her high heels. Riding the elevator down to the below ground garage, she spruced up her cosmetics using the mirrored walls.


    Her car was a sleek sporty import, cherry red and filled with GPS, hands free cell, and other doodads. It rumbled to life and carried her nimbly through the streets of the city. It was a weeknight, and most of the hard working citizens had gone to bed long ago.


    Looming over the other skyscrapers was Sexton Spire. It looked like a steel needle stark against the more conventional buildings. Lena had been here before, but had never been able to get past the doorman. Dr. Sexton used only robots for this task, and they were notoriously hard to sucker. They also had no appreciation of how good she looked in a slit skirt.


    This time, as she circled around, she saw an opportunity. The rear bay doors of the ground floor were wide open, and a two man crew was power-washing the oil-stains out of the concrete floor. With the noise and distraction, she easily slipped past them.


    “Now for the real scoop,” she whispered to herself, extracting her digital camera.


    * * * *


    Meanwhile, the Incredible Sextons were just getting home from a mission in deep space. Dr. Sexton piloted the Sextspeed, their custom high altitude hovercraft. Like most of their vehicles, it was covered bumper to bumper in sponsor stickers.


    “You're quiet tonight, dear,” said the woman to his left. Dr. Sexton turned to smile at his wife. Sara was a short but stacked blonde. Despite being forty and having had two children her figure was in phenomenal shape. Her firm, full breasts strained against her purple spandex costume. Thick, sensuous lips adorned a face still lovely despite a few laugh lines and crow's feet.


    “Just thinking about that fourth dimensional harmonic destabilizer the Argonians were using,” he said quickly. “If we can boost the power output by 2 on the Kelvin scale I think-”


    “Sorry I asked,” said Sara, laughing. She turned her head to look in the back seat. “How are you kids holding up?”


    “Just great, Mom,” said Tina, busily tapping away at her phone.


    “I'm worried,” said Tim, tugging at the collar of his costume.


    “What else is new?” Tina shook her head, looking over at her twin long enough to sneer. “Might as well have had a sister.”


    “Be nice, kids,” said Sara. Tim and Tina both had the dark hair and brown eyes of their father, but they had the fuller lips and pointed chins of her side of the family. Tina kept her hair in two pigtails despite the fact she was well over eighteen. Both of them had slim, athletic bodies that were pleasing to the eye in their skintight spandex.


    Tim usually followed his more assertive sister's lead, even though she ridiculed him for it. Sara turned back to regard her husband. He was classically handsome, with a square jaw and broad shoulders. Despite being close to fifty he kept himself in peak physical condition. He almost had to, since the costumes he designed were composed of spandex.


    Dr. Sexton parked the Sextspeed on a custom pad which sank into the ceiling as soon as they had touched down. A glass dome closed overhead and he depressurized the cabin.


    “Mission briefings in ten minutes,” said Dr. Sexton.


    “Thad...” Sara sighed. “It's late and we just got back to Earth. The kids need to get their rest.”


    “Right.” Dr. Sexton nodded his agreement “I can use the extra time tonight to work on my Parabolic submarine for the military.”


    Sara rolled her eyes. Always off on a new project, or wanting to see what was on the other side of a planetoid, that was her husband.


    “You two,” she said, addressing her children “straight to bed! We have a big day tomorrow and I won't tolerate any funny business. Clear?”


    “Yes, Mother,” said Tim with a devoted smile.


    “Yeah, whatever,” said Tina, not even looking up from her phone.


    Tim and Tina headed back to their quarters. His room was adjacent to her own, being right across the hall.


    “Boy, mom sure was pissed that Dad ran off to the lab,” he said. “Think she wanted to play around with him a little?”


    “I don't know about her,” said Tina, turning to face her brother “but I sure could use some play time...”


    “Stop it!” Tim smacked her hand away when she grabbed his crotch. “Mom said straight to bed! You know what she'll do if we get caught.”


    “So?” Tina moved in close to him, running her hand over his chest. He swallowed hard at her nearness, her sweet perfumed scent. “Are you always a good little boy who does what he's told? We're eighteen; She has no business telling us to go to bed!”


    “C'mon, Tina,” he said, hands opening and closing on either side of her as she pressed her soft lips to his neck. “This isn't...we're going to get in trouble...”


    “That's it,” she said with a snarl. Tina's eyes narrowed as she enacted her power. Tim stiffened, eyes widening in shock as he realized he couldn't move. “I'm gonna get me some cock, god damnit!”


    Tim floated behind her, constrained within her energy field. Once they were inside her room, the door slid shut with finality. Helpless, he floated while she removed his costume. She crouched behind him to pull his trousers down, slapping his bare ass as soon as it was exposed.


    “Pretty good control, right bro?” She giggled. “I can lower the field around any part of your body...”


    He groaned, his frozen jaw unable to move, as she grabbed his engorged cock and gave it a few lingering strokes.


    “God, you're almost ready to come,” she said, releasing him with a sigh. “God, you're such a pussy. I think you should look like one.”


    Tim felt rising panic. When she went to her closet and selected a schoolgirl uniform, his heart started hammering. There was nothing he could do; his own power was canceled by hers. He had to allow her to dress him in the pleated skirt and sailor top.


    The makeup was an even worse indignity. Tim kept his hair about the same length as hers, and she soon did it up in pigtails as well. Tina selected one of her own G-strings and slid it up his thighs.


    “This keeps getting in the way, for now,” she said, fondling his member through the silk. Using a length of rope, she tied a loop around his shaft and then wrapped it around his waist. He was now painfully erect but trapped against his own belly.


    “Don't you look cute,” she said, pulling his arms behind him. “Getting tiresome using my power. Good thing I keep a few of dad's things around.”


    She used a leather single glove to bind him securely. He felt his mouth open as she expertly manipulated the field, and could not resist as a red rubber ball gag was thrust into his mouth.


    “Aww, you're so pretty when you're mad,” she said, releasing him from the field. His feet hit the floor and stamped in frustration. Tina's eyes narrowed. “Don't be a pissy little bitch. You know what pissy little bitches get, don't you sis?”


    Tim shook his head rapidly even as she picked up the enormous strap on and secured it to her pelvis. “Gonna fuck you raw like the little bitch you are.”


    He whimpered as she pushed him over the edge of the bed. His skirt was pulled up, panties pulled down, and then the massive head of the dildo was pressing against his dark star.


    “Don't worry,” she said, spitting on the tip. “I lubed it up this time.”


    Tim howled behind the gag as she drove the shaft inside him.


    “You like that, don't you bitch?” Tina thrust her hips into his, grabbing his skirt for leverage. “You wanna act like a little bitch I'm gonna treat you like a little bitch...”


    “Tina Jessica Parker Sexton!”


    Tina rapidly disengaged from her brother, turning with red cheeks to regard her mother.


    “Mom?” She swallowed hard. “It's not...I mean, he made me do it!”


    “Tim, how many times do I have to tell you not to dress up like a girl and make your sister bang you with a strap on?”


    Tim shook his head, but of course his mother didn't care to listen to his muffled protests. As usual.


    “Just wait until your father hears about this,” she said, picking up her communicator.


    * * * *


    We pick up with Dr. Sexton just a few minutes prior to his wife's rather important call.


    Chuckling, Dr. Sexton put down his pipe and watched the dark haired woman trip one security alarm after another. He was amusing himself by keeping the more active measures suppressed, because she was quite the lovely specimen. One of his monitors had a great view of her rear as she crawled under a table to pick up a grocery receipt. Yes, that would make for great copy on the news. The Sextons like to eat hummus.


    He was just about to notify one of his security bots to escort her off the premises when she did something he did not expect. She jimmied open a ventilation duct and crawled inside. It wasn't that he didn't have security measures in place; It was that they were designed for four legged members of the rodentia family.


    Dr. Sexton doffed his lab coat and took off at a run toward the kitchen. When his communicator went off, he answered it without slowing his pace.


    “What is it dear? Have you noticed our intruder as well?”


    “We have an intruder?”


    “Not anything serious. Just a snoopy reporter who was intellectually deficient enough to crawl into our ductworks. I imagine when her hand comes down on top of a spring-loaded rat trap she'll come out quickly enough. What's wrong? You sound angry.”


    “You will not believe what your children were up to just now.”


    Dr. Sexton slowed to a halt, changed direction, and walked slowly toward his children's bedrooms.


    “Again?”


    “Again. Are you sure that when we went through that black hole in Omega-7 it didn't make him kind of...funny?”


    “I'm certain, dear. Do you want to handle it?”


    “I'll discipline Tim, you handle Tina. And DON'T let her sweet talk you out of it.”


    “Right. I'll be there moment—”


    Dr. Sexton enacted his Electromagnetism, using it to open a temporary wormhole to the hallway outside of his children's rooms. He stepped through mid-sentence, arriving in a split second.


    “—arily.” He stared at his son, dressed up like a schoolgirl, panties still around his ankles. “Son, please tell me it isn't so.”


    “Don't worry, dear,” said Sara, dragging Tim by his cock. “I'll remind him he's a man.”


    That left Dr. Sexton alone with his daughter. She rolled her eyes and crossed her arms over her chest.


    “What?”


    “I'm very displeased with you, Tina. You know your brother has a cross dressing problem and yet you indulge his sickness.”


    “Oh, it's not that big a deal.”


    “It most certainly IS young lady. And you're going to—”


    He was cut of by a high-pitched scream from over their heads. The ventilation cover blasted off and Lena Payne came scrambling out, her skirt hiking up to an indecent level before she landed with a high bounce on Tina's bed.


    For a moment all three of them looked at each other, stunned. Then Lena sprang to her feet and ran toward her digital camera, which had fallen out of her hand and landed between her and Dr. Sexton.


    “Don't let her get that!” Said Dr. Sexton even as he reached out with his own power. In a second or two her could wipe the hard drive clean on the camera.


    Lena reached the camera and hit a key. The red light turned blue and flashed three times. Right afterward, Tina's power enveloped her and she was held rigidly immobile.


    “Got her, dad!”


    “An interesting camera,” said Dr. Sexton, using his power to move the device to his hand. He peered at it curiously. “It seems she's put it in some kind of encrypted mode. Nothing I can't figure out, I'm sure.”


    “She saw us, dad,” said Tina, looking worried. “She saw what we were doing...what are we going to do?”


    “Tina, calm down dear.” Dr. Sexton put his hands on her shoulders. Though he had to discipline her, he still didn't want her to be upset. “I can handle this. This camera has no ability to connect to the internet, so the pics are safely stored in here.”


    “What about her? When she talks we're screwed! No more sponsors, no more—”


    “Hush, child.” Dr. Sexton put a finger to her lips. “Daddy will take care of everything.”


    He kissed her on the lips, their tongues mingling. Lena squirmed as much as she was able, which wasn't much at all. Her jaws were clamped shut by the force field, so she was unable to protest either. From what she had seen of this crazy family so far, she definitely didn't want to get on their bad side.


    “Stop it,” said Dr. Sexton, slapping Tina's hand away from his crotch. “You know you've been bad. You're not going to distract daddy this time.”


    “What about her?”


    “I'll take care of her. Your mother has been crabbing about a domestic servant. I think I just found one.”


    Lena squirmed, groaning in deep alarm. Only her wide-open eyes and sheen of sweat revealed how terrified she was.


    “But she's a reporter! People will come looking for her.”


    “Ah, but they won't. I can create a Real Life Decoy clone of her, replete with all her knowledge except for what happened here tonight. Should fool even her own parents.”


    “You're the best, Daddy.” Tina again stroked his crotch, and despite the heavy throb that erupted across his groin he again shoved her away.


    “Let's go, dear. Bring along our new maid.” At the door, Dr. Sexton crossed his arms over his chest and looked sternly at Tina.


    “What now?” She looked over her shoulder at the suspended Lena. “I'm doing what I'm told.”


    “Yes, but you're to be punished. You know the rules.”


    “Yes, sir.” Tina sighed, and then stripped off her costume, revealing firm breasts and a neatly shaven snatch. Her body was on the slim side, still possessing a bit of girlishness though she was now an adult. Dr. Sexton nodded.


    “Better.” The three of them made their way back to the lab, where more work was to be done.


    It seemed a super powered hero's job was never-ending.


    Using a length of rope, she tied a loop around his shaft and then wrapped it around his waist. He was now painfully erect but trapped against his own belly…! Read ‘The Incredible Sextons’, available at Lot’s Cave now.
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