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Chapter One

Annabelle’s steps slowed as soon as she saw the building. Its faded, smog-tinted stucco exterior sure didn’t look like home to a production studio. Not a successful one, anyway. But so what if the surroundings were more than a little dismal; a modeling job was a modeling job, and if there was one thing Los Angeles had more than enough of, it was out-of-work models.

She looked at her watch and broke into a run. She was late, really late. The man on the phone had told her to arrive at ten o’clock sharp, and the photo shoot was to start at ten-thirty. Annabelle knew that wasn’t sufficient time for wardrobe, hair and make-up, and that was their problem. But here she was, arriving twenty minutes late. She pulled the entrance door open with too much force, causing it to shake and rattle when it swung back and slammed against the masonry wall. She entered the building and followed the arrow on the handwritten sign posted on the wall in front of her: 

FLY-BY-NIGHT PRODUCTIONS

SECOND FLOOR

She slung her bag over her shoulder and raced up two flights, taking the steps two at a time. When she reached the second-floor landing, she stopped, bent over at the waist and tried to catch her breath. She berated herself again for not only arriving late, but arriving as a sweaty, disheveled mess.

“Gonna’ help you with that,” a male voice said. “Been waitin’ for you.”

Annabelle saw a hand reach to grab her bag, which had fallen off her shoulder and onto the floor. She straightened, and looked into the face of a man so muscular she felt an immediate pang of unease. His super-dark tan and goatee made him look slightly sinister. She turned, looked at the stairway behind her and calculated how quickly she could reach the front door.

“Yeah, gonna’ help you,” he said. “Show you where to go. Photo shoot’s back here.”

Annabelle didn’t like the feel of his hand on her lower back, even though his touch was gentle enough as he guided her down the hall. They turned the corner and came upon a set of double doors. Only one side of the doorway was open, through which she could see several men moving back and forth with cords and lighting, plus some other equipment she couldn’t identify. A loud voice shouted to the men to step up the pace, while other voices called out instructions across the room. The pressure of the muscular man’s hand on her back gave her no choice but to enter. A man looking into the eye of a camera on a tripod straightened when he saw them, and strode over with a perplexed expression. 

“Who are you?” he asked Annabelle.

“Are you the man who called?” she said, thinking she recognized the voice.

His eyes squinted as he studied her. 

“I’m the director,” he said. 

“We talked earlier?” she said. “It was you, right? You told me to be here at ten, I know. So sorry I’m late.”

“You’re not who I talked to,” he said. “I mean, at the party the other night. What are you doing here?”

“Oh, that. Well, my roommate couldn’t make the shoot on such late notice after all, so I came in her place. I mean, if that’s okay?”

The man continued staring at her. 

“I assure you, I have a good deal of modeling experience and I don’t think you’ll be dissatisfied.”

“Is that so?” he said.

“Just what kind of shoot are you doing? Didn’t you mention a catalogue of some sort? I usually do sportswear, swimsuits, and things like that.”

“Yeah, I can see you doing swimsuits,” he said, studying her breasts a second too long.

She glanced over his shoulder when what looked to be a backdrop crashed to the ground. Shouts echoed through the room, followed by swearing.

“Careful with that, or it’s coming out of your fuckin’ paychecks!” the director yelled over his shoulder. 

But he didn’t seem all that mad to Annabelle, and she thought he might be fairly cool to work for.

“So, the shoot, sir. What kind — ’’

“You don’t have to call me sir. Call me Frank. The crew calls me Francis Ford Coppola behind my back. They think I don’t know.”

Annabelle smiled. He didn’t. He continued to stare at her with his gray, squinty eyes, almost as if he were calculating something. 

Annabelle shifted on her feet and looked over his shoulder again, trying to get an idea of the type of set they were constructing for the shoot. When she met his gaze, she was sure she’d caught him studying her breasts again, if only for a millisecond.

“Okay, so, the shoot . . . you mentioned something about a catalogue?”

“Collection,” he said. “A foreign collection. A lifestyle collection, you could say.”

“What exactly does that mean?” she asked.

Out of the corner of her eye, Annabelle saw two men rolling a heavily padded bench onto the set. There were iron bars at one end with attached, dangling straps, and two sets of pads at the far end that were angled outward. 

“Like exercise equipment?” she asked.

“There’s some exercise involved. Definitely.”

The director looked quickly at Bert and back to Annabelle. Bert let out a small laugh. 

Annabelle looked again at the bench just as a technician hung something shiny on one of the front bars and then turned away to handle another task. 

Handcuffs. She was sure of it. 

She said, “You know what, I can tell this was a misunderstanding. I’ll just —”

She turned to Bert and reached for her bag. He pulled it away from her grasp.

“No, no, no. It might work,” the director said. “It might work. You’re just not what I was expecting.”

“Well, maybe it’s better if you just find someone else,” Annabelle said. 

She tried to take her bag again, but Bert transferred it to his other hand. 

“Give me my bag!”

“Aw, leaving so soon?” the director said. “Seems to me only a few minutes ago you really wanted this job.”

He looked at Bert and said, “Didn’t you think so too? She wanted this job, right?”

“I’m thinking she wants it, all right. She wants it bad.”

“No, I just said . . . look, this is all a big mistake. You didn’t even want me. You wanted my roommate. I really need to go — ’’

The director fixed his eyes on her breasts again. She looked down at her chest.

“What are you ... why do you keep —?”

“Well, let’s see ‘em,” he said, pointing at her breasts. 

Annabelle’s eyes scanned the room, searching for a way out. The moment she remembered the door immediately behind her, it was already slamming shut. Bert smiled as he folded his arms and leaned against it, blocking her escape.

Bert said, “Now, pretty lady, he done asked you to do somethin’, and you gonna do it for him. Get it?”

Annabelle turned back toward the director and tried to run toward an EXIT sign on the far wall. The director took one step to the side, blocking her way as she was gripped from behind, her arms pinned painfully to her sides by massive hands. Bert then wrapped a forearm around her neck, and was able to restrain both of her wrists behind her back with only one hand. She screamed and tried to kick at the director’s crotch, but he’d already taken a small step away from her. 

“I don’t know about you, Bert, but I’m ready to check out our new model.”

“Oh, you n’ me both, sir. Really ready,” Bert said. “I kinda think she’s ready too.”

Bert lifted her off the floor without the slightest effort, and was able to carry her backward, then pin her against the wall using only his body. 

Annabelle screamed, “Somebody help me! Please! Help me!” 

But the men in the room barely paused their work. A few looked her way, but only smiled.

“This is wrong! I shouldn’t even be here, I swear it. I was just — ’’

Bert slid cuffs out of his back pocket and had her wrists restrained before she had time to realize what he’d done. 

He pressed her hard against the wall with his body and whispered, “Under my control now. Get used to it.”

Annabelle shrieked, and began fighting him with every ounce of strength she could muster. 

“Someone help me! Somebody do something!”

She continued to flail, and to scream at the men in the room to help her. But Bert now had her cuffed hands attached to a chain, and was pulling on a device that stretched her arms above her head.

“What are you — that hurts! Let me go, I swear!”

She kicked hard at Bert, but her arms were now pulled so tightly toward the ceiling that her feet barely touched the floor. She tried to land a kick to his knee, and screamed in pain as the attempt shot a bolt of pain through her shoulders and arms.

“Quite the little hellcat, ain’t she, director?”

“Sure is. You never know what you’re going to get in models these days,” he said.

Both men laughed. They studied Annabelle as she hung helpless, her toes barely making enough contact with the floor to support any weight.

“Why are you doing this?” she wailed. “Just let me go. I won’t tell anybody. I changed my mind. I don’t want the job, I swear. I just want to go home. Please! I beg you!”

“Bert, you get the honors, as always. Show me her tits first. If they aren’t good, we’ll have to find another bitch to stand in for some of the shots.”

“You got it,” Bert said.

Annabelle’s eyes widened as Bert positioned himself in front of her. He studied her face for a moment and smiled slightly as she begged him again to please let her go. His huge hands cupped her breasts and massaged them roughly. He easily found her nipples through the thin material of her blouse and bra and squeezed them.

“I beg you people! Someone make him stop!”

Her head rolled back and she cried out in pain as her nipples were pinched so hard it took her breath away.

“I said show me her tits. Don’t stand there all day!” the director said.

Bert watched for her reaction as he slowly pulled at the top of her blouse. 

“Don’t. Don’t. Please — ’’

He tore open her blouse halfway and resumed massaging her breasts in his huge hands. He pulled the cups of her bra down and roughly pressed her breasts up for display over the material. He stepped aside as the director approached. Annabelle raged as the director stroked her breasts, then held each in a hand, jiggling them as if to weigh them. 

“Pretty good for size. Get her clothes off. I want to see what we’re working with.”

Annabelle cried out, and strained against the bindings on her wrists. The pain was enough to warn her against trying to kick. Bert was again in front of her. She averted her eyes as he tore her blouse open all the way. He yanked her bra up over her breasts and stepped back to view them. She tried to turn away from the gaze of the two men, but could get no traction against the floor with her toes. 

“So far, so good. Keep going,” the director said.

Bert unsnapped her jeans. He jerked them downward and left them wrapped around her ankles. 

“Hey, guys! Stop what yer doin’ and come see the show! “ Bert yelled. 

Annabelle burst into tears as the men in the studio paused at their work and slowly walked toward her. She counted about seven men who now stood in a group in front of her, eyeing her naked body like a hungry pack of animals. 

“Already shaved too,” someone said. 

“There’s a timesaver,” another commented.

“Please, please, somebody…you have to help me,” she yelled.

“Show me the rest,” the director said. “Let’s start the audition. Ernie, help Bert.”

Bert pulled Annabelle’s jeans all the way off and each man took an ankle. When she saw they were trying to lift her legs, she began kicking with renewed force despite the searing pain in her shoulders. But she was no match for their strength. Helpless against them, she could only scream and try to force her knees together. The two men pulled her legs up in front of her, then bent her knees and pulled them far apart, exposing her shaved pussy. A few men nodded approvingly. 

The director smiled and said, “Okay, guys. Show’s over.” 

The men let go of Annabelle’s legs. The jerk of the chain caused a bolt of pain as her shoulders and arms again bore her full weight.

“Won’t someone do something?” she cried out. “For god’s sake!”

But the men turned and went back to work, leaving her dangling from the rope.

The director called out over his shoulder as he walked away, “Congratulations! Looks like you got the job.”

There was laughter and clapping throughout the studio. 

“Let me go! Untie me! Somebody, please. Please! You have to help me!”

She looked at the men in disbelief as they ignored her screams and resumed setting up equipment. They weren’t even looking at her. 

She strained her neck backward to see what held her in place. There was a large hook in the ceiling—some sort of pulley, she guessed— its rope attached to the cuffs on her wrists, stretching her arms high above her head. Annabelle saw that her movements caused the rope to move back and forth ever so slightly within the clamp that held it taut. Each movement grew more and more painful as time passed. She rested her head on her chest and cried silently, trying to remain perfectly still. 


Chapter Two

Annabelle adjusted the pillow behind her head and repositioned herself on her back. Her roommate, Bella, was in the habit of taking showers with the bathroom door slightly ajar, and if Annabelle remained on her side, she was afraid Bella would know she was watching her. But she did always watch her bathing when she could away with it. 

She knew she and her roommate were a study in opposites. When she compared herself to someone like Bella, who was Norwegian or whatever from some town Annabelle couldn’t remember, much less pronounce, the differences were strikingly obvious. She always pictured Bella skiing down a slope, doing one of those ski-blades-in-the-snow stops, holding up a brand of yogurt and smiling for the camera. Her cheeks were rosy, her blue eyes were always clear and trusting, her blonde hair obediently fell into place, her weight never varied, and she was so damned fucking nice it was downright irritating. But what rankled her even more was watching Bella become far more successful in her modeling career. It was almost as if she didn’t even have to try, for god’s sake. She had such a look of purity and goodness about her, and people in the industry seemed to just eat it up. Annabelle figured her own look was yesterday’s news: Olive-skin, a bit sultry-looking, breasts a bit too big, a curvier bottom; dark hair and eyes. Nope, this season’s new “thing” was the pale, monochromatic appearance someone with Bella’s coloring could more easily achieve in black-and-white print. Why were companies going for that nuclear-winter look in their magazine ads? 

She stole another glance at Bella, who was humming quietly as she wrapped her wet hair in a towel. The steam wafted around her naked body, making her skin appear even more flawless than it already was. And her body was virtually hairless— just naturally so, it seemed.

Bella’s cell phone rang, sounding like the national anthem of some foreign country.

“You will get that, please?” she called out from the bathroom.

“Sure,” Annabelle said, already rising and walking toward the kitchen table where the phone lay.

“Bella’s phone,” she said, flatly.

There was a slight hesitation, then a gravelly male voice asked, “You always answer a phone as a phone?”

Annabelle sighed. “Maybe.”

“You might remember me from the party the other night, hon. Said I’d call you about the shoot today. I know you said you weren’t interested, but thought I’d try again. Just one more time. I can’t seem to locate a model on such short notice.”

Annabelle peeked around the corner to see if Bella was still in the bathroom. She pressed the phone closer to her ear and stepped into the small pantry off the kitchen. 

“Um, hold on one second, okay?”

She waited about forty-five seconds, then shuffled the phone around to make it sound as if it were changing hands. She took on Bella’s accent, an accent she could by now do in her sleep.

“You need model, yes?”

“Bella?”

“Yah, dis Bella. I model for you?”

“Damn straight! I’m damned desperate. You interested? God but that would be great, honey.”

Annabelle knew Bella was to be on location for a few days for New York Style, a pretty plum shoot if there ever was one. Bella had mentioned it weeks ago, and again while she made tea that morning. 

“Tell where and when, yes?”

“Aw, honey. Thanks for helping me out.”

Annabelle darted out of the pantry and grabbed a pen and a torn junk-mail envelope from the counter. She scribbled the time of the shoot, a few details and the directions so quickly she feared they might end up illegible when she referred back to them. She thanked the man and hung up abruptly. She shoved the envelope into the pocket of her robe and peered around the corner to check the bathroom door. Bella opened it and walked naked into the living room. Annabelle quickly averted her eyes and pretended to be watching something out the window.

“Who was on phone?”

“Wrong number. I mean, just someone trying to sell you something. I’ll just put your phone back here on the table,” she said, smiling. “Oh, by the way, I talked to a friend of mine while you were in the shower. I’m going to meet her at her condo for, you know, lunch and stuff. I have to leave soon if I’m going to get there in time.”

Bella’s face registered some confusion. “Yes. Oh.”

“Well, off I go!”

She strode to her room and grabbed the huge bag she used for modeling jobs. The man hadn’t said much about what to bring, just that all clothing was to be provided at the shoot. But how did they know what would fit? Crap, but this might get messy. 

She’d have to think fast on her feet. Oh, Bella got ill at the last minute? What, like right after the phone call? How lame was that? But he was desperate, and he said he needed a model within the hour. Well, he was getting one, and she was going to make damned sure she did a phenomenal job for him. It might even lead to more photo shoots. Rent was coming due, and people weren’t exactly beating down her door lately to offer work. Well, at least she’d already showered, so she could probably make it in time. She threw on a bra, her favorite white blouse and a pair of tight jeans. She slipped into her shoes, threw a few different styles of bras and underwear into her bag and was ready to leave. She could hear Bella moving around in her own bedroom, humming something and then turning on her stereo. Annabelle threw the bag over her shoulder, sneaked out of the apartment and shut the front door quietly behind her. 


Chapter Three

The director called out, “Where the hell’s our model? Get her on the set so we can check her with lighting.”

“Oh, she’s hangin’ around here somewhere, boss,” Bert said.

Annabelle looked at them balefully as they laughed.

“A regular comedian you are. Get her ass over here, for chrissakes,” the director said.

Bert walked to the wall behind Annabelle and made some adjustments to the levers. The tension in the ropes slowly began to ease and she was able to place her full weight on her feet again. She moaned as her arms experienced renewed pain in returning to a more natural position. Bert removed the rope that had tethered her to the pulley. As he dragged her toward the set, she fought and tried to pull away, but the pain became too great for her wrists as he pulled her by the connecting chain between the cuffs. 

The director called out, “Hey, Angelina! Brad’ll be here later. I guess you want to know what your motivation is for your first acting scene, right? Isn’t that what all actors want to know? What’s my motivation, right?”

“Fuck you!” Annabelle yelled.

The men in the studio joined in a chorus of whistles and laughter.

“Now, now. We’ll have none of that. Well, actually, you’re going to get a lot of that. You. Not me. Get my drift?” the director said. 

“Just let me go! I won’t tell anyone, I swear!”

“Oh, I doubt you’ll tell anyone, all right. We’ll make sure of that,” the director said. “And where’s your gratitude? You know, it’s not every girl who gets a rare opportunity like this one.”

Annabelle was yanked to the side of the equipment. Bert held her cuffs with one hand and pulled a small key out of his pocket. 

“Now we can do this nice, or we can do this hard. Ya’ get me?”

“Do what nice?” she sneered. If you think you’re cuffing me to this — ’’

He landed a stinging slap to her ass. 

“Goddamn it, I fucking swear!” she cried out.

“Are you going to be a good girl and cooperate?”

Annabelle steeled herself, looked him straight in the eye and said, “No.”

“Why not? You’re not going anywhere. Go ahead. Try to get away.”

“Fuck you, asshole.”

“What the hell did you just say?”

“Are you stupid and deaf?” she said.

The noise in the studio immediately adjusted, and Annabelle knew she’d made a terrible mistake. With force she feared could snap her arm in two, he took her left forearm, placed it over the opposite bar and effortlessly held it in place while he attached the handcuff. Annabelle cried out as he then took her right wrist in a visor-like grip. His look was menacing.

“You’re about to learn your first lesson, you little bitch. Now lie down on the bench.”

The room was silent, and Annabelle knew all eyes were on her. She shook her head slowly, almost imperceptibly. She was only stalling the inevitable, she knew; there was no way she would be able to free herself from the handcuffs, and Bert was far too strong to fight off. 

“Fine, honey. We’ll just do it your way for now, okay?” Bert said.

His grip tightened on her wrist as he yanked her closer to the bar. The remaining handcuff went around the bar and Bert snapped it shut. She now stood to the side of the padded bench and was manacled to the waist-high bars attached to the front of it.

“Now. Lie. Down. On. The. Bench.”

Tears came to her eyes as she shook her head violently back and forth.

“Your tears don’t mean nothin’ to me, lady,” Bert said, shoving her to a seated position on the bench. Annabelle saw in his eyes that it was absolutely true. 

“You’re gonna get some punishment for disobeyin’ me before. Now stretch out on your stomach on this bench.”

“Please — ’’

With speed that belied a man of his bulk, Annabelle’s legs were grabbed and pulled behind her. Her body came down so hard on the bench, her breath caught in her chest. Bert was now fastening some sort of binding around her ankles, and she cried out when the pressure became almost unbearably tight. She strained to see over her shoulder, but the cuffs prevented her from turning more than a few inches.

“I’d love to have those nice little legs spread wide for me so I could teach you a real lesson, but this is gonna have to do for now.” 

The director was now standing by her head. “More of your payback, Bert?”

“This lady really needs it, sir. You know she does. Comes in here all hot for the job, then won’t do what I tell ‘er to do.”

“Just don’t leave permanent marks on her. Remember what you did to our last model, for chrissakes. Couldn’t shoot her ass from behind again.”

“Got it, boss,” Bert said.

Annabelle could feel material brush against the sides of her ankles, and she sensed Bert was straddling her feet at the end of the bench. She felt a slight shift in movement, then a burning fire as something connected with the flesh on her ass. Annabelle’s breath caught in her chest as her mind fought to register the pain. When a second lash landed on the other ass-cheek, she screamed and violently tried to twist away. 

The director was again by her head. “Hurts a bit, doesn’t it? You’ll do well to do what you’re told while you’re here.”

When the director stepped away, Bert landed more and more lashes on her ass. It seemed the louder she screamed, the more force he wielded. Then her punishment abruptly stopped. 

“Am I makin’ my point, lady?”

Annabelle moaned in agony and her chest heaved for air.

“I asked you a question!” Bert yelled, landing another lash on her ass.

“Yes!” Annabelle screamed. “Yes! Please don’t hurt me anymore!”

But Bert connected the strap harder than ever with her burning skin several more times, enough to reduce Annabelle to a sweating state of pain and misery. 

“What are you gonna do when we tell you to do somethin’?

Annabelle sobbed and tried to speak. Bert brushed the strap back and forth over her burning ass as if to warn her that her lesson wasn’t necessarily over. Annabelle raised her forehead off the bench and whispered, “I do it.”

“You do it. Yep, that’s right, Miss Sugarbritches. You do it.”

“Boys!” he yelled. “I want y’all to hear somethin’. The lady says when we tell her to do something, she’s gonna … now, what was it you said, bitch?”

Bert swung the strap all the way behind him, arced it high over his shoulder, and then brought it down on her ass.

Annabelle screamed, “I’m going to! I’m going to do it!”

Bert walked to the front of the bench and dropped the strap on the floor in front of her.

“You’re gonna feel this any time you don’t obey me. We’ll start shootin’ as soon as we get the lightin’ right. Be sure not to wander off,” he said, walking away.

She heard someone approach from behind, but they stood a few inches too far out of her peripheral vision for her to see a face.

He said, “Just going to check the lighting around you, babe.”

“Please,” she whispered. “Please…help me. Do something!”

“All in a day’s work, hon,” he said. “I need the money, and you need to shut up. Got it?”

She tried to twist her head far enough around to make eye contact with him, but all she could see was a hand holding a lighting meter. The shadows his movement cast on the area around her told her he was checking lighting on various areas of her body. 

“Surely you know you can’t do this. You can’t get away with this!”

“Yep. Do it all the time, and get away with it all the time,” he said, walking away.

Her panic was replaced by cold fear. Annabelle pulled and twisted at her handcuffs until the pain made it too uncomfortable to continue. She saw without a doubt there was no way she’d ever be able to get herself out of them. How many other women had they done this to? Worse yet, what had happened to them when the men were finished with them? Bert alone was more than enough muscle to subdue her; he could break her body in half without even breathing hard. How the hell could a woman possibly escape a room with locked doors and so many men?

She scanned the faces she could see from her position, searching for anyone who looked as if they might take pity on her. She studied every face, trying to catch someone’s eye to give them a pleading look. But no one bothered to look her way, and what was most disturbing was that they weren’t even intentionally avoiding her gaze. She didn’t matter enough to look at; she knew it. She was a piece of meat. She’d already had her legs forced open wide so several men could view her, and now she was a strapped-down and freshly spanked piece of model-meat on a bench. And it had all been done to her with so much ease and so little conscience. Annabelle felt a wave of nausea as she broke out into a sweat under the lights, which someone had moved so close that she could feel the heat directly on her naked skin. 

“What’s the first shoot?” someone called across the studio.

“Fucking machine,” another voice responded matter-of-factly.

“Bert! Get Angelina ready to meet her new best friend!” someone yelled.

Heat rose to Annabelle’s face as the men in the studio laughed. She already knew two names of the men, and vowed to commit to memory every physical characteristic she could. If they did let her go, she vowed to fucking level them in court, remembering everything they said and did, and every way they pawed, taunted, beat and humiliated her. She saw herself being questioned on the stand. She was confident and poised…and pissed. Oh, was she ever pissed. 

She strained her neck to look over her shoulder, and saw a strange contraption being wheeled toward her. 

“Oh, Jesus Christ,” she moaned, when she saw the oversized pink dildo protruding from the center of it. Someone spread her ass cheeks and slathered cold gel all over her pussy, then inserted and pumped their fingers in and out of her vagina. Annabelle cried out in disbelief, and strained and pulled against her bindings, screaming.

“Liked it that much, did you?” a voice asked. “What about this?”

A gloved and lubricated finger quickly probed her anus and withdrew, then probed again. Annabelle screamed and flailed, trying to jerk her hips away from the intrusion. Whoever had his finger in her ass only laughed and forced it deeper inside her. 

“Tony! Get your dirty claws out of the bitch’s ass! We’re not doin’ anal today!”

“Seems to me she can’t get enough practice,” the owner of the finger said.

“Yeah, well, you’re not running this show, I am. Capiche?”

“Huh?” the finger-man responded.

“Capiche, you dumbfuck. Christ, never mind. Get the fuck away from our model!”

The finger pushed hard again, then twisted inside her before withdrawing. Annabelle feared she was only seconds away from retching. 

Bert appeared at her side. She could already recognize him by his shoes without raising her head from the bench. 

“All of you, stay out of the bitch’s ass!” Bert yelled. “You get to do what ya’ want with her at the cast party, ‘member?”

The men in the room whooped at the reminder, and some responded as if it was wonderful news they were just now hearing for the first time. Someone passing by slapped her hard on the ass. Annabelle thought she might faint with dread. For if she’d been unsure only minutes ago what horrors these men had in store for her, the danger of her situation was becoming abundantly clear. 

“I’m gonna be sick. I swear I’m going to throw up,” she moaned.

“You do it, and you’re gonna clean it up,” he said. “Now here’s what’s gonna happen. These cuffs are comin’ off. You’re gonna’ get off the bench and get on your hands and knees right here, got it? Then this here machine is gonna be positioned so you can take this dildo in your pussy. And you’re gonna hold still while we take shots of you with it goin’ in and out of yer pussy. Ya’ dig?”

Annabelle moaned as a wave of nausea moved to her throat. Her mouth was now filling with bitter-tasting saliva, a sure sign to her that she was about to be ill. Bert grabbed her hair and raised her head enough to see his face. 

“I assed you a question, bitch.”

Annabelle moaned in assent. Sweat trickled down her forehead and into her eye. She tried to free her head from Bert’s grasp to wipe her face on her shoulder, but he gave her head a sharp jerk, forcing her to maintain eye contact.

“Now you remember what I did to your ass the last time you disobeyed me.”

Bert removed the keys from his pocket and undid the handcuffs. Annabelle pulled her wrists away from the bar, slowly moving her shoulders back into position and letting her arms drop to her sides. Annabelle realized that though her arms were now free, they were too weak to be any use to her. They hung limply, her hands resting clumsily on the floor. When Bert finished releasing the bindings around her waist and ankles, he ordered her to get off the bench and position herself on the floor. But she was too weak and nauseated to move. 

Bert said, “I’m gonna do you a favor, lady, and get you some water. Then you’re gonna position that ass like I told you.”

When he returned, he helped raise her to a sitting position on the bench and handed her a small paper cup of water. Annabelle sipped it tentatively, wondering what drug he might have put in it, but her thirst was so great, she swallowed the rest of it in one gulp. Bert took the cup from her hand and tossed a small towel into her lap. 

“Wipe the sweat off your face, and let’s go.”

The fear, cold water and her sweat-covered body caused a chill to run through her. Bert firmly took her arm and pulled her off the bench and onto the floor. For a moment, it appeared as if she was going to be allowed to lie there and compose herself. But the strap landed on her hip again. She screamed and sat up, trying to scoot away from the pain. Bert landed another lash, one that hit her square across the top of the thigh. 

Annabelle screamed, “Okay, okay, okay! I’m moving, see? I’m doing it! Tell me what to do, I swear!”

“Well, now that’s another thing, bitch. I’m not gonna give you your orders over and over and over again. I tell you to jump, you ask how high. Get on your hands and knees like a dog and stay that way!”

“I’m doing it,” she gasped. “I’m doing it.”

Annabelle was now positioned on all fours, wanting to do anything she could to avoid the strap. But Bert landed another one across both ass cheeks. Annabelle fell forward onto her stomach.

“That’s for makin’ us wait. Now if you don’t get back inta’ position — ’’

“I am, I am!” Annabelle wailed, pushing herself back up to her hands and knees.

It was the director who finally spoke. “Good girl. Now spread those knees wide so we can get this contraption between your legs and the dildo in your twat, honey.”

Annabelle began to cry quietly, but did as she was told. It felt as if she held the position for ten humiliating minutes before they got the machine properly set up. She was ordered to arch her back a little—no, that was too much— scoot back, move to the side, spread her legs more, arch just a little less, lift her head—higher, a little higher, baby— until she, the dildo and the machine were positioned where they wanted them.

“Now howdaya’ work this new one?” Bert said.

“Haven’t got all day,” the director said. “Just turn it on. Look, like this.”

The machine clicked and began a rapid pulsing, hitting against Annabelle’s pussy so hard and fast, it made her jump and pull away. A chorus of moans arose.

“Bitch! Now you’ve moved out of position!”

“Christ, and I had everything perfect!”

“Fuckin’ model! Like you’ve never taken a big one in your pussy before. Yeah, right!”

Annabelle heard real anger in their voices this time.

“Someone secure her, for chrissakes. We’re never going to get this done.”

Bert swore under his breath, and Annabelle feared she was going to feel the strap again. She tried to position herself exactly as she felt she was before. Bert straddled her body and bent over her, showing her what appeared to be a black horse-type bit.

“Open up,” he ordered.

When Annabelle hesitated, he grabbed her ponytail and jerked her head back. Her mouth involuntarily dropped open to register the pain and surprise, and Bert had no trouble placing the black, rubbery bar between her teeth. He pulled hard on the straps and fastened them securely at the back of her head. Annabelle grunted, trying to position her tongue around the device, already wondering how to manage her saliva, which she couldn’t seem to swallow properly. She didn’t see how this was going to help her hold her position, but her confusion was addressed soon enough. Bert crouched in front of her, holding a shiny, silver bar with black bands on each end. He roughly took one of her wrists and locked the cuff around it. When he positioned her other wrist, she saw that her arms would be fully immobilized. Someone was behind her, already fastening a cuff to her left ankle. Then her right knee was roughly shoved, forcing her legs farther apart, so her right ankle could be cuffed to the bar. Bert was again crouched in front of her with what looked to be a black neck brace. He fitted it around her neck and snapped it into place. Annabelle’s neck was forced into a raised, extended position, and she found she was unable to move her head much at all. The strain it caused was already beginning to bother her.

“This is taking way too fucking long,” she heard the director yell from somewhere behind her. “Get the machine and the bitch positioned again and let’s go!”

It took another five minutes or so for the men to get everything the way they wanted it for the photos. Annabelle tried to swallow with the bit in place, but found it was easier to just drool. She secretly hoped it would further delay their preparations, but found she had no such luck. 

The dreaded, rubbery tip of the dildo was against her vagina, and she tensed as she heard the machine click on. Again, there were angry voices as someone couldn’t get the machine at the angle they wanted. The machine was turned off and Annabelle was ordered to rear back her ass enough to get the head of the dildo properly inserted within her. She could feel the impatience in the room and the men’s heated curiosity at seeing her take it inside on her own. When she hesitated, Bert picked up the strap that was still laying on the floor in front of her and waved it in front of her face. Annabelle obeyed, and dropped her hips back toward the machine. When the tip met the lips of her vagina, she began to sob, and pushed against it.

“Good girl! Hold it right there!”

She heard and felt the machine being moved toward her slightly, and the dildo entered a few inches into her pussy. Just as she adjusted to the cold, rubbery sensation, the machine was clicked on and the men made whooping noises as the machine began its fucking motion. Bert seemed to sense her panicked need to jerk her body away from the intrusion, and he stepped forward a few inches and locked her head between his knees.

“Uh-uh,” he said to her, menacingly. “Uh-uh.”

Annabelle cried silently and held still, praying that the catcalls would stop and the men would finally shut up. But she knew all eyes were on her now, and the embarrassment felt like more than she could bear. 

“How fast does this thing go, anyway?” someone asked. “Is it like a turbo model or something?”

“Turbo? You stupid fuck. They don’t make ‘em turbo.”

“Well, I bet ya’ it’s got a lot of speeds, right?”

Annabelle’s eyes grew wide as she tried to assess what the men were doing behind her. Bert tightened the grip of his knees at each side of her head. The dildo shifted speeds as the men played around with the knobs, and Annabelle endured a painful and rapid thrusting in her pussy. She wasn’t lubricated enough to take in something this big, and her clenched muscles only made matters worse. The dildo rammed in and out of her vagina at such a rapid-fire pace, she was afraid of making the slightest movement, for fear she’d be injured.

“Everyone move away!” she heard the director yell.

Bert released her head from between his knees and moved several feet away from her. His expression of warning made her fight to keep her position. Annabelle heard the whir of the camera as it clicked away on the automatic setting. The thought of so many pictures being taken of her in such a compromising position further disgusted her. She knew there was no telling who might get their hands on the shots, and from the sound of the camera, there were going to be hundreds of photos available of her being fucked by a machine. 

“Smile, Angelina!” she heard a voice call out.

Laughter erupted throughout the room.

“Okay, everyone, let me check the shots, and then we’ll move her to the beaver table.”

“What’s that?” someone asked.

“On her back,” a voice near Annabelle responded. “Knees up and spread wide. Wide-open beaver shot, basically.”

“Can’t wait for this one,” a voice responded.

“Yeah, you ‘n me both, kid.”

“Then what happens?”

“She’s gonna get fucked by the machine again, but we shoot from the front. Wide shot, then slow dissolve to her pussy.”

“Okay, guys,” the director called out. Shots look good. Keep the bit in her mouth and get her on the table. Guys, help Bert. This bitch isn’t going to delay every shot like she did the last one.”

Bert removed the collar from Annabelle’s neck, and set about unfastening the restraints around her wrists and ankles. She tried to form words around the rubbery bar that remained in her mouth.

“What you sayin’? Speak up.”

She tried again, and placed her palm against her lower abdomen. Bert sighed and rolled his eyes. He roughly undid the strap that held the bit in place, pulled it out from between her teeth, and waited impatiently for her to speak. Annabelle swallowed, and wiped the drool from her chin. Her voice was raspy and uneven.

“I have to pee. Please. I have to …”

Her eyes searched the far wall for what might be a bathroom, hoping against hope they weren’t going to make her use a bucket— or worse, film her while she peed in it. The bit was inserted back into her mouth and Bert fastened it behind her head even tighter than before. She did nothing to resist its insertion, fearing what might happen to her teeth. Bert took her firmly by the arm and pulled her to her feet. 

“This way.”

He all but dragged her to the far wall to a metal door with peeling paint. He removed the key ring from his pocket and fumbled with one hand, never releasing his grip on Annabelle’s arm. There were two locks, she noted, both requiring a different key. Bert pushed the door open and shoved Annabelle into the darkness, then reached around and flipped the light on. The door slammed, then locked twice behind her. She did a quick survey of her surroundings. It was an actual bathroom, complete with a toilet, shower, sink and mirror, although lighting equipment took up much of the space. Annabelle caught sight of her reflection. She gasped at her appearance and began to cry, but no matter how terrible she looked on the outside, it hardly compared to the inner depth of despair. And the bit in her mouth… she looked like a freak…an animal…chattel. She felt the back of her head to see how the straps were secured, but she didn’t dare remove the device.

She tentatively tested the spigots at the sink and found both to be working. She splashed water on her face over and over, until Bert started banging on the door, yelling for her to hurry it up.

“Hold on!” she called out, but her words were garbled.

She tore tissue off the roll that sat on the top of the tank, and she placed long strips on the toilet seat. She dropped down onto the seat and started to pee, never taking her eyes off the door. She tried to speed up her flow, hating the thought of Bert opening the door and watching her. And the disgusting slime bags out there would probably stop what they were doing and want to watch too. When she finished, she turned on the spigots at the sink and repeatedly splashed her face, ignoring the bit, until she heard Bert’s key in the locks. She stole one last look at her appearance before he entered, and knew she’d never feel clean again. 


Chapter Four

Annabelle was on her back with her knees forced wide open. She’d walked uncertainly where Bert led her after leaving the bathroom, but when she saw the stirrups being engaged at the end of the table, complete with heavy black straps and buckles, she panicked and began struggling with every ounce of strength she had left. It had taken four men to get her on the table and secure her. Her feet were forced into the stirrups and the straps were secured around her ankles. Her wrists were secured to something behind her head. Bert had used a lever to keep pulling them farther and farther back behind her until her body was extended and taut. She screamed and thrashed about enough to harm herself, but she no longer cared.

“Bert! Do something! Chick’s gonna have a coronary!”

Annabelle was screaming herself hoarse. She started a repetitive motion of slamming the back of her head down on the padded exam table. Bert rushed over with the wide, black collar and forced it around her neck. Her head movement was restrained by it, so she started slamming her butt down on the table over and over.

“So that’s the way it’s gonna be, is it,” Bert said, but for the first time, Annabelle saw alarm in his eyes.

Straps were pulled up from the sides of the table and were secured so tightly around her waist, there was hardly a part of her body she could move any longer. Annabelle continued to rage against her immobilization and what she feared they were going to do to her. Being entirely powerless against them caused something within her psyche to shift. As she continued screaming, the neck brace allowed her to only look directly above. The stained and filthy ceiling tiles brought on an unspeakable sadness. She was positive she was going to die in this place. Maybe not today, maybe not tomorrow, but she would die in this filthy, evil building. She now viewed her surroundings as her tomb. 

After completely exhausting herself with screaming and flailing, she stopped struggling. She lay on the table, defeated, the only remaining signs of her fight were her pounding heart and heaving chest. 

Someone called out, “Anyone get that on film?”

* * *

The fucking machine had been used on her again, and it was no surprise when the men wanted to play around with the speed controls after the shots were taken. Annabelle clenched her teeth around the bit and endured being talked about as if she weren’t even there. She now knew what it felt like to be an animal, to be treated as if her existence was of no consequence. The men crowded between and around her legs, and with her pussy fully exposed to the crew, they discussed the mechanics of the machine and joked of how it could be set up to fuck a woman in the ass at the same time.

“Cool!” a voice said. “Can we try it on her?”

The director yelled at them, “Guys! I’m not going to tell you again. Stay the hell away from her asshole! Brad’s gonna do her ass for the video, and it’s gotta be tight and unstretched.”

“Brad’s our other model? Aw, man. That’s gonna hurt.”

The laughter that followed reminded her of high school boys. Annabelle had no more tears left, and lay staring at the ceiling, wondering who the hell Brad was, and maybe if he was already among the crew. Just when she thought it couldn’t get worse, as if photos weren’t enough, now she was going to be filmed while a stranger fucked her in the ass. She closed her eyes and shook her head slowly back and forth as a new level of despair settled in.

Annabelle’s restraints were unbuckled when the men finished having her fucked with the machine at full speed. She sat up slowly, rubbing her wrists and ankles, knowing already that there was no position that would be comfortable for her abused vagina and welted ass. She winced, and was grateful to see that no one was looking at her. Someone had brought in a huge, shallow box loaded with several bags of what smelled like hamburgers and French fries. She sat at the end of the table, staring dully at the box as the men left her and surrounded their lunch like vultures.

The director said, “Save some for our beauty queen here.” 

Annabelle watched as he fished around for a hamburger and fries, put them in an empty bag and brought them to her with a soft drink. She took the food gratefully, suddenly aware that she was ravenous. 

“Eat as much as you can, babe. Lots of shots left to do today.”

“Sir?” she asked, her voice wavering. “Then do I get to go home?”

“Hardly,” he said.

Annabelle started to cry.

“May I please at least have a robe or something?”

“We don’t exactly provide wardrobe here, hon.”

He turned to walk away, then stopped and looked around. He called out, “Hey, Bert! Give the lady her shirt back. I bet she’s cold.”

He looked back at her and winked. Annabelle mouthed a weak thank-you and started to unwrap her hamburger. But there was always something strange in the taste of food when eating while crying, she remembered. The burger had ketchup, which she particularly hated, but the fries were still hot and the drink was ice cold. Bert returned with her torn blouse and held it out to her, but she continued eating her hamburger, intentionally ignoring him. He grew impatient, then finally tossed the remains of the blouse to her.

It seemed as if all activity stopped, as if the air were sucked out of the room. Voices grew loud and there was even applause as a tall, muscular guy entered through the double doors. He looked to be in his early twenties—a college student, maybe. His biceps and chest muscles strained against his tight, black T-shirt, and his jeans looked as if he’d painted them on over high, hard, solid muscle. Annabelle’s gut tightened when she realized this was probably the man who was going to fuck her in the ass. 

Brad. It had to be the Brad they’d talked about. She watched him warily as he basked in the attention and went around shaking hands. What the hell? It seemed as if the guys in the studio were somehow in awe of him. His glance took her in for a moment, seemed to process something, and then moved to others in the room. The director put his arm around the guy’s shoulders and guided him away from the crew. Annabelle watched them as she finished her lunch, then quickly put on her torn blouse and held it tightly around her. She tensed as the director led Brad toward her.

“Here’s your leading lady, Brad. You two haven’t worked together before, I bet. This is Angelina, and you might say she was the sweet little surprise that showed up at our doorstep this morning.”

Annabelle glared at him when he added, “Believe me, Angelina’s had a few surprises this morning, too. Haven’t you, cupcake?”

Brad extended his hand and said, “I’m sure it will be a pleasure working with you, Angelina.”

Annabelle said, “That’s not my name.” 

She pulled her blouse tighter around her body, and looked away.

The director said, “She’s got a bit of an attitude problem, but I have a feeling that will change when she meets your attitude adjuster.”

“She’s not much of a talker,” the director added. “More of a screamer, really. Brad, grab a burger, then we’ll get started with the afternoon shoot.”

“Yeah, sure. Thanks, man,” Brad said.

Brad came closer and said amiably, “A screamer, huh? That’s going to make for some good scenes.”

Annabelle was going to beg him to help her escape, to call the police, to do anything at all, but Bert was approaching them. Annabelle shook her head in disgust. 

Brad looked confused, then shrugged and headed for the hamburgers.

Bert said, “Okay, sugar britches. Time to go in the stocks.” He snapped his fingers at her and said, “Move it. Lunch is over.” 

Annabelle looked around, not knowing what he meant. He took her arm and roughly pulled her off the exam table. Two men were rolling a heavy, black frame toward her, with holes cut out of a large panel at the top. 

“Lose the shirt. Now,” Bert said.

Annabelle hesitated, never before realizing the joy of the right to wear clothing and have personal privacy. Bert took hold of the collar of the blouse and tore the remaining shreds from her body.

“Last warning. I swear to god, bitch. I tell you to do somethin’, you do it.”

She looked at her feet and nodded.

“On your hands and knees behind this. Head through here, wrists through these by yer head.”

Annabelle moved into position as she thought he’d indicated. One of the men took her head and pushed it down so her neck was resting inside one of the open cut-outs, while another man quickly placed and held her wrists.

“Hold still,” she was told, “or you might get hurt.”

Annabelle heard a piece being dropped into place above her neck and she panicked as it clunked into position. She instinctively tried to pull away, but her head and hands couldn’t be freed. 

She cried out, “Please don’t keep me like this!”

But Bert was already in front of her, demanding that she open her mouth. Instead of the bit, he was forcing her to take something black and hard just inside her teeth. He pulled the straps tight and fastened them behind her head. All Annabelle could manage to do in protest was make growling noises around the apparatus, which was forcing her jaws wide apart. She felt around it with her tongue, and determined it was a hard circle, fully open in the center. Hands grabbed her ankles and strapped them in place. Annabelle knew it was the dreaded bar, one that would keep her from moving her legs at all. But this bar was longer, and her knees were forced wider apart.

The director called out, “Got the lighting?”

A man standing near her head called out, “Nope. Almost.”

“Well, move it,” the director said. “Brad! Need your talent over here!”

“Coming!” Brad said.

“Better not be yet. Stand in front of her and we’ll do the oral shots.”

When Brad appeared before her, Annabelle groaned. He wasn’t even fully erect, but he was huge. It was the thickest cock she’d ever seen, and if Annabelle thought she didn’t have any tears left, she found she was mistaken. Brad took his cock in his right hand and, holding a handful of Annabelle’s hair with his left, forced her head up and guided his way through the oral device and into her mouth. He began slowly pumping away, going farther and farther back into her mouth.

“Wet and warm, Angelina, wet and warm,” Brad said.

Annabelle could only make whining noises as he grew bigger inside her mouth. Straining her muscles in the stocks only caused painful cramping, as the bindings and spreader bar prevented any movement whatsoever except for writhing her hips in protest, which was of no help at all. 

Someone called out to the director that the set was ready for the shoot.

“Brad, how’s that attitude adjustor coming along?” the director asked.

“Ready, boss,” Brad said.

Brad stepped a few inches back from Annabelle and her eyes grew wide. He hadn’t even had his entire erection in her mouth. His cock looked inhumanly large to her, but she hoped it was just his nearness that made it look so big. 

“Okay,” the director said. “I like the thing you were doing with her hair. Let’s have you grab her hair like you were, and pull her head up.”

Brad took a handful of her hair and pulled hard, positioning her neck at a painful angle.

“Nope. Blocks the shot. Use your right hand.”

Annabelle moaned in relief as Brad let go, but he grabbed a handful of hair again, this time more forcefully. She let out a whining noise as he held her head firmly in place.

“Great. Looks great. Now just the head of your cock in her mouth. Good, good. And hold…”

The camera, set on automatic, began its incessant clicking, then suddenly stopped.

“Okay, hold it a second there while I check the shots.”

Annabelle’s neck was beginning to cramp, but Brad held her in position, and the head of his cock remained in her mouth.

“Looks great. Okay, now let’s shoot with you almost all the way in, buddy.”

Brad stepped a few inches closer and pushed far back into Annabelle’s mouth. Her eyes grew wide and she began to panic, thinking she was going to choke.

Brad said quietly, “Just relax and breathe around it, baby. Breathe around it.”

Annabelle tried to do so, praying that the incessant clicking of the camera would end soon.

“Got it. Looks good. Okay, now I need you all the way in, Brad.”

He pushed his cock all the way into her mouth and partially down her throat. The sounds coming from Annabelle came out as muffled screeching. Soon she felt she was suffocating and on the verge of passing out. Thrashing did her no good, and she was sure this was the way she was going to die, for Brad wouldn’t withdraw his cock and allow her to breathe. Just when she was sure she was going to lose consciousness, Brad was told he could withdraw. He slid out of her mouth and unclenched her hair. Annabelle desperately gasped for air, but if anyone in the studio was concerned, no one showed it. The device stayed in her mouth, and she remained shackled and in the stocks while she hacked and drooled. 

“We’re gonna shift to film now.”

“Just say when. I’ll be ready,” Brad said.

Annabelle gasped and panted, unable to spit out the saliva that threatened to choke her. She wailed as loud as she could around the O-ring in her mouth, hoping someone would translate it as desperation and maybe help her. But, as always, it was business as usual with the men, and they ignored her. Annabelle knew that if she was going to recover from this and survive what was in store for her from Brad, she was going to have to get a grip. She forced herself to relax her neck and let her head hang over, hoping the position would allow all the saliva from the back of her throat to dribble out onto the floor in front of her. 

“Give us a few to set it up, Brad. Start from off camera. She’s gonna be in the shot the whole time, waiting for you…quite obviously.”

Several of the men laughed at the director’s joke, and Annabelle averted her eyes when she saw few of them looking at her and smiling.

“Walk slowly toward her. Take your time getting to her—she’s not going anywhere— stop in front of her. Pause a little, then grab her hair, rub your dick around in her face before you start. You know the drill.”

“Like with the chick in the August shoot?” Brad asked.

“Like I can remember that many models ago,” the director said. 

Annabelle’s eyes widened. That many models ago. That many. Just how many kidnapped and raped models could be allowed to go free? Maybe they were drugged and could no longer remember. Annabelle was sure things didn’t end well for them Oh, to be drugged and have this nightmare just disappear. 

But Annabelle was sure that what the crew would care about—all they’d care about— was not getting caught. They’d make sure she didn’t remember all right, and if that meant erasing all traces of her, she had no doubt they’d do it. She’d been on enough photo shoots and around enough production equipment to know there was a lot of money backing this. It was far and above out of the league of an amateur operation; she could tell from the equipment alone.

“Okay, Angelina. All you have to do is wait there for Brad to come over and fuck your head. Brad, we want your cum all over her face. And do the thing with her hair again.” 

“You got it,” Brad said.

“By the way, our Greek friend wants this entire project to be non-con,” the director said.

“Well, that explains a lot,” Brad said, looking down at Annabelle. “How is the rich bastard?”

“Still filthy rich and still a bastard.” 

“I hear ya’,” Brad said.

Annabelle finally caught her breath just as the scene started. She couldn’t change position at all, there was no way to take the pressure off her knees, and her neck already hurt terribly. She wanted to collapse in exhaustion. And she now knew she was mistaken about the size of Brad’s cock; it truly was as big as she’d feared. Loud, acid-rock music was turned on, shutting out any noises in the studio. Brad started a slow walk toward her, his huge erection bouncing slightly with every step. She returned her focus to the floor, refusing to watch him. His feet soon appeared in her line of sight and her breathing quickened as she waited. His fist took a handful of hair and jerked her head back, making her mouth available. With his other hand, Brad rubbed the head of his cock around her mouth and back and forth on her chin. She made a few guttural protests, but couldn’t make herself heard over the music. Brad began slapping his dick against her cheek. She tried to twist her head away, but he only clutched her hair more tightly, causing her increased pain. She saw out of the corner of her eye that the camera was rolling closer and closer to them, no doubt focusing more and more on her face and Brad’s cock. She closed her eyes, wanting to deny them the satisfaction of causing her so much fear and disgust. She prayed that anyone seeing her would know she didn’t do any of this voluntarily. Maybe someone out there who saw the film would take pity on her. Maybe someone would even recognize her someday and tie her disappearance to the film. 

If I’m still alive… Oh, god, let me still be alive.

Brad continued to slap her face with his cock. When she thought she might scream with fury, he thrust far back into her mouth, cutting off her air. The camera moved in quickly. Annabelle’s eyes were wide open with panic. She twisted her neck, choking and gurgling, desperately trying to tear her hair from his grasp. He withdrew quickly and started slow, teasing probes to the middle of her tongue, then pulled out and smeared her spit over her cheeks and chin. Again he would probe teasingly into her mouth, then follow with several hard thrusts into her throat, choking her as he held his cock deep enough to prevent her from breathing. Like a drowning woman, Annabelle was gasping for air every time he withdrew. Her tongue twisted and writhed, trying to find a way to expel him, to allow air into her oxygen-starved lungs. She heard Brad yelling at her over the music to keep up what she was doing with her tongue, that it felt great.

His thrusts became rhythmic. He withdrew to the front of her mouth, then plunged deep. He withdrew and plunged. Annabelle was able to breathe deeply when he withdrew, until she lost the rhythm and felt herself beginning to choke again. And still he wouldn’t stop. Her knees gave way and her lower body went as limp as the spreader bar and stocks would allow. There was no more tension in her body as she ceded her will to the restraints, to Brad, to what was being done to her. All she wanted was enough air. 

She no longer felt entirely present in her body. Brad seemed to somehow sense this, and his strong and fast thrusts into her throat started in earnest. His grip on her hair tightened and he angled her head to allow him even greater depth. When he withdrew, he grabbed his cock with his free hand and shot his cum first on her face, then aimed at the center of the O-ring, depositing it on her tongue. Still shooting cum, he again rammed to the back of her mouth, finishing his final few spurts deep into her throat. He held himself there, and Annabelle knew by the feel of her lips against his body that his entire cock was in her mouth and extending down into her throat. She had given up the fight to breathe, feeling herself drifting…drifting…drifting.

The music continued, and the grating sound of heavy-metal guitars was accompanied by cheers and applause. Annabelle recognized the sounds of some of the voices, but couldn’t understand how she’d ended up at a rock concert with thousands of people applauding for her. The sound was confusing; she wondered if she was on stage. Strong hands were all over her body. Let me rest. Just let me rest. I’m falling through the floor. She heard clicks and snaps as her arms and legs gave in to a wonderful feeling of heaviness. She felt herself lifted…transported…floating to something, somewhere…and then found herself dropping onto a hard surface. Something was slipped out of her mouth, making her jaw ache. She felt herself drifting off to sleep. Turn off the music so I can sleep. And she was warm. So wonderfully warm. 


Chapter Five

Annabelle awoke and blinked against the harsh light. She found herself in the bathroom again, and a mat and blanket had been provided for her. She was naked under the covering, and was grateful there were no men around her, no eyes upon her. 

She sat up with a start when she realized there was silence outside the door. She crawled a few feet, placed her ear against the cold metal and heard nothing. She tried the knob and found she couldn’t even turn it. Then she remembered there were two deadbolts, and both locked from the outside. 

“Hello?” she cried out. 

She banged on the door with her palms. No response. 

“Anyone? Is anyone there? Hello! Help me! Can you hear me?” she yelled at the ceiling, hoping there were other tenants. 

She hadn’t paid attention to how many floors there were in the building when she saw it from the street that morning, but figured there probably weren’t more than three at the most, and she recalled the sign saying the photo shoot was on the second floor.

There was an air vent above the toilet. Annabelle stepped up on the toilet seat and called out to the grille that covered the vent. Her cries were met with silence. She banged her fists against the wall, only stopping to call out again for help. She resumed her pounding, then called out again. Nothing.

The ceiling above her was made of stained and mildewed Styrofoam-looking tiles. Annabelle tried to jump to reach one, but lost her balance, almost falling on top of the sink. She stepped up gingerly onto the back of the toilet, knowing she was in for some serious hurt should the porcelain break underneath her feet. She wasn’t tall enough to reach the ceiling. There was still camera equipment in the bathroom with her, and she surveyed what she might use to dislodge a ceiling tile. She stepped down from the back of the toilet and picked up one of the tripods, finding it surprisingly heavy. She stepped back on the toilet seat and hoisted the tripod toward the ceiling, trying to direct it to the corner of a tile. Her arms grew sore almost immediately from trying to achieve a perfect aim, so she hoisted the tripod, trying to muster enough strength to hit a tile, any tile. When the one almost directly above her head finally gave way, a mass of furry, rotted-looking animal came down from the ceiling with it. Annabelle screamed and jumped off the toilet seat, plastering her back against the door and screeching with disgust. 

The dead animal lay on its back on top of Annabelle’s blanket, claws stretched upward and mouth fully open as if begging for help. Annabelle burst into tears and lowered herself slowly to the floor, knowing exactly how the poor creature must have felt. She pictured it trapped in the ceiling, confused and scared, and wondered how long it took for the animal to know its plight was hopeless. And Annabelle cried harder at the thought, wondering if she would find herself back in this bathroom prison again tomorrow, or maybe tomorrow would be her last day alive. She wondered how long it took the creature to give up hope, if creatures did that sort of thing. When Annabelle stepped onto the toilet seat again and looked above her head, she saw nothing but complete darkness in the area the ceiling tiles had once concealed. She called out for help into the empty space until she grew hoarse.

* * *

She had no idea what time it was when the locks clicked and the lights came on. She sat up in a panic when she remembered she had fallen asleep without making the slightest attempt to replace the ceiling tile pieces. They lay between the toilet and the small shower, providing cover for her rotted cellmate. 

Bert started barking orders at her as usual, instructing her to shower and wash her hair. He lobbed travel-sized samples of soap and shampoo, which landed somewhere behind her. A towel and a small, narrow box dropped into her lap. 

As Annabelle picked it up to read the label, Bert said, “Yer gettin’ it in the ass this morning. Got it?” 

The box held an enema. Annabelle looked at Bert with disgust and shook her head slowly, then more and more vehemently as she pictured what the morning had in store for her.

“Girlie, you can shake that pretty little head all you want, but you cain’t change nuthin’. The owner uh this project paid for plenty of anal from you, and that means you gonna take it up that little ass.”

Annabelle could only stare at him with disbelief.

“Now, you tell me you understand what yer gonna do with that there box.”

Annabelle’s mouth dropped open slightly as she was about to speak, but she found she had no words. 

“Tell me. Say it,” Bert commanded.

The director’s voice called out from somewhere in the studio. “Bert! What’s up with the princess?”

“Jes fuckin’ around and wastin’ time as always!” Bert said, never taking his eyes off Annabelle.

“Then put her on the cross. Makes for some good shots. Just don’t break the skin, I’m fucking warning you!”

Bert’s angry expression turned to one of pleasure. 

“Oh, yeah. The cross. You think you felt pain before,” he said, looking down at Annabelle.

The steps he took toward her happened so quickly, she had no time to try to defend herself. She was on her feet and being dragged by the arm across the studio before she had time to process what was happening. Countless hands were all over her body after she was brought to a halt in front of a waist-high, wooden apparatus shaped like an X. There was a small area of black, leather padding in the center, and Annabelle was roughly lifted and positioned face down so her hips rested on the raised area. Her wrists and ankles were spread wide, fastened at the ends of the four arms that made the X. Someone began turning a lever that forced her legs farther and farther apart, while another lever was pumped to raise her hips high. Annabelle couldn’t stop screaming, and the forced adjustments of her body seemed far more humiliating than what she’d already endured. The director was circling her, clicking away on his camera, his mouth forming a pleased smile as the camera clicked away hundreds of shots of her. The more she screamed and tried to escape her restraints, the bigger his smile beneath the camera.

“You won’t ‘er gagged, boss?” Bert asked.

“Nope,” the director said. “In fact, we’re gonna’ film her like this, noise and all.”

“Okay, got the shots,” the director said, lowering the camera. “Ready to film?”

“Ready!” someone called out.

Annabelle was raging against the new humiliation, straining as hard as she could to break free of her bindings. The wooden X she was bound to was on wheels, and someone rotated her so her ass was pointed toward the main camera. 

“Move in for close-up!”

Annabelle screamed when she realized they were filming her elevated pussy and exposed asshole. She strained even harder, wanting nothing more to hide herself from such an appalling intrusion of her most intimate parts. She tried to tighten her ass cheeks, to do anything at all to hide herself from the camera. The more she struggled, the more the crew whooped and made catcalls while watching her. And just when she felt she had almost tired herself entirely from the struggle, white fire landed across both butt cheeks and she screamed in horror as the blows were dealt with such speed and force, she thought she would lose consciousness from the pain. A camera rolled in and stopped in front of her, going for a close-up of her face and the agony it no doubt showed. Annabelle wanted nothing more than to deny them, but when the strap being used on her was replaced by what felt like a whip, Annabelle began to shriek, screaming at him to please stop, stop, stop, and she’d do anything they wanted if only…

The whipping stopped. Annabelle’s breath was heaving and sweat had erupted all over her face. But the temporary pause in her torture ended moments later when what felt like a long, thin, wooden paddle was being used on her. She could tell by the rhythm and the pain it brought that whomever was wielding it was using a massive wind-up before connecting with her skin. Again she was screaming and begging, promising to do anything they wanted if they would please just please stop. Near collapse, she swore she would obey them, but please just stop. She continued to scream her pleading, and still the implement of punishment was changed yet again, to something that felt like a cord, and was used until Annabelle had no more fight left in her. She was limp, entirely spent, and sweating under the hot lights when the beating finally ended. The crew applauded, and a few voices shouted for an encore.

Bert gave her no time to rest, the crotch of his pants appearing in front of her face before he addressed her. 

“Now. What are you going to do with that box I gave you in the bathroom?”

“Use it,” she moaned.

“Say it again,” he ordered.

“I use it,” she said, barely able to form the words.

Bert started undoing the restraints as he spoke.

“Das right, bitch. And shower and wash yer hair.”

Bert slapped her ass hard before helping her off the cross. Annabelle cried out, then weakly stumbled to the bathroom and shut the door behind her. It opened immediately.

“And ‘bout the ceiling. You think yer the only one who tried that, stupid bitch?”

The door slammed and the locks clicked twice behind her. Fighting the urge to vomit from hunger, pain and dread, she bent over and picked up the box. She took hold of the edge of the sink to steady herself and began reading the directions. 

“Ten minutes. You got ten,” Bert called out through the door.

* * *

Annabelle wrapped herself in a towel before emerging from the bathroom. Although the material was terribly abrasive against the abused skin of her ass, even a single minute’s opportunity to shield her body from the leers of the men was becoming more and more precious. They ignored her entry into the room, too involved in a feeding frenzy where several boxes of food rested on tables. The smell of bacon made Annabelle’s stomach growl. She hadn’t eaten since lunchtime the day before, and had only had water from the bathroom sink to drink. She searched for the director, as he’d been the one to make sure the crew had saved her something to eat yesterday, but couldn’t see him in the group of men.

Bert turned and studied her for a moment. He broke away from the group, and with his characteristic powerful stride was crossing the room and standing before her all too soon, ready to make her life hell. Annabelle didn’t think it was possible to hate him more today than she did yesterday. 

She realized how truly possible that was when he said, “You eat after the shoot. A little motivation for you.”

“Even just a cup of coffee — ’’

“Nuthin’ ‘til the shoot’s done.”

Annabelle saw over his shoulder that Brad was approaching. His blithe manner disgusted her, especially after raping her mouth the day before. And to be so callous as to make her pass out from lack of oxygen. She made no effort to disguise the hatred in her eyes.

“Big scene this morning,” Brad said. “You experienced with anal? I’m told I’m a lot to take,” he said, smiling.

Annabelle didn’t know which man she hated more. 

“I don’t have experience with rape, if that’s what you mean. So if you could just break away from your fucking ego for a second, call the police and put an end to — ’’

“Ain’t nobody callin’ the police, lady,” Bert said. “Ain’t nobody — ’’

“Ain’t nobody? Really?” Annabelle said, her voice rising. “What the fuck does ain’t nobody even mean, you uneducated piece of — ’’

She had no chance to block the backhand that landed squarely on her left cheek, snapping her head so hard and so far to the right that she saw stars. She collapsed to the floor, her palm covering the stinging pain that made her nose run and her eyes burn with tears. If ever she knew that Bert would have no problem killing her, she knew it at that moment. And also in that moment she knew that Brad had witnessed this treatment of models before. 

Brad and Bert remained still in front of her for a long while, as if waiting to make sure the lesson was entirely absorbed. 

“Brad, when you ass-fuck this bitch, you give it to her hard. You got me?”

“You got it,” Brad said.

“Make it last.”

“I’ll give her the special treatment, all right,” Brad said.

There was an ominous pause as Annabelle cowered in pain on the floor.

“Make it hurt. Our Greek friend likes to see bitches bein’ broken.”

* * *

Annabelle remained on the floor while the usual noise and conversation continued around her. The crew was preparing equipment and lighting for the upcoming shoot, and were as always oblivious to her presence until they were ready to abuse her. She tentatively pressed her hand to her cheek, then looked at her palm, checking to see if there was blood. She pulled out the small corner of towel secured between her breasts, wiped her eyes with it, and then tucked the corner back in place, wanting to remain covered for as long as possible. 

She only watched the various shoes moving back and forth around her, not wanting to raise her gaze high enough to meet anyone’s eye. She was anticipating humiliation and pain beyond what she thought she could bear, and any moment left alone to herself, with no one watching her, and no one touching her, and no one... oh god, it was going to be anal. She felt a surge of adrenaline and the resulting acrid taste in her mouth, knowing what awaited her was going to be beyond painful.

“C’mon, you stuck-up bitch.”

Bert’s shoes and black jeans appeared in front of her. She looked up at him in fear. Before she had time to push herself to her feet, Bert grabbed her arm and pulled her toward him. As she struggled to gain her balance, he tore the towel away from her body and dragged her several feet to the filming area. 

“On your hands and knees. Face me,” he said.

Annabelle slowly lowered herself into position. Bert snapped the wide collar around her neck, then left for a moment and came back with a spreader bar for her wrists. He took a long, curved, shiny object from his pocket, but Annabelle couldn’t see what he did with it, as the overly wide collar kept her from moving her head more than a few inches in any direction. Judging from the jangling sounds, metal objects were being placed on the floor behind her. Although every fiber of her being told her to try to escape, she remained still, knowing Bert would have no problem whatsoever with beating her again.

Just get it over with. Just let me get through this. Just let me get through this, and let me get through it alive. Please.

The director called out, “Ready on the set?” and several voices answered to let him know they were prepared to start. 

Bert quickly locked her wrists into the bands attached to the bar on the floor in front of her.

“Quiet on the set!”

Brad crossed her field of vision, then positioned himself behind her, between her legs, and worked to attach something to the back of her collar. One of the cameras rolled out of her peripheral vision, while another rolled in front of her, then moved closer and closer to her face.

Oh my god, it’s starting. Please help me. Help me.

“Roll ‘em!” the director said.

“Don’t do this!” Annabelle screamed.

Brad began by stroking her ass, gently caressing her hips, then alternating with firm squeezes of her flesh. His palms moved up and down the backs of her thighs, then resumed stroking her butt, which was horribly raw and burning from the strap, paddle and whip used on her earlier. Annabelle’s entire body tensed as Brad’s thumbs moved between the cheeks of her ass, spreading them painfully wide, no doubt to expose her anus to the camera. Annabelle cursed, and lunged forward. Brad grabbed the chain attached to the back of her collar and jerked her back into position. Her head was forced so far back, she could see little else but the ceiling.

Brad smeared gel between her ass cheeks, then rolled something cold and metallic around and around her anus. He pushed hard to force entry past her sphincter. She clenched her muscles, but Brad only shoved harder to get the object past her resistance and deep inside her. She raged and tried to lunge away from the intrusion, but found that whatever he’d inserted in her anus moved in response to what she did with her head. All she could figure was that Brad had attached one end of the chain to the back of her collar, and the other to what he’d inserted in her ass. She kept her head perfectly still and tried to quiet her urge to squirm away from Brad’s touch, sensing that anything more than the slightest movement could cause her physical damage.

“That’s my girl,” Brad said. “That anal hook’s your new babysitter,” he said, stroking her hips.

She remained frozen in place as Brad continued the infuriating stroking of her ass.

“That’s right, baby. You’re not going anywhere,” Brad said. “Not ‘til I say you are.”

His finger made slow, massaging circles around her anus, occasionally making small presses against the anal hook, shifting it back and forth inside her. Brad laughed quietly as she growled in protest. 

His thumbs pressed her cheeks apart and resumed their slow massage of her hole. Brad continued to talk quietly to Annabelle as he gently played with the opening she knew he would soon brutally violate.

Brad’s voice was a taunting whisper. “That’s it. Just go with it. There’s no way to escape, Angelina.”

Annabelle whined and tried to hold still. 

“You’re going to learn a new skill today,” he said. “You’re going to take in a cock that’s far too big to fit in your ass.”

Annabelle whimpered, and tears began running down her face. Brad continued playing with her anus, and slipped a finger just inside, manipulating the metal object to move back and forth within her. She snarled in pained protest, fighting the urge to wrest her hips out of his grasp. Brad withdrew his finger, then Annabelle felt a belt of sorts being tightly fastened around her waist. The anal hook was rapidly withdrawn from her ass, causing her to cry out with surprise and relief, but the chain at the back of her neck was then adjusted and fastened to the belt, ensuring that her head remained up and her neck stayed in the same uncomfortably angled position. She heard a clunk of metal on the floor behind her, and when Brad took an ankle in hand and wrapped a strap around it, she knew her legs were going to be forced wide apart and held in place with the dreaded spreader bar. And still Brad returned to stroking her anus with his thumbs and saying things she knew were designed purely to scare her and show who was in control.

“You ready for me, baby? You ready to learn your lesson?”

Annabelle refused to answer. Brad slapped her hard on the hip. 

She could hear the smile in his voice when he asked again,” You ready for me, baby? Tell me you’re ready to learn now.”

Annabelle began to cry, her sobs coming out as growls due to the position of her head.

“Good girl. Now hold still for Daddy.”

Annabelle screamed in fury at his words, but was then paralyzed with pain when he rammed dry, rough fingers past her sphincter. The camera rolled in closer to her face. Brad withdrew his fingers and slapped her ass again. Annabelle tried to catch her breath, but the stinging in her sphincter was like nothing she’d ever experienced. It was a pain she wanted to lurch away from, but Brad held her hips firmly in his hands, and her wrists and ankles were held far apart and in place with spreader bars.

Annabelle made pained moaning noises, and pleaded for Brad to stop.

“Stop? I haven’t even started on you, baby. You’re going to learn a lesson today.”

“I’ve learned my lesson!” she said through clenched teeth. “I’ll do better, I promise!” 

“You sure will, baby. Daddy’s gonna teach you good today.”

Brad teased her anus with her fingers again, sliding the tips round and round the silky opening, then forcing them deep inside her with one stroke. Annabelle felt as if her eyes were bulging out of her head; her body was straining so hard to escape the violation. Brad then started fast thrusts, but not going past the strained band of her sphincter. Annabelle thought she might vomit from the excruciating, stinging-fire pain. 

“Beg your daddy to let you take his huge cock up your ass, Angelina.”

Annabelle continued to make animal-like, wailing sounds while her asshole was being abraded and forced open by his dry fingers. 

“Come on, baby. Beg Daddy to teach you how to take his big, thick cock in your ass, and maybe he’ll go easy on you.”

Annabelle raged, and tried with all her strength to press her head forward and break whatever linked her neck to her waist. She clenched her teeth and gave it every ounce of strength she could, screaming through her effort. She let her head rest for a moment back in the restrained position, then tried again to break free of the binding by forcing her head forward. It was pointless; in fact, she felt as if she was going to injure herself, she was straining so hard.

“Well, if you don’t want me to go easier,” Brad said, withdrawing his fingers.

“I do, I do,” Annabelle gasped. “Please. Don’t hurt me anymore!”

“What did you say?” Brad said loudly, taunting her.

Annabelle said, “I do! Please stop hurting me!”

Brad patted Annabelle’s ass almost absent-mindedly. The camera backed away from her face, and she heard the other camera rolling to another position somewhere behind her. 

She knew Brad wasn’t planning to go easy on her at all; he no doubt wanted the big scene and he wanted the money. Brad inserted what felt like only one finger this time, and started an excruciatingly slow insertion and withdrawal from her asshole. On and on he went, while the camera moved closer to Annabelle’s face the longer Brad toyed with her. Annabelle wailed to the ceiling, begging for the humiliation to end. Brad finally withdrew his finger and took her hips painfully in his grasp. He slid the tip of his thick cock around the outside of her anus, then pressed firmly, but not penetrating past the initial resistance of her clenched muscle. It was as if he knew exactly how far he could go to cause increased fear, but delay the agony. He withdrew, then pressed again, harder this time. Annabelle took a deep breath and held it in anticipation, her eyes held tightly shut, sure that Brad was going to thrust all the way in this time. But Brad quickly withdrew, slapped her hard on the ass and used her hips as leverage to help himself stand.

Her instincts told her to escape what was coming, to save herself from further injury, but her need for self-protection was at infuriating odds with the reality of her restraints. Brad was now standing in front of her, watching her intently. With her neck still restrained so far back, when she opened her eyes she was forced to look at him as he stood in front of her. His arrogant expression sickened her. She had never hated anyone as much in her entire life. 

“We have a long way to go, baby. So let’s just do it this way for a while,” he said.

He held the O-ring in front of her face and ordered her to open her mouth. Annabelle obeyed, hating herself, but knew that resisting these men would get her nowhere. Resistance would get her beaten again, or worse.

“That’s Daddy’s girl,” he said, securing the straps at the back of her head.

Annabelle tried to shake her head back and forth at the thought. Brad lowered himself to both knees and took a fistful of her hair with his right hand. With the other, he held her chin almost gently. Annabelle tried to wrest her head out of his hands but could only screech her protests as Brad inserted his cock to the back of her throat. 

“Make sure my dick is nice and clean for your ass,” he ordered.

Annabelle winced with disgust. Moments ago, the head of his dick had been forced into her asshole. She tried to plead with her eyes and was trying to say no, no, no around his cock, but every movement and every sound was made impossible by what restrained her body and silenced her voice. Brad made a few quick, deep thrusts into her throat and then withdrew. 

“How’s that tight little ass of yours?” he asked. “Hurt yet?”

Annabelle shut her eyes and shook her head in misery and helplessness. 

“That’s nothing, believe me. What ‘til I really fuck your ass,” Brad said. 

Brad continued to slide his cock in and out of her mouth. She knew when he took hold of the back of her head with both hands, he was going to press so far back in her throat it would cut off her oxygen. She took deep breaths, held them, and tried not to panic. He went on and on with the use of her mouth, never seeming to tire or come any closer to coming. Annabelle could think of little else but that the worst still awaited her. The longer Brad delayed, the more she feared him. 

“Well, let’s get on with it,” he finally said, rising to his feet. 

He bent down and removed the gag from her mouth, saying, “We all want to hear you scream.” 

Annabelle moaned as Brad repositioned himself on his knees behind her. 

“Do you think your ass is ready for me? Do you? I guess that’s a no. Don’t worry…you’ll be able to take in anybody when I finish with you.”

Annabelle could bear no more. She screamed for anyone in the studio to please free her, to please call the police, to please just let her go home. She promised not to tell anyone. She’d do anything…anything…anything… they wanted, if only someone would please just help her. Her desperate cries were met with silence. The only sounds she heard were the rolling cameras moving about behind her. 

“Just do what you have to do!” she yelled.

“You really want that?” Brad asked.

“Just do it! Get it over with!” she raged.

The director yelled, “Cut!”

Annabelle had never been so relieved to hear any word spoken in her life.

The director called out, “Okay, the inventory list shows we’ve got two benches here. What’s the difference?”

There was a pause, then someone said in a loud voice, “They sent an extreme punishment bench and then…let’s see…this one’s just called the punishment bench.”

“What’s the fucking difference?” the director bellowed.

“It says, ‘With this punishment bench you can put your sub in doggie position, lock her in and have her ready to receive any and all things you have prepared. Place your sub over the waist bar, bend her over, then— “

“Asshole, I’m not going to ask you again. What’s the fucking difference in the benches?”

“Um…”

“Give me that,” the director said.

Annabelle heard him rustling through papers, knowing he would surely choose whichever bench was the most humiliating for her, and the one that would allow Brad to cause her the most pain.

“Okay, got it. See this, bozo?” the director said. 

Annabelle heard him shaking papers back and forth. 

“The extreme one’s got a way to lock her head in place. Do it.”

The crew member continued reading. “Oh, yeah. I see. It says they can place their forearms and knees on the comfortable leather padding. Secure the submissive…” 

He paused and called out, “Hey, that’s you, Angelina!” then continued reading the product description. 

Several crewmembers laughed, enjoying the speech. 

“Secure the submissive to the bench by locking her wrists and ankles with the powder-coated steel cuffs.”

“Ooooh, powder-coated!” someone called out.

“To ensure she doesn’t move, use the nylon straps on the leather pads to keep her fully strapped. Take out your favorite flogger or whip and go to work on her waiting ass.”

“No more whipping today!” the director said. “Bert already messed up her ass this morning.”

The crew member continued reading. “Maybe you’ll want to have a little doggie-style intercourse with your submissive. Pull on your submissive’s hair and ask if she’s enjoying it.”

“Hey Brad!” the director called out. “I like that. Pull on her hair and ask if she’s enjoying it.”

“You got it, boss,” Brad said.

The director said, “Ernie, are you really reading that, or just making it up as you go along?”

“Really, man. It’s what the product description says.”

“A regular Shakespeare you are. Since you now know so much about the equipment, why don’t you get our model locked into it? Capiche?”

“Huh?”

“I said capiche. Don’t you even know…forget it.”

Several men approached Annabelle at the same time. The collar, the band around her waist and the spreader bars were all unlocked and removed with efficient speed. A black metal bench was rolled toward her, and she saw with dismay that it was as the crew member had described. She knew what was happening now: they were preparing her for the final scene. They would position her for the ass-rape, making sure her body was entirely immobilized and her asshole was completely available for Brad. And she knew that no matter what he did, no one in the room was going to help her. 

“Please don’t do this,” Annabelle pleaded. “Please don’t.”

She looked at each face to try to make eye contact, and continued to beg them to help her, to please let her go, to please call the police. Instead, Annabelle was lifted and her waist was positioned on a raised, padded area in the center of the metal bars. Men held her ankles tightly while her wrists were cuffed and additional straps were looped around her forearms. Wide bands were pulled up from underneath the bench and secured around her waist. Her ankles were forced wide apart and secured tightly, while another set of straps was employed below her knees. The crew member who’d been reading the product descriptions aloud made some adjustment to the vertical bar in front of her face, then snapped the restraint ring around her neck to immobilize her head. She was now entirely locked in, doggie style, and forced to look straight ahead.

The director said, “Brad, step up there, buddy, and make sure we got her asshole positioned right for you.”

Brad took hold of her hips. His touch made her want to recoil, she hated him so much. If ever she wanted to kick a man in the balls and then kick him in the teeth…

“I need her hole higher. I’m going to put full thrust into the bitch.”

Annabelle heard a crank or lever being used toward the rear of the bench, and her ass was angled up several inches. 

“Looks good,” Brad said, inserting a finger into her anus.

“Goddamnit, you motherfuckers!” Annabelle screamed.

She tried to twist her hips away from the intrusion, but was strapped far too securely to move. She tried to jerk her wrists out of the bindings, but could do nothing to free herself. Instead of removing his finger, Brad pressed it deeper into her ass, laughing at Annabelle’s futile attempts to make him remove it.

“Looks like our model’s getting some of her fight back,” someone joked.

“Yeah, well, Brad’s dick is gonna take the fight right out of her,” someone else said.

“A real-life taming of the shrew.”

The comments were followed by laughter.

“Brad? You want lube?” someone called out.

“Nah. I’ll just use what’s already in her from the hook.”

“You sure, buddy?”

“I’m sure,” Brad said.

“Holy shit, man,” someone muttered. “I feel sorry for that chick.”

“Okay, Brad,” the director said. “We’re gonna have one camera on her face the entire time, and one in back with you. Show us her pussy, spread her asshole for the camera; take your time and all at first. Like you were doin’ before. Then you know what to do. Remember what our Greek friend wants from this scene.”

“You got it,” Brad said.

“Don’t do this!” Annabelle begged. “Let me out of here!” she screamed at the top of her lungs.

“The director called out in a loud voice to be heard over Annabelle and the noise on the set, “Brad, you ready? You sure look ready. Okay, everyone, quiet on the set! Brad, do it like you mean it, buddy!”

There was laughter throughout the room, and the director yelled at everyone again, demanding silence.

“Roll ‘em!”

* * *

Annabelle was dragged to the corner of the room and tossed semi-conscious onto a dirty mattress. Her wrists and ankles were spread wide apart and secured to the four corners. A man threw some sort of covering over her, but Annabelle’s body was so drenched in sweat, she begged for whatever was placed on top of her to be removed. She asked again, at least she thought she did, but she was left there, ignored, sweating heavily under a thick blanket. 

She thought she called out for water, but received no response to her pleading. As she drifted in and out of consciousness, she heard men’s voices in the studio, Brad’s laughter, and what sounded somewhat like scenes being filmed near her bed. At some point, she saw men looking down upon her.

The director’s face leaned in. He said, “No one gets her ‘til the party.” 

Party? We’re having a party? I don’t want a party, Annabelle tried to say.

“Maybe we could film her like this on the bed, you know, with all the guys taking turns with her.”

“I’ll think about it,” the director said. 

“I mean, we’d have to block out their faces, but —”

“I said I’ll think about it.”

Strong hands took hold of Annabelle and carried her across the room.

“Where’s the party?” she mumbled.

She remembered being placed on the floor. She smelled food. There was so much pain. And then there was darkness.


Chapter Six

Annabelle woke to heat on her face and light so bright, she had to turn away. She could barely open her eyes, and the warmth and softness of what supported and covered her body allowed her to drift into sleep again. But voices rumbled around her, pulling her back from what felt like a comforting chasm. She was so annoyed by the noise, she tried to turn on her side to retreat from it. The spasm she felt in her legs and arms brought her to consciousness quickly, and she cried out, feeling as if she were gasping for air after rising from a depth. 

“Have you examined her?” a deep, accented voice asked.

“Yes, sir. Her buttocks have bruising and whip marks, and her anus shows all the signs of a brutal rape.”

“She will heal?”

“Yes, Sir. It will simply take time. I’ll keep a close eye on her for infection, I assure you, Sir.”

“I know you will,” he said.

“May I respectfully submit that it will probably be about a month, Sir, before her anus is entirely healed and ready for providing pleasure?”

Annabelle tried to twist away when the man lifted the top corner of her covering and exposed her left breast. Her drugged-sounding protests went unacknowledged as she struggled to make herself understood, but could only manage to slur her words.

“No other damage you can see?” he asked, not making eye contact with Annabelle, and obviously not caring whether or not she found his inspection of her body unacceptable.

“No, Sir. She seems to be a perfectly healthy female otherwise.”

The man positioned himself by Annabelle’s feet and tossed the sheet up past her stomach. When Annabelle tried to cry out, she realized a gag was in place between her teeth. She squirmed and tried to close her knees, but the resistance in her joints and the sound of clinking chains told her she’d been secured to what her body rested upon. She turned her head both ways and saw that her wrists, too, were fixed in place slightly above her head. She couldn’t make her eyes stay open long enough to focus. She felt as if she were under water, attempting to save herself, but couldn’t discern how to do so with her surroundings coming in and out of focus.

“You will do the piercings soon,” he said.

“As you direct,” the woman said.

The man dropped the covering back in place after viewing Annabelle’s lower body.

“And the male? I assume he has no injuries, correct?”

“He is a bit dehydrated—they both are—but his physical body shows no external damages, Sir.”

Annabelle strained to turn her head to the left to see what man they were talking about. Turning her head so far to the side brought on a wave of dizziness. She groaned and tried to remain perfectly still, waiting for her equilibrium to return. Due to the positioning of the other table, all she managed to see was a blurred image of the naked, lower half of a male body. He was lying face down, straining the muscles of his thighs, pulling and pressing again and again at the chains that bound him to the table. Judging by the physique, he was rather young.

“Did you perform the exam as I ordered?”

“Not yet, Sir. I was just preparing to do so when you arrived. I hope you do not think I disobeyed you, Sir.”

“Certainly not. Just as well, as I would like to see for myself,” the man said.

“As you wish, Sir.”

Annabelle could tell by the snapping noise that someone was putting on a glove, but she was afraid to turn her head to watch, wanting to remain as unobtrusive as possible.

The bound man to Annabelle’s left began to fight with renewed strength against his bindings, but Annabelle couldn’t yet tell why he was so agitated. When she strained her head to look his way, she saw Sir inserting a finger into the man’s anus. The young man’s protests were garbled by whatever was in place to subdue his voice, and Annabelle assumed that he, too, had a gag set between his teeth. He’d begun a forceful sort of squealing or keening, and his attempts to break the bindings around his ankles began again in earnest.

“You’re going to be quiet and submit from now on to everything asked of you, my little toy,” the foreign-sounding man said.

Annabelle thought the younger man was going to hurt himself; the sound of the chains told her he was now struggling with all his might to break free.

“If you can’t remain perfectly still for this, my boy, I assure you I can teach you how.”

The man reached over to a nearby shelf and pulled down a black implement. The man swung it back behind himself, then landed it squarely on the ass of the restrained man. 

Annabelle cried out at the force he wielded and turned her head away, wanting to become invisible. She thought of the prolonged beating Bert had given her, and wondered if he was nearby—in another room, possibly. Maybe this was just another set, another location for filming? Where was everybody, and who the hell were these new people?

Oh, Christ, what if I’m going to be beaten next? What if it’s going to be filmed?

The bound man was calmly ordered again and again to be quiet and to accept his fate. He was assured there was no hope of escape, or any way to avoid what awaited his beautiful body and tight hole. The more he struggled, the harder the man wielded the strap on his naked ass. After what seemed like an unnecessarily cruel and painful beating, the sobs took on a quiet and defeated tenor. His body went still except for small, jerking movements caused by his crying.

Annabelle strained her head to steal a glance. His buttocks were now an angry red, with striped welts crossing them in all directions. Annabelle feared such a beating would have been more than she could bear.

The man in charge stroked the welted ass before him and said, “That’s better. My friends will want you nice and submissive when they use that hole.”

Annabelle’s eye grew wide when the man came toward her and stood so close to the table, his face was only a few feet from hers. His brown eyes were direct, and intrusive in their intensity. His bone structure was classic and strong. His skin was smooth and olive. His expression carried an ominous warning.

“Let that be a lesson to you, slave. No one disobeys me. No one.” 

Without waiting for a response from Annabelle, he turned his attention back to the naked man.

“Now, let’s see if this ass has been enjoyed often, shall we?” 

The frustrated cries of the bound man rose in volume, but he remained almost motionless. 

“You are wonderfully tight, my lovely boy. Obviously very inexperienced with pleasing men with your hole, yes?”

“Does it hurt when I insert two?”

The pitiful wails increased in volume.

“What about three?”

The man sobbed around his gag at what was turning out to be a rather prolonged and apparently painful examination of his anus. 

Annabelle clenched her eyes shut and prayed. Don’t let him touch me. Don’t let him touch me. Don’t let him. Oh, god…

“If only a few fingers offend you, how do you think you will handle it when a man is using your hole for pleasure? And another man after that? And another? Men are going to love stretching this tight hole, slave.”

The bound man began to wail in earnest, and his physical struggling began anew. Annabelle feared for him; his last set of protests had earned the severe strapping on his ass. She wanted to beg whoever he was to lie still.

Annabelle stole a glance just as Sir withdrew his fingers from the man’s anus, removed the glove and handed it to the woman. 

“Start the plugs immediately. Keep them small, but get him used to having something in his hole at all times.”

Sir placed his hand gently on the man’s welted skin and said, “For that is how it shall be. From now on, you shall always have something or someone in that tight hole.” 

The bound man let out a pitiful protest around his gag. 

“Yes, yes, yes. This beautiful virgin ass will be broken in by men. Many men.”

It sounded to Annabelle as if the bound man was shaking his head violently back and forth as his screams came out as raging growls. 

The man turned to the female and said, “Be in my stateroom in twenty minutes. Make yourself ready for my use.”

“It will be my pleasure, Sir,” the woman answered. Annabelle could hear the smile in her voice.

The man strode out of the room and closed the door behind him.

Annabelle was afraid to speak. For a few minutes, she watched the blonde woman as she went about her business. She felt a barrage of questions entering her mind now that she didn’t feel as drugged and weak. The bound and whipped young man was quiet and still on the other side of the room. From what Annabelle could tell, the three of them were now the only ones present in what looked like some sort of small medical clinic. But hadn’t the Sir man said something about a stateroom? Weren’t staterooms on boats? Annabelle strained her neck to look slightly behind herself, and thought she saw part of what might have been a porthole. She growled around the gag in her mouth, trying to make herself heard. Her voice came out as a weak croak. 

The blonde woman turned away from a small table and smiled slightly. Annabelle couldn’t help but notice how pretty she was. She was petite and slender, dressed all in white. Her jacket was one someone in the medical profession might wear, and she had a stethoscope around her neck. She approached Annabelle, reached around the back of her neck and unfastened the gag. She gently pulled it out from between Annabelle’s teeth. She moaned with relief and worked her jaw back and forth a few times. She searched the woman’s eyes for the slightest sign of compassion. Her expression remained calm and kind as she regarded Annabelle.

“Miss?” Annabelle said, her voice coming out weak and raspy. She tried to clear her throat, and asked again, “Miss?”

“Miss? Are you — ’’

“You may call me Doctor,” the woman said.

“You’re a doctor? Then I’m… where am I exactly?”

“You are on Sir’s ship.” 

“Where…why am I… I mean, how did I get here?”

“You were delivered yesterday at Sir’s orders.”

Annabelle was surprised to be receiving such direct answers, and could hardly form the questions quickly enough.

“Do I get to go home? A terrible thing happened. I didn’t belong there; they wouldn’t let me leave. Will that man let me go home? Oh, please tell me I get to —” 

“That man is to be called Sir. You will call him nothing else but Sir. Your every answer will be either yes, no, or I do not know, followed by the word Sir. Nothing else. Do you understand?”

“Please, surely when I explain to him —”

“Do you understand what I just told you? You are allowed no other freedom in your communications with him. Punishment is swift here, I can assure you of that, and —”

“He can’t keep me here. I was kidnapped and I have to go, I mean, you just have to let me go home. Can I call someone? Won’t you help me? Won’t you call…no, just give me a phone, please! Untie me and give me a phone. Someone is going to have to listen to me! You can’t just keep me here. I don’t think you —”

“Slave, if you do not calm down, I will be forced to sedate you.”

Annabelle tugged at the bindings around her wrists and said, “This is such a terrible misunderstanding. Look, my name is Annabelle, and —”

“You are now a slave and will be referred to as such. What your slave name will be and when it will be assigned is at Sir’s discretion. I, too, am his slave, but he allows me to be called Doctor, for that is what I am.” 

“Goddamnit, I swear! My name is Annabelle, and you’re participating in kidnapping!”

Annabelle began jerking at her bindings in earnest. A rising panic told her she was in even more serious trouble than before, and all this blonde woman would do is look passive and dense as she listened. Annabelle’s voice rose, trying to get past the woman’s unconcerned demeanor. 

“That Sir guy probably had me confused with someone else. Don’t you see that? I’m not supposed to be here. You seem like a nice person, and you don’t want to get in trouble for this, do you? Do you? Now, please, please just untie me and…”

But the doctor only produced a small, patronizing smile and continued to shake her head back and forth.

“You have only two choices at the moment, slave. You may be sedated, or you may be perfectly quiet and accept food that I will have sent to you.”

Annabelle screamed, “Let me go, you fucking bitch! This is kidnapping! You can’t do this, I swear to god I’ll fucking make you pay for this, you and your fucking Sir!”

The doctor’s face blanched. She stepped away from Annabelle and began working with something on the table nearby. Her back blocked Annabelle’s view. It was only when Doctor turned around and came toward her that the hypodermic in her hand was visible. 

“Let me go! You can’t fucking do this to me!”

Annabelle didn’t see it coming. As Annabelle yelled, Doctor quickly pulled a huge plug of some sort from her medical jacket and easily slipped it into Annabelle’s mouth. Annabelle’s eyes grew wide with surprise at the sudden intrusion, and her words became muffled and incoherent. The plug was so thick and took up so much space, Annabelle wasn’t able to force it out with her tongue. She turned her head to the side, hoping gravity would help expel it, but it was too late. The needle stung as it went into her arm, and the fight immediately went out of her. Doctor took hold of the straps of the plug and secured them tightly at the back of Annabelle’s head.

“Now,” Doctor said. “I have provided answers to your questions. I cannot impress upon you enough that you are now a slave and you are not leaving. Simply put, you will serve as Sir determines. He has most graciously spared your life. You will rest now, and I am hopeful that in a few hours your choice will be to remain calm and obedient so that we may feed you.”

Annabelle’s eyes filled with tears as she shook her head back and forth slowly. The medication was taking effect, making Annabelle feel warm and relaxed again. But the last thing she wanted was to relax.

“And now I must go to Sir,” Doctor said, smiling. “I will be severely punished if I am late.”

* * *

When Annabelle awoke from sedation, she found she had been turned over on her stomach, and was no longer covered by a sheet. Her wrists and ankles were secured to the table, but in different locations than before. Her hips were elevated on a large pad, and her knees were forced wide apart. Doctor’s voice came from somewhere behind her, startling Annabelle.

“Ah, I see you’re awake, slave. I requested that you be turned over. It is better for your circulation, of course, not to remain in one position. Also, I need access to your anus so that I may tend to your injuries.”

“Don’t touch me! Don’t you fucking dare touch me there!” Annabelle yelled. She screamed in frustration to find that she was still gagged, making her words unintelligible.

Annabelle heard items being moved around on a metal-sounding tray near the end of the table. With no warning, Doctor inserted something into Annabelle’s anus that felt like a finger covered with cold gel. Annabelle’s cries raged around the gag, occupying so much of her mouth that words were impossible.

“It is just my finger, slave. I am applying an antibiotic to the inside of your anus, a medication that also has a bit of pain killer in it.”

Annabelle tried to wrest her hips away from the violation, but found she had some sort of binding or strap around her waist, preventing her from thrashing around. Doctor’s finger continued to move slowly in and out of her anus, making Annabelle clench her muscles against the probing. The pain was excruciating. When Doctor withdrew her finger, Annabelle willed herself to relax her muscles slightly. She was breathing heavily from the exertion of resisting, and made herself take deep breaths to compose herself. But Doctor’s finger was immediately back inside her with more gel, and was probing more and more deeply. 

“This will go more easily for you, slave, if you will relax your anal muscles and welcome my finger into your rectum. I am only trying to help and heal you,” Doctor said.

Annabelle burst into tears at the humiliation, and the painful reminder of what Brad had done to her only days before.

When, god oh god, will this ever end? I just want to go home. I just want my life back. I just…

“There, there, there,” Doctor said soothingly while withdrawing her finger. “That wasn’t so bad, was it? We’ll be doing this twice a day to help you heal. We’ll do a more thorough exam of your anus in a few days to make sure the internal healing is coming along as we’d like. Sir said he will be present for your upcoming examination.” 

Annabelle heard Doctor snapping off two gloves. She allowed her body to relax slightly, fairly certain the painful finger-probing treatment was over for now at least. Annabelle thought back to a very recent time when she had clothing, privacy and choices. She buried her face in the pillow and cried silently.

Doctor stepped up beside Annabelle and gently stroked her head.

“Now, slave, I asked you before if you would agree to be quiet and obedient so that we may feed you. I know you would prefer to eat on your own rather than to submit to other ways we have of forcing you to take nourishment.” 

Annabelle looked through tear-filled eyes up at Doctor and nodded, not even able to recall the last time she’d been allowed to eat. Doctor unfastened the gag and gently removed it from Annabelle’s mouth. 

“Very well. I assure you, slave, that if you show the slightest inclination to —”

Annabelle opened and closed her mouth several times in an attempt to relax her jaw before speaking. 

“No, no. I’ll be quiet,” Annabelle rasped.

Doctor stepped away and pressed a large black button on a wall panel. A small area around the button lit up and continued to flash. 

“It will only be a few minutes. I’m going to adjust your bindings so that you may feed yourself. Again, I warn you that —”

“Please. Just some food. I beg you.”

In less than five minutes, there was a quiet knock at the door. Doctor went quickly and accepted a large silver tray from someone. Annabelle tried to see around her body, but her view of the person bringing the food was blocked. Doctor pushed the door closed with her shoulder as she turned away.

“How many people are on this boat?” Annabelle asked.

“Ship,” Doctor corrected. “Counting the permanent crew, about seventy or so.”

“Seventy!” Annabelle marveled. 

Surely someone out of seventy people will help me. Surely. 

“Yes, Sir lives on the ship the majority of the year. As do we who serve him, of course. His business dealings take him all over the world.”

Annabelle’s feet were still tied to the bed, but her restraints had been extended to accommodate movement. Doctor loosened the tension on the chains that bound Annabelle’s wrists. Annabelle stole furtive glances at Doctor’s medical coat to see if she maintained keys or a pass card of any kind. All of her pockets appeared empty. 

Doctor smiled as she placed the tray in front of Annabelle and said, “Breakfast in bed, it seems.”

Annabelle picked up a fork and all but attacked the food on her plate. When she looked up, Doctor had pulled up a chair and was seated, smiling slightly, apparently amused at Annabelle’s enthusiasm. Annabelle shoved more food in her mouth and hardly chewed before swallowing, and she knew the amount of food on the plate would never begin to satisfy her hunger.

“Can you remember the last time you ate, slave?”

Annabelle responded with her mouth full of food. 

“No. And my name is Annabelle.”

She moaned with pleasure as she bit into a warm, buttery yeast roll and swallowed the bite almost whole. She stopped eating, and stared at the empty table on the other side of the room.

“Where did he go? The guy. The young man.”

Doctor turned and looked at the empty table, then turned back to Annabelle.

“He was taken away a few hours ago.”

“Taken away? Taken away…what does that mean?”

“To begin his training, of course. Like you, he is now a slave. He — “

“Yeah, well, we’ll see about that,” Annabelle said, shoving more food into her mouth.

“I assure you, there is no fighting it. Both you and the young man will be trained as Sir pleases.”

Annabelle stopped chewing and stared at the empty exam table.

“But what’s to become of him?”

“He’ll be fine as long as he is entirely obedient to Sir. As will you.”

Annabelle snorted. “Obedient. What a crock of shit.”

She shoved more food into her mouth, then asked, “Where did he come from?”

“What do you mean?” Doctor asked.

“Who is he?” 

Doctor regarded Annabelle with confusion.

“He is slave and now has no name.”

“Jesus Christ!” Annabelle yelled. “He’s a human being and he has a name! Who is he? Where did he come from? What’s his name? What is it about my questions you don’t get?”

“You will call him slave from now on,” Doctor said. “But I believe you once knew him as Brad.”


Chapter Seven

Where were the memories? There was the horror of the last rape scene with Brad, then things went blurry. Annabelle remembered being hot, so hot. There was terrible thirst and hunger. The rape had left her insides feeling torn and burning. Then there was…what? There was something about Brad lying beside her. Was it another film? A series of photos? There was a warning—a stream of raised voices. An argument about…something about… danger? And more pain. Always more pain. Then nothing.

Annabelle wondered if she’d been drugged. She had to have been, she reasoned. How else could she have been at the warehouse, then on a ship with no idea how she’d gotten there or who had taken her? What had happened to everyone around her? Where were Bert and the director? Was the entire film crew on board? 

Annabelle was still secured to the table, covered once again with a sheet. She heard the door open behind her. It had proven pointless to strain her neck in an attempt to see who entered the room, and she was always resigned to staring at the ceiling and waiting until the person or people entered her peripheral vision. 

When Doctor came into her view Annabelle yelled, “How long do I have to stay tied to this fucking table?” 

“We will do your anal examination today, and if you are healed enough, you will leave my care. Before you do, you will undergo Sir’s personal examination of your body to ensure you are pleasing and fit for his service. You will soon be pierced to show Sir’s ownership of you.”

“Lady, you people are fucking crazy! I keep telling you over and over and over, nobody fucking owns me!”

Doctor continued speaking, her voice growing louder and more emphatic as she spoke over Annabelle’s interruptions.

“You will at some point receive a permanent marking on your lower back, just above your buttocks, a mark which will show what kind of slave you are. Then — ’’

Annabelle broke into sobs. “I had a life,” she wailed. “I had a career.” 

“As did I, slave. And now my life is here with — ’’

Annabelle’s voice grew strident again. “Then why are you tolerating this? You could have left! You don’t have to live here. You have rights. Don’t you get it?”

“No, slave. I can never leave Sir’s ownership. I belong to him, and he may do with me as he wishes. My obedience is — ’’

“Fucking obedience again!” Annabelle yelled. “This is a free country. Didn’t anyone ever tell you that? What fucking country are we in anyway? Surely they don’t allow kidnapping and slavery!”

Doctor paused for a moment as if trying to recall, and said, “We are entering international waters. Exactly where we are is of no concern to me, nor should it be to you.”

Annabelle collapsed in frustration against her pillow. 

“I can’t even believe this. You apparently get to wander around freely. You could call the authorities. You could escape. And yet you choose to willingly stay and be some sort of servant to this Sir guy. Unbelievable. Un-fucking-believable.”

But Doctor only looked at her again with her usual expression of longsuffering tolerance, as if Annabelle were a child who simply couldn’t quite yet grasp very basic principles. And the more Doctor told her, the more questions were raised in Annabelle’s mind.

“So your conscience is okay with tending to kidnap victims?”

“I tend to everyone on the ship,” Doctor said. “Also, I am Sir’s pleasure slave. I provide sexual pleasure in whatever way he asks.”

“My god! You sound so matter of fact about this. Do you even hear yourself?”

Doctor smiled softly and replied, “I do what is required of me. And I strongly advise you to do the same in Sir’s service.”

“Service? You people fucking amaze me, you really do.”

Annabelle’s voice took on a quiet, conspiratorial tone. “But if you’ll just help me escape, I swear I won’t tell anyone that you participated. I mean, I’ll just say — ’’

“So you have plans of escape already?” Sir asked.

Doctor rose from her chair so quickly, it fell backwards and toppled to the floor. She righted the chair and stood behind it.

“Sir! I didn’t know you had entered the room! I was just explaining to your new slave that— “

“Yes, I heard, Doctor. Seems someone isn’t quite accepting of their new status.”

The sound of Sir’s exaggeratedly slow, deliberate footsteps spoke of the grave mistake Annabelle had made. He appeared at her side, his mouth set in a thin line. His gaze was steady, unflinching. Everything about him spoke of power and authority. Annabelle had to look away, for his dark eyes said everything without his even uttering a word. 

“Sorry, Mister,” Annabelle said in a shaky voice. “I was just sure that if I could explain to you — ’’

In one motion Sir took the top corner of the sheet and hurled it from Annabelle’s body. His expression had turned to stone. His voice was low, loud and threatening.

“You do not ever call me anything but Sir. I am not a Mister. I am only known to you as Sir, and I am your owner. Do we understand one another?”

The set of his mouth and the fury in his eyes scared Annabelle more than his words. His absolute belief in his statements and his perceived right to make them was undeniable.

“Look,” Annabelle said, beginning to cry. “Please just let me go home. There’s been a terrible mistake, and please, please just be reasonable!”

“Doctor, gag her until she learns proper speech. I will return in fifteen minutes. Have everything ready for her physical exam. You will then perform the piercings. Perhaps the process will help convince her of her status.”

“Yes, Doctor. As you wish.”

Sir placed his index finger under Annabelle’s chin and turned her head slightly, forcing her to look at him. Annabelle’s eyes were wide open and unblinking. 

“Make no mistake, slave. No amount of disobedience whatsoever is tolerated. Perhaps what you are about to experience will take a bit of the fight out of you. If not, there are other methods, I assure you.”

He placed his hand on her left breast with a proprietary, casual sort of air, one that spoke volumes about his attitude toward her. 

“The training gag will teach you that I do not care about your feelings, wants or opinions. When I instruct that the gag is to be removed, your speech will be proper or the gag will be put in place again. And yet again, if necessary. Until you learn.”

His absent-minded patting of her breast as he continued to speak was almost businesslike, as if he were thrumming his fingers on a desk as he spoke on the phone. His touch said he was petting an animal, not a human being. 

He turned to Doctor and said, “Use the large one.”

“Yes, Sir. Of course, Sir,” Doctor said.

“I will send men to get her into position. Have her ready in fifteen minutes.” 

“Thank you, Sir. She will be ready for your exam.”

Sir gave the breast beneath his palm a final pat, then disappeared from Annabelle’s peripheral vision.

“Wait!” she called out. “Oh, god! What are you people doing to me?”

“Slave, I have been more than patient and instructional with you, yet you refused to listen, did you not? And now you are paying the price for your disobedience. You have angered Sir, and — ’’

“But you people are kidnapping me!” Annabelle screamed at Doctor, who had turned away and was pulling items from various drawers, and the cabinet on the opposite wall. 

Doctor returned to her side, surprising Annabelle by her harsh and angry look.

“I, too, have lost patience with your lack of cooperation, slave. I tried to educate you. I have been gentle with your care, have I not? I warned you time and time again. Now open your mouth.”

“Please, Doctor! For god’s sake, try to understand!”

“I understand that Sir is my owner as well as yours. I understand that he is terribly strict, but fair. You will learn this, and it appears you will do so the hard way. It is out of my hands, slave. And I will reiterate Sir’s words. No one cares how you feel. You are slave.”

Annabelle burst into tears. “You won’t do anything to help me get home? Nothing?”

“No. Of course not. Now open your mouth or it will be forced open.”

The door opened, and Annabelle could tell by the sound of the quick and heavy footsteps that the men had arrived. Three men dressed as soldiers positioned themselves beside her, allowing their eyes to survey her naked body. 

One said, “How do you want her placed, Doctor?”

She replied, “This gag will be put in place first, and I may need your assistance with it.”

Doctor held in her hand a black, dildo-like gag and placed it against Annabelle’s lips. Her expression carried a warning. Annabelle slowly opened her mouth and allowed the device to be positioned in her mouth. The thickness was intimidating, and she panicked at first, thinking she might choke on something so big.

Doctor said, “You must relax your mouth and tongue and allow yourself to breathe naturally. I know it is terribly thick, but you will be taught by this that no speech is allowed except as Sir allows it.”

Doctor fastened the strap behind Annabelle’s head. Annabelle let her body go limp, and she cried silent tears. 

“Turn her over and secure her, gentlemen.”

One of the men pulled a keychain out of his pocket and located a key for Annabelle’s restraints. As he unlocked each wrist, a man took hold of it far too tightly, letting Annabelle know she was powerless to fight him. As the other wrist was freed, it was taken into a man’s firm fist. The man with the key moved to Annabelle’s feet and unlocked them. He took both of her ankles and said, “One, two, three.”

Annabelle was flipped over to her stomach as if she weighed nothing. A man behind her asked, “Where do you want her ankles secured, Doctor?”

“Up and to the sides. She’s undergoing a full anal exam, so I need her anus fully presented here at the end of the table.” 

The men moved Annabelle farther down the table, forced her legs wide apart, then bent them at the knee. 

“She kinda looks like a frog like this, doesn’t she?”

“Gentlemen, behave yourselves, please,” Doctor said.

“Sorry, Doc,” they all said in unison, but one of them snickered.

When Annabelle’s legs were positioned wide open as Doctor specified, her ankles were then secured. Her wrists were pulled straight in front of her and tied to what felt like a weighted pulley at the edge of the table, maintaining Annabelle’s arms taut. She found that if she resisted in the slightest, her shoulders took all the painful tension in the sockets. Annabelle kept her face down in order to avoid looking at any of the men and their roving eyes on her nudity. She could tell by the sound of their movements that one or more were standing at the end of the table, no doubt taking in the view her wide-open knees provided of her asshole and pussy. 

Positioned as she was, the door was now in clear sight. Her head shot up as Sir entered the room. He regarded her with a small, satisfied smile as he strode toward the table. 

“Learning your lesson, I see,” he said.

Annabelle’s tears started anew. 

“Well, it does appear that our slave is ready for her first physical evaluation, yes?” Sir asked.

“She is restrained and properly presented for your exam, Sir,” Doctor replied.

“Gentlemen, remain in the room so that we may later enlist your assistance in turning her over.”

“Yes, Sir,” the three men replied.

Annabelle moaned around her gag. Just how many people were going to be allowed to witness this? She shook her head back and forth in disbelief. 

“Doctor, you said you had performed an exam on her anus to determine the progress of her healing.”

“Yes, Sir. She is still not entirely healed. With all due respect, Sir, she is not ready to provide anal pleasure.”

“How long?” he asked.

“Probably about three weeks, Sir.”

“Ah, she may not be ready for the party. Hmmmmm…. well, we will find other things for you to do at the party, won’t we, slave?”

Annabelle flinched as Sir’s strong hands took hold of her ass cheeks and forced them wide apart. 

“There is still outward damage, Sir, as you can see by the appearance of the anus and sphincter. But she is healing nicely in that regard.”

“Yes, I see,” Sir said. “I want to check her muscle tone. Give me a glove.”

Annabelle raised her head, her eyes wide with confusion.

Sir said, “Secure the waist straps, Doctor.”

“Yes, Sir,” she said, moving to Annabelle’s side. 

A tight band was draped across her waist and then cinched tightly, strapping her body firmly to the table. Her ass cheeks were forced apart again, and Annabelle tried to squirm away from a cold, lubricated and gloved finger that entered her anus. She reflexively tightened her muscles around the intrusion as it probed in and out of her. She tried to wrest her hips back and forth, but the strap across her waist made motion impossible.

“Even with the injuries, her muscle tone is adequate to provide anal pleasure,” Sir said. “I may get an excellent price for her, if it comes to that.”

Annabelle growled and shook her head back and forth. Sir withdrew his finger from her anus and slapped her hard on the ass.

“I cannot impress upon you enough, slave. Resistance is futile.”

Sir removed his glove and handed it to Doctor. He massaged Annabelle’s ass cheeks firmly and painfully. Annabelle moaned at the sensation; it hadn’t been so long ago that Bert had taken the varied implements to her ass several mornings ago. Or yesterday. Annabelle couldn’t recall days anymore. That morning. What morning? It could have been weeks ago. Annabelle buried her face in the table padding, willing the nightmare to end. 

“Some men for whom she provides pleasure will like the sight of these whip marks on her ass. Slave, I will be happy to place many more there if I must,” he said, giving her ass cheeks a final, painful squeeze.

“Gentlemen, turn her over. Feet in the stirrups. Leave her arms stretched and bound.”

“Yes, Sir,” the three answered in unison.

“Ah, wait. Wait, wait, wait. Where is the rubber paddle, Doctor? And the pad. Untie the waist strap and elevate her hips. This one has already had thoughts of escape, gentlemen, and we’re going to teach her a terribly painful but effective lesson.”

As soon as the strap was removed from Annabelle’s waist, she began renewed thrashing against her bindings and screamed around her gag.

“Slave, I assure you this is for your own good,” Sir said. “Talk of escape is the most serious act of disobedience. I intend to make sure the thought never crosses your useless mind ever again.”

Annabelle continued to scream as the men lifted her pelvis and a large, elevated pad was placed under her hips. Her knees were still spread far apart, and now her hips were elevated and angled upward for Sir to punish. There were no preparatory warnings. The rubber paddle came down hard on her ass. Annabelle tried to scream but her voice caught in her throat, then came out as a raging growl around her gag. Blow after blow rained down, and Sir left no part of her ass untouched by the paddle, which he continued to land brutally hard on her blisteringly hot skin.

“Gentlemen, I give you permission to whip this slave’s ass at any sign of disobedience to authority, or any disobedience regarding the rules of the ship. Give it a try.”

Crying, screaming, begging…the huge dildo in her mouth all but silenced her. 

“Don’t hold back,” Sir said. “You have to show new slaves who is boss from the start. Do you now see why?”

“Yes, Sir,” the man said, increasing the force of his blows. 

Annabelle prayed to pass out. But it was not to be. The man was allowed to wield the paddle on her until she was sweating, quivering and entirely subdued.

“That will be enough for now. Flip her,” Sir said.

Annabelle’s wrists and ankles were unshackled. She was too weak and incapacitated to resist when the men turned her over on her back. Five minutes before, she had anger and defiance fueling her, and one small ray of hope for help from Doctor. Now she had nothing but pain and cowering fear. Hands were placed under her hips to lift and position them at the end of the table. The touch of their hands on her welted skin made her shriek in pain.

Annabelle knew the sound without seeing; stirrups were being disengaged. Strong hands placed her feet, and bindings were strapped around her ankles. 

“Baker, take a knee,” Sir said. “Lewis, do the same. Both of you maintain those knees wide open. This slave is going to fight this procedure, I assure you.” 

“Yes, Sir,” the men replied.

“I will finish the examination before we proceed,” Sir said. 

Other than the sound of Sir snapping on a clean surgical glove, only Annabelle’s quiet sobbing was heard in the room. 

Sir spread Annabelle’s labia apart, then stroked, pulled and prodded at her clitoris. He roughly inserted multiple fingers into her vagina, thrust them in and out several times, and then abruptly withdrew them.

“Hmmmmm…” was all he said in response to the examination. 

“Is some part of her anatomy not to your liking, Sir?” Doctor asked.

With no additional lubrication, Sir inserted two fingers into Annabelle’s asshole. Annabelle thrashed her pelvis in response.

“Strap her waist down again,” Sir said, still probing deeper and deeper into Annabelle’s ass. “And force her knees open.”

“Yes, Sir,” the men said, pressing Annabelle’s knees painfully wide.

With one final thrust, as if to judge her depth, Sir’s fingers were deep inside her anus, and Annabelle wailed around her gag and reflexively tried to twist her hips away from the pain. Doctor secured the waist-strap again as Annabelle thrashing was reduced to a minimum, giving her no option but to accept Sir’s repeated thrusting violation of her injured and abraded rectum. 

“Is that causing you pain, slave?”

Annabelle moaned and nodded in misery. 

“Know from this point forward that your pain or discomfort is of no consequence,” Sir said. He abruptly withdrew his fingers from Annabelle’s asshole and said, “Let us proceed.”

Annabelle wailed to the ceiling, her eyes hardly able to focus any longer due to the incomprehensible array of pain sensations her body was experiencing simultaneously. 

Sir said, “Let us start with the nipples.”

Sir moved to Annabelle’s side and took hold of her left nipple, pinching it between his thumb and forefinger. Annabelle begged him with her eyes to please put an end to his painful treatment of her. Her pleading eyes saw that he no doubt reveled in her debasement. She was meat, she was property, and she was…she couldn’t yet bring herself to say the word. Sir pinched the nipple even harder, and Annabelle tried to twist away from his touch.

“This slave’s nipples are thick. You will insert the larger rings, Doctor.”

“As you order, Sir,” Doctor said. 

Sir reached over and toyed with the other nipple. He tugged hard on it, twisted it between his fingers, and then began an excruciatingly forceful, pinching massage of it. Annabelle yelled around the dildo in her mouth, shaking her head back and forth in pleading. Doctor approached with the tray of piercing implements, and Annabelle saw in the devices the pain that awaited her, for she was no stranger to the piercing stories of her friends. Annabelle sought to make eye contact with Doctor, searching for any remaining source of help from her. But Annabelle saw in Doctor’s eyes that Doctor was finished with her. Just as she had told Annabelle earlier, her patience with the questions, resistance and pleadings had apparently reached its end. 

Sir turned to Doctor, snapped his fingers and said, “Proceed.” 

Doctor set the tray on Annabelle’s stomach, then slipped surgical gloves onto both hands. Annabelle tried to pull at her wrist bindings, but the weights that held her arms stretched and taut behind her prevented all movement. The icy-wet sensation on her nipples and the burning smell in her nostrils told her Doctor was applying rubbing alcohol. Her eyes never met Annabelle’s; instead, she was entirely focused on the task at hand. Annabelle’s eyes widened as a small instrument that looked like a staple gun was brought to her breast and her nipple was pulled and positioned in between small clamps. Before Annabelle could take a deep breath or brace herself for the pain, the gadget clicked, injecting a ring through the center of the nipple. The pain was horrific and white hot, so much so that Annabelle broke out into a sweat and found herself unable to catch her breath. She was panting around her gag, her chest and stomach heaving. Nausea gripped her suddenly, and she forced herself to swallow quickly, over and over, to control the saliva that was flooding into her mouth, threatening to choke her. Before she could recover, the clamp was placed around the other nipple and the second bar insertion was complete. Annabelle violently shook her head back and forth. She raged against her bindings, and the men tightened their hold on her knees. She wanted to be able to plead for even just a few moments to collect herself, to control her breathing, to adjust to the pain, but Doctor had already repositioned the tray on Annabelle’s abdomen, and now all five people were standing at the end of the table. Doctor and Sir were between her legs, pulling at the thin skin around her clitoris.

“I assume, Sir, you wish her to have piercings on each side of the clitoral hood?” Doctor asked.

“You will insert two bars this time, bars that cross from one side to the other over the clitoris. This slave will be prevented from self-pleasuring.”

“As you wish, Sir.”

Doctor took hold of the delicate, thin skin to one side of Annabelle’s clitoris and inserted a needle. Annabelle flinched, and keened around her gag. The skin on the other side was pulled tight before the second insertion of the needle. She couldn’t see what was being done to her, but felt the insertion of cold metal. When the needle went in twice more and another bar was inserted and fixed in place, Annabelle knew what Sir had designed for her. She felt the cold bars pressing on and covering her clitoris, rendering it entirely inaccessible.

“Understand this, slave. Its only purpose while under my ownership is to provide pleasure. It shall never concern itself with receiving pleasure. Ever.” 

Without waiting for a response, he continued with instructions to Doctor.

“Two large rings, here and here,” he said, pressing on either side of Annabelle’s labia. “You will then connect the two rings so that no one will have access to its vagina without my permission.” 

“Yes, Sir,” Doctor said.

Annabelle’s body went limp. Thrashing in an attempt to escape her bindings was pointless and had entirely exhausted her. She endured the pain that radiated throughout her nipples and around her clitoris by taking deep breaths. She could hardly bear to have her weight on her hips, so painfully hot were they from Sir’s beating. But there was no choice. She had no choice in anything, she now knew. Annabelle stared at the ceiling and thought back to the warehouse—that morning she stared at the moldy and stained tiles above her, knowing somehow she would die there. And now she wondered if this, in fact, was where she would die. And who would know? A toss of her body into the ocean and there would be no trace of her. No way to track her. Ever. Oh, god… did Bella even know she was missing? Did anyone? Was anyone in the world looking for her?

A tug on her labia snapped her back to the present moment. A click… shooting pain that made Annabelle’s body jerk and a scream catch in her throat as her head snapped back.

“Hold her still, gentlemen. We would not want her to get hurt now, would we?” 

“Fuck you, bastard! Fucking pervert. Fuck you. Fuck you, fucking Sir!” Annabelle screamed at him, but her words were nothing more than unintelligible and garbled growls around her gag.

The ring was put into place. Another click and the insertion was complete on the other side. Annabelle’s body jerked in response again, causing the men to tighten their grip on her knees. The nausea returned. Annabelle raised her head and gagged. Doctor was quickly at the head of the table, unfastening the bindings at her wrists and the band at the back of Annabelle’s head. She gently removed the huge gag and held Annabelle’s head and upper body at an angle from the pillow, allowing Annabelle more freedom in breathing as her saliva flowed out of her mouth and down her chin.

“The pain has caused nausea, Sir,” Doctor said. “There was risk of choking.” 

“Well, we can’t have that, can we?” Sir said. “Gentlemen, thank you for your help. You are dismissed.”

“Yes, Sir,” the men said in unison. 

The men quickly left the room. Annabelle kept her eyes closed, refusing to look at Sir as he spoke. She tried to breathe slowly and evenly, willing the nausea to dissipate. Sir remained at the end of the table, standing between Annabelle’s knees. He placed his hand on each thigh and gently pushed them wide apart. His gentle touch was more demeaning than force. She fought to press her thighs together. Sir only increased the pressure, forced her knees wide open and held them in place. A slight smile played at his lips.

“It will be moved out of sick bay today and will reside in slave quarters from now on. Doctor will check the healing of its anus as well as its piercings as often as she deems necessary. It is never allowed to speak unless spoken to. Its only responses to others will be yes, no, or it does not know. When it responds to my questions or directions, its every response will be yes, no, or it does not know, followed by Sir. Do I make myself clear, slave?”

Annabelle’s mouth was now free of the gag and her arms were no longer bound. She pictured herself sitting up and spewing vomit all over Sir’s immaculate white shirt. Oh, to be able to vomit on him…

“Yes, Sir,” Annabelle whispered.

Sir pushed Annabelle’s knees so far apart, her hips rose up to accommodate the strain. Sir bent down to closely survey the fresh piercings.

“Doctor, connect the two labial rings with a small lock. When you are finished, have it taken to slave quarters.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Additionally, add it to the birth control injection schedule.”

“Yes, Sir,” Doctor said.

Sir quickly left the room and closed the door firmly behind him.

Annabelle took hold of two fistfuls of her own hair and pulled tighter and tighter as the sobs broke forth. She pulled harder and harder on her hair, wishing to tear it out, to do anything to compensate for her pain and frustration. To match it. To release it. When the pain became too great, she covered her face with her palms and screamed into her hands, letting the fear and frustration fully come to the surface. 

Annabelle felt an increased burning sensation as Doctor pulled her labial lips together and somehow linked them as Sir had ordered. 

“One mistake! That’s all I did!” Annabelle wailed. “I don’t deserve this. No one deserves this. Oh god, oh god, oh god, I just want to go home!”

“Slave,” Doctor said quietly, placing a soft palm on Annabelle’s knee. “I will now apply cool compresses to the areas so you will feel less pain. You will then be transferred to your slave quarters.”

“I’m not a bad person!” Annabelle said. “I was jealous! I wanted a good modeling job. I didn’t want to...I mean… I wasn’t out to hurt anyone. I needed money for rent and — ’’

“All that is behind you now, slave. Whatever you did is in the past—good or bad. Sir will take care of you as long as you serve him well. It really is that simple,” Doctor said.

Doctor worked silently, applying the compresses. Annabelle wondered what in the world her body must look like now, with rings and bars and who knew what else pierced into her skin? The piercings were still causing a pulsating, radiating ache, and the skin on her butt felt numb and burning at the same time. She felt like an animal—a branded, captive animal.

Annabelle feared leaving the sick bay, anticipating that what awaited her might be even more humiliating and degrading than what she’d endured. If that were possible. At least in the sick bay she’d almost always been alone with Doctor, who did feed her and gently care for her injuries. And did this mean she could no longer talk to Doctor unless Doctor talked to her first? Was she allowed to ever ask anything from anyone on the ship? 

What possible horrors awaited her beyond that door? 


Chapter Eight

While Annabelle waited to be escorted to slave quarters, she sat on a hard, wooden chair, with her hands bound behind her back. She stared forlornly at the waxed and immaculate floor around her bare feet, frequently shifting her weight, trying to find some small area of her butt that would allow her to sit without severe pain. 

She had no more energy left for pleading. She looked up at Doctor, viewing her as a pretty, brainwashed, robotic…what was it? Stepford Wife. Clean, beautifully coiffed, and completely deferential to Sir from all outward appearances. The absolute picture of obedience. Annabelle huffed quietly. Obedience. What a disgusting word. 

Annabelle realized she couldn’t hate her. Doctor had been nothing but kind to her, really. But how could a thinking, feeling, empathetic woman allow another woman to be kidnapped, drugged, groped, gagged and pierced? 

Maybe I do hate her.

What hell was Brad enduring, if he was even still on the ship? If he was even still alive. With so many crew members on board, how much abuse were they allowed to mete out on slaves? Well, one thing was certain, Annabelle knew. She vowed to survive, and she wasn’t going to accomplish that by worrying about the lowlife likes of Brad. She pictured him being strung up by his dick high above the deck, then suddenly cut loose and dropped overboard. On his way down, he’d cry out to Annabelle, “I’m soooooorrrrrrryyyyyyyy!”

“Fuck you!” she’d scream.

Then she’d stand by the railing and watch him flail in the water for a while until he tired and a large wave finally took him under for the last time. 

Then Annabelle began to cry, knowing that she probably wouldn’t do such a thing. She hated Brad enough to want him to suffer terribly, but what she really wanted was…

The door opened, and two men she hadn’t yet seen during her time spent in the sick bay came toward her. One was holding cuffs in his hands. 

“Stand,” the taller of the two ordered.

Annabelle did so, and the man firmly took hold of her shoulders and turned her back to him. She was easily cuffed, having no fight left in her.

“Thank you, gentlemen,” Doctor said. “Sir ordered that she be taken directly to slave quarters.”

Annabelle could tell by the way the men responded that Doctor was respected. She might even have some real pull on the ship. Maybe a different approach would have won her over, Annabelle thought. Well, then again, surely not. It was undeniable that Doctor was fully under the control of Sir; even the way she looked at him spoke volumes. Annabelle’s cuffed wrists were taken hold of, and she was easily led out the door and down a long hallway. She pulled back when two male crew members came around the corner.

“Well, well, well,” one of them said. “So this is the new slave everyone’s been talking about.”

Annabelle reflexively hunched her shoulders, as if doing so could cover her nudity. The man holding her cuffed wrists jerked hard on them, forcing Annabelle to stand up straight. 

The other escort took hold of her hair, jerked her head back and said, “Come on now, bitch. Don’t tell us you’re shy. A porn star like you?”

Annabelle’s eyes were clenched shut. One of the men asked, “Do we get to use her?”

“Don’t know what Sir’s plans are,” a guard answered.

One of the men took hold of her shoulders and roughly turned her around. A hand pressed hard against the back of her neck, forcing her to bend over at the waist. A boot nudged at the inside of an ankle, spreading her legs wide.

“Her pussy’s off limits, all right,” one of the men said. 

Annabelle could tell by the placement of the voices that the men were bent close, examining her rings and piercings.

“Yep, they sure have that gate chained shut!”

“Wonder why.”

“Never seen Sir do that before.”

“Out of the way, guys. We have orders to take her to slave quarters. You clowns can drool over her later.”

The two men led her to a short, steep stairway the three descended, then another. Both held Annabelle securely as she navigated the steps that took them deeper and deeper into the depths of the ship. Annabelle felt the walls closing in on her. She’d never liked the idea of being in enclosed spaces, much less underwater. Windows would have helped, but the walls were gray and solid, with no natural light from any source. The light fixtures, set high on the walls, had taken on a more utilitarian look from those on higher floors. If she didn’t know she was on a ship, she would have guessed she was in a basement or a mechanical area of a building. 

The man guiding Annabelle gave her cuffs a sharp jerk, indicating they were stopping in front of a tall metal door. A sign read, NO UNAUTHORIZED PERSONNEL. The other man fumbled with his key chain, then unlocked two separate bolts on the door. The three entered, and Annabelle at first gasped, then felt her knees go weak.

Jail cells. Pure and simple. She was going to be housed in a cell. The walls of the room were the same dull grey color as in the hallway, and the lighting was even dimmer. The numerous bars of the two adjoining cells were embedded in the floor as well as into heavy, iron-like reinforcements in the ceiling. Something stirred in one of the cells, and the panicked face of a young-looking, naked blonde emerged from the top edge of a blanket. She threw off the covering, rolled off the pallet and positioned herself on her hands and knees with her ass pointing toward the cell door. Her neck was positioned high, her back was flat, and her knees were spread wide, exposing herself fully to the men. 

“Slave, meet… slave, I guess,” the man on Annabelle’s right said. “Anytime anyone enters the room, and I mean anyone, you’ll assume that position. Get it?”

Annabelle could only look at him wide-eyed. In a heartbeat, her jaw was clenched in his firm grip and her face was pulled toward his, forcing her so close, she smelled coffee on his breath. His voice took on a menacing edge.

“I asked you if you get it.”

“Yes,” she said.

“Good, now get in. Your bed’s over there. Sure hope you two roommates enjoy one another. If not, I guess you can always file a complaint, huh?”

The two men burst out laughing. Annabelle entered the cell and sought refuge on the pallet, wanting to cover herself as quickly as possible with the blanket that lay neatly folded at the foot of it.

The guards undid their belts and unzipped their pants. Annabelle pulled the blanket tightly around herself, but knowing that if she was going to be raped, it would do nothing to protect her. 

One of the men lowered himself to his knees and roughly took hold of the blonde slave girl’s hips.

“I love doing this bitch in the ass,” he said.

He jerked her body into position to take him in her asshole. He placed the tip of his cock against her anus, then paused.

The other man was already erect and waiting, holding the girl’s head in his hands.

The man at her ass-end smiled and said, “Ready?”

“Open your mouth,” the other commanded, giving the girl a light slap on her cheek.

The girl slowly opened her mouth and shut her eyes.

“Ready,” he said.

The men smiled at one another. The one holding the slave’s head drove deep into her throat just as the other man thrust hard into her rectum. The girl’s scream choked around the cock that blocked her voice. The thrusts into her mouth and anus were soon so forceful, her body was rocking back and forth. 

Annabelle thought she was going to be sick. She averted her eyes, knowing from her experience with Brad the humiliation of having so many eyes watching such debasement. On and on the men went, pulling at the girl’s head, thrusting against her ass—being more and more brutal to the girl’s orifices as their arousal grew. Their use of her was prolonged and calloused, their attitude seemingly one of complete entitlement to use a female as nothing more than a means to satisfy themselves. 

After a long while, the man fucking the slave’s ass slapped her hip and grabbed it tightly, then slapped and grabbed her other hip, holding her firmly in place.

“I’m about ready,” he said.

“Oh, god. Me too, man,” said the other. 

His head dropped back, his eyes closed and his jaw went slack. He thrust several more times in the girl’s mouth, then said, “Okay, okay, almost there… okay, go!”

Both men simultaneously rammed hard and deep, pulled back at the same time and thrust hard again. The slave was screaming around the cock, but her pained protest was almost entirely muffled. But Annabelle knew the sound. She knew exactly what it was like to scream around something shoved so deep in her throat it threatened to choke off all oxygen. Annabelle remembered her rising panic, her eyes wide, searching, and pleading to anyone to see the danger in which Brad had placed her. 

But the slave girl’s eyes were clenched shut, and something in her demeanor told Annabelle that she had long ago learned to endure such treatment.

“Again,” the man said, slapping the slave hard on the ass.

The men partially withdrew, then thrust hard inside her.

“God I love skewering this bitch.”

“Whew!” the man with his cock in the in the slave’s mouth said. “Whoa!” he said, holding up his palm. The two men high-fived.

“Yeah, buddy!” Good one!”

The man slapped the slave’s hip again before withdrawing from her ass. 

Her hair was gently pushed away from her face as the other man withdrew his cock from her mouth. He absentmindedly patted her cheek and said, “Now clean it up.”

“Yes, sir,” she said, moving closer.

She took him in her mouth and began sucking and licking. She was still panting hard from the rough use, and quiet whimpers came from her, making Annabelle steal glances at her.

“What are you lookin’ at?” one of the men asked Annabelle. 

Annabelle drew her arms more tightly around her knees and pressed her back closer to the corner of the cell. The movement and positioning caused pain in the labial piercings and whipped skin. She winced, not yet knowing how to accommodate the rings. 

“Yeah,” the other man said. “Enjoy the show? You jealous? Your turn just might come.”

“The other man said, “Yeah, I’d love to plow into that ass. You an ass-virgin, slave? Why don’t you just come on over here and we’ll find out?”

The heavy metal entry door opened, and a man dressed in the same type of uniform as the two men in her cell entered the room. He was tugging at a thick chain. 

“Get your ass in here, pretty boy!” he commanded.

He pulled hard, and Annabelle gasped when she saw Brad dragged through the door on his hands and knees. Brad lost his balance, and was jerked back into position by the man holding the end of the chain that connected to a wide, thick collar around Brad’s neck.

Brad’s keeper called out, far louder than necessary, “Hey, boys! Want some of this?”

“Nah, one of the men said, “We just did this bitch.”

“Well, you’re missing out. The boy don’t bite, do you, boy?”

Brad looked at the floor in front of the man’s feet and responded in military style, “Sir, No sir!”

“That’s my boy. Now get on in your cell and show me some love.”

“Sir, yes sir!” Brad said, crawling through the barred door.

Brad turned on all fours to face his keeper. He reared up on his knees and crossed his wrists behind his back. His eyes were downcast. Annabelle could see he was wearing a belt of sorts, and there was something fixed in place between the cheeks of his ass. Her stomach tensed as she remembered Sir’s orders for Brad to have something in his ass at all times. 

“What do good boys do, slave?”

“They suck cock, Sir!” Brad said loudly.

“Do good boys like sucking cock?”

“Sir, yes sir! A good boy loves sucking cock!”

“So what are you going to do for me, boy?”

“Suck your cock, Sir, and love it!”

“That’s a good boy. This brace goes in the mouth so the boy learns to suck the right way, right?”

“Yes, Sir! This slave needs to learn!”

“And the boy knows that if he moves his hands from behind his back, he’s going to get a whipping, right?”

“Yes, Sir! This boy knows, Sir!”

“Good boy. Open wide.”

“Sir, yes Sir!”

Brad opened his mouth and remained perfectly still while his keeper positioned the oral brace and secured it at the back of Brad’s head.

“I swear to god, you move, boy, and you’ll get a huge dose of pain.”

The man soon had his semi-erect cock in Brad’s mouth. He took hold of Brad’s head and simultaneously pulled his head back and forth to match the thrusts. He started slowly, and then seemed to revel in pressing deep into Brad’s throat, pausing, then slowly rotating his hips while deep in Brad’s mouth. 

Annabelle couldn’t believe this was the same Brad who had so cavalierly ignored her pleas for help, who had stood by while Bert abused and beat her. The Brad she knew then seemed to have the world on a string. He was strong and handsome, and exuded confidence and success. He had the comfortable demeanor of someone entirely in his element when being photographed or filmed. But now, when Annabelle looked furtively at him through the bars, she saw angry red welts on his back and ass. There were so many, they appeared to crisscross one another in a combination of both fresh and healing marks. No wonder Brad did what he was told. Surely he was being whipped regularly, Annabelle feared, and no doubt other methods were being used on him to subdue him. It was inconceivable that a man like Brad would otherwise allow himself to be on the receiving end of such abuse. There had never been any question in Annabelle’s mind that Brad was straight. Then again, what she was now witnessing was entirely at odds with that impression. But her gut feeling, just by looking at Brad and expression, told her he was both horrified and humiliated. And his eyes were now clenched so tightly shut, as if to block as much sensory information as possible. She could hardly believe what she was seeing: the self-absorbed and so-sure-of-himself man was now on his knees, freshly whipped and compliant, sucking another man’s cock on demand. Annabelle feared that if they could break a man like Brad, then they could probably break her in no time at all. She knew the process had already begun. What, after all, wouldn’t most people do to avoid extreme pain?

Annabelle kept her gaze downcast after seeing the two men in her cell eyeing her occasionally while watching Brad being used. She remained motionless, even though the stinging and bruising on her ass cheeks screamed at her to resituate, to find some small place on her hips that could handle the feel of the pallet-weave against her burning skin.

All that was occurring remained in her peripheral vision, and she waited to hear signs that the act was entirely completed. After a few minutes, the sound of moaning told her the man had finally come. 

“When this brace comes out, boy, you’re going to lick me clean. Got it?”

Annabelle waited until she heard the man zipping his pants and fastening his belt before she allowed herself to look up. Brad’s cell door slammed. Her cell door slammed. The door leading to the hallway slammed. The lights in the room dimmed slightly, keys jangled, the sound of heavy footsteps receded, then there was quiet. She was too afraid and too shocked by all she’d just witnessed to fully breathe. She realized she’d been holding her breath much of the time, and feared she might never again be able to entirely let down her guard. She’d had nightmares before, but they had ended. Not this time. 

The quiet was now deafening, reinforcing the fact that she was locked in a dark, underwater cell. She looked to her cellmate for clues of how to react now that they were left alone. She could tell by the shape formed under the blanket, the slave girl was lying on her side, facing away. She was still and cocoon-like, wrapped in blue flannel. Her breathing was almost imperceptible, it was so shallow and peaceful. How in the world could she be asleep after so brutal a rape? Annabelle wanted desperately to talk to her.

Annabelle tensed when she heard a quiet, high-pitched noise. She pulled the blanket tighter to her skin, and scanned her cell for any movement. What if there were mice? Surely there were always rodents on ships…rats leaving sinking ships or whatever the saying. Oh, god…what if they chewed on people during the night? The noise grew louder, but also more unidentifiable. It was a whining sound, like a suffering animal. Whimpering? What the hell? Annabelle was close to panic now, believing there was an animal in the room with them. Where was it hiding? She pressed her face close to the bars by her pallet and strained to see into Brad’s cell. But there was the noise again, this time louder. When her eyes fully adjusted to what she was seeing, she could make out Brad’s form, facing away from her. He lay uncovered, his head buried in a pillow. She matched the whimpering noises with the slight shuddering moves of his shoulders and she knew: Brad was crying.


Chapter Nine

Just as Annabelle let her guard down enough to drop into a fitful sleep, the iron door was opened, the lights were turned on, and three men entered the area, all barking orders far more loudly than necessary. Annabelle’s cellmate couldn’t have moved more quickly if she were on fire. She was positioned on her hands and knees, facing away from the men, presenting herself for use as she had earlier, before Annabelle had even sat up on her pallet. Even Brad was already in position, on his hands and knees with his ass pointed toward the men. Annabelle knew she was to do the same, but couldn’t bring herself to assume such a humiliating position. She feigned ignorance, and remained where she was.

“All right, slaves! You know the drill.” 

Leashes were attached to the collars Brad and the slave girl wore, and each man took possession of a slave. The remaining man turned his hateful eyes onto Annabelle.

“You get your ass over here and into position now. Don’t make me ever have to tell you again. Do you hear me?”

He was quickly near enough to be standing over her and taking her by the hair. He dragged her to the center of the cell, then forced her to position herself on her knees and put her forehead on the floor. He placed his boot under her pussy and forced her hips higher in the air. She yelped as the pressure pulled at her labial piercings. Annabelle began to cry as her hands were cuffed behind her back. 

“Those tears are going to be whipped right out of you, believe me. Enough strappings and you’ll see how pointless they are.”

He was now standing in front of her. He pulled her head up by her hair and pressed her face into the crotch of his pants. Annabelle struggled to breathe.

“You’re about to get some training. Now stand up and do what you’re told.”

The three slaves were led out of the two cells and toward the door. Brad and the slave girl were led on leashes; Annabelle was kept under control by her keeper holding the chain of her handcuffs. The slave girl went first, followed by Annabelle, then Brad. As far as she could tell, they were reversing the route that had taken them to the depths of the ship. When they reached the top of the short staircases, however, she knew she had lost her bearings and had no idea any longer where she was in relation to the sick bay or her cell.

“Guard ‘em. I’ll see if Sir’s ready.”

“You got it,” one of the men answered.

But when the other guard didn’t return after five minutes or so, the men wandered a little ways down the hallway to begin a conversation with another crew member.

Brad whispered at the back of Annabelle’s head, “Every afternoon. Inspection. Punishment.”

Annabelle’s shoulders dropped. She turned her head to ask a question, but Brad hissed, “Don’t turn around. Never be caught talking to me, do you understand?”

Annabelle nodded.

“Where are we?” she asked, as quietly as possible.

“At sea. Sir’s ship. Wealthy. Shipping.”

“Does anyone know we’re here?” she asked.

Before Brad could answer, the other guard had turned the corner and was returning to the group. 

“Sir’s ready. Let’s go.”

He grabbed Annabelle’s nipple and squeezed it, saying, “Stay in line. Head down. No talking.”

Annabelle winced and began walking, keeping up with the pace of the slave girl in front of her. Her feet soon crossed over a threshold of sorts onto beautiful carpet, and she couldn’t help but look up. 

She had seen few rooms as beautiful as this one. There didn’t seem to be a single area of wall, shelving or furniture that wasn’t made of elegant, polished, breathtakingly beautiful wood. The entire room spoke of elegance and taste, and was so clean there seemed to be a soft glow coming from every piece of furniture. She averted her eyes and stared only at her own feet upon seeing that Sir was present. He was seated in a huge leather chair, facing the center of the room, a drink in one hand and a large cigar in the other. The slave girl turned, lowered herself to all fours and positioned herself, as always, with her head held high, her back flat and her ass and pussy fully presented to Sir. Brad dropped to the floor and was quickly in position. Annabelle’s eyes met Sir’s with dread. It was obvious in his expression that he was already highly displeased with her.

He spoke slowly and evenly. “It will present itself properly to me, slave.”

Annabelle turned and slowly lowered herself to her knees, and placed her forehead down on the carpet in front of her.

“Wider, slave. Spread its knees.”

Annabelle adjusted her position.

“Report, Carter,” Sir said. 

“Sir, the male slave is obeying orders and performing orally on command. We do not feel, however, that his enthusiasm is at the proper level.”

“The party will help with that.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Until then, increase the severity of the strappings to adjust its attitude.”

“As you wish, Sir.”

In her peripheral vision, Annabelle saw Brad’s shoulders shift and his head drop slightly. If his back and ass already looked as it did after only a few days of training, what would he soon look like if they punished him with even more brutality? 

Annabelle could hear the ice clinking in Sir’s cocktail glass. And what about this one?” Sir asked. 

“The slave has already failed twice to assume the proper presentation, Sir. As you could see, of course, upon her entrance into your presence, and also when we collected the slaves from their cells, Sir.”

And the third slave?”

“No disobedience to note in the last twenty-four hours, Sir. She has responded properly in her slave positions and in her sexual performance.”

“Secure it to the punishment table.”

Annabelle looked to her right. The girl’s eyes were fixed on the carpet between her palms, and she showed no signs of fear or alarm. Forceful hands grabbed Annabelle under the arms. 

“No!” she screamed. “I didn’t know! No one told me anything! 

What appeared to be a small dining table was quickly rolled into position in front of her. Annabelle continued to scream and resist the men’s grasp, but her hands remained cuffed behind her, preventing any chance of defending herself. She was taken by the neck and forced to bend at the waist, her upper body slammed hard against the cold wood. Strong hands forced her ankles wide apart and secured them, while a strap at the front edge of the table was looped loosely around her neck. The table was not wide enough to support her entire upper body, and her neck and head extended over the side, several feet in front of Sir.

“I shall not bore it with such banalities as ‘this hurts me more than it hurts it.’ On the contrary, I shall take great pleasure in breaking its will, which I will do. I assure it of that.”

He paused to take a sip of his drink, then set it down on top of a thick coaster. 

“I had to ask myself, what is the very thing that will break my new slave and bring it into full compliance? For I have forcefully beaten it with a strap. Its body has been pierced several times to illustrate my ownership of it. My fingers have been inserted far inside it, claiming its orifices as mine. Such things obviously did not have the desired effect, for my new slave remains as obstinate as ever.” 

“I’ll try harder, Sir. I’ll try harder this time.”

Sir’s voice was loud and strident. “There is no such thing as try! And I gave it no permission to speak!”

He bolted out of his chair, at the same time unbuckled his belt. As he strode past Annabelle, he pulled the belt through the loops of his pants in one angry motion.

“My slaves must learn obedience immediately!” he bellowed.

The belt hit her ass with precision, catching both butt cheeks, and curling around her hip. Her body bucked against her restraints. She screamed in absolute disbelief that anything could hurt so much. She couldn’t stop screaming as he swung the belt in arcs so forceful, she imagined her skin to be on fire. On an on he went, until Annabelle knew she could withstand no more. When she was on the verge of passing out, he suddenly stopped.

Annabelle’s entire body was covered in sweat, and her breath heaved in her chest. Sir walked slowly past her, running his belt through the loops in his pants. His voice was perfectly calm and measured.

“I do not have sufficient time, nor does my crew, to waste on creatures such as yourself. My slaves must grasp the purpose of their existence immediately, or they are really quite worthless to me.” 

Sir sat down and sighed heavily. He picked up his cigar and studied the lit end. After a while he said, “But I am not an unreasonable man. Still, I had to ask myself, what punishment my new slave would best respond to. And then it came to me. I secured one of its holes so that I would be the only man to use it. I did not, however, secure the other one, now did I?”

It took only a moment for Annabelle to grasp his meaning. She began to shake her head in denial, first slowly, then faster and faster as she began to thrash against the bindings that secured her to the table. 

“Slave, get Brad ready to perform,” Sir ordered.

“Yes, sir,” the blonde slave girl replied.

Annabelle yelled, “You can’t do this. You can’t do this! He raped me! He injured me! God, no, no, no, no. Please, Sir, please. I beg you. I’ll do better, I swear it! Don’t do this. Don’t do this to me!”

“Quiet!” Sir bellowed, silencing her entirely with the fury in his voice. “It will remain quiet until the male slave is ready to perform the punishment!”

Sir downed the rest of his drink and added, “At that time, however, I shall enjoy hearing its screams for mercy.”

He sat forward in his chair and motioned with his empty glass to a man standing behind the bar. The man quickly came to Sir and took the glass from his hand. Sir waited until his drink was refreshed before speaking again. He shifted back to a relaxed position in his chair. He looked entirely comfortable, no different than a man about to watch a movie or a play. 

Sir called out, “Slave, are you accomplishing the task?”

The slave girl’s sucking noises ceased and she replied, “Yes, Sir!” 

“See how easy, slave?” he said, turning his attention back to Annabelle. I give a command to that slave and that slave obeys. Now what is so difficult about that? Instead, here we are, with it wasting more and more of my time.”

Annabelle felt something within her dying. No, no, no, she kept saying, over and over. No, no, no. I’ll do better, I’ll do better, she moaned again and again, pleading to Sir to find some way in his heart to change his mind. No, no, no… 

Not this way. Please. Anything but this.

Sir intermittently drummed his fingers on the armrest, and occasionally looked at his watch. 

“Enough! I do not have all day. Position yourself to punish the slave!”

“Sir, no!” Annabelle pleaded. “I beg you! If you could just give me another chance, I swear I’ll — ’’

“In its ass! Do it! Now! I have grown tired of this prattle!”

Brad took hold of her hips and placed the tip of his cock against her asshole. Annabelle searched Sir’s eyes for a chance for mercy.

“Take the strap to the male slave to ensure it uses sufficient force in the punishment,” Sir calmly ordered. 

“Yes, sir,” a male voice behind Brad said.

Annabelle heard the blistering snap of an implement making contact with Brad’s skin. His grip on her hips tightened; his thumbs forced her ass cheeks apart. Brad’s throaty cry of pain melded with her scream as he thrust hard into her ass. She reared her head back, feeling almost paralyzed as her brain fought to process the sheer extent of the agony. Sir watched with equanimity. Then, a partial withdrawal from her anus, the snap of the strap on Brad, his cry of pain, and an excruciatingly deeper thrust into the full depth of her asshole. 

Her face contorted in disbelief, her eyes were strained and bulging. Pained wails echoed around Annabelle as the strap came down harder and harder across Brad’s butt and back. Every swing of the strap forced him deeper within her—almost as a reflexive attempt to move away from the intensity of the beating. He thrust hard and fast, twisting his body away from the pain, and ramming deep inside Annabelle with every swing of the strap.

“Punish it!” Sir commanded. “Punish it! If it does not learn its lesson from this, I will have you punished in the same way, male slave!”

Brad seemed to hesitate for a split second, as if processing the words and warning. He then continued his thrusts with increased brutality. His hips twisted, rammed. When he began thrusting his hips upward, Annabelle stopped screaming. His thrusts were so forceful, her pelvis lifted from the table; the pain so intense, she felt dizzy and nauseated. Her sphincter could no longer provide resistance and her anus ceded any control. Her ring of muscle soon went numb, but at the same time felt as if on fire. The stinging sensation was indescribable. Brad’s hips slammed hard against her, and his breath soon became ragged. 

“You will punish it for ten more minutes, slave,” Sir said.

Annabelle moaned. Brad took hold of her shoulders and pulled hard against her as he began the final series of thrusts. Annabelle’s head was jerked upward, and she saw Sir through her tears. His demeanor remained calm and relaxed as he watched.

Ten minutes. Ten more minutes. Ten.

Annabelle’s body went limp on the table. No longer entirely conscious, she made a quiet huh noise each time Brad’s hips slammed against her. When Brad came in her ass ten minutes later, his semen burned her raw and abraded tissue. But the stinging and slick warmth at least told her this part of the punishment was over.




Chapter Ten

“Ssssssssss!”

Annabelle woke on her side, facing the slave girl who, as always, was cocooned in her blanket, apparently sleeping peacefully. Annabelle began to cry.

“Sssssssss! Hey. You awake?” a voice whispered.

She rolled over to her back and looked toward Brad. She cried out at the burning pain in her anus. 

“Are you okay?” he asked, so quietly it was hard to hear him.

“Fuck you,” she said, turning away from him.

“Are you okay?” he asked in an exaggerated whisper.

“What the fuck do you care?” Annabelle shot back.

The slave girl turned and looked at them with alarm. Annabelle moaned and cried out at the renewed stinging in her injured anus.

Brad said, “You can’t talk so loud! Never be caught talking to one of us, you hear?”

“Fuck you again,” Annabelle said, but more quietly.

“There are cameras in here. They monitor us. Who knows what — ’’

“Good. Then they can watch you go fuck yourself, you fucking asshole.”

There was silence for a short while, then Brad said, “I know I deserve that, Angelina. I know I —’’

“That’s not my name. And didn’t I just tell you to go fuck yourself? Leave me alone! The only worse thing about being in this nightmare of a hellhole is going to be seeing your face all the time!”

“I could have helped you. I know that. I could have called the police like you asked. I — ’’

“That’s right.”

“All I cared about was the money. I was in law school, I needed the money for tuition.”

“How are those classes working for you now, dickhead? Well, I had a life too. Did you ever consider that? I had a family.”

Annabelle’s words became all but unintelligible as she spoke through her sobs.

“I mean I do have a family, and they don’t know where the hell I am. And I’ll probably never see them again. And they’ll spend the rest of their lives wondering about me. Worrying.”

She cried openly with heaving breaths. Brad remained silent. After a few minutes, she tentatively rolled onto her back, wincing at the pain it caused. She wiped her tears and runny nose on the corner of her blanket, took a deep, quivering breath and sighed. The three slaves remained quiet for a long while.

“Where are we?” Annabelle finally asked. “Where in hell is this nightmare?”

Her voice came out of her throat as a strangled cry.

Brad turned on his side to face her. “Turn this way, okay? I can’t talk much louder than this.”

Annabelle hesitated, then slowly turned toward him, unable to situate herself in any position that didn’t exacerbate the pain from her punishment. She let her expression show the depth of her hatred for him.

“I worked on some of his film projects before, but I’d never met him ‘til now,” Brad whispered. “All I knew was what I’d heard from the crew. He has more money than you could imagine. Most of it from an international shipping fleet, I think. And he does like blondes, so I was really surprised to see you that morning.”

“Who were those men?” she asked.

“They were a crew Sir has used a few times before. I don’t know the history.”

“Go on,” she said. “And your fucking excuses better be good.”

“Judging from the past, they would have forced you to demonstrate all sorts of sex toys and restraint devices for a few more days. They were going to have a party when the shoot was finished, and every crew member was going to be allowed to fuck you any way he wanted. All of it would be filmed, then mass-produced for sale underground.”

“Jesus!” Annabelle said.

“They were planning on drugging you and dumping you in another city. It’s happened before. And they clean up the shoot sites so well, there would have been no evidence left behind to prove that it ever occurred.”

“But we have some of their names, you idiot! Like that wouldn’t have helped at all?” she whispered.

“You have their names?” Brad asked. “I doubt that.”

“Remember, there was Ernie, Frank, and Bert — ’’

Brad answered, “Oh, come on. Brad and Angelina. Bert and Ernie. Frank. As in Francis Ford Coppolla, right? It was a big joke on the set. You really think they were stupid enough to let you hear their real names?”

As the realization sank in, Annabelle pressed her palms to her face. 

“Where are they?” she asked.

“The director and Bert were on the ship the day you and I arrived, and now I haven’t seen them since.”

“Why is Sir even letting us live?”

“He’ll use us as currency with his friends and business partners. There’s a party coming up, and the ship’s going to be full of his friends and associates. I don’t know exactly what we’re going to be forced — ’’

Brad’s voice caught in his throat. 

“Forced — ’’ he said again, but he couldn’t continue.

Annabelle was silent as Brad cried. She was already developing a new idea of what privacy meant, what it meant when you had no privacy at all. She looked away, staring at the ceiling. He might be a dickhead, she knew, but over and over again her conscience told her she herself was ultimately responsible for her circumstances. Jealousy and desperation had brought her here. And lies. A small string of her lies had changed her life forever. Although she hated Brad, she feared she would always hate herself more. 

“Is Brad your real name?” she asked, looking over at him.

“Michael,” he said, quietly.

“Oh, okay. Michael, I’m Annabelle.”

“Nice to meet you, Annabelle.”

“Fuck you, Michael.”

He laughed quietly. “I deserve that. I deserve anything you throw at me.”

“Yeah, you do,” she said.

They were quiet for a long while. Brad asked, “Are you in a lot of pain?”

“What do you think, asshole,” she said. “You didn’t have to be so brutal.”

“Yeah, I did. He’ll do worse to you if you don’t learn. He probably won’t even send you to medical this time. He wants you hurting. He wants to break you. He’ll have no problem killing you. Obey everyone. Just do it.”

Annabelle looked over at him and whispered, “How do you do it? I never would have taken you for a man who — ’’

“Before this, I never sucked a single cock in my life,” he said. “I thought I was going to choke. Or throw up. But there’s always a strap, a whip. I knew they’d kill me. I never doubt that. And this thing up my ass. God only knows that else they’re going to make me do for them.”

Annabelle thought back to the sick bay when Sir instructed Doctor to make sure Brad always had a plug up his ass. She wasn’t about to remind Brad that Sir had mentioned his intention of letting numerous men rape him. Annabelle rolled over on her side and scooted closer to the bars of the cell. She looked over her shoulder at the sleeping slave girl. 

“Who the hell is she?”

“No clue. But she never disobeys. Ever. She sleeps when they’re not raping her.” 

“Can she be trusted?” Annabelle asked.

“Don’t risk it,” he said.

As quietly as she could, Annabelle whispered, “Is there a way to escape?” 

“And go where? To the bottom of the sea?” Brad asked. 


Chapter Eleven

The next few weeks became a blur of the entirely predictable, but also the entirely incomprehensible. Brad was still required to suck off guards who came to his cell, and Annabelle’s cellmate continued to be “skewered”— as the guards called it— almost daily, and also provided oral sex and countless hand jobs to any guard, at any time of day they required. 

Annabelle no longer pretended to not know the rules. She quickly presented her ass and pussy when anyone entered her cell, or when in the presence of Sir. Still, no one used her body. Her labial piercings and lock remained in place, blocking access to her vagina. Still, she didn’t understand why she wasn’t being used sexually by Sir or anyone on board. She wasn’t even used for any kind of physical service, such as a maid. But as the days added up free of beatings or sexual abuse, she dared herself to feel a slight hope. She waited, always willing herself to become invisible somehow in the corner of her cell, while Brad sucked off crew member after crew member. The blonde slave girl was so in demand that two men at a time frequently used her, and some even apparently waited in line out in the hallway. And Annabelle was left untouched. It made no sense. She sat on her pallet in the corner of her cell and did her best to stay under the radar. 

Every afternoon when she, Brad and the blonde slave were brought into the presence of Sir, she quickly assumed the required position of presentation. She no longer spoke when not spoken to, and her responses were no more than what was allowed her. Day after day, she was ordered by Sir to bend her body over the punishment table so that he could check the condition of her abused anus. The routine was always the same. She no longer even had to be restrained; she bent her body when asked, spread her legs as far as required, and yielded her anus to Sir’s daily inspection with his gloved and lubed finger. His examinations were none too gentle, and she failed to see any purpose in his daily exploration. But she stopped asking herself why about most things. She stopped asking herself what the purpose of her slavery might be. She was alive, and she didn’t even know the why of that. She did what she had been taught so far, which, until now, involved little more than the frequent presentation of her ass in the air, and the daily examination of her asshole while bent over the punishment table. There was never any comment for a few weeks, until the day before yesterday. Sir had pressed her ass cheeks apart, and smeared lubrication across her anus. Upon inserting his finger none too gently deep inside her, he took her by surprise by asking, “It is my slave, is it not?”

“Yes, Sir,” she replied.

“Say it to me, slave.”

“I am your slave.”

“It is,” Sir corrected.

“It is your slave,” she said.

“It is your slave, what?” he said, pumping his fingers deeper and deeper into her anus.

Annabelle hesitated, not used to being allowed to speak.

Sir pressed hard and deep into her ass, holding the position of his fingers. Annabelle cried out in pain and said, “Sir! It is your slave, Sir.”

“Do you know to whom this anus belongs?”

Her voice quivered. “Yes, Sir.”

“Say it to me, slave.”

“My anus — ’’

“No!” Sir bellowed. “Nothing whatsoever belongs to you. You say ‘This anus. This anus belongs…”

“Sir, this anus belongs to you, Sir.”

“Quite right, slave.”

“Take the strap to its ass,” Sir said to a guard. “This is a lesson it will learn immediately.”

Back in her cell, a tearful and sore Annabelle lay on her side and whispered to Brad.

“What did I do that was so wrong?” she asked.

Brad whispered, “He owns every part of you. Nothing about you belongs to you anymore. Don’t you get it?”

“But it’s my body,” she said.

“No, it isn’t. Not anymore,” Brad said.

Annabelle sighed and tried to process the new lesson. Brad had sounded particularly impatient with her confusion, so she remained quiet and left him alone with his thoughts.

Although it was forbidden, she frequently peppered Brad with question after question, trying to learn more of their circumstances. They shared whispered conversations late at night, but mostly very early in the morning when it was more likely that Annabelle’s cellmate was asleep. If the slave roommate disapproved of their forbidden conversations, she never let on. She never said a word to either of them, and there was no evidence that she had reported their behavior. Annabelle once tried to strike up a whispered conversation with her, asking what her name was, but the response was a vehement shake of the head. She never spoke, never cried, and never smiled. She was machine-like in her obedience, never seeming to register even humiliation or disgust. 

Surely this couldn’t go on forever. What did Sir do with female slaves who were no longer sexually pleasing to him? She looked over at her cellmate and wondered what had been done to keep her from getting pregnant. She didn’t have to wait long for an answer. A guard entered the cell area, flipped on the bright lights and pointed his finger at Annabelle.

“You,” he said.

All three slaves moved into presentation position regardless of who was singled out by a guard. Annabelle now knew to assume the position and wait for the guard to take control of her. There was never any leeway on this rule. She was ordered to stand, and her hands were cuffed in front of her. They turned left down the hallway as always, and took the two very short sets of steps. The surroundings were suddenly familiar. When they stopped in front of the doorway at the end of a short hallway, Annabelle knew she was at the clinic. The guard opened the door with a keycard and pushed Annabelle across the small, raised threshold. Doctor was at the other side of the room, and when she saw Annabelle, she smiled and moved to the side of the exam table.

“Guard, the slave will be on her back and secured to the table.”

“Yes, Doctor,” he replied.

Annabelle didn’t resist. She used the small steps at the side of the table, then turned and sat. The guard took hold of her shoulders, first to steady her, then to press her down on the table. He took her wrists, which were cuffed in front of her, pulled them above her head and fastened them to the end of the table. Doctor placed each foot in the widely positioned stirrups and secured wide straps around her ankles. 

“Help me move her hips, please,” Doctor said.

“Yes, ma’am.”

The guard stepped between Annabelle’s knees, took her hips in his hands and pulled her toward the end of the table. 

“Do you want me to stay and hold her knees open?” he asked.

“That won’t be necessary, I don’t think. Will it, slave? Will the slave do everything that is ordered of it?”

“Yes, Doctor,” Annabelle replied, despising how docile she sounded.

When the guard left the room, Annabelle searched Doctor’s expression for a willingness to converse, but saw only cool professionalism. Since being released from the clinic and becoming a slave, Annabelle no longer had permission to speak to Doctor unless spoken to first, and her expression told Annabelle she was in no mood. 

“Do you still have pain in your anus, slave?”

“No, Doctor.”

Annabelle regretted not lying. She now feared that if she appeared too healthy and pain free, Sir might quickly find far too many sexual uses for her on the ship. 

“We’re unlocking your labial rings this morning so that you may give Sir sexual pleasure.”

Annabelle moaned with dread. She stared at the ceiling and shook her head back and forth as pictures of the act flashed into her mind. 

There was only a slight tugging sensation as the connecting rings were removed. Doctor ran a warm, damp cloth over her vulva and anus. 

Don’t beat me. Don’t hurt me. And not in the ass, please. Please. Please, not in the ass. Whatever you do…

“I’m applying lubrication to your vagina and anus so that Sir may experience more pleasure.” 

Doctor’s gloved finger applied cool gel to her vagina, then slipped easily inside. Additional gel was applied to her anus, then distributed deep inside her with a few gentle probes.

“You and the other slaves were already hosed down this morning, correct?”

“Yes, Doctor.”

“Your body is clean?”

“Yes, Doctor.”

Doctor gave Annabelle and injection in her left hip and said, “Your monthly birth control.”

Doctor turned and pressed the large red button on the panel on the opposite wall. Annabelle stared at the ceiling, willing the deed to be over quickly, painlessly. She’d been physically close to Sir before, and his presence always instilled pure fear. Now she had to be skin-to-skin? Would that even be what he wanted? Just what kind of hell was this going to be? God forbid Sir was going to make her pretend she enjoyed “giving him pleasure.” What a crock of shit. Why didn’t these people just call this slavery bullshit what it really was? Annabelle was being taken by force, and she had no control over any of it. Of course she had no say in it. Of course resistance was futile. Stop thinking everything to death, she reprimanded herself. She’d always hated that about her brain, especially when thinking just made things worse. What did questions matter, anyway? What had answers changed? Knowing something changed nothing here. 

She heard the door open behind her. Two guards quickly went to work on releasing her bindings. She sat up and pushed herself off the table and into a standing position. She looked at the floor and waited.

“Sir requested that she be brought to him in his stateroom.”

“Yes, Doctor,” they replied.

Annabelle could swear she heard a touch of a lascivious tone in their replies. Maybe the whole goddamned ship was going to know what was happening between her and Sir. Maybe the asshole would even bring people in to watch. Maybe he’d film it and sell it.

Maybe this, Maybe that, Annabelle. This is going to happen. Does it matter how?

Annabelle allowed herself to be led to what seemed like the far end of the ship, and up they went via more steps. But these were polished wood with an Oriental runner down the center. There was an open door at the top of the small landing, and Annabelle could see into what had to be Sir’s bedroom. A rather large bed faced her, taunting her. She had no time to take stock of her surroundings. The men led her directly to the bed and ordered her to lie down on her back and spread her legs wide. Tethers were produced from all four corners of the bed, and were cinched tightly around Annabelle’s wrists and ankles. 

One of the men paused at the end of the bed, looked her up and down and said, “Beautiful. One day I hope to get me some of — ’’

“Thank you, gentlemen. That will be all,” Sir said from the doorway.

The men turned and left the room. Annabelle pulled slightly at her tethers. It only made them feel tighter and more uncomfortable. Sir shut the door, and she heard him lock it with a heavy bolt.

“So we will not be disturbed, slave. It wouldn’t want that, would it?”

“No, Sir,” she said quietly.

She continued to stare at the ceiling while she waited. Sir was moving quietly about the room, undressing, she assumed. Her heart was beginning to pound and her breathing became uneven. 

Get it over with. Get it over with. Come on, you bastard. Just do it.

When Sir stood naked at the end of the bed, Annabelle slowly took her eyes off the ceiling and met his gaze. His physique was compact, toned and fit. His skin was bronzed, with no tan lines. A picture of him flashed in her mind, lying unselfconsciously naked on one of the decks while crewmembers waited on him hand and foot. She pulled against her tethers again as he eyed her hungrily.

His cock bounced slightly. He appeared to be almost fully hard, but Annabelle refused to look directly, and fixed her eyes again on the ceiling, then clenched them shut as she felt him moving up onto the bed. The depression of the mattress told her he was now between her legs. She flinched, and opened her eyes when his fingers pressed against the bars that covered her clitoris. Annabelle was taken aback by his gentle touch. He moved his hand slowly between her legs, as if exploring every curve, as if gauging her reaction to his touch. He placed his palm firmly against her vulva and pressed a finger against her anus. Annabelle begged him with her eyes to please stop. His lips formed a slight smile as she squirmed. Her writhing only made it easier for him to insert his finger firmly past her resistant sphincter. Annabelle was ashamed to find she was beginning to pant, afraid he would think she was turned on by his touch. But there was no glove this time, and the friction of his dry finger as it met her lubrication was an indescribable sensation. She writhed harder, trying to somehow will him to withdraw, but the bucking of her hips only allowed him to probe deeper. Her sphincter relaxed and willingly enveloped the intrusion.

“It will accept anything I do, without protest,” he said. “Anything.”

Annabelle nodded.

“Say it back to me,” he said.

Annabelle took a deep breath and tried to steady her voice, which she knew was going to come forth breathy and aroused-sounding.

“It will accept anything Sir does. Anything.”

Sir removed his finger, then shifted his body and lay to the side of her, and began stroking her breasts, intermittently squeezing them hard, and then toying with her nipple rings. His hand returned to her vulva again, and he pressed firmly against the bars crossing her clitoris. She pressed her hips against his hand, wanting nothing more than to be free of the bars and be allowed to feel the stimulation fully. A quiet “Please…” escaped her lips, before she silenced her own disobedience.

“No,” he said.

He rolled on top of her, positioning himself between her legs. The tip of his cock slipped easily into place and he pressed his way firmly inside. He lay with his full weight on top of her, his face buried in her neck, his breath warm against her skin. He held the sides of her breasts and began to fuck her slowly and gently. The pressure of his weight against the clitoral bars was driving her insane. She cried out and tried to grind her hips against his to give her the full sensation she craved but the tethers that bound her ankles held her firmly in place. Sir slipped his hands under her shoulders and pulled against her as he drove within. Annabelle wanted nothing more at that moment than to have her arms and legs free; she wanted to clutch at him and pound her fists against his back to force him to drive at her, to pound his hips hard against her. As if reading her mind, he did just that. He thrust harder and faster, his hips arching higher in the air and ramming against her. Annabelle’s clitoris was repeatedly slammed so hard, she had to wait only moments before she exploded into the most intense and mind-blowing orgasm she’d ever had. She screamed a prolonged cry of ecstasy as wave after wave hit her, and as Sir’s driving hips extended her pleasure so long she was finally crying out “No! No! No!” willing him to be done, but not wanting him to stop. His cock became so hard inside her, she swore she could feel the individual veins as he seemed to grow even bigger and harder. He cried out as if in disbelief. Then began the warm and slippery sensation of his cum, so wet and slick that he was able to drive even more deeply inside her. She wanted to grab him by the hair, to rake her nails down his back, to arch her hips up to meet his as he came.

When he collapsed on top of her, she began to cry. They lay together until Sir’s breathing returned to normal. While she was still sobbing, he pulled out of her, and she knew from the movement on the mattress that he had quickly left the bed. She didn’t open her eyes or turn her head to look, but it was obvious he had left the room. The sound of the shower being turned on confirmed that she was in fact alone.

When Sir returned, fully dressed, he went to the door, unbolted it and departed. He left the door wide open behind him, leaving Annabelle tied to the bed, bound, exposed, and still crying.


Chapter Twelve

She tried to contain her tears as the guards led her back to the clinic. Doctor gently wiped away Sir’s semen, then reattached the rings, which Annabelle now knew to be clear warning that no one in the world was to have Annabelle in that way except for Sir. Doctor asked if Sir had received pleasure from her, but Annabelle only shrugged. She considered that if Doctor would turn her back long enough or be called away for some sort of emergency, she might be able to steal drugs so she could kill herself. But Annabelle knew there was only a snowball’s chance in hell that anyone would ever leave her unattended.

She was escorted back to her cell. She collapsed onto her pallet and thought only of dying.

Brad didn’t speak to her for a while; they had developed a sense of one another in that regard. 

He finally asked gently, “What did they do to you, Annabelle?”

“Sir,” was all she said. 

“Did he beat you?”

“No.”

Annabelle hadn’t realized how much she needed and missed being touched. How long had it been since she’d had someone’s arms around her, someone who truly loved her? Her body had betrayed her and cried out for the touch of the man she resented and feared most in the world. Not only cried out for, but then responded with a mind-blowing orgasm. She began to cry again as shame fully washed over her. What must he think of her? She did everything but come right out and say that she enjoyed being taken by force. 

But that wasn’t it at all. What was it going to be like to spend the rest of her life not being lovingly held, not being appreciated, not being made love to as a free woman—a woman who was in a man’s bed by choice? A woman who willingly remained there without being tied to the bed. A woman who opened her legs to a man she loved without them being forced apart. A woman with the choice to give any part of herself to her lover without it being protected by locked rings and small bars. 

She wiped her face on the corner of her blanket and turned toward Brad. She could see in the dim light that he was watching her intently. She could even see concern in his eyes.

“Sir,” she said. “They tied me to his bed.”

She looked away from Brad in shame. She stared at the ceiling for a few moments then added, “He had me, then just left me there.”

“Oh,” Brad said gently.

“I still don’t get it, do I? I’m nothing. I’m nothing to him or anyone. Why don’t I get that through my big, thick head? What the hell do I expect from any of these people? It’s Hell. I actually think we must be in Hell. There’s no other explanation. How what I did justified me being sent to Hell… it’s just beyond me. Some supposedly loving god sent me to Hell. That’s all it can be. Hell. Forever. I’m going to be stuck in this hellhole forever — ’’

“Annabelle. You have to keep your voice down. Please — ’’

“What, or I’ll be punished? Raped, maybe?”

“Annabelle, I’m begging you. You’ll get us all in trouble. Please!” Brad said.

Even the slave girl cellmate had turned over on her pallet and shot Annabelle a stern look of warning.

Mousy-looking bitch, Annabelle wanted to say. Mind your own business.

But Annabelle remained quiet for the rest of the afternoon. The day’s events and the tears they brought on had given her a terrible headache. She tried to sleep but couldn’t; the daily inspection and punishment evaluation was only a few hours away. Her stomach stayed in a knot, her mind exhausted her further with its repetitive thoughts, and her body didn’t let her forget for a second that it had all too willingly betrayed her. 


Chapter Thirteen

Approximately once a week, Annabelle was brought to the clinic to have her protective rings unattached so that Sir “could find pleasure with her,” as Doctor put it. Doctor’s obsequious attitude toward Sir so sickened Annabelle, she could barely look at Doctor anymore. She wondered if Sir was no longer using Doctor for sex, for her endless curiosity about Annabelle’s time with him had begun to take on intrusive undertones. There were too many questions—far more lately than a question or two about whether he had seemed pleased with her. But Annabelle played the game to her benefit. She only answered yes, no, or it doesn’t know, and Doctor was obviously frustrated by her replies. Doctor tried to get what information she could, but Annabelle withheld as much as possible in a game she almost enjoyed playing. Doctor no doubt saw the remains of Sir’s semen on Annabelle’s body as she refastened the labial rings, and Annabelle didn’t see what more Doctor needed to know.

Her time those few weeks with Sir never varied. She always became aroused by his touch and his way of using her, but she never again had an orgasm anywhere near the strength of that first day. She believed the residual shame she still carried from that time would prevent such an experience from ever happening with him again. But she had adopted the habit of keeping her eyes closed the entire time and imagining that she was somewhere else, and under someone else. At times she imagined she was another person, detached and watching from afar the actions being done to her tightly restrained body.

The day came when the guards ordered her onto the bed, but this time she was to be on her hands and knees. Spreader bars were attached to her wrists, and a much wider one was attached to her ankles. Her knees were forced so far apart, it was almost painful. Sir dismissed the men and went about quietly undressing as he always did. Instead of being gentle with her this time, he positioned himself between her legs, grabbed a handful of hair and pulled her head back toward him. He held her head in that strained, painful position the entire time he fucked her. 

Throughout the painful fucking, he asked questions such as, “Does it like being fucked like a dog?” 

“It’s Sir’s little whore, isn’t it?” 

Or, “Look how the whore in heat spreads its legs for its Master,” even though Annabelle knew they both knew her legs were forced into such a wide-open position. 

But after every question, Annabelle answered, “Yes, Sir.” And for some reason, after he had taken her doggie-style for the first time, he took a strap to her ass. The spreader bars forced her to remain perfectly in place, and Sir, she knew, entirely took advantage of that fact, strapping her ass far harder than ever before. 

When she was quite literally beaten into full acquiescence, Sir tossed the strap in front of her and said, “And that is so it will never forget what it is to me.” 

She had sobbed in pain, but now she sobbed in relief that the beating was over. 

As always, he got off the bed, showered and dressed. She was left alone in his room — used, whipped, and restrained by spreader bars until guards came to retrieve her.

***

The daily schedule for evaluation and punishment never varied. At four that same afternoon, the three slaves were in the bar area, on their hands and knees with their asses presented to Sir.

“Report, Carter,” Sir said.

“Sir, the male slave has in fact increased the level of his enthusiasm when sucking cock. We did increase the severity of his strappings as you requested.”

“Excellent. Continue to strap him regularly.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Next,” Sir said.

Annabelle’s senses always took on a heightened awareness as soon as her turn came. As hard as she tried, she never knew what someone was going to report about her. Sometimes she hadn’t even violated rules, but Sir decided that a beating was going to teach her an obedience lesson very fast, and so she would be whipped in order to learn something new. One guard had reported that she’d let her eyes wander in his presence, a sure sign of a lack of deference. And so Annabelle had endured a whip being taken to her ass and thighs while she was strapped to the punishment table. 

“Sir, this slave has obeyed requirements of speech and slave presentation in the last twenty-four hours. I nor any other crew member have anything to report to you at this time.”

“Excellent. The slave is learning its place,” Sir said. “Next.”

Annabelle allowed herself to exhale slowly as the review turned to the blonde slave girl.

“Sir, we have reason to believe from reviewing the surveillance tapes from yesterday afternoon that this slave participated in conversation with one or both of the other slaves.”

Annabelle stole a glance at her from the corner of her eye, but quickly focused her eyes back on the carpet between her own hands.

“It is difficult to say exactly when this occurred, Sir, for there has been trouble with the quality of the tapes. We’re having the system repaired, Sir. But it does appear that she spoke to the other slaves.” 

Annabelle could sense new tension in the girl’s body, and the change in her breathing.

“Punishment table,” Sir said.

Annabelle knew the slave girl had committed no such infraction, but did it matter? She twisted her mouth to repress a smile, and fought to hide her pleasure as the girl was given fifteen blisteringly hard swats on the butt with a wooden paddle.

When the guard finished delivering the punishment, Sir raised his voice to be heard over the girl’s agonized wailing.

“Surely you have heard it said, slaves, ‘to whom much is given, much is expected.’ And now I am disobeyed in this way? By my most obedient slave? Unbelievable. Absolutely unbelievable.” 

Annabelle heard the leather of Sir’s chair shift. Her body tensed as his voice came closer and closer to where the three slaves were positioned.

“Hand it to me,” Sir said.

Annabelle steeled herself and waited for the blow of the paddle on her own ass. Instead, Sir stepped in front of her and commanded that she kneel up and lift her hair from her neck. He was holding a wide silver band. 

“Today it is made truly mine,” he said. 

She looked into his eyes, searching for the slightest hint of warmth toward her. There was none. 

He placed the collar around her neck. There was a single click, then some sort of adjustment was made to what Annabelle assumed was a clasp or lock. 

“Any attempt to remove a collar, ever, will be met with severe punishment, slave.” 

Sir stepped back and observed Annabelle. 

“Anyone who sees this collar on it will know it is my property. Say it back to me, slave.”

Annabelle said quietly, “It is Sir’s property.”

“Quite right, slave.”

Sir turned away and moved to the bar, picking up what looked to be a telephone.

“All slaves will now return to their cells. There is much work to be done to prepare for the party tomorrow night. Slaves will be summoned when their services are required. That is all.”

“Yes, Sir,” the three answered. 

They crawled on all fours out the door of the room. Only when they were out of Sir’s presence were they allowed to rise and be led to their cells. The slave girl immediately crawled under her blanket and covered herself entirely from view. Annabelle could hear quiet sobs coming from her. 

Annabelle lay down and looked toward Brad to see if he was in the mood for conversation. He was seated on his palette, with his back turned toward her. His body language was still and tense. She decided to let him be for the time being. She stared at the ceiling, wondering what the party would be like. She wondered if there would be Chardonnay, her favorite. She pictured herself slipping under a table somehow and downing someone’s glass in one gulp. Then, like a child at an adult’s party, she might steal sips of unattended drinks when no one was looking. But when would no one be looking? She was a slave, and it wasn’t like she would be dressed to the nines, walking around on two legs, free to stroll about. But who knew anything; in fact, she feared it might be the worst night of her life. She wondered how that could be possible, but Sir could make anything a reality. Annabelle never would have believed her life could change so substantially in so little time. And then become worse. And then become even worse than that. 

She looked over at her cellmate, who was now as still as ever, and no longer crying— not audibly, at least. Why hadn’t the slave stood up for herself to avoid a beating? Annabelle wondered what the hell her story was. In any other circumstance, Annabelle would have thought her to be a spineless twit. But one thing was for sure: if she and Brad were going to do any talking from now on, it would have to be at night, and probably each would have to hide their faces under their blankets. Who knew when or if the cameras were repaired yet? And who knew what the slave girl’s attitude toward them would be now that she’d been punished severely for no reason?

The slaves remained in their cells for the rest of the day and into the next. Mid-afternoon, they were ordered out and over to the drains, where dollops of soap and shampoo were intermittently squirted into their hands. The guards enjoyed tormenting them at shower time, directing the spray of water directly into their faces or, especially, aiming forceful jets of water at Brad’s crotch. The slaves showed one another the consideration of averting their eyes when another slave was being toyed with. 

Annabelle saw the substantial bruising on the slave girl’s ass from the paddling. She wanted to reach out somehow to her these days, but at the same time wanted to distance herself. She didn’t know if the girl was even someone to be trusted. Then again, she hadn’t told on Brad and Annabelle for talking endlessly to one another. Trusting no one was probably the best option, Annabelle knew. After all, it wasn’t as if she were looking for a bestie these days. Friends didn’t seem important any longer, not when one’s very life rested in Sir’s hands. 

While the slaves were drying off, a guard stuck his head in the room via the hallway door and said, “Male slave to medical. ASAP!”

Brad was ordered to place his hands behind his back for cuffing. The guard who secured his wrists said, “Gotta get you cleaned out and slicked up for the party, pretty boy.”

Brad shot a fleeting, worried glance at Annabelle. They both quickly averted their eyes to avoid having a guard accuse them of “forbidden communication.” Annabelle had never forgotten Sir’s words to Brad when he’d examined him in the clinic. She had no doubt: Brad was going to be broken in at the party. From the look in his eyes, Brad knew it too.

* * *

The slave girl was taken away without explanation about an hour later. Except for the times Annabelle was left alone in Sir’s stateroom after his use of her, she’d never truly been alone since her capture. Even now, there were probably cameras on her, and recently repaired ones at that. She sat cross-legged on her palette and remained still, noting the changes in sound about the ship. The atmosphere in the hallway echoed numerous noises and activities, no doubt in preparation for the party. 

Did a party mean they would finally have to enter a port? If numerous people were coming aboard, maybe she could she find someone to help her. But what would keep them from telling Sir she wanted to escape? What if Sir were well known in the area, and the foreign authorities found her and returned her to him?

The door to the hallway opened. There was only one guard this time, one that had never been cruel to her for sport, but who still looked at her as something less than human, regardless. She rolled off her palette and got on her hands and knees, with her ass pointed to the cell door. The guard entered and attached a chain to her collar. 

“Up,” he ordered. “Walk.”

She entered the hallway and followed him, taking a few short stairways, having counted three levels before they stepped out a doorway into a rather dimly lit area on what appeared to be the main deck. She hadn’t been outside even once since being taken captive, and the fresh sea air felt like a drug coursing through her veins. The activity was dizzying. Men dressed as servers in the finest restaurant carried silver trays back and forth. Three large tables were already beautifully laid out with white linens, several sets of candelabra, and tray after tray of seafood and salads. Annabelle’s knees went weak at the sight of lobster piled high at the center of one of the tables. 

Before she could get her bearings, the guard jerked her chain and said, “Sir wants you here.”

She was pulled to the side of a large chair that was placed on top of a slightly raised podium. 

“Sit,” the guard said.

She sat to the side of the chair and waited while the guard looped the end of her collar chain to a hook fixed on the deck. She feared her bare skin on the podium would pick up splinters, but knew no one would care about any discomfort. She sat cross-legged with her arms folded across her chest, trying to avoid the leers of the servers passing by her with trays. 

“Just another perk of one of Sir’s parties, eh?” one said. 

The server he’d spoken to looked at Annabelle with unconcealed lust. She averted her eyes and sat, watching countless feet in shiny black shoes endlessly walk back and forth in front of her. When the smell of fresh-brewed coffee wafted toward her, she thought she might pass out from hunger. She knew she’d do anything for lobster and glass after glass of ice-cold wine. But here she was, chained to the deck. Her plan for crawling under tables and sneaking food looked more and more unlikely. 

This must be how a dog feels at its master’s table. Hungry. Hopeful. Desperate.

“Ah, there it is. All cleaned up and secured to the deck.”

Annabelle looked up to see Sir approaching from several feet away. She still hadn’t gotten used to being called “it,” and often didn’t know at first to what he was referring. He looked almost happy, as if he’d soaked up the excitement and anticipation that all but buzzed around him. And he looked pleased with her. 

“Slave will remain by my chair all evening. It is not to make eye contact with any of my guests. It may remain as it is until the guests arrive. At that time, it will assume the slave position so that all may view its sex openly. Does it understand?”

“Yes, Sir.” 

It was bad enough to display her ass and pussy to Sir and the crew, but now she would be required to present herself for strangers? Annabelle’s stomach roiled—half from hunger and half from Sir’s words.

As the sun began to set, Annabelle felt an overwhelming sadness. The faded sunset over the water, the calm ocean, the warm, salty air—all of it combined to remind her that she was a captive, and probably forever would be. She wouldn’t be boarding this ship or any other in a beautiful dress, on the arm of a handsome man. She would no longer receive appreciative glances for her beauty and model-svelte figure, except as an evaluation of her value as a pleasure slave. She would be viewed with leers of pure lust. Her self-respect railed at having her best assets devalued. How does a woman move so quickly from normalcy into debasement and sexual slavery? Annabelle wiped away tears as she vowed that, if she ever got the chance, she would never take for granted her freedom, her femininity, and her right to choose the course of her life. How sad to have taken it all for granted, she thought. How sad to assume that such things would simply be hers without question for as long as she lived. She was so lost in regret, she didn’t notice Sir’s approach.

He sat down in the large chair beside her and balanced a large plate of food on his lap. A server handed him a linen napkin and extended a glass of wine to him.

Sir said, “Slave will hold my wine for me.”

“Yes, Sir, “Annabelle replied.

“Was my slave fed?” Sir asked.

She looked up at him hopefully. Gratefully. 

“No, Sir.”

“Well, we must remedy that,” Sir said. “It has a big night ahead of it.”

Sir looked at Annabelle and smiled kindly. Never before had he smiled as an expression of warmth toward her; rather, his smiles had held warnings, or were part of his display of power over her as she was punished. He broke open a crab leg and extended the cool, salty meat to her. She ate from his hand. Nothing had ever tasted so wonderful. She eyed his plate as he lifted his fork and ate a few bites of salad. He looked at her again and smiled slightly. 

“Lobster. No doubt my slave would like lobster too. I’m assuming there was no allergy to shellfish in the slave’s prior life?”

“No, Sir,” Annabelle said, eyeing his plate.

Sir cracked open a huge lobster claw and fed her such a large chunk of it, she could hardly contain all of it in her mouth as she chewed. Sir seemed to be enjoying himself. 

“Ah, my guests are beginning to arrive. He handed the plate to Annabelle and said, “Eat this, but eat quickly. My slaves do not sit around my parties stuffing their faces, now do they?”

“No, Sir,” she mumbled with food in her mouth.

As he strode out of sight, she realized she still held his wine glass. She smiled as the decorations came alive in stages. Someone had strung white, Christmas-type lights down the railings, and had outlined all the various enclosures and the cabin of the main deck. On each side of the ship, due to the height of the hull, she could discern nothing of their surroundings except for the dark outline of several port cranes far off to her right. Most everything was blurred by mist and the bright lights that hung around her. At the moment, her small world consisted of exquisite food and wine, and even entirely unexpected kindness from Sir. She looked furtively around, then downed the Chardonnay in two gulps. As quickly as she could, she broke into the remaining crab legs and lobster claws. She used Sir’s fork to gorge herself on the salads and other sides he had left on his plate. 

Sir’s voice jolted her to attention. She placed the plate and empty glass behind his chair. He came into sight, followed by a group of about ten men. 

“Gentlemen, we have a full bar for you, and please begin to help yourselves to dinner. Everything is prepared and waiting for you.”

But instead of moving toward the bar and food, the men’s steps slowed as all took her in. 

Sir turned to see what the delay was, and followed their gazes to Annabelle.

“Yes, yes, yes. I thought you would enjoy my latest acquisition. The female acquisition, that is. As you can see, she is not fully trained yet. Slave! Present yourself properly,” he ordered in the voice that told her she was already on thin ice.

Annabelle hesitated, then resigned herself to the inevitable. She turned, then pressed herself up to her hands and knees, presenting her raised ass to the group of men. She could tell by the sound of their voices and footsteps, they had approached her to get a better look. 

“She’s somewhat dark-skinned,” one of them said. 

“Yes,” another commented. “Surprising to see you with something other than a fair woman, my friend.” 

“Full tits. Beautiful.”

“Is she for sale?”

“What does she lack in training?”

“The rings are a practical idea. I really should try that with my slaves.”

“I wonder how my wives would take it,” another said, causing laughter from the group.

“She is not for sale at this time, my friends, and she is not for touching. I know how most of you are!” Sir said.

The men laughed appreciatively. 

“And on that note, gentlemen, please help yourselves to the bar,” Sir said. “I must greet the next group of guests. I see the next set of limos has arrived.”

Annabelle looked over her shoulder, hoping Sir would instruct her in some way to change her position. No such luck. She kept her eyes downcast as more and more men arrived on the ship. 

As the hours passed and the liquor flowed more and more freely, the men grew raucous in their behavior, and Sir was obviously allowing more leeway in their actions. The blonde slave girl crawled around slowly on deck, a tray of cigars strapped to her back. She was fully naked, and Sir didn’t prevent any of the men from touching her, slapping her on the ass, twisting and pulling on her nipples, or even inserting their fingers into her. A man forced her ass cheeks apart and tried to insert a cigar up her ass. The men with him laughed and urged him on. He was able to get only a few inches of the cigar inside her, then gave up, leaving most of it protruding from her anus. Annabelle knew the slave girl did not have the right to remove it, and she certainly could not voice a protest.

Annabelle looked around for Brad and realized she hadn’t seen him since he’d been sent to medical several hours ago. 

Sir said, “Turn, slave. Sit.”

Annabelle gratefully turned around and sat cross-legged by his chair. She did her best to cover her breasts with her arms and clasp her hands in her lap in a manner that would hide her shaven and ring-pierced pussy from view of the men. 

Sir lowered himself into his chair, holding a fresh drink in his hand. She noticed that no one else had sat there since the party started; maybe it wasn’t allowed. Maybe he’d had so many of these gatherings, everyone had fallen into the pattern and rules of it all. She and Sir sat, watching the guests, which had now grown to a number of about seventy-five. There wasn’t a single female, aside from Annabelle and the slave girl, except for Doctor, who was at the other end of the deck. She looked beautiful and graceful as always, disappearing quickly behind men milling about the bars and lavish tables of food. She wondered how Doctor had won the freedom and privilege to dress in an evening gown and mix freely with the guests. Annabelle looked up at Sir with a puzzled expression, wondering if she’d ever have even a mere pittance of answers to the thousands of questions rolling around in her head. He looked over at her; she quickly averted her eyes. 

She wondered if these were all business associates of Sir, or maybe employees, or both. Many acted as if they might be friends, but not a single one treated Sir with anything less than the utmost respect. They might joke with him, but each and every one seemed to see the line that was not to be crossed. They also seemed to genuinely admire him. Then again, she pictured them having weights tied to their body and being thrown in the ocean if they crossed him. 

Something touched the top of her head. Thinking it was one of the drunken guests pawing at her, she flinched and twisted around to see who and what it was. She found that the touch came from Sir, who was gently stroking her hair. It lasted only a moment.

“In another hour or so, we will start the entertainment,” Sir said.

She looked up at him questioningly, but he provided no more information. Men came and went throughout the hour, talking to him about business, she assumed, but Sir often switched to a language she couldn’t identify. None of the subjects made sense to her, and she of course knew none of the names they threw back and forth. Among all the discussions were many inquiries about whether when Annabelle would be for sale. In each case, Sir said he had made no decision yet, and joked with them that releasing her while so poorly trained would be terribly unfortunate for the man who won the bid for her. A few of the men joked that they preferred untrained slaves, as forcing them into compliance was half the fun, was it not? Most agreed. A handsome, youngish-looking man said he liked nothing more than whipping his belligerent female slave every morning before breakfast, then admiring her stripes and welts as she hung from a tether before him while he drank his coffee. 

“Ah, the tears they cry as they learn to bend to our will, yes?”

Annabelle stared at his expensive shoes as her disgust with him grew. 

Sir looked at Annabelle and said, “This one has been particularly rebellious, and I shall not release her to anyone until she has learned to fully bend to a man’s will.”

“May I have first option to bid on her, my friend?” the young man asked.

“To do that, you would have to step in line,” Sir said with a smile in his voice. “Many here tonight expressed the wish to purchase this slave for full-time sexual service. And more than a few wanted to rent her for the evening.”

Annabelle’s face flushed and grew hot. Never before had she wanted so desperately to disappear into thin air. She wanted to run, screaming from the ship. Naked or not, she would run until she collapsed. She would run until she found someone who would take pity on her. She would run until she found someone who would contact the police and send her home. She would run—naked, screaming, desperate, pleading. She would run for her life, allowing nothing to stop her.

“May I see her again in display position?” the young man asked.

Sir sighed. “Yes, of course. Slave, it will turn and present its sex to the man.”

“Yes, Sir,” she said, hating the young man more with every passing moment.

She positioned herself on all fours and presented her upturned ass to him. Men began to gather behind her, posing questions at Sir regarding her responsiveness, obedience, ability to endure a whip and strap, fitness for frequent and hard use, and whether or not she was trained in oral and anal. 

Sir answered a few questions, then said, “Gentlemen, please! I am tremendously honored that all of you have taken such a liking to my new slave, and perhaps we will put her on display again later. But for now, please allow my staff to refresh your drinks. Above all, enjoy the show we have planned for you!”

The guests were slowly making their way from the other side of the ship and were forming a large group behind and to the sides where Sir and Annabelle were seated. There was some sort of metal box or cage coming toward them. Annabelle’s eyes tried to adjust to what she was seeing. She heard gasps from some in the crowd, and appreciative catcalls. She still couldn’t tell what was approaching them until he was highlighted by the decorative lights hanging above the forward cabin.

Annabelle thought she was going to be ill. 

Brad was naked, on his hands and knees, his wrists and ankles strapped to a cart on wheels. Annabelle’s heart all but stopped when she realized it was the same sort of bench-like furniture to which she’d been bound for Brad’s ass-rape of her for the film. His wrists were close together and were securely bound to the bottom of the frame, and his knees were forced wide apart. There were straps around his head, and Annabelle saw that a huge plug was inserted in his mouth. The men pushed the cart into place, then turned it, displaying Brad’s wide-apart knees and naked, muscular ass to the crowd. Sounds of appreciation grew louder and louder and a few men started clapping. 

Someone called out, “Sir has outdone himself this year!”

Floodlights came on around the deck, showcasing Brad as a featured performer. His anal area and balls were completely shaven, and she could see that his anus was shiny with lubrication. Annabelle had to look away. Sir stood up and asked for everyone’s attention. All grew quiet as he spoke. 

“Gentlemen, I welcome you all to my annual celebration. It has been an honor to know you and to do business with you throughout the years. Let us raise our glasses to one another and again pledge our loyalty, as well as drink to another tremendously successful year in our business ventures.”

There was a loud roar of appreciation from the crowd. After all raised their glasses and drank, Sir motioned with his free hand for silence.

“Last year’s entertainment will be difficult to match, I give you that. But I do believe you will find this year’s show to be particularly entertaining. As I have said many times before, I do know how some of you are,” Sir said, smiling.

There was appreciative and good-natured laughter among the men. Sir casually walked over to where Brad was displayed and ordered the attending guards to turn the cart sideways. The flex in Brad’s muscles revealed his straining against the bindings. His eyes were wide open and almost wild-looking. His mouth was forced to hold the huge plug. His head rested on a small padded area, preventing him from looking away or fully down. Annabelle saw that he was restrained just as she’d been, with the upper body and hips strapped down so tightly to an attached padded bench, there was no hope of escape. His legs were secured wide open— a position meant to provide full access to Brad’s asshole. Anyone could see what Brad had in store for him.

The tables were turned. Poetically turned. But Annabelle didn’t wish this on anyone. Part of her had always wanted Brad to suffer horribly for what he’d done to her, especially for what he’d done to her while a free man, a man with a choice and the ability to make decisions. Instead, he had obviously relished hurting her so terribly that afternoon at the warehouse. But now he was a slave just as she was, and she didn’t wish his pending agony on anyone. They were equals now, reduced to the basest of conditions and desires— wanting food, shelter, and the avoidance of pain. Wanting freedom, certainly, and affection and kindness, but it was obviously not to be. Annabelle’s insides tightened and roiled at what Brad was about to endure. 

“Most of you remember Wilhelm from some of my films, yes?” Sir called out to the crowd.

Many of the men murmured appreciatively.

“Well, he is our special feature tonight, you might say. And he and Brad are going to get to know one another intimately.”

There was a roar of approval from some in the crowd, and some expressions of confusion mixed throughout.

A massively muscled man stepped from the shadows and into the lights, clad only in a satin robe. Annabelle could see that he was already fully erect beneath the thin material. He didn’t expect fanfare, he didn’t showboat himself. He walked into the light and stood several feet in back of Sir and waited. Sir slowly walked over to Brad, undid the straps at the back of his head and slid the plug out of Brad’s mouth. Brad gasped a few times, trying to fully catch his breath.

“Gentlemen, this is my newest male slave acquisition. You met my newest female,” he said, gesturing to Annabelle. Her faced burned with heat as she averted her eyes. 

“Now, now, now,” Sir said in response to the roar of approval from the crowd. “Such an impatient group of friends I have! Let me at least train them first!” he said.

When the laughter died down he said, “No, the male is presently not for sale either. What you will witness tonight, however, is the slave being broken in. The slave is an anal virgin, but that is about to change.”

There was an excited roar from the crowd, and loud clapping. Brad’s eyes slowly closed and his face went slack. Annabelle knew the feeling. The dread was overwhelming, as was the sure knowledge of inevitability. The excitement only built among the men as Sir motioned to Wilhelm to take his place between Brad’s legs. Sir returned to his large leather chair and sat. He leaned back contentedly and looked at the illuminated and anticipatory expressions on the faces around him. 

Wilhelm stepped into position and dropped his robe to the deck. Whoops of awe and appreciation roared around Annabelle. The erect cock was huge — not as long as Brad’s but amazingly thick. Annabelle was both mesmerized and sickened by the sight, knowing the damage and pain it was about to cause. She stole a glance up at Sir. His face was the same as always now. Calm. Impassive. So sure of the correctness of his choices and actions. Somehow so impervious to the knowledge of what true pain must even feel like.

Wilhelm took hold of Brad’s muscular ass in his fists and positioned himself to enter. He angled his hips upward slightly and pressed the tip of his cock against Brad’s anus. 

Someone in the crowd called out, “Countdown!” and yelled “Ten!” The men in the crowd picked up on the plan and more and more voices joined in to yell the chant. By the time they reached “Three! Two! One!” Annabelle had covered her ears to block out the roar. 

Wilhelm smiled, reared back, and then thrust his entire weight into the first penetration.

Brad looked to be paralyzed. His mouth was open and twisted in a silent cry of agony. His eyes rolled back in his head, still seeing nothing at all as Wilhelm forced his way even deeper inside. Brad began what became an almost endless, continuous wail fueled by harder and faster thrusts deep inside his anus. His wails turned to screams and constant pleas of, “Stop! Stop! Stop!” alternating with “Oh, god no, no, no” when he could manage the words around his suffering. 

While Wilhelm drove endlessly into Brad’s anus, Annabelle saw an apparition-like motion off to the left of the display and made out Doctor watching from the shadows. She could tell by the whites of Doctor’s eyes that she was now meeting her gaze. And in that moment Annabelle knew the woman. She cared little about the suffering of others as long as she remained the number one slave in Sir’s eyes. She would do nothing to risk losing that status, nor the benefits that came with it. Annabelle could even make out the slight, contented smile at the corner of Doctor’s lips as she watched Brad being savagely taken in the ass. 

Annabelle looked up at Sir, then over at Doctor again, and silently declared war. She knew the rules now, and she was sure she knew how to win.

Wilhelm no longer held Brad’s hips as he drove into him, but held the bars on either side of the cart. His thrusts became even more forceful, the bars allowing him more leverage to plow into Brad and maintain a brutal, rhythmic pace. Brad had seemingly gone beyond pain, his body showing an almost resigned, submissive acceptance as Wilhelm drove against his hips. Wilhelm was penetrating so deeply now, his hips met Brad’s with every thrust. Annabelle wondered if Brad was fully conscious. She knew he had to be torn and bleeding, just as she had been. She knew fighting it with every muscle in her body had only made the pain worse. Brad was still crying, but his voice had gone almost silent, except for pitiful-sounding moans that were forced out each time Wilhelm slammed into him. 

Wilhelm’s face was lit by a sheen of sweat, and his eyes now gazed upward toward the set of decorative lights nearby. He tensed, reared back and thrust, then tensed, reared back and thrust twice more. Annabelle knew he was coming, and she knew intimately the terrible stinging sensation Brad was experiencing as the warm semen came in contact with the delicate, torn and abraded tissue. Annabelle wanted to withdraw from the sight, but instead withdrew within herself, wrapping her arms around her body and keeping her gaze down. 

Annabelle noticed that Doctor was no longer standing off to the side. Annabelle prayed Sir would send Brad to medical. Maybe that’s where Doctor was—maybe she was back in the sick bay, awaiting the delivery of Brad to her for aftercare. 

Wilhelm withdrew his cock from Brad’s ass and held his arms up to signal the show was over. There was a wave of applause and another roar of approval. Someone yelled, “Encore!” and the group broke out in laughter. Wilhelm picked up the robe from around his ankles and slipped it back on. He smiled sheepishly, waved, and walked quickly down the side of the ship and disappeared from sight. 

There was an enthusiastic round of applause and Sir stood up, turned toward the group and raised his hand in a half-wave to them in thanks. 

A guest came to him immediately, shook his hand and said, “You will have a most difficult time outdoing that next year. A truly wonderful performance. Thank you so much for inviting me this year. Thank you so much,” he said as he pumped Sir’s hand vigorously. 

“My pleasure. Do me the honor of returning next year, won’t you?” Sir said.

“Oh, of course. Of course. The honor would be all mine, certainly.”

Ass-kisser. Fucking ass-kisser. 

Annabelle noted that his shoes were all wrong for the color of his suit. She was getting to know some of the men by their shoes. She avoided looking up into their lust-filled eyes as they sized her up her fitness as a potential slave, or as they sucked up to Sir in order to gain or maintain his favor. She could tell much about the men by their shoes alone. And when their obsequious manner was added to their second-rate shoes, she knew they were lower in status in their organization, or Sir’s organization, or whomever it was they worked for. Their shoes said it all. But she knew this was just more of the bullshit information she acquired daily, information that did her no good whatsoever. She was a slave, and she didn’t have to know anything but yes, no, and it doesn’t know. Yet another one of the facts of her life that told her she meant nothing to anyone anymore. Like Brad. He remained limp on the frame to which he was attached. Sir hadn’t yet instructed for him to be untied, so there he would remain, all night if Sir determined. The show was over, so Brad served no useful purpose for Sir at the moment.

And neither did Annabelle. She guessed it was now after midnight, and she was hungry once again, and the seafood had made her terribly thirsty. And tired. God she was tired. Sitting on a wooden platform for several hours was wreaking hell on her ass. And there was the slave girl still crawling around on her hands and knees with a tray attached to her back. Annabelle grimaced when she saw the cigar still protruding from her butt, and she was still crawling around on what must by now be terribly sore hands and knees. Her face registered no pain, just the same deadened and resigned expression as always. What the hell was that girl’s story anyway? Annabelle added it to the thousand questions she already had about her new existence, then reminded herself not to bother. 

She tried to stifle a yawn, but had to cover her mouth with her hand. What time must it be? She leaned her head up against the side of Sir’s leather chair and waited. 

* * *

Annabelle soon awoke to the sound of loud voices in front of her. A group of men surrounded Brad, who was still bound to the frame. Men spread his ass cheeks apart and leaned in closely. His balls were grabbed, squeezed and swatted. His nipples were tugged at and twisted. A few slapped his ass and commented about the beauty and muscularity of it. Another man took his head in his hands and thrust his crotch hard against Brad’s mouth. 

“Be careful. I would wager this animal bites!”

“Oh, if this slave bit me, you can bet he would never do it again. What I would not give to be allowed to train this one.”

Another man stepped between Brad’s legs, took his hips in his hands and pretended to fuck him. The group broke out in loud laughter.

“I do wonder what his sale price would be.”

“He is American. He is young, and he is easy on the eyes. What I would not pay!” 

“He would be perfect for my parties. I wonder if he is trained in oral.”

The man who stood in front of Brad took his face in his hands and asked, “You like cock, boy? You like it? You would very much like mine!”

Sir appeared from around the corner of the main enclosure. The men stepped away from Brad and tried to look nonchalant.

Sir addressed Brad. “This slave loves pleasing men, does it not?”

“Yes, Sir,” Brad said, weakly.

“It is learning to be an expert at pleasing men with its mouth, yes?”

“Yes, Sir. It loves to please men, Sir,” Brad said, half coherently.

“Tie him by the female slave,” he said to two guards. 

“Gentlemen, please join us on the forward deck for dessert and coffee. My chef has prepared quite an array for you,” Sir said.

The small group of men wandered away, following Sir to the forward deck.

The guards released Brad’s wrists and ankles from the frame, and they unceremoniously pushed him off, letting him fall onto his side on the deck. Brad moaned as a boot prodded him in the ass, indicating that he was supposed to move over by Annabelle. He was half dragged toward her, and his wrists were cuffed to a hook in the deck. 

There was nothing to say, Annabelle decided, that would have any real meaning. Are you okay? Does it hurt? How are you feeling? All were ridiculous questions. And so she rested her head against the side of Sir’s chair and closed her eyes, wanting nothing but to go to sleep. She’d let her guard down about anything painful being done to her during the party, and her body cried out for rest now that she was coming down from the prolonged tension. But there was Brad— limp, sweating and looking close to unconscious. She wanted to care more than she did, but the sea air was warm and salty and comforting. The breeze soon lulled her to sleep, even over the sound of Brad’s quiet moans of pain.

She was awakened from an agitated sleep by something prodding at her. Not able to orient herself to waking any place but her cell, she stared up into bright lights that further confused her. She quickly drifted off to sleep again until something nudged her painfully in the shin.

“Jesus!” she cried out. “What the — ’’

Brad looked over his left shoulder and told her to shut the fuck up already. He was keeping his eye on the group of men gathered on the other side of the deck. Anytime they burst into laughter, he hissed urgent commands to Annabelle. 

“There’s a key by your foot,” he said, hissing the whispered words at her.

“Uh?” she said.

“Your foot!” he said. “It looks like a key!”

Annabelle moaned, and stretched her legs away from her body, wanting nothing more than to be on her straw palette, and away from the bright, swaying lights, and away from all the people and noise. Her cell seemed almost welcoming in comparison. 

“How does my foot look like a key?” she asked.

“God damn it! Stop moving! You just pushed it farther away!”

“What the fuck are you bothering me about?” Annabelle shot back.

“Can you ever keep your fucking voice down?”

“Fuck you, and what the hell is it you want now?”

Brad took a deep breath, sighed heavily, and then grew still and watchful. Annabelle could tell he was closely studying the guests. She began to watch them too, noting the changes in their behavior that made communication between Brad and her a little safer. When the men broke out into loud laughter, Brad spoke. When they grew quieter, Brad didn’t dare. As Annabelle fully awakened, his words finally took on meaning.

She looked over her left shoulder and saw it. Brad was right; it looked as if someone had accidentally dropped a key on the deck a few feet in back of her.

She said, “Okay. And?”

“We have to try it. We have to!”

“Christ, Brad. What are the chances that— ’’

“I don’t give a fuck what the chances are!”

He surveyed the group of men, then spoke to her again over his left shoulder.

“Slide your foot over there and get it!”

“Yeah, like that just happens to be the exact key to unlock— ’’

“I swear to god, if you don’t— ’’

“What if it’s a set-up?”

“I’m taking my chances, and getting the hell off this boat,” Brad said.

“What’s in it for me, asshole? Let’s say you do escape, and— ’’

“Keep your fucking voice down!” he said. 

“Okay! Let’s say you do get out of here.”

“Just talk it to death, and blow this chance okay?” he said.

“I swear to god, if you get out of here, you have to swear to get me out too.”

“Yes!” Brad said.

“I mean it. If you get off this ship, you have to — ’’

“I swear it! You’re wasting time. Get me that key!”

Annabelle slowly slid her left foot toward the key, not allowing herself to look in its direction. She moved her foot here and there, pulled her leg back, stole glances out of the corner of her eye, and tried to locate the key in the shadows.

“Got it?” Brad asked.

“Not yet. Hold your horses, for chrissakes,” she whispered.

“Just hurry. This party isn’t going to last forever.”

Annabelle tried again, and soon felt the cold metal under her toes. She slowly, slowly, slowly pulled her foot close to her body, never taking her eyes off the group of men who had grown even louder and more raucous as the minutes passed. 

“I have it!” she whispered.

“Give it to me!” he said.

“How the fuck do you want me to do that, Einstein?”

“Fuck if I know. Pick it up with your toes. I don’t know!”

“Jesus Christ,” Annabelle said. “If we get caught with a key, I swear…”

“Just do it!” Brad said. “Fucking do it!”

Annabelle used both feet to try and get some leverage under the key in order to insert it between her toes. When she was just about to give up, she somehow caught an edge with a toenail and had it propped up between her feet. Her grip on it was tenuous, and it threatened to fall out from its place between the inside edges of the balls of her feet. There were no servers around them; it appeared most were busy on the other side of the deck, serving coffee and dessert. Annabelle leaned as far back as she could, given that her wrists were bound to the deck, and extended her legs toward Brad, trying to make herself look as if she were only stretching her muscles. He leaned forward and removed the key from between her feet with his teeth.


Chapter Fourteen

Strong hands grabbed Annabelle under the arms and pulled her to a standing position. Her hands were then cuffed behind her, and she was pushed and pulled so forcefully by two guards, she could barely maintain her balance. She was used to being handled roughly, but she knew without a doubt that this was different. Something was terribly wrong, and…

Brad. Oh god, no. What was I thinking? What was I thinking? Oh, god…

She was dragged down two small landings, and shoved through a doorway. She found herself in a room she’d never before entered. Sir was seated behind a highly polished desk that displayed nothing but a lamp. The soft light coming from it was the only light in the room.

“It will present itself,” Sir ordered.

The guards let go of her arms. She slowly lowered herself to the carpet, turned, placed her forehead on the carpet and displayed her ass to him.

“Leave us,” he said to the guards.

Annabelle heard slight movements behind her, a few clicks, and then the resulting creaks of Sir’s chair. She knew he was comfortably leaning back as he always did. 

“I am giving it permission at this time to speak freely,” he said.

“Yes, Sir.”

“Does it know the whereabouts of the male slave?”

Annabelle’s forehead grew hot against the carpet, and sweat began to form on her face.

“No, Sir.”

His chair creaked again and she heard the same clicking noises.

“I am watching a video, you see. A tape from my ship’s security system. I do find it odd that it does not know the slave’s whereabouts.”

He ended his sentence as a question, but Annabelle remained silent. 

“Does it have nothing to say in its defense?”

“It honestly does not know where Brad is,” she said, trying to keep her voice even.

“Brad,” he said, drawing out the name with a hint of disgust. “Brad, as it calls him, is no longer on the ship. It does not find that at all surprising, no?”

“Yes, Sir, it does not. I mean no, it is not…I mean, your question is —”

The loud and abrupt creak of the chair told her Sir had risen quickly. She heard his belt buckle clinking, then the smooth sound of the belt being pulled through the pant loops in one motion. 

“Stand, and lean over the arm of the couch,” Sir commanded.

Annabelle stumbled to her feet, her hands still cuffed behind her back. Sweat was flowing freely down her face, exacerbating the nausea from lack of food and sleep.

“Please, Sir. If you could allow me to — “ 

“Over!’ he bellowed. “Now!”

Annabelle obeyed, positioning herself with her hips resting on the heavy padding, displaying her ass at an upward angle. With the rings still in place, Annabelle knew that for him to take her, he would have to enter her ass. She gritted her teeth and waited for the searing pain. But Sir did not step between her legs and enter her. He swung the belt high in the air and landed it squarely across her ass. Annabelle screamed and tried to wriggle her way off the arm of the couch, but with cuffed hands, her struggle was useless. Another swing of the belt landed on her thighs, causing her to shriek. The next blow was blisteringly hot on her left ass cheek, and soon every swing of the strap landed on welts and already-burning skin. And she knew without a doubt he would continue until he got what he believed was the truth out of her. 

“I don’t know where he is!” she screamed. “I swear it!”

Over and over the belt snapped against her abused flesh. Only when Annabelle’s body was entirely sweat-covered, her breath heaving in her chest, and her sobs all but ended by complete exhaustion, did he stop whipping her.

“I ask it again, slave. And keep in mind, when I tire of whipping it, I have plenty of guards who will be more than happy to take over until it is ready to share its knowledge.”

Sir threw the belt on the couch in front of Annabelle’s face. He sat down behind his desk and said, “I will continue studying the security video while it refreshes its memory about where the slave is.”

Annabelle moaned, rolled off the arm of the couch and dropped to her side onto the carpet. She continued to sob, taking frequent and choking gasps of air.

“I’m not supposed to be here. Why won’t anyone understand that?” she wailed pitifully.

“Quite right, slave. It is not.”

“Then why, why, why won’t you let me go? I never did anything to you. Why can’t I go home? Please, please, please let me go home.”

“That will not be possible,” Sir said.

“I won’t tell anyone, I swear. Please…I beg you. Please let me go.”

“This is not a movie, slave. All that ‘I promise to tell no one’ is always a rather deceitful statement, would not it say? Does it think for a moment that I would risk having it call the authorities? Not everyone agrees with the way I conduct my affairs, after all.”

“But I truly mean it. I wouldn’t tell. I don’t even know where I am!”

Sir sighed heavily, then watched and rewound a segment of the video, repeating the process over and over.

“I specifically requested its roommate,” Sir said.

Annabelle thought of her mousy-looking cellmate, and wondered why Sir would request her for any act whatsoever. She struggled to sit up; the carpet was causing her to sweat profusely. She leaned toward the side of one hip, searching for some position that wouldn’t renew the fire on her skin. She pressed the side of her face against the cool leather of the couch and wondered if she would make it out of this situation alive. She could read nothing in Sir’s expression; he looked as he always did, and because of his complete equanimity, appeared all the more dangerous to her this morning.

“I’m sorry, Sir. I mean, this slave doesn’t know what you mean. You requested my cellmate for what? To find Brad? Does she know where he is?”

Sir studied her for a moment, furrowed his brow slightly and shook his head.

“If it had its eyes at all open while on this ship, it would have noticed that I prefer blondes. There has never been a single brunette under my employ or ownership.”

Annabelle shook her head, still not able to discern where Sir was leading.

“I had my sights on her, certainly not you. I have seen her in countless magazines, and I sent the director to an event where I knew she would be. He requested her modeling services, but she refused. Quite vehemently, I might add. But I have long desired her — for the film project, surely, then to become my lovely, obedient bedroom slave for as long as I wished. For as long as I find her desirable, I will keep her and use her every hole until I tire of her. And even then, she will bring a high price. Men in my country pay far, far more for a fair-skinned woman with blue eyes. Your type, however, we have more than enough of,” Sir said, regarding Annabelle with mild distaste.

“No, no no…” she said. 

“As we speak, men are in Los Angeles for the express purpose of capturing her and bringing her to me. I cannot wait to take her as mine. I envision beautiful whip marks across her pale buttocks as I bring her to full submission. And I have chosen her to bear my child.”

“No, no! She doesn’t deserve this. Please!” Annabelle cried. 

“The film crew should have let you go without involving you,” Sir said. “Instead, they made an absolute shambles of my project, and risked exposing certain facets of my business which I will not discuss with you. But I have dealt with the men who were responsible. Let us say, the sharks in these waters quite often eat well.”

Annabelle searched his eyes for any sign of exaggeration. There was none. She saw no sign of conflict with his conscience; his expression showed nothing but absolute assurance of his right to do what he wished to those who crossed him. His dark brown eyes reflected the same self-assurance and calm as always. His tanned skin was unlined and relaxed, never showing signs of stress. He didn’t even look the slightest bit tired after being awake all night. She had never seen his thick wavy hair anything but perfectly in place. She pictured him in his always-immaculate dark pants and silky white shirts, standing on the deck of the ship as the deed was carried out, never getting even a mere drop of sea water on himself as others carried out the murders of the film crew.

“And so you see, slave. You and the Brad-slave owe me your very lives. I did not have to bring you here and feed and shelter you. But letting you go was not an option after the film crew made so many mistakes with the project. You need not know what those mistakes were, aside from accepting you as the model.” 

“Please don’t hurt Bella. Please leave her alone. Let her be free of all this!”

“Why would I hurt Bella? She is to become my prized possession! She will spend the majority of her time restrained to my bed, legs wide open, just waiting for me to enter her.”

“She won’t be! She won’t want that!” Annabelle cried out. “She’s innocent! She’s an angel! Don’t destroy her in this way, I beg you! Can you not find your women in other ways? You have wealth, you have — ’’

“Enough!” Sir roared. “My personal affairs are none of your concern whatsoever!”

Sir rose so forcefully from his chair, it slid backward and slammed into the wall. In only three steps he was at the couch, picking up his belt.

“Where is the male slave?” Sir yelled down at her.

“I don’t know!” Annabelle said.

Sir picked her up from the floor as if she weighed next to nothing, and dropped her face-down over the arm of the couch.

“I have no problem beating the answers out of a stubborn slave, I assure it.”

“I swear on my father’s grave, I don’t know where he is!” Annabelle screamed.

“Unfortunately, the tape is little more than static in places. But it was reported to me that you were talking to one another. A clear violation of rules. Violation two would be that you did not report all that had transpired.”

“I was asleep! Doesn’t the security tape show that? How can I report anything I don’t know?”

“It knows more than it is saying. Such a lack of loyalty from a slave is terribly disturbing to me.”

“Loyalty? Loyalty?” Annabelle shrieked. “You have done nothing but humiliate, beat and rape me! You’re perverted and sick. You use up people and spit them out. You — ’’

The belt landed so hard on Annabelle’s ass, she feared her skin had torn open. Sir stepped to Annabelle’s side, and with one hand forced her head down hard against the couch. His other arm wielded the belt. She screamed in terror, fearing he would actually whip her to death, he was so angry. The contact the belt made felt as if it were slicing through her welted skin. Her screams were so strident, she quickly grew hoarse. It was a prolonged whipping, so brutal that Annabelle was reduced to quivering and barely conscious surrender.

When it was over, Sir remained between her legs and calmly and methodically ran his belt through the loops of his pants. 

“It owes me its very life, slave. Never forget that.”

Someone knocked on the door and said, “Sir, very sorry to disturb you, Sir!”

“What is it?” he calmly responded.

“The male slave, Sir. He has been located and brought to the main deck.”

“Where was he?” Sir asked.

“Hiding in a lifeboat, Sir. The lifeboat was never disengaged, Sir.”

Sir laughed and said, “Take him to his cell. I will deal with him shortly.”

“Yes, Sir.”

Annabelle quietly cried out in disbelief.

In a lifeboat. In a lifeboat. Never disengaged. Now there was nothing. Nothing. No chance that anyone was coming to rescue her. 

She was beyond hungry, beyond tired, beyond hopeless. She remained draped over the side of the couch as Sir returned to his desk and made a phone call. 

“Anton. How are you?”

Annabelle heard an animated, male voice respond. 

“Yes, yes. I see you made it home safely,” Sir said.

The male spoke in the same loud voice, going on and on about something. Then there was laughter.

“Well, I am happy to hear it. We will meet again soon, I assure you,” Sir said.

The male voice spoke for a few moments.

Sir responded, “Yes, yes. Yes, she is. That is why I am calling you. A new development, you might say.”

The male voice sounded as if he was asking a question.

“If you are still interested in borrowing my two slaves for the weekend, you may have them,” Sir said.

Another question.

“No, they are not yet for sale. But let us say it is repayment for the favor you did for me several months ago.”

Annabelle pictured the man falling all over himself in his cheap shoes to suck up to Sir. 

“No, no, no. You may use them however you see fit, then return them to my ship Monday morning, yes?”

The voice responded with a short reply.

“We are in the same location. My guards will transfer them to your boat. Will that work for you, my friend?”

Annabelle pictured the man salivating all over himself; his voice echoed such joy. She detested him.

“They must be returned Monday morning, you do understand. We have been in port for repairs for over a month, and I have urgent business to attend to elsewhere.”

Annabelle heard the man say, “Yes, yes, yes,” then something unintelligible.

“No. Again, you owe me nothing. What are friends for?”

A long pause, then, “You are so welcome. See you mid-morning,” Sir said.

He laughed deeply and disconnected the call.

“Slave. It may remember the man who loves to whip his female before breakfast, then admire her stripes over coffee. It sounds like a lovely idea. He is having a large party at his home, and is thrilled that it and the male slave will be on loan to entertain the guests.

Annabelle opened her eyes and stared at the dark leather back of the couch.

“I regret that other business will keep me from attending. It would be such pleasure to see my gifts to him being enjoyed so enthusiastically. And enjoyed so frequently. Anton’s parties are known to last for days.”

The tears came. Annabelle closed her eyes.

“Such a pity, really. A pity in so many ways. I was beginning to rather enjoy our weekly meetings in my stateroom. My odd little brunette bound and waiting for me each Wednesday morning. And judging by its response to my touch, it enjoyed itself immensely.”

Annabelle felt awash in shame.

“But that is over now,” Sir said. 

He rose from his chair and left the room. Annabelle heard his voice somewhere down the hallway, no doubt giving orders about her. 

Annabelle hated her body for responding as it had. But what was so wrong about wanting to feel the warmth of another…wanting to feel like a woman? And this sick, egotistical maniac was destroying every desire inside her, almost as if he knew exactly how to dismantle her piece by piece, eventually leaving nothing human except for the basest of physical functions. There was no right or wrong. There was only what Sir determined there was. Truth was his. Annabelle wanted nothing more than to return to her cell. She would regard her cellmate differently from now on. No wonder she didn’t stand up for herself when accused the other day. No wonder she simply went ahead and took the brutal swings of the paddle to her ass. Because she knew. She comprehended far more than Annabelle, and her best escape was to hide under her blanket and sleep, for there was no other escape from a world that made no sense—from a world where no one at all cared about her or was on her side. 

Annabelle lay perfectly still as such thoughts seemed to appear in a line of perfect clarity, one by one. After about ten minutes, she heard someone enter the room and quietly shut the door. She didn’t care if it was Sir again. She didn’t care if he’d returned to beat her once more. She didn’t care if… she didn’t care. She didn’t care what happened to her. Caring was worthless. It was useless. She was finished with it. It was over. Done. Out of her vocabulary. Out of her mind. 

Someone was gently tugging at her labial rings.

“I hear you and the male slave found the key I left,” Doctor said quietly.

Annabelle opened her eyes. Understanding slowly set in. It always surprised her that there were more tears. Soon there wouldn’t be. She would see to it. As long as Sir owned her, as long as anyone owned her, as long as she suffered any kind of hell like this, she would never cry again, she vowed. No matter what was done to her.

“You were the only one who ever threatened my position as his pleasure slave,” Doctor said.

Doctor gently wiped the area where the rings had been.

“There you are. Now every part of you is open and ready for business, as they say.”

Doctor’s voice hardened. “And every part of you will be used endlessly over the weekend. Somewhat brutally, I imagine. I’m sure Sir will have pleasure needs during that time, and I will be more than willing to satisfy them. He will want nothing to do with your holes ever again after so many men have used you.”

As Doctor quietly gathered up her supplies, she said, “When you return, you will join the rank of your cellmate as one of the ship’s pleasure slaves. Sir has always believed that a sexually satisfied crew serves with a little more, shall we say, enthusiasm. I imagine that the upcoming weekend will teach you just about all you need to know.” 

Annabelle heard what sounded like the hated labial rings being dropped onto a metal tray.

“You won’t be needing these anymore. Never say I didn’t warn you, slave. I did. All you had to do was obey him and prove your loyalty. That was all.” 

Doctor opened the door and whispered, “I guess this means I win, doesn’t it?”

Annabelle listened to the sound of Doctor’s heels clicking quickly and confidently down the hallway.

***

Later that morning, Annabelle and Brad lay side by side on their backs, naked and chained, waiting for the boat to arrive to transport them to Anton’s party. Their ankles and wrists were secured to hooks in the deck, located in the same general area where they’d been restrained the night before. Both were silenced by large dildo plugs in their mouths. The food, tables, podium, chair and decorations were gone, leaving not the smallest hint that a loud and lavish party had ended only several hours before.

The morning was cloudy and misty, but the sun momentarily shone through and warmed them, only to disappear again, renewing the chill in Annabelle. She recalled a few cloudy and cold mornings in L.A. on her friend’s sailboat. She remembered always wearing the same favorite bikini; complaining about the cold, but holding an icy Bloody Mary in her hand. She’d always drink too many in succession at first, then would become warm and entirely content by the time the sun came out. 

She sighed heavily and closed her eyes. She wondered if Bella had been captured yet and was now being transported to the ship. She was such a pure and trusting person, it would no doubt be easy to deceive her. Annabelle wanted to take her in her arms upon her arrival and tell her things would be okay. But things would not be okay. 

Accept your fate, Bella. Open your legs to him; you will not win. 

Annabelle wondered if Doctor had learned that a new, breathtakingly beautiful blonde was coming aboard as Sir’s exclusive and prized pleasure slave. Oh, to see Doctor’s face when she got that bit of lovely news. And then to learn that Bella would be bearing Sir’s child? Annabelle envisioned Doctor hurling herself into the ocean in a fit of despair.

Good. Good riddance.

Annabelle soon drifted off to sleep, but a loud noise overhead caused her to awake with a start. The helicopter made wide circles around the ship, as if searching for something. The pilot flew so low, Annabelle thought she could make out the forms of two people inside. Her muscles strained against her bindings, but she was tied so tightly, she remained all but motionless. She fought and twisted to break free, all the while screaming at the sky, but the plug in her mouth prevented anything more than a prolonged screech. She tried to make her form look like anything else but a woman with nothing better to do than sunbathe in the nude on a massive, multi-million dollar ship.

The sun went behind the clouds again, removing the glare from the side of the helicopter. Annabelle could clearly make out Los Angeles County SHERIFF in bold, black letters on the tail. The pilot made another pass above them, then turned away. 

She watched the helicopter slowly disappear. She looked past Brad to the other side of the ship at the gigantic port cranes she’d seen last night in the dark, which were now unloading cargo containers non-stop. Now that the morning mist had started to burn off, she could make out the faded, white lettering: PALA.

As realization set in, Annabelle’s body went limp, and her breath came to her in short, labored gasps. 

Port Authority of Los Angeles. 

Sir had said on the phone that they’d been in port for almost a month. Based on Doctor’s response that first day in sick bay, Annabelle had assumed throughout her captivity that they were traveling through foreign waters. But all this time, Annabelle’s home and freedom lay just on the other side of the ship’s railing.

She had been wrong when she vowed there would be no more tears. 

Two guards wandered by and stopped when they saw Brad and Annabelle.

“Well, would you look at that,” one said.

“Lyin’ around sunbathing all day. Must be nice,” the other said, shaking his head in mock disbelief.

“Yeah. Must be.” 

“Some people don’t know how good they’ve got it.”

Both guards laughed as they wandered away. 

Brad turned his head toward Annabelle. He splayed his fingers and was able to just barely touch her hand. His eyes filled with tears, and his expression told her I’m sorry. I’m sorry. I’m sorry. The pain in his eyes was so great, Annabelle had to look away.

They lay side by side, staring at the sky… waiting.
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