CHAPTER 3: A rought trip

A dark night covered the quiet road leading to Stagg Hill. It was so quiet and peaceful that it was hardly disturbed by the presence of some vehicles that were circulating in the early hours of the early morning, among them a black van that was advancing at full speed, Inside it was an anonymous driver, who carried a very peculiar load: a kidnapped and unconscious dalmatian woman. The mysterious captor was going down the slope of the road, while tuning into a radio station that played some songs of modern music, in addition to having a police radio frequency receiver at his side to be alert in case he hear any notice from local authorities related to his victim. The journey went without any news, without traffic or other vehicles that could interfere with his route, so he took the opportunity to slow down a little, taking a bottle of “Samuel Smith Oatmeal Stout” beer from his backpack. With a knife he had at his side, he removed the bottle cap and took a long sip, savoring the bitter drink without taking his eyes off the road. Occasionally he looked in the rearview mirror to verify that his load was "quiet and still" and without problems, so seeing her so calm he smiled with satisfaction and took another sip of beer to liven up his journey.

An hour of travel passed, as the vehicle advanced, the effect of chloroform disappeared, and Delilah was waking from her lethargy, finding herself lying on a metal floor. Her eyes were blindfolded, so she could not see where she was, but she noticed the movement of the vehicle. She tried to stand up, but her hands and ankles were tied with plastic straps that prevented her from getting up, and a makeshift clothed gag was placed in her mouth. By the smell and taste she identified that they were her own stockings, used to silence her, while another piece of cloth kept her snout closed, making it impossible to scream for help

-For Dog Sake!!! Who took my coat? Why is my shirt ripped? And.....someone put my stockings in my mouth? How disgusting!!! What happened? Who did this? - thought the confused dalmatian. At that moment she suddenly remembered what had happened in the alley: her panic attack, Charlotte’s pone call and........the attack. She understood that she had been kidnapped, so now her life was in enormous danger and she had to act.

-I’m not can be happening, Where they taking me? I HAVE TO GET OUT OF HERE!!! - thought the female. She began struggling to break free, when she heard the voice of her captor.

-Finally, you woke up, sit back and relax, there is a looong way still to go to your new "home"-said the stranger, while smoking a cigar and driving.

-MMMGGGHHH, LLHHMMM MGGHHHH MMMMGGHTT - replied the dalmatian woman angrily, claiming that the makeshift gag reduced to barely understandable grunts, something that amused his captor.

-Hahahahahaha, how funny it is to see you like this!!! You better lie down and enjoy the trip, so you won’t get so tired- said the subject in a mocking tone and returned to concentrate on the road. Delilah paused for a moment to catch her breath and find a better way to scape, when she came up with an idea: she began to crawl until she felt the wall of the van and leaned on it to get comfortable and try to reach her ankles. Once he got them close, he used his claws to try to rip the zip ties. They were very tight, made with very rigid plastic, so it would take her a while to break them, also, she could not make much noise or would give away her plan, so she would tear them slowly. Delilah knew it was risky, but it was the only option she had, fortunately for her, the noise of the music managed to cover up the noise she made, helping her cover up her escape attempt. She was like this for a while when she felt the van stopped, and heard the driver open the door and get out of the vehicle.

-Stay here, i´ll be right back- said the mysterious voice. Delilah knew that was her chance. She scratched his ankle straps harder and after a few minutes she managed to break them. Once she managed to released her feet, she stood up and began frantically tearing the zip ties than hold her hands, struggling to try to break them faster. Her plan worked and a few moments later she managed to break her bonds. She removed the blindfold and the gag from her mouth, waiting for her eyes to get used to the light in the van. Once her vision was stabilized, she desperately sought the door handle to escape. After locating it, she activated it and opened the door, ready to run for help. However, as soon as she set foot on the ground, she came face to face with her captor, whom she saw for the first time. It was a wolf of dark grey fur, huge, muscular and imposing. He had a scar running through his face, as well as other marks on his body. His left eye was blinded, which made him look tougher. He wore short shorts, driver’s gloves, a fur vest and a black shirt. Upon seeing the dalmatian trying to escape, the canine began to growl and his face sketched a grimace of fury as he showed his sharp fangs to his victim.

-ARE YOU GOING SOMEWHERE? - asked the wolf with annoyance. With no other choice, Delilah decided to face the stranger. She was still weak from the effects of chloroform, but was willing to fight for her life rather than be captured again, so, using all her strength, she pounced on her captor, throwing a strong punch into her face. However, the blow did not seem to affect him in the slightest. The wolf remained standing, unmoved and only slightly bowed his head. Suddenly, the unknown canine felt something running down his lip, noticing that it was a little trace of blood, result of the punch thrown by the dalmatian, which managed to disturb him and making him growl strongly.

-Are you finished? Now it’s my turn!!! said the wolf, clattering his fingers. Desperate, Delilah tried to run, but her captor was faster. With one hand he took her by her neck and with the other hand he punched her directly in the stomach, with enough force to leave the dalmatian breathless.

-Ahhgggg..... aaaahgg- the female dalmatian could barely babble, falling on her knees and taking her hands to the belly, paralyzed by the blow and without possibilities to defend herself. The wolf smiled ominously, grabbed the dog and threw it right into the van. Delilah struggled to catch her breath and try to get up, but it was too late. The stranger held her by the neck and slammed her head tightly against the padded wall of the van, knocking her out. The kidnapper quickly grabbed his backpack from the front seat and pulled out a grey duct tape and a small black box. He put his knee on the back of the semi-unconscious dalmatian to prevent her from fleeing, held her hands and quickly tied them with the tape. At that moment Delilah regained consciousness, and tried to free herself, but her captor was faster tan her and put all his weight on her, which managed to keep her prey subdued and thwart her escape.

-PLEASE, DON’T HURT ME, I HAVE A FAMILY!!! - Delilah implored with tears in his eyes, but the wolf did not heed her pleas. With his victim secured, he took the box and extracted from it a syringe and a glass jar filled with blue liquid. Seeing that, the dalmatian panicked and began to scream, receiving in response a strong slap in her face.

-Shut up!!! You could avoid this, but you chosen the hard way- said the wolf. Once he prepared the injection, with one hand he held the dalmatian’s muzzle tightly to shut her up and with the other hand he took the syringe and brought it closer to the neck of his victim. Delilah gave a slight whimp as the sharp needle penetrated her skin, feeling the cold drug being slowly introduced into her bloodstream. She writhed for a few minutes, struggling to free herself, but it was useless, her captor had her perfectly subdued. The chemical was working, weakening her slowly until she stopped moving, falling deeply asleep. Once her body was still, the wolf took the grey duct tape and calmly started to tie her hands and feet, including her knees, arms and legs, using enough tape so that her victim would not scape again. Once it was over, he took Dellah´s stockings, rolled them up, and put them in the dogs mouth, closing her muzzle with more grey tape. Then he put a closed dog muzzle on her and finally blindfolded her again. Once he finished, he put her on the floor of the van and looked at her work with pride, took out his cell phone, took some pictures and sent a message. He watched the female for a few moments, then he bent down and groped her buttocks for several minutes and then gave her a loud spanking to check that she was unconscious, to which Delilah did not react at all, which cheered her captor. 

-Sweet dreams "sleeping beauty"-said the wolf mockingly. He closed the van door, turned on his vehicle again, opened another beer bottle and resumed his journey.

After a couple of hours, the van arrived at a luxurious mansion located in the mountains. The wolf pulled out a remote control, pressed a button and the huge bars opened. He drove the vehicle for a long stretch until he reached a remote point, located on the side of the mansion, near a huge garage where he stopped. Then he got out of the van and took the bound dalmatian, who was still unconscious. At their encounter a female wolf of gray and white fur appeared. She was smaller than the beefy canine, but looked just as strong and aggressive. She wore trousers and fur vest that pronounced her slender figure. She was holding a cell phone, without taking your eyes off the screen, except for an instant to see her companion carrying his prey. 

-You took a long time to arrive, what happened? 

-*Growl* She tried to escape, I had to take actions with her.

-I see, it seems that she gave you a little “gift -said the female wolf pointing at the obvious bruise on the face of her partner-, I imagine that’s why you "wrapped" it with all your "ribbons”, if you had let me accompany you, we could have captured her easier and without complications.

-It was a slight oversight, and you have work to do here, do not complain, besides, everything went well. 

-*Sniff sniff* Did you use a "Knock Out" vial? Have you noticed that she still breathing? Our master will be upset if she doesn’t survive. 

-She’s breathing, and stay out of this, I know what I’m doing!! I’ve done it many times!!!!

-Be grateful that the master knows how to prepare the right dose of that sedative so that they are only unconscious, relax, in the end you did a good job, do not get angry big guy!!! 

-*Sigh* You don’t make it easy with your comments. 

-It’s part of my charm. Come on!!! Let’s get her ready to meet her new “owner”-said the female canine as she spanked the huge wolf, who growled for that sign of "affection". Both wolfs entered the mansion, leading a fainted Delilah into an uncertain future. 

