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Prologue

The wine had gone straight to Carla Murphy’s head at the Celtic Circuits dinner on the Kivana Islands. At twenty-two, fresh from Dublin’s dead-end jobs, she’d thought Tara Brennan’s offer of an assistant role, with real pay and exotic travel, was her big break. Along the way, she’d glimpsed the shady shipment manifests: “non-lethal security equipment” headed to sanctioned countries. But the money was good, and Tara’s warm interview smile had made her feel like one of them. Maybe I’ve finally made it, she’d thought earlier, heart lifting as the ocean murmured beyond the open windows, and the executives laughed at some private joke.

Now, tipsy and grinning like she’d cracked the code, she leaned forward. “You know,” she said, voice bright with reckless confidence, “I’ve sussed your little secret. The outpost’s for flogging tech to sanctioned buyers, isn’t it?”

The table froze.

A gruff executive dropped his fork, jaw tight. The wiry one with thinning hair glared daggers. Tara’s smile tightened, eyes turning to steel. Carla felt heat flooding her face, hotter than the tropical sun. How could she have been so stupid? Those manifests, she had asked Tara once, only to get snapped at: “Just do your job.” She’d dropped it, assuming it was routine. Now? She’d just blown everything.

“N-no big deal,” Carla stammered. “I’m not saying anything.”

“Right,” Tara said, voice smooth as oiled hinges on a trapdoor.
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Later in the hotel lounge, Tara faced the executives. Their faces were grim. “She’s a loose end,” one of them hissed. “One wrong word from her back home, and we’re done.”

“If she talks—” the wiry one began.

“She won’t,” Tara snapped, her mind racing. Carla’s naivety had been perfect. Until now. “I’ll handle it.”

“You better,” the other one growled. “You hired her. She’s your responsibility.”

Tara nodded once. She sighed inwardly, this would be messy. But she knew what needed to be done.

And then the ways of the locals would take care of the rest.


Sentenced

The courtroom was a creaky affair, its wooden benches groaning under a sparse crowd that seemed to have wandered in by mistake. The air was heavy with heat and a faint whiff of bureaucracy. Carla stood before the judge, still in the summer dress she had been arrested in. Her pulse hammered like a war drum.

The judge, a tired looking man with a gavel and a gaze that could curdle milk, glanced at her briefly before checking his watch. His mind was already on the golf course, where the fairway promised a simpler world than this mess.

Beneath his stern exterior, he nursed a grudge against the ministry, who nagged him about prison costs as if he had personally invited every miscreant to the islands. The Kivana Investment and Prosperity Opportunity Act was meant to lure corporations with promises of safety, not saddle him with cases like this: a girl with some cocaine who posed no threat to the state. Yet here he was, stuck playing their game, knowing they’d blame him when the bills came due, when all he wanted was to make everyone happy.

The District Attorney presented the case with a measured tone. “Miss Murphy is charged with possession of a substantial amount of cocaine, found in her hotel room after an anonymous tip. On the Kivana Islands, such offenses jeopardize our reputation as a safe investment hub and demand severe penalties.”

Anonymous tip? Carla’s mind raced. Those cold eyes at the table, Tara’s hollow “Right.” Tara had been the one to hire her. She had become somewhat of a mentor to her. There was no way she would do this, would she? Or… maybe it was that guy at the beach she had seen watching her rinse off under the beach shower. She had caught him staring at her, and he had guiltily looked away. Could he have followed her back, and slipped the drugs in, to somehow get her through their corrupt system?

Her wrists still ached from the cuffs that had been removed. She had tried to call Tara from the DA’s office before this court hearing, but the receptionist had hung up after “Mrs. Brennan is unavailable.” A chill of doubt deepened. Damn. She should have known that job was too good to be true.

Carla’s jaw dropped, her voice cracking with desperation, “That’s not my cocaine! I was framed! Check my room for tampering!”

The DA held up a photo of white powder in her bag, his tone unwavering. “The evidence is clear. Intent to distribute is assumed with this quantity.” He glanced at the judge, a wiry man with a stern gaze, who skimmed a ministry directive on his desk, its seal catching the light.

Her lawyer, a wilted figure in a suit that looked like it had been laundered in a puddle, muttered, “My client claims a setup, but we lack corroboration.” His voice trailed off as he adjusted his crooked tie, shuffled a stack of papers and glanced at his next case file.

The judge leaned forward. His voice was steady but laced with the authority of someone who would rather be elsewhere. “Carla Murphy, on the charge of possessing a substantial amount of cocaine, you’re sentenced to two years imprisonment.”

Internally, he stewed. This girl’s case was a nuisance, not a threat. Yet here he was, forced to play by their rules, knowing that the ministry would be pointing fingers at him for it, the poor sap holding the gavel.

Carla’s mind raced back to the unanswered call earlier. And suddenly the pieces began to click into place.

Carla’s knees buckled, outrage surging. “This is a sham! Tara, I mean my boss, Mrs Brennan, planted those drugs to silence me. She knows I could expose her in Ireland!” Her voice trembled, the crowd murmuring as her accusation echoed.

Sharp inhales rippled through the courtroom, eyes widened at her challenge.

The judge sighed inwardly, feeling a headache forming from the stress. He could use some of that cocaine right now, he thought, glancing at the clock. Then, he had an idea. The labor program. Ship her to the mainland, let them deal with her. Young, healthy, non-violent. She was perfect for it. It would cut costs, keep the ministry quiet, and maybe teach her to mind her tongue. Clever, he thought, congratulating himself on navigating the bigger picture.

“Miss Murphy, after careful consideration, I find that your excess energy and argumentative spirit make you a better fit for the ‘Rehabilitation Through Productive Labor’ program. You are hereby assigned to the labor program. Two years of character-building work will guide you to a better path.”

Carla’s anger flared, her hands clenching. “What? No! I didn’t agree to this. You can’t do this. I have rights!”

“Enough, Miss Murphy. Your refusal to accept judgment and intent to disrupt warrant this correction. Case adjourned.” He rapped the gavel again, signaling the guards as his thoughts turned to the fairway.

The judge hurried out, his thoughts on his golf swing, pleased to have dodged another bureaucratic bullet. Somewhere, a fairway waited, and Miss Murphy was someone else’s problem now.

Carla cursed herself for her thoughtless words before the executives. Would they really set her up like this?

Her gut sank as a guard gripped her arm and pulled her away.

Character-building, she thought. Sounds like something you’d tell a gobshite before you make them mop floors for free. Her skin prickled under the light fabric of her white summer dress, and she wondered what kind of work they had in store for her.
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The judge’s gavel still echoed in her ears as the guard dragged her down a dim corridor and shoved her into a medical room that smelled of antiseptic and despair. A single bulb overhead illuminated a worn medical table at the wall. Beside it stood a rickety desk and a lone chair with a cushion.

The narrow window offered a sliver of tropical sunlight through its dirt smudged glass. It was barred with iron rods, which cast shadows across the linoleum floor.

The room hummed with the low drone of an ancient ceiling fan as it stirred the stifling heat.

“Miss Murphy, please remove your clothes.”

Carla’s heart lurched. She had half-expected it, but hearing the words spoken aloud still felt like a slap.

“Strip naked?” Her voice came out higher than she intended, cracking on the last syllable. “What for?”

The guard didn’t even look up from the clipboard. “It’s the law for slaves in Grabesh. To make sure you’re not hiding anything.”

Carla’s arms wrapped tighter around her middle, the thin summer dress suddenly feeling like tissue paper. “That’s absurd. Even in this backward country, women should have some rights. Ever heard of modesty? A female officer should do this. In private.”

The guard finally raised his head. His gaze was flat, bored, the look of a man who had heard every variation of this protest a hundred times.

“It’s not up to you, Miss Murphy,” he said. “Strip, or I’ll do it for you.”

He reached to his belt and unclipped a short black baton. When he thumbed the switch, the tip flared with jagged blue-white arcs that snapped and hissed between the twin prongs — a sharp, electric crackle that filled the small room like a warning shot. The air itself seemed to tighten around the sound. Carla’s stomach lurched; she took an involuntary step back, bare feet slapping the linoleum.

“I can tase you until you’re naked,” he added, voice still flat. The arcs danced once more, spitting tiny sparks that died in the air before he thumbed the switch off. The crackle vanished, leaving only the low drone of the fan.

“I can tase you until you’re naked,” he added, voice still flat. “Or you can undress on your own. Up to you.”

Carla’s mouth went dry. She looked from the baton to the barred window, the single bulb overhead, the worn medical table that suddenly looked far too much like an altar. Her blood boiled with impotent anger. She silently cursed Tara for getting her into this predicament. She could have saved herself all this trouble if she had only kept her mouth shut. But now there was nowhere to hide, no one to appeal to. She had to do what the man told her.

Her fingers shook as she reached for the hem of the summer dress. The fabric was light, almost weightless, she had chosen it that morning thinking it would look nice for whatever exotic island day lay ahead. She pulled it over her head in one slow motion. Her hair spilled messily across her shoulders, and she stood before him in plain white cotton underwear, the simple bra and high-cut briefs her mother had bought her years ago because they were comfortable.

She held the dress out, arm rigid. The guard clipped the baton back in place, took it without comment, and placed it on the desk.

“Take off your underwear, Miss Murphy,” he said while his eyes slid over her. “We don’t have all day.”

Carla locked eyes with the guard, trying to pour every ounce of fury and shame into the stare. This was a foreign land, and there was nothing she could do. Her blood roared in her ears.

She reached behind her back, fingers fumbling with the bra clasp. The straps slipped down her shoulders; the cups fell away, revealing her soft white breasts and her pink areolas to the guard. The warm air from the ceiling fan brushed gently over them and tightened her nipples against her will. She felt a flush crawl up her chest, her throat, her cheeks as she stared in anger at the guard.

The bra dangled from one hand. She thrust it toward him, refusing to look away, daring him to acknowledge what he was taking from her. He accepted it and set it beside the white fabric of her dress.

“Your panties,” he said.

Carla’s throat closed. She hooked her shaking thumbs into the waistband, dragged the cotton down her legs, stepped out of them one foot at a time.

He held out his hand.

She straightened again, revealing her triangle of thin wiry red pubic hair. Carla’s cheeks burned so hot she thought she might cry. She handed him her panties. He placed them on the table with her other clothes.

As she stood nude before him, she wanted to curl into herself, disappear, but there was nowhere to go. Her hands flew to cover herself, one arm across her breasts, the other dropping low, shielding her vagina. The position felt ridiculous, childish, but she couldn’t stop herself.

The guard appraised her from head to toe and back with a trace of enjoyment. He took his time looking at her midsection, but he kept a professional mask.

The guard stepped closer. She flinched, but he only reached for something on the desk — a steel collar, simple and heavy.

“Lift your hair.”

Carla looked at the collar uncomfortably. In her current state, she didn’t want to argue, but this seemed wrong.

“A collar? What the hell is this? I’m not some animal. You can’t do this to me!”

“Enough talk. Lift your hair. This collar is going on you one way or the other.”

Carla sighed. She was naked and just wanted this to be over. Whatever the guard wanted to do, would happen. She hoped she would be given smocks soon and forget this had ever happened.

Carla gathered her lush red hair in her two hands and held it up for the guard.

Carla gathered the tangled red strands in both hands and held them up, elbows high, breasts rising with the motion. The guard stepped closer, and she could smell the sweat and stale fabric of his uniform as he secured the collar around her neck. She felt the cold metal touch her skin as the guard tightened it and locked it in place with a final click.

He stepped back and appraised her again: naked, collared, hands still raised from lifting her hair, body trembling with rage and shame.

Her tan lines made the untouched skin of her breasts and sex stand out as if wanting to draw attention to the parts of her body they were framing. The fan stirred the air across her nipples, between her thighs, along the sensitive crease where leg met body.

The guard nodded once, satisfied.

“What is the meaning of this?” Carla asked nervously.

“This is a slave collar,” the guard explained. “It marks you as property of the Ministry of Justice.”

“A slave collar?” Carla’s hands flew to the unyielding steel encircling her neck. Her fingers clutched the cold metal that seemed to imprison her. Beneath her touch, a D-ring emerged, and she pulled at it in desperate futility, a tide of panic surging within her.

“You can’t keep me in a collar! I’m not an animal! I’m here for the work program!” her voice rose with panic.

“Miss Murphy, it’s a bit late for that now. You should have brought any objections up in your trial. Turn around, hands behind your back.”

“Turn around. Hands behind your back.”

Carla obeyed, because there was nothing else she could do.

The cuffs snapped shut, cold and final.

Then he took her arm and led her toward the door.

Carla stumbled after him. She felt the steel collar touching different parts of her neck as it shifted with her steps. She was perplexed she was expected to leave the medical examination room without any clothing.

Her voice cracked, “Wait. Where are my smocks?”

The guard turned. “Slaves are kept naked.”

Carla’s mouth fell open, outrage mixing with disbelief. “The judge never said anything about that!” Her mind spun. The judge hadn’t mentioned this. Was this a cruel trick?

The guard muttered, “Everyone knows that slaves go naked. Law says they can only wear stuff with a good reason.”

Carla’s jaw dropped, a choked laugh escaped as the meaning of the guard’s words hit her. “Two years naked? That’s absurd! Is this some kind of joke?” she gasped.

The guard grabbed her arm and tried to yank her forward.

As she approached the door, she stopped. Walking out of this room naked and handcuffed was too much to bear. Her cuffed hands strained as she instinctively tried to bring them forward. She cried, “No, I won’t go! I want a lawyer!” She was desperate.

The guard sighed. “Of course, Miss Murphy.”

“You’re joking, right?” Carla said, her voice wavering.

“We have one right here in the next room for you, Miss Murphy,” the guard said, shoving her forward, his eyes on the clock as they headed to the next room.

As they encountered other jail staff in the corridor, Carla instinctively tried to shield her private areas with her hands. Since they were cuffed behind her back, all she felt was a painful tug against her wrists as the cuffs dug in and held her arms behind her.

As they walked, her mind reeled. She felt the smooth and tacky linoleum against her feet. She steeled herself, stood up straight again with the cuffs holding her hands behind her. She looked at the ground before her, letting herself be guided by the guard’s firm grip on her arm.

A woman walked toward them, with shoes making sharp clicks, and Carla felt her glances poking into her like needles.

She approached the guard, her voice light. “Hey, how are you holding up?”

The guard sighed, rubbing his neck. “Awful. I should’ve clocked out twenty minutes ago, but this mess with the white girl dragged me back.” He nodded toward Carla, his tone weary.

“What’s her story?” the woman asked, as her eyes raked over Carla’s collared form.

“Drugs,” he said and shrugged. “She’ll be dumped on the mainland tomorrow. Part of that labor program to keep the islands pretty for investors.”

Carla stood beside them, cuffed wrists straining behind her, the steel collar biting her neck as the woman’s gaze lingered. Dump me. Like hazardous waste. Tara really knew how to recycle an employee. With a one-way ticket to nakedville. The woman tilted her head. “Pity we can’t keep slaves here anymore. Westerners are too close-minded to accept our ways.”

The guard grunted as he led Carla away. She began to doubt that there would be a lawyer in her foreseeable future.


To the Mainland

The guard brought Carla into a dimly lit room. Iron bars stretched from floor to ceiling, forming six cramped cells, two by two meters each with no walls or furniture to shield her. Each cell had a single mat on the ground and a bucket covered with a lid. Evening shadows deepened as she took in the space.

Two men in their mid-twenties sat in separate cells. Their dark skin was slick with sweat. They were naked and collared like her. Their eyes tracked her, one with a curious glint, the other with a lazy smirk.

The guard opened a cell door and unlocked her cuffs. Carla walked in, and the barred door clanged shut behind her.

She turned, grasped the bars, and looked at him. “This is all a big mistake! This can’t be happening! I need a lawyer!”

“Your trial is done, girl. No lawyer will undo it.”

Her heart surged, panic tightening her throat. “Then my parents, let me call them. They need to know.”

“It’s already late,” he muttered as he turned away. “Save it for a better time.” His boots echoed as he left. The door slammed shut.

Carla gripped the bars in disbelief. She pushed and pulled against them, as if they might yield. But the steel held firm. She instinctively crossed her arms to shield her naked body from the other prisoners’ stares.

The curious one leaned forward. “Not from here, are you? I’m Kofi. Never seen a white girl here.”

“Ireland,” Carla whispered. Her cheeks flushed. “My boss… she framed me. With cocaine. Why don’t they give us clothes?”

Kofi’s eyes softened, weary. “It’s tradition. Prisoners of war were stripped to disarm them. Then sold like that as slaves. Their stuff was sold separately.”

The other one chuckled. “Plus, it’s a show. Buyers see what they’ll get. If a slave’s not healthy, it’s easy to see. I’m Musa by the way.”

“What’d you do?” Kofi asked.

“Talked too much,” Carla said. Her fingers tugged at the collar’s D-ring. “You?”

“Lawyer’s assistant,” Kofi muttered. “Skimmed cash. Thought I’d get rich. Now it’s labor. Two years in this collar, same as you, then I’m free again.”

Carla’s lips twitched in bitter amusement as the guard’s joke finally landed. Of course, the “lawyer” was just another naked prisoner.

Musa smirked. “No rules here, white girl. Sentences mean whatever they want them to mean.”

Carla’s heart sank. She grabbed the collar that felt hard around her neck and wondered how long it would be locked there.
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In the morning, Carla felt as if she hadn’t slept at all. The light seeped through the bars of her cage as the guard came in and tossed cardboard boxes with foil-wrapped burritos and water bottles into their cells.

Carla opened hers and felt the warm wrapper against her skin.

“Where will they take us?” she asked the other two.

Kofi chewed slowly. “The mainland. Labor farms, mines, hard work. Normally we’d go to prison, but with the ‘Investment Act’ they’re putting more people in prison. Gets expensive. So they decided to make us slaves and work.”

Musa snorted, staring at Carla’s breasts. “And they send us to the mainland because they think open slavery here will spook investors. Naked slaves sully their precious image.”

Carla’s skin crawled. She crossed her arms tighter, trying to shield herself. “They hide it from outsiders?”

Kofi nodded. “Here on the Kivana islands, yes. Tourists and investors don’t see the real Grabesh. You’re learning the hard way.”
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Shortly after, a guard entered, with a long chain rattling in his hands.

He unlocked Kofi’s cell, snapped handcuffs around his wrists behind his back, then fastened the chain to his collar’s D-ring. The same with Musa.

Carla turned, offering her hands behind her back. The cuffs snapped shut. He locked her collar to the coffle chain with a metallic click.

The guard took the lead. Carla felt the tug on her neck as the chain pulled taut. Their bare feet scuffed the floor as they followed him out.

The heavy door groaned open, spilling them into a dusty backyard parking lot under harsh midday sun.

Carla anxiously looked around, hoping no one would see her naked. She feared Tara or someone from Celtic Circuits might be there. Or the man from the beach shower who had stared at her. Could he have followed her, slipped the drugs in, to deliver her to him naked and chained?

She scanned the lot, heart pounding. A worker unloading cartons glanced at her form before turning away.

The guard halted at a battered pickup. He nodded to a large man approaching with a lazy grin.

“Hey Dongo,” the guard greeted, handing over the coffle chain. “Your cargo.”

Dongo took the chain. His eyes lingered on Carla with curiosity and amusement.

“Oh, a white girl! How rare!” His gaze swept her exposed curves before unlocking the trailer’s gate.

The guard nodded. “She came in yesterday evening unexpectedly.”

Dongo ushered them inside the cage, fastening the chain to a bar with a padlock.

The guard unlocked their handcuffs.

“In with you,” Dongo said, smiling at Carla as she passed.

She was the last to get in. The gate clanged shut. The bars framed her view of the parking lot with Dongo and the guard outside.

The guard waved, “Safe travels, Dongo.”

Dongo leaned against the trailer. “Looks like a nice day today, huh?”

The pickup lurched onto a potholed road, each bump yanking the coffle, forcing Carla to brace against the bars.

Through the gaps, she saw the roads and houses on the island as they drove along the coast.

Eventually, the truck stopped at a dock.

Through the bars, Carla’s eyes darted across the dock, searching for any familiar face who might see her like this. Her breath hitched as she grabbed the bars uselessly, stressed under imagined eyes.

A dockworker tossing crates paused to skim Carla’s body. As their eyes met, he smiled before resuming work.

After a short wait, they rolled onto a weathered ferry’s deck and parked there.

Carla had a good view of the ferry and the ocean beyond, only tainted by the bars of her cage.

The ferry’s engine rumbled to life. The trailer rocked with the waves as Carla clung to the bars, watching the Kivana Islands’ familiar shore fade into the distance.

Dongo climbed out to stretch his legs. He wandered over to the trailer, eyes lighting on Carla with casual interest.

“This is a first,” he said, voice carrying over the waves with amusement. “A white girl in the cage! First time I’ve seen that on this route. What’d you do to end up here?”

Carla met his gaze through the bars, cheeks burning. “Nothing. I shouldn’t be here. I was framed.”

Dongo chuckled. “Of course!”

After a short time, the mainland emerged, white sand beach, mud huts, dense jungle up to the horizon. She felt the sea breeze tease her uncovered skin as the ferry cut through the water.

The ferry docked with a jolt. Dongo returned to his cab. The truck rumbled onto the mainland road, and the rain began.

The cage offered little protection from the driving rain. Raindrops hit her from the sides, drenched her hair, ran down her skin. Wind-blown rain splashed in through the bars, prickling her thighs and vagina from below. It felt awkward and intimate, so she shifted by straightening her legs.

She looked over to Kofi and Musa, who sat stoically. Musa sensed her gaze and shrugged.

To her left she saw Dongo’s silhouette sitting dry in his cab. She shivered and leaned back against the bars as the jungle passed by.

Through the rain-streaked view, primitive settlements flashed by. Mud huts with thatched roofs, more rugged than Kivana’s facade. Naked, collared black slaves toiled in the fields. Their dark skin gleamed under the downpour. Sometimes one looked up, eyes briefly meeting hers. She saw a naked woman carrying sacks. The woman didn’t notice her, but Carla felt a flicker of solidarity.

Carla’s hand moved up and traced her collar. She thought about how she was one of them now, a slave. But she didn’t see any other white slave. She sighed and thought how no other white girl had been stupid enough to get herself into this kind of trouble. Her friends would have kept their mouth shut in the same situation and just enjoyed their time working on the island.

The bumps shook her in the cage, her body aching from the strain. As her bare skin prickled under the rain, and she felt the cool steel of the collar resting on her neck, she wondered what awaited her at the end of the trip.
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Finally, after hours of driving, the livestock trailer shuddered to a halt. The iron bars creaked as the pickup’s engine sputtered out. Carla slumped against the cold metal. Sweat slicked her naked body. Her limbs ached, the steel collar chafed her neck, and the coffle chain kept tugging, making her feel even more trapped.

Boots crunched on the dusty ground outside. The gate swung open with a groan, and Dongo stepped forward. His sun-weathered face carried a lazy grin.

The coffle chain clinked as he unlocked it from the latch.

“End of the line!” he said, chuckling, as he tugged the chain like a leash.

Carla stumbled to her feet in the cage. She hesitated to put her bare soles on the warm, pebbled earth. A pebble bit into her heel, and she flinched, gasping.

The chain jerked again. She cried out and followed Dongo, grabbing the chain at her collar to dampen the shocks.

Kofi and Musa shuffled behind. Their feet seemed tougher and unfazed by the uneven terrain.

Beyond the trailer, a weathered barn loomed. Its red paint was peeling, the pens alive with bleating goats and scratching chickens. The air carried the smell of manure and hay.

A stocky man in his fifties with a straw hat and overalls stained with dirt approached. His round face lit up with a warm smile and twinkling eyes. He carried a thin wooden stick tucked under his arm.

“Well, now, what a fine batch!” he said and clapped his hands.

“Are you Bako?” Dongo asked.

“Yep, that’s me! Bako, trusted reseller for the Grabesh Ministry of Justice. At your service.” He laughed and turned to Dongo, who handed over a crumpled paper.

“Three slaves, Bako. One white, a rare one. Ministry says move ’em quick.”

After Bako scribbled his signature, his eyes flicked to Carla, and he appraised her pale skin with a nod.

“Nice. She’ll pull a crowd!” He said and winked at her.

Carla averted her eyes. Bako’s wink sent an unwelcome prickle across her bare skin. Her stomach twisted at the thought of crowds leering at her pale skin and red hair like some exotic animal, but she bit her lip and swallowed the sharp retort that bubbled up within her. Defiance wouldn’t help here.

Bako tugged the chain to lead them into the barn. Carla’s feet stung on the pebbled path. He tapped the stick lightly against his thigh as they walked. The air inside smelled like hay and animal musk, dim light filtered through the cracked slats of the barn. Stalls lined the walls, some holding goats, others occupied by a handful of collared slaves: Black Grabesian men and women, all chained by their collars to the walls. A lean black woman with sharp eyes met Carla’s gaze. Her lips twitched in a fleeting nod of shared plight.

Bako unhooked her from the coffle. He took a short chain coiled around a solid wooden beam of the stall, its end looped back on itself and secured with a padlock.

Bako took a padlock out of his pocket. He used it to fasten the stall’s chain to her collar’s D-ring. Carla’s stomach twisted as she heard the metallic click locking her in place, restricting her to a scant few feet of the stall’s confines.

“Settle in, dear,” he said with a warm voice. He gave her butt a light slap on his way out.

Carla sank onto the straw-covered floor. She glanced at Kofi and Musa in the adjacent stalls. Their weary eyes met hers. The open stalls offered no privacy. Their bodies were exposed to each other and the barn’s dim light.

Goats bleated nearby, mingling with the soft clinks of the other slaves’ chains.

Carla curled into the straw. Her head lay close to the waist-high beam to which she was chained. The chain curled loosely beside her. Every shift on the hard floor sent the cold metal slither across her bare skin, clinking softly as it tangled in her movements. The animal noises were a harsh lullaby. Her body ached, and her mind was busy with memories of Dublin’s rainy streets, so distant from her world now.

[image: ]

Morning broke, and Carla woke up at the first sign of light. She had thought she would not be able to sleep at all with the feeling of being chained by the neck like this, and lying on the hard boards of the stall. There was some hay, but that was not nearly enough to make it soft.

She raised her head and looked around with her chain clinking. The others were still sleeping.

Carla pulled at her chain again as if to check that it was still fastened to the wooden beam. She couldn’t believe that she had slept chained in a stall like this.

She wondered what the day would bring. A market had been mentioned. That she would be “sold.” She tried to imagine what this would be like, but she had no reference to go by. She didn’t want to be sold, but she also didn’t want to continue living in a barn like this.

There was nothing she could do, so she lay back down and tried to sleep again.

She woke again as she heard footsteps approaching. A boy of about ten years entered, a full plastic bag swinging in his hand. He strode past each stall, tossing food at their entrances.

At Carla’s stall, he dropped a burrito, a banana, and a water bottle onto the ground at the entrance, the burrito speckled with dirt and straw. She looked up at him, and their eyes met. His were filled with curiosity and hers with incredulity at this situation.

After a night’s sleep, her nakedness felt raw again. She squeezed her thighs shut and crossed her ankles tightly. Her breasts pressing against her knees as she tried to hide her private parts from view.

“Good morning,” the boy said, his tone casual, before turning to the next stall.

Carla’s annoyance surged, but her stomach growled, demanding relief. She shifted to all fours, and crawled to the entrance to get the food, feeling the straw on her palms and knees.

The noise roused Kofi and Musa, who stirred. Their eyes flicked to her before they crawled to their own stall entrances to grab their burritos, bananas, and water bottles. The other slaves, hardened to the barn’s routine, slept longer but soon woke, quietly took their food and ate.

Carla snatched the burrito, brushed off the dirt with quick, frustrated swipes, and retreated back to the beam. The juicy meat, tangy tomatoes, and crisp salad filled her mouth, a brief pleasure that couldn’t mask the humiliation of her chained state. As she ate, she watched the boy move on, tossing fodder to the goats and chickens in their pens.
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Later the boy returned to prepare them for the march. He started with the other slaves, ordering them one by one into a “submissive position.” Carla watched from her stall as the first slave lay down on the floor, front first, and crossed his arms behind his back. The boy entered the stall, kneeling to snap handcuffs around the slave’s wrists.

He moved methodically from stall to stall, repeating the process. By the time he reached Carla’s stall, she knew what was expected. “Submissive position,” he said in a casual tone.

Carla’s stomach twisted, but she complied. She lowered herself to the straw-covered floor. Her naked body pressed front first against the rough boards as she crossed her arms behind her back. The boy stepped in, his small hands quick as he clicked the handcuffs shut around her wrists, the cold metal biting into her skin.

He left without a word, and Carla lay there, the chain still tethering her collar to the beam, her hands now bound behind her. The position left her utterly helpless, her breasts pushing against the floor, the straw prickling her skin. She tested the cuffs, twisting her wrists, but they held firm. She was annoyed and wondered how long she would be left here like this.

“What’s going on?” she whispered to Musa in the adjacent stall, her voice muffled against the ground.

Musa shrugged, his own hands cuffed behind him. “We’re slaves, white girl. We do as we’re told, no questions. That’s the way it is.”

The boy returned with a long coffle chain. He started with Carla. He locked one end to her collar’s D-ring, the click echoing in the stall, then unlocked her from the beam. She rose awkwardly, her hands still cuffed behind her back, the new chain heavy on her neck.

One by one, he did the same with the others, attaching them to the coffle until they were all linked, hands bound behind their backs.

The boy took the coffle’s lead and guided them out of the barn, lining them up against the rough wooden fence in the fenced yard.

“Stand still,” the boy said, grabbing the hose. He turned it on, the cold spray blasting over their naked bodies once more, washing away the night’s grime to freshen them for the market. Carla shivered under the water and felt her skin prickle.

The boy shut off the hose and walked away, leaving them dripping against the rough wooden fence. Carla’s hands, cuffed tightly behind her back, ached as the coffle chain held her in place, linking her to Kofi, Musa, and the others who stood motionless in the dawn light. Water trickled down her body, pooling at her bare feet. What now? She tugged at the cuffs, the metal biting her wrists, but she couldn’t step away from the coffle, so she stood there and waited.

“What’s going on?” she whispered, glancing at Kofi and Musa.

One of the other slaves’ eyes flicked to her, weary but calm. “Market soon. They always clean us up first.”

Musa nodded, his tone flat. “Just wait, white girl. They’ll come for us.”

Carla frowned, her heart raced. Left alone like this? The absence of supervision felt odd, a fleeting chance for escape. She scanned the yard, mind racing, could they run, slip the chain somehow? But the cuffs dug into her wrists, and the coffle’s heavy links bound them together, each slave’s stillness a chain as real as the metal. Can’t move, can’t do anything.

She stood with the others, waiting, her bare skin prickling under the humid air while the water trickled down her spine, between her butt cheeks down to a little puddle forming at her feet. Dread pooled in her gut for what the market would bring.


Inspected and Owned

The minutes dragged on until Bako’s boots crunched on the path. He returned with his son, each pulling a cart loaded with yams, mangoes, and bundled herbs for the market.

Bako took the coffle lead and hooked it to his son’s cart with a carabiner. Carla stared at it, hands cuffed behind her back. She might fumble it open, but it would be slow, obvious, and useless. She would still be chained to the others. Punishment would follow, and nothing would change.

The son pulled the cart forward, small frame straining. Bako walked behind with a thin rod in his hand, smile warm, but eyes sizing them up like market wares.

“Time to move, my lot,” he said cheerfully. The coffle chain clinked as it pulled them forward. Carla stumbled, bare feet on the cool, gritty path.

The trail wound through groves, until the dirt path gave way to coarse sand that felt soft under her feet. Her moist red hair clung to her skin, and she drew looks from villagers carrying early market baskets who curiously looked at her walking in the morning light. Carla tried to ignore them as the chain led her forward by her collar. Musa and Kofi walked behind her. They seemed to be dealing with bare foot walking better than her. The same with the others, three male and two female slaves. They all appeared to be able to keep the pace without much effort.

The march felt endless to Carla, though it was probably just half an hour. Then she began to hear the market’s distant hum grow louder. It was the sound of voices and clattering stalls. The path curled and the market came into view. Carla’s feet ached. The chain’s slight slack allowed her a quick glance back. She saw Musa, his jaw tight, and Kofi, who nodded to her as if to confirm that this was where they were heading. The others trudged in silence.

Carla’s mind drifted to Dublin’s rainy streets, so far from this sunlit ordeal. She wished she could just wake up from this like a bad dream and be back in Dublin.

The market unfolded before them, a bustle of color and noise. Stalls brimmed with yams and mangoes, vendors calling over the squawk of penned chickens. The air carried roasted spices and the smells of warm food. Bako led them to a wooden stall with a crossbeam from which chains hung down.

“Here we are,” he said, his voice loud with pride. He unlocked Carla from the coffle and guided her under one of the dangling chains. He unlocked one of Carla’s wrists and cuffed her hands before her. Then, he raised her hands and attached her handcuffs to one of the chains hanging down above her.

Carla stood straight, with her arms raised above her. Her breasts lifted to the gazes of passers-by.

One by one, he detached the other slaves from the coffle and strung them up in the same way, until all six of them stood next to each other, presented to potential buyers.

Bako moved to the adjacent stall to pile up the yams, mangoes and other produce from the carts on rough wooden display tables while his son neatly arranged the herb bundles.
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The market buzzed with vendors hawking yams and clucking chickens, the humid air thick with roasted spices. Carla stood with her bare feet on the ground. Her wrists ached in the handcuffs that were chained to the crossbeam overhead to hold her arms up. Sweat trickled down her spine. She twisted her hips, trying to shield her breasts and pubic hair from the locals’ eyes, but the chains held her in place and her awkward movements only drew more curious looks. So Carla gave up, stood straight and faced forward, in an effort to not be noticed.

Carla felt her heart pound when locals approached her.

A man dug his fingers into her thighs as if to test their strength for labor. The rough squeeze startled her, and she flinched, her eyes darted to his face, heart racing as she tried to guess his next move. The man moved on to the next slave, then continued strolling through the market.

Another gripped her shoulders, probing her muscles with hard presses that stung her pride. She tensed, breath catching, her gaze fixed on him, anticipating more intrusion, but he shifted to the next slave and quickly continued to adjacent stalls.

A middle-aged woman chatting with a friend looked at her with curiosity, then came closer.

She lifted Carla’s breasts, checking for firmness. The bold touch startled Carla. She jerked to shield herself, but the chains yanked her wrists, and she hissed as the metal bit into her wrists. She tried to back away, but the cuffs held her fast and she couldn’t leave her place.

Bako glanced over, noticing the commotion. “Sorry, she’s new to this,” he said, his voice smooth. “Only recently enslaved.” He gave Carla a stern look, his stick raised. She forced her body to relax, heart racing.

The woman combed through her red hair, traced her scalp, then ripped out a strand. The sharp tug seared her skin.

“Ouch!” Carla cried, outrage flaring. She jerked her arms, wanting to slap the woman, but the chains held her arms above her. She looked up and stared helplessly at her cuffed hands above. The woman sniffed the hair, pulled to test its strength, then nodded.

“Good roots,” she said to her friend. They moved to the black female slave to Carla’s right.

Beside her, Kofi and Musa hung in silence, their soft frames slack, while a lean black woman, the one she had noticed in Bako’s barn the previous day, stood chained to Carla’s right.

Eyes turned to them, drawn to Carla’s red hair and pale skin, a rarity in this sun-warmed place.

A man in a faded shirt stepped close. His fingers brushed over her arm, gave it a squeeze and pinched it a bit, as if testing its firmness. “A fine one,” he muttered. His gaze lingered on her curves.

An older woman, her basket heavy with fruit, grazed Carla’s thigh with a bold touch.

“Worth a good price,” she said to a friend, who nodded, staring at her hair.

Carla’s skin flushed under their scrutiny. Her heart pounded, but she raised her chin, meeting their eyes with a flicker of defiance.

Bako paced before the stall. He kept his rod tucked under his arm, his voice rose over the market’s clamor. “Look at them, young and healthy! Three new ones today. Good prices!”

“Good for light work,” one said.

“Maybe breeding,” another mused, as his fingers grazed her hip.

Carla flinched, she tried to twist away from their touches. But the chain held her in place.

Buyers’ eyes raked her, a woman with a basket pausing.

“White one’s new. Worth a look,” she said to a companion in a casual tone, as if she was picking out an exotic vegetable.

Carla glanced over to a nearby stall, where a vendor cut down strings of dried fish for a buyer. Naked slaves labored around the market, all black, naked and collared. Some were pulling carts loaded with goods, others scrubbing stall floors on all fours.

Carla’s eyes widened in shock as two naked men, chained to a U-shaped drawbar by their collars, pushed a primitive carriage past her. It was all so surreal. She couldn’t help but stare at their penises as if to make sure they really were naked. Her mind, overwhelmed by the chaotic events since her sentencing, now paused. Her Catholic upbringing had kept her from seeing many naked men in her life. Just a brief affair with a Dublin boyfriend out of curiosity to lose her virginity, not love, and her father as a little girl, which didn’t count. The carriage was piled with produce, a vendor perched atop, cracking a rod lazily. How can this be normal? She thought it was surreal to be just a few feet from these naked men, who were being used as beasts of burden.

The carriage rumbled by, vanishing into the crowd, leaving her heart pounding at the horrors she was witnessing before her.

A lean man in his late twenties approached. His dark eyes scanned the line. He paused before the black woman, glancing at her toned legs.

“Looks sturdy,” he muttered. He stepped closer, brushing her arm. He lifted her collar, squinting at its inscription, then moved on.

Bako sauntered over. “Interested, friend?”

“Yeah, I’m Juma. I need a female slave for long runs. That one looks like she’s got the legs for it.”

Bako grinned. “She’s in for mouthing off to a local politician. Repeat offender. Tough as nails. Two thousand.”

Juma’s eyes narrowed, his arms crossing.

“Two thousand? We’re running a business, Bako. Spend that much on slaves, and we’ll be outpriced quickly. Too steep.”

Bako’s smile widened, his gaze flicking to Carla.

“Fair point. How about this one? Fresh stock, sharp mind. Train her, she’ll keep up with the best. Two-year term for drug sales. Hey, she’s already got experience delivering goods to paying customers,” he joked with a chuckle.

He gestured to Carla, her pale skin glowing under the sun, her red hair catching the light like a beacon. Carla’s lips tightened into a fleeting frown of mild indignation, her bare shoulders tensed under the chains hearing Bako’s words. But this was hardly the place to discuss her case.

Juma let out a warm chuckle at her defiant scowl, his eyes softening with a hint of fondness as the two men stepped before Carla to inspect her.

His gaze swept over her thin frame, lingering on her slender arms and narrow hips. He touched her arm. His fingers were warm and firm. He turned her slowly to check her back. Carla flinched, her cheeks flaming, the chain rattling as she tried to twist away.
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Once again she cursed Tara inwardly for setting her up like this. It seemed hopeless: She didn’t want to be left here to be presented for sale every day in this market like this, but she also didn’t know if she should want anyone to ‘buy’ her. She felt the people’s stares pierce into her naked body strung up before them.

Juma parted her red hair, fingers scraping her scalp.

“Ouch!” She cried. The rough scratching stung. It seemed to Carla as if he was checking her for lice, and she cringed at the thought.

He scanned her body with his eyes, then grabbed her upheld arm to twist her around. His hands ran over her back, feeling for unevenness. The touch startled her. She tensed, puzzled by his actions.

Bako leaned in. “Good quality, huh? No scars! No brands or tattoos. Pure white skin like a baby, yours to do with as you please.”

Juma nodded. “Very pristine, presentable to customers.”

Carla’s heart sank as she overheard Bako. They could brand her? Dread gripped her at the thought of permanent marks on her skin.

His fingers grabbed her breasts, pressing gently, probing for lumps. The bold touch startled her.

“Hey,” Carla said, voice quivering. She looked at him, heart racing. Juma met her gaze with an amused smile.

Juma pried her lips to check her teeth, fingers forcing her jaw open.

“Unchain her arms, Bako,” he said. “Need to test for injuries.”

Bako unlocked her handcuffs. Carla sighed with relief as her arms fell. A sharp tingle surged through her numb limbs as blood rushed back, fingers twitching.

“Step forward and squat,” he ordered.

Carla froze, appalled. Fear of Bako’s stick surged through her. She stepped forward and squatted low. She looked up at him and rubbed her sore wrists.

“Stand up,” Juma said.

She rose and shielded her breasts and vagina with trembling hands.

“Touch your toes,” he ordered.

Carla bent forward and stretched her bare body under Juma’s scrutinizing eyes.

“Stay there,” Juma said.

He walked around her, inspecting slowly. From behind, he slapped her butt, the sharp sting making her flinch. “Looks good,” he said. He completed his circle.

“Stand upright,” he ordered.

Carla rose, cheeks flushed, heart pounding. Satisfied, Juma met her eyes, voice softer. “You good at running, sports?”

“I don’t do sports.”

Juma glanced at Bako, raising an eyebrow. Bako sighed, his shoulders slumping theatrically.

“Fine, fifteen percent off total, but you’re carving into my profits, friend.”

Juma nodded.

“Two years?”

Bako nodded.

“Deal. I’ll take her.”

Bako clapped his hands, his grin returning. “Won’t regret it, Juma.”

Bako snapped the cuffs back on Carla’s wrists and hooked them to the overhead chain. They shook hands and stepped over to the adjacent stall to finalize their deal.

Their voices faded as Carla hung there, her heart sinking, wrists already beginning to ache again in the cuffs. Chains clinked beside her.

Kofi’s low voice broke through. “Good luck, white girl. Hope he’s kind.”

Musa nodded, his tone weary. “You’re out of this stall. That’s something. I’m so jealous.”

The lean black woman glanced at her. “Better than standing here all day.”

She forced a whisper. “Good luck to you too. I just hope I’m not chained up like this wherever I’m going. I really need to sit down.”

Ten minutes later, Bako and Juma returned, Bako’s whistle cutting through the market’s din. He unlocked Carla’s handcuffs from the crossbeam, leaving them on her wrists, the chains rattling as her arms fell like dried fish cut down from the ropes of a nearby market stall after finding a buyer. A tingle surged through her numb limbs as blood rushed back.

She shielded her breasts with her bound hands. Her cheeks flushed as she looked up to meet the gaze of Juma, her new owner now, her naked body prickling under his calm stare.

Juma stepped forward, leash in hand.

“I’m Juma,” he said, fastening a leather leash to her collar with a practiced click. His voice was warm, almost friendly. “I work for Tribal Dispatch. Welcome to the team, Carla!”

He gave the leash a gentle tug, then let it hang loose, motioning her to walk beside him.

“Come on, let’s head to the office. Nice weather today, eh?”

Carla stumbled forward, her mind reeling, answering Juma’s questions in a daze as he chatted about her trip and the mainland’s heat. He held her leash loosely, walking beside her like a peer, his cheerful tone jarring against her bare skin prickling under the sun as they moved through the market’s din.

Carla glanced back one last time. Her eyes caught the other slaves still strung up at Bako’s stall, naked bodies waiting to be sold. Kofi and Musa met her gaze. They nodded farewell with weary eyes; she nodded back in a final goodbye, knowing she’d likely never see them again, the first souls she had met in this nightmare.


At the Tribal Dispatch Office

Juma released Carla from her handcuffs and handed her leash to a grizzled janitor at the Tribal Dispatch office, asking, “Hey, can you take her out back and prep her for deliveries. Clean her, shave her, and make sure she’s fed.”

“Sure thing, Juma.” The janitor tugged the leash, leading her to the backyard as she stumbled after him. Carla’s hand flew up, fingers closing around the leash where it met her collar to soften the jerk against her neck. He stopped at the outdoor shower, a rusted showerhead bolted to a vertical metal pipe. The janitor unclipped the leash and locked a loose chain in its place. The chain was fastened at neck height to the pipe, giving her about a meter of slack.

“Take a good shower,” he told her. Then he walked away.

Carla stood there with the chain holding her in place. Her gut twisted. She glanced around the backyard, nervous about who might be watching her. It was a fenced area, but gaps in the wood let her see passers-by on the path.

She turned on the water, and the cold spray blasted her bare skin, sharp as a thousand needles. Instinctively, she flinched, stepping back to dodge the icy sting, her bare feet slipping on the wet ground. The chain snapped taut with a metallic clink, yanking her collar and jerking her back into the spray’s path.

“Ouch, damn it!” She cursed and rubbed her neck, where the collar had dug in.

The water quickly turned warm, and she lathered with soap from a dispenser. Her hands moved quickly over her body, and her skin prickled as she rinsed. She turned off the water when she was done and wiped it off her body. She realized she couldn’t even sit down, the short chain would not allow it. Water dripped from her hair. She called out, “I’m done!”

The janitor returned with a shaving kit, trimmer and shaver. He handed it to her. “Shave your pubic hair. Hurry up.”

Carla sighed inwardly. Not only could she be kept naked, but they would also decide the appearance of her vagina for her. She took the kit, waiting for him to leave. But he stared back, his tone impatient. “Come on, move.”

With nervous hands, she trimmed her pubic hair short. Then she applied foam and used the shaver to create a clean shave. The blade scraped her sensitive skin. Did he have to stare at her like this? she thought. She was chained to the damn shower, she wouldn’t run anywhere. She rinsed off, the water cold on her freshly shaven area.

The janitor inspected it closely by tracing her skin with his hands while Carla looked away. A pubic hair inspection. Nothing was too private for this place. He nodded, satisfied.

Then he unchained her collar from the shower. He led her inside and gave her a simple meal, bread and fruit. Carla ate quickly, the bread soothing her hunger, and she felt the exhaustion in her bones after the day’s ordeal.

A black female slave walked past them, her naked body was collared like Carla’s. She greeted the janitor and introduced herself to Carla. “Hey, new slave, I’m Lisha.” Carla’s heart lifted at another woman’s face.

“Hello. I’m Carla,” Carla replied.

Lisha smiled faintly. “Welcome.”
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She returned soon after. “Rafiki and Juma sent for her,” she said.

The janitor brought Carla to them. She entered the dim office cluttered with maps marked with routes and ledgers. She saw Juma and another man, a stocky figure with graying hair and sharp eyes.

Juma greeted her with a friendly smile, “This is Rafiki. He runs things around here.”
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Rafiki leaned forward, his sharp eyes sizing up Carla’s pale skin. “Hello, Carla. Juma is just full of surprises, bringing a white girl like you to the team. Let’s see how that goes,” he said with a sigh and unmistakable skepticism.

Juma continued, “Anyway, welcome to the team, Carla. Super excited to have you on board! You’re part of our labor force now.”

The reality of her nakedness, collar, and two-year sentence slammed into Carla, snapping her out of the daze. Outrage flared, her voice sharp despite the dripping water chilling her skin.

“This is insane! I am stuck here, naked in front of clothed men, forced into this demeaning collar, and expected to work like this for two years? This cannot be right!”

Juma leaned back in his chair, his posture relaxed, his tone steady and assured, as if discussing a standard business process. “I see you’re upset, and that’s understandable given your circumstances.”

“I want a lawyer to appeal this sentence and this inhumane treatment!”
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“You don’t need a lawyer. In Grabesh, slaves are considered legally incompetent, so filing appeals isn’t possible for you anyway. We’re committed to your well-being here at Tribal Dispatch. If there’s anything you need to adjust, just let me or Rafiki know, and we’ll support you in getting settled.”

“I also need to call my family to tell them what is happening to me!”

“We encourage healthy connections, it is part of our core values here, but slaves are not normally allowed access to electronic devices. They could be used to organize or plan escapes, so we can’t allow that. Your family is welcome to visit you here, though.”

“But they don’t know where I am!” Carla shuddered at the thought of her family actually turning up here and seeing her being kept like an animal.

“That’s a valid point. But it’s safer this way. Facilitating an escape is a felony here, and chances are, they would be tempted. Look, there are lots of great people here. I assure you, you won’t be alone at Tribal Dispatch.”

Carla was dumbfounded. These people were savages. They were keeping her as their slave, and expecting her to work for them. She felt like the only sane person in an insane asylum.

“This is… crazy… You are all… crazy,” Carla’s mind was in chaos. Celtic Circuits had wanted to get rid of her, and they had succeeded. She couldn’t do anything here, she couldn’t escape, couldn’t contact anyone, and no one would ever find her here.

Rafiki snorted, his eyes narrowing at her upright stance. “You don’t know the first thing about being a slave, girl. You’re even standing there like a free woman instead of kneeling before us. We can’t let a fresh slave like you loose on our customers. It’ll reflect bad on the company. We need to get you trained. I’ve got a contact at The Slave Academy, they’ll teach her proper behavior.”

Juma’s brow furrowed, his voice hesitant. “Is that really necessary? She can be trained on the job, and we can track her just fine on deliveries.”

Rafiki’s gaze hardened. “Do you even hear her talking, Juma? Imagine her talking to customers with that attitude. She will reflect poorly on the business. She needs to be trained.”

Juma nodded, his grin returning, though strained. “You’ll handle deliveries, Carla, but you’ll need some compliance training first. The Slave Academy will get you there.”

Carla’s stomach dropped, her mind already reeled with images of whips and chains. She doubted this would be a simple job training.

Rafiki stood up, stepped to the window, and pulled out his phone, his voice low but clear enough for Carla to overhear. “Got a white girl, first for Tribal Dispatch. Can The Slave Academy take her now? Good, she needs a crash course in slave training.”

Juma stepped forward, took her leash and nodded to Rafiki. “Come on, let’s get you sorted,” he said, leading her toward the door.


At The Slave Academy

Carla’s bare feet shuffled on the dusty path as Juma tugged her chain leash, leading her to the main building of The Slave Academy, its stone facade interrupting a wire fence that encircled the compound. The fence gleamed under the sun, its mesh deceptively neat and pretty, like a garden trellis, but barbed wire coiled at its top and base, sharp and cruel, a barrier no naked slave could cross without tearing skin. A tall man with a thick Russian accent opened the heavy door, his broad frame looming in the entrance. An old black woman, small but stern-faced, stood just behind him, her braided whip coiled at her hip, dark eyes raking over Carla’s pale skin as if sizing up livestock for a master’s pleasure.

“Hey, I’m Victor, your colleague made a booking with us,” the man said to Juma. “Come to my office, we’ll discuss the training. Zuri will take the girl.”

Juma unlocked the padlock on Carla’s leash with a click, the chain falling free from her collar.

“Follow me,” Zuri said, as she turned and led Carla through the main building’s dim interior. They stepped out an exit into the fenced courtyard, allowing Carla to see the wire mesh and the barbed wire again, but from the inside. Zuri’s braided whip swayed at her hip like a constant unspoken threat. Carla’s heart thudded, her naked skin prickled with dread. That whip was meant to keep girls like her in line, to sting her bare flesh, to force her to submit.

They arrived at a mudhut where voices murmured inside.

Zuri pushed open the dining hall door, the clatter of trays and scent of spiced stew filling the air. “This is Carla, she’s joining us,” she announced to the slaves inside. She turned to Carla, “Help set the table for lunch.”

Carla’s breath caught at the command. Ordering me around like a bloody servant? she thought, outrage simmering beneath her fear. Her eyes darted to the slaves, all pale-skinned, their collars glinting under the dim light. A shock jolted through her: every slave here was a white girl. She hadn’t seen any other white slaves so far, and here, there seemed to be maybe a dozen of them. She felt a strange kind of relief at seeing others like her, that she was not alone. Despite her desperate state, she was curious. Why only white women? Did this place specialize in breaking girls like her?

She swallowed hard and muttered, “I… Fine,” as she moved to the table, arms twitching to cover her chest, fingers clenching bowls with jerky motions.

The dining hall buzzed with clattering trays and murmured voices as slaves gathered for lunch. A young woman, no older than twenty, arranged stew bowls at the serving table. Her blond hair caught the dim light, strands shimmering like pale gold. Her blue eyes, sharp yet soft, scanned the room with a quiet focus. Her beauty seemed like a cruel contrast to this place. The young woman’s grace made Carla’s fumbling hands feel clumsier, her collar heavier. Two others set out wooden spoons, their motions quick and practiced. One, with a soft face, offered Carla a tired smile. The other, sharp-eyed, kept her gaze down, lips tight.

As they knelt on the ground to eat, the three women clustered around her.

“So, Carla, how’d you end up here?” the soft-faced one asked, her voice gentle with a Canadian lilt.

Carla’s eyes flashed. “My boss set me up with drugs to shut me up. I knew their deals were illegal in Ireland. Betrayal’s a bitch.” Her heart thudded at the thought of what Celtic Circuits had done to her. “What about you lot?”

The soft-faced woman shrugged, her smile bitter. “I’m Hannah. Au pair scam. Thought I’d nanny in France, ended up in a shipping container. Been here two months.”

The sharp-eyed one spoke colder. “Jennifer. Modeling gig in London. They locked me in a cage, sold me to some rich creep. Three weeks in.”

The blond girl stayed quiet, her blue eyes met Carla’s with a warmth that felt out of place in the Academy’s cold grip. Her quiet attention, the way her lips curved slightly, felt kind, almost defiant in this place of whips and chains. Carla’s gut twisted. These girls had been betrayed just like her.

Lunch ended too soon. Zuri clapped her hands twice — sharp, deliberate. The chatter died instantly.

“All of you. Outside. Now.”
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The girls filed out to the courtyard.

Carla stayed close to the others, trying to merge into the little gaggle of naked bodies as if she could disappear inside the herd. Her arms twitched with the urge to cover herself, but she forced them to stay at her sides. She felt the hot air envelop her skin, and the tropical sun press down on her bare breasts and shoulders like a spotlight she could never escape.

Carla thought how Zuri was quite old, more than sixty years old, she guessed. Carla and the others were young and fit. She reckoned she could probably beat Zuri in a fight. In a fair fight, that was. But she was naked, and Zuri had a whip. That whip would be painful, she was certain. But there were at least a dozen girls in here. If they fought against Zuri, Zuri would not stand a chance. Zuri would probably not even stand a chance against two of them. Against three, she would certainly have no chance. Even with them being naked and with her whip. But she was new and had no allies, so she decided to go along with what everyone did.

As Carla stepped out, she felt the hot air envelop her body and the tropical sun on her skin.
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Zuri stood at the edge, her small frame tense, her braided whip coiled like a snake at her hip. She barked orders, her voice sharp as she pointed to a simple obstacle course: low wooden hurdles, a rope net to climb, and a stretch of grass for crawling.

Carla startled as Zuri’s whip cracked. The menacing sound sliced through the humid air like a warning. Every girl flinched into perfect stillness.

“Slaves!” Zuri pointed toward the yard. “Run the course.”

The lash snapped again. “Now!”

Carla stumbled forward with the others, her legs heavy, heart pounding. She leaped over the first hurdle, her bare thighs scraping the rough wood, and scrambled up the rope net, its coarse fibers burning her palms. Zuri’s dark eyes tracked every move, her whip snapping to spur them on. The blond girl moved ahead, her grace defying the course’s grind, her blue eyes low with focus, as if she’d learned to push through pain. One of the girls got her foot caught on a hurdle and tripped. Zuri’s whip found her skin with a crack. The girl cried out, and covered her thigh with her hand where the whip had hit her.

“Faster, slave!” Zuri shouted, her voice like thunder. Carla pushed harder, her breath ragged, the welt burning.

They reached the grass, and Zuri barked, “Crawl! Low and fast!” Carla dropped to her hands and knees, the blades pricking her palms, dirt smearing her naked skin. Zuri paced alongside, her whip cracking above, urging speed. Another girl faltered, her movements sluggish, and Zuri’s whip struck her back, a sharp thwack that drew a yelp. Carla’s heart raced, her body trembling as she crawled faster, grass sticking to her sweat-soaked skin. Zuri’s eyes never wavered, catching every hesitation, her whip ready to punish any who slacked.

“Move, slave!” she roared, and Carla’s arms shook, her pride stinging as much as her thigh, the Academy’s cruelty grinding her down.

The blond girl moved with a grace that defied the whip’s threat, her pale hair swaying as she scrambled through the dust, panting with the others. Her blue eyes stayed low, sharp with focus, as if she had learned to bend herself to their will without breaking. Carla struggled to keep up, her legs burned from the unaccustomed strain, her breath ragged as exhaustion dragged at her muscles. She wasn’t used to this relentless push, her body faltering over a hurdle, her bare thighs scraping the rough wood.

Exhausted, she looked at the fence in the distance. The area outside The Slave Academy seemed so close. But she also saw the barbed wire at the bottom of the fence. In her naked state, she couldn’t even go near the fence. And there was barbed wire coiled at the top of the fence as well. Even if she somehow managed to jump over the barbed wire on the ground and cling to the fence, she would not be able to climb over it.

A searing lash struck Carla’s thigh, the whip’s bite a sudden, blinding pain. She cried out. She had been whipped. The experience that she could be whipped shocked her. Her heart pounded from the pain and the indignation of what it meant, her skin throbbing where the leather had hit her.
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Carla lagged behind, her face flushed with exertion and fury, her mind reeling from the whip’s lesson. Her crawl slowed, shock numbing her limbs as she grappled with the truth: she could be whipped. Zuri could do this to her if she wanted. Another whip crack landed on her back, a sharp jolt that tore a second cry from her throat. Her body lurched forward, the pain snapped her back to the moment. It was worse this time. The whip really hurt! The first hit had probably been a warning shot.

“Move, slave!” Zuri shouted. After the lash with the whip, her voice struck her like a thunderclap that shook her to her bones.
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Back inside, Zuri led them to a training room for posture drills. She paced before the line of slaves, her boots scuffing the sandy floor. “Attention!” she barked. The group snapped into place, feet spread, hands locked behind heads. Carla stood stiff, her pale skin prickling under the dim light. She spread her feet, hands clasped behind her head, but her elbows sagged inward. Zuri’s eyes narrowed, her small frame taut with authority.

“Elbows out,” Zuri growled. She tapped Carla’s arm with a stick, the wood stinging her skin. Carla flinched, her breath catching, and pulled her elbows wide. Her cheeks flushed hot.
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“Kneel!” Zuri snapped. Carla froze, her face twisting with disgust. She glanced at the others, their thighs spread wide on the sand, and her stomach churned. Dropping to her knees for Zuri felt like spitting on everything she was. Zuri had struck her twice with the whip, and submitting to this woman felt like she was rewarding Zuri for that. Her legs trembled, caught between fear and fury. She collected all her courage.

“I’m not kneeling for you,” she spat, her voice shaky but sharp, fists clenched at her sides.

Zuri stepped closer, her eyes cold as stone. “Kneel, slave!” she barked, her stick cracking hard against Carla’s shoulder.

The pain blazed through her, sharp as a knife, and Carla gasped, her body swaying, but she held her ground, her breath ragged with shock. Zuri struck again, blows landing on her shoulder, arm, thigh. Each hit stung her bare skin, ripping a scream from her throat. Her legs gave out under the pain, and she sank to her knees before Zuri, her face burning with humiliation, her eyes wet with rage.

“Spread your legs!” Zuri ordered, her voice ice.

Carla’s cheeks flushed hotter, the pain and shame grinding down her will. Her lower legs scraped against the floor as she parted her thighs, as if to present her most sensitive part to Zuri. Her heart pounded, and the areas of her skin that Zuri had struck still throbbed.

Zuri faced the group, her riding crop tapping her thigh. “Why do we spread our legs when we kneel?” She stopped in front of the sharp-eyed woman, lifting her chin with the crop until their eyes locked. “Jennifer?” she asked, her voice sharp.

Jennifer swallowed, her voice flat but steady. “To show masters we’re not hiding anything.”

“That’s correct,” Zuri said, nodding as she paced on.

“Worship position!” Zuri barked.

The beautiful girl with long blond hair lowered her forehead to the sand, her hands resting beside her head, her body a stark picture of submission. The other slaves followed, their bodies folding into the same humbling pose, foreheads touching the floor, hands next to them.

Carla’s breath caught at what was expected of her. Her upbringing screamed against assuming such a position before any human. And even though she had stopped believing young, it still went against Carla’s grain. Her chest heaved as she stared at the blond girl’s graceful surrender, her pail hair spilling across the floor like a veil. The sight hit her hard. Bowing like that before Zuri, the woman who had whipped her and struck her, was too much for her. Her stomach churned, revulsion clawing at her throat.

“No,” Carla said, her voice trembling, cracking with terror and defiance, her eyes wide with fear. “I can’t do this!”

Zuri’s face darkened, her stick cracking hard against Carla’s thigh, the pain blazing through her leg. “Obey, slave!” she roared.

Carla flinched, the sting radiating, but her resolve hardened. She broke position, scrambling to her feet, backing away as Zuri’s strikes followed, each thwack bruising her thighs and arms, ripping a raw scream from her throat.

“I said no!” she shouted, her voice raw, words spilling in a frantic rush. “I shouldn’t be here, this is wrong! I’m not a slave, you can’t do this! Let me go, please, just let me go!” Her voice cracked, tears brimming as she stumbled back, hands flying to cover her breasts and vagina in a futile shield.

Zuri’s patience snapped. She grabbed a whistle from her belt and blew a sharp note.

Victor stormed in, his bulk filling the doorway, his cold eyes locking onto Carla with a satisfied smile.

Zuri turned to him, her voice tight with frustration. “Victor, this one refuses to obey. She won’t take the Worship position, keeps breaking stance.”

“We fix that,” he said, his Russian accent thick, his tone flat but eager.

He seized her arm, his grip iron-tight, and dragged her out as she struggled, her shouts echoing down the hall. “Please, I don’t belong here!” she cried, her pleas thick with desperation.

Carla’s bare feet scraped the rough ground as Victor hauled her across the yard, his fingers digging into her skin like clamps.
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Victor leading Carla away

The sun beat down, sweat stinging her fresh welts from Zuri’s stick. Her heart pounded, her breaths coming in short gasps, her naked body twisting in his hold. He stopped at a small wooden box against the mud-brick wall, barely waist-high, its rough planks weathered and stained, no bigger than a meter and a half square.

Carla stared at it, her stomach dropping like a stone. He wanted to lock her into this? It was so small! She would only just fit. He couldn’t be serious, could he? She turned to him and saw the determined set of his jaw. Her heart sank. A cold sweat broke across her skin as panic clawed up her throat.

“No, please, don’t put me in there! I’ll do it, I’ll kneel, just don’t lock me in that thing!”

Victor’s laugh rumbled low, his free hand yanking the heavy bolt free with a grating screech. The door creaked open, revealing a dark, narrow space, the inside rough and splintered, reeking of old sweat and dirt.

“You learn now,” he said, his voice cold. He shoved her down, forcing her to crawl inside, the rough wood grazing her palms and knees, the sour smell of her sweat rising.

“Please! I understand now, I’ll do what she says!” She tried.
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Carla put into the box

Victor slammed the door shut. She heard the bolt scrape on the wood as Victor locked it from the outside.

She curled up tight, her shoulders brushing the sides, her head bumping the door.

It was pitch black. She waited for her eyes to adjust, but they didn’t. She couldn’t see her own hand in front of her face. Any gaps must have been sealed to prevent light from coming in.

The air was already warm, thick with the smell of old wood and her own breath. She tried to stretch her legs, but her knees hit the end of the box. Her shoulders scraped the sides when she turned. There was no room.

Okay, she told herself. Just breathe. They would let her out soon.

She counted her breaths to stay calm. One. Two. Ten. Thirty. She lost count soon.

The heat built up slowly, like someone turning up a dial. Sweat beaded on her skin, ran down her back, pooled under her. She shifted, trying to find a more comfortable position in this cramped space. But the floor was hard, and the confined space didn’t allow her much space to maneuver.

They were teaching her a lesson. She understood that. It had been foolish of her to think she could refuse and get away with it. This was some kind of slave training facility designed to break slaves. Of course they would have ways to punish those who refused. She had been stupid to push back without understanding what she was getting into.

I’ll kneel next time, she told herself. I’ll worship this damn woman. Message received. Just open the damn door.

She pounded against the walls with her fists. Once. Twice. The sound came back dull, swallowed by the wood. No answer. Her fists hurt. She stopped. They’re busy. They’ll come when they remember.

More time passed. She wasn’t sure how much. She shifted again. No position was truly comfortable. There was always a limb going to sleep.

If only she could stretch! She tried to but was immediately met with the hard wooden walls of the box confining her.

The air grew heavier, harder to pull in. Her mouth dried. She licked her lips. She heard her heart beat. How long had she been here?

She tried to count again. But she lost track at fifty. The walls felt closer. She pushed against them with her palms. There was no give. They didn’t move.

They forgot me.

A cramp seized her calf. She needed to stretch. But she could barely move in this darkness. It hurt. She put all her strength into pushing against the box, she tried to break it by putting all her will into it. But there was no give at all.

She called for help. They had to let her out. She would promise them that she had learned her lesson, that she would do as they told her.

No one came.

Carla screamed. She screamed as loud as she could. They would come and check what was going on with her. She would plead to let them out. Her gut twisted at the thought, but if need be, she would beg whoever opened the door to check on her to let her out. But if they refused, maybe she could convince them to give her a few minutes to recover. Just a few minutes. So she could stretch, she could pee, and then she could go back in. It would be easier then.

But no one came. No one answered her screams.

She began to despair at her own helplessness. She knew her confinement was out of her control. She was locked in here, and there was nothing she could do about it, regardless of how much it made her feel like she was suffocating.

She wondered how long she had been here. Was it hours or days even? Sometimes she wondered if she was awake or dreaming. How could she even tell the difference?

She hit and stomped against the walls of the box with all her might. She knew her fists would hurt. But the pain would be better than the darkness, the nothingness that engulfed her. If she felt pain, she was still alive.

She screamed again until her voice was gone, just a dry croak in the dark. Please, I’ll do anything. Just end this.

She would die in here, she thought. Forgotten, a naked body in a box.


Naked Truths

Carla breathed in shallow breaths. She had no idea how much time had passed. She had felt the heat of the day as the sun had heated up the box. She had thought she would pass out from the heat. Maybe she had. She wasn’t sure. The sweat and stench around her barely registered anymore. She was seeing colors and hallucinations. She was no longer sure what was real and what was not. She lay still, had no more energy to move. Initially she had thought they had wanted to scare her into compliance. If they had let her out, she would have done anything to avoid ever being put back into this box. But no one had come for her. She would die in here, in a box in a remote country, forgotten.

Carla heard faint footsteps. She had heard them many times before, but they had never been real, just wishful thinking. Maybe it was her heartbeat. Or she was hallucinating. Then, she heard a loud thud right beside her. Could someone be removing the bolt that was locking her in? Carla was afraid. Afraid to get her hopes up only to find out it was another hallucination.

As the door opened, pain stabbed her eyes. A white-hot blade of sunlight after an eternity locked in darkness. She had not been forgotten. She wanted to cry with relief but had no fluids left in her.

Carla inhaled the cool sharp air as it began to mix with the stale air in the box. It was fresh with a smell of earth and salt. She felt her mind awaken as if from a daze.

“Out!” She heard a voice bark at her. It was Zuri’s voice. Zuri had not forgotten her. Carla felt a wave of gratitude. Zuri had not left her here to die. Her mind pushed back against this. Zuri was the one who had put her here. But it didn’t seem to matter right now. Her lungs didn’t care who had opened the door. Her stomach twisted at the thought. She wanted to thank this woman. The woman who had put her in here.

Carla began to maneuver herself out of the box. But her limbs were numb, cramped and useless. She hadn’t used them for so long. How long had she been in there, she wondered. She could see the orange hues of the setting sun.

Carla’s pale hand emerged, trembling as it gripped the edge. Her head followed, her dark hair matted and clinging to her sweat-streaked face. She crawled out awkwardly, limbs stiff and cramped, a sour stench wafting from her. Grime coated her bare skin, her breaths shallow and ragged as she blinked against the light, eyes wide and haunted.

Zuri grabbed her arm roughly, hauling her to her feet. Carla swayed, her knees trembling, hands limp, the reek of her unwashed body sharp in the air.
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“You refused me once,” Zuri said, her dark eyes boring into Carla’s. “Now you’ll do it right. Attention!”

A part of her still wanted to fight, but it was faint. Right now Zuri felt like a deity commanding her. Carla would do anything to please her.

Carla’s legs wobbled, but she forced them apart, hands shaking as they rose to lock behind her head. Her movements were slow, unsteady, muscles cramped from the box, yet she obeyed.

“Kneel!” Zuri snapped.

Carla dropped, knees hitting the sand with a soft thud.

“Worship!” Zuri’s voice cracked like a lash.

Carla touched the ground with her forehead. She had forgotten her previous resistance. At this moment, she was glad Zuri was asking such a simple task from her. It was so easy to please her, to avoid this woman’s punishment. Just touch the ground before Zuri with her head. That was all Zuri asked of her. Carla placed her hands on the ground next to her head.

The pose was shaky, her body trembling with effort, but she held it. Zuri paced around her, boots scuffing the earth, her stern face unyielding.

“Good enough for now,” she grunted. “You stink like a pen. Go clean yourself, thoroughly. Report for inspection, or it’s two days next time.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Carla whispered. Her voice was hoarse. She remembered she had been screaming. She had screamed until her voice was gone. Raw, cracked, nothing left but a rasp. She hoped her whisper was good enough for Zuri. So she had been in the box for a full day. She could not even imagine spending another day in there. There was no way she was going back into the box, not if avoiding it was so easy.

Zuri tapped her whip against her shoulder and stalked off, leaving Carla in the worship position in the dusk.
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That evening, Carla sat with the other slaves in the basement dorm. Her mat prickled her knees as she knelt with them.

Zuri’s voice cut sharp. “Lock!” The girls reached for chains beside their mats, heavy links with open padlocks bolted to the stone wall.

Carla’s breath caught, her body trembling with shock. Lock herself to the wall, with no key to escape? Revulsion churned her stomach, the thought of chaining herself like this was unacceptable. The blond girl to her left snapped her padlock shut with steady hands, the soft-faced one and sharp-eyed one following without a flinch. Nearly a dozen clicks echoed, a grim chorus sealing them for the night.

Carla’s fingers shook as she grasped the cold metal, its chill biting her skin. She couldn’t do it, her heart pounding, frozen by the trap’s finality. Zuri’s boots thudded closer, her dark eyes locking onto Carla with cold impatience. Carla looked up, her chest tight, and forced her trembling fingers to press the padlock to her collar’s D-ring. The sharp click locked her in place, the chain’s weight tugging her neck. Zuri paced the line, checking each raised chin and secured collar, her grunt of approval cold as she moved on. The door creaked shut as Zuri left, leaving the girls chained in the dimness.

“I thought I’d die in there, just for not kneeling. I’d do anything to avoid it again.”

“That’s horrific,” the soft-faced one murmured, her chain rattling softly.

The sharp-eyed one snorted. “Bloody monsters. They’d box us all if they could.” A dry laugh rippled through them, thin but grounding.

“We’ve all been there,” the blond girl said with her soft voice. “Don’t let them break you. This will end one day. We have to believe that, or we lose our minds.” Her arm brushed Carla’s, sparking trust.

Carla nodded, the touch easing her feeling of isolation. “This will end.” A part of her still dreamed of fighting back, but right now it was more important to please her masters.

The blond girl turned to Carla, her voice gentle but firm. “Life here is harsh, Carla, worse than anything I’ve known. Drills till your mind goes numb, commands till your ears ring, and whip lashes till pain is all you know. But we’ve got each other, and they can’t take that. You’re with me, Hannah, Jennifer. Not alone. You’re with friends.”

Carla’s eyes met hers, the words sinking deep. The blond girl reached out, her hand finding Carla’s, fingers wrapping around hers in a gentle squeeze.

“I’m Melissa,” she said, her voice soft but steady, her blue eyes warm in the dim light. The warmth flooded through Carla, the first human touch since her enslavement that was welcome. It seemed to begin to mend what had broken in her in the box. Maybe there was good in the world after all. Even here, in this place.

“Friends,” Carla whispered, her voice trembling but carrying a faint smile, her first glimmer of hope. How long would she be trapped in this place, she wondered. Her heart felt heavy when the thought of the endless days under Zuri’s whip ahead of her, but she was grateful to have found a kindred spirit.

Their eyes met. Melissa’s calmness soothed the turmoil in her. She leaned in, pulling Carla into a tender hug. Their chains rattled softly, but the embrace wrapped them in a cocoon of warmth. Carla felt the softness of her shoulder against her cheek, the steady beat of her heart, and for a moment, the harshness of their world faded away.
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A week of grueling drills later, the training ground wore on with relentless kneeling drills and cultural lessons barked by Zuri. But the cooking tasks brought a flicker of joy, stirring fragrant stews with the other slaves, their chatter and kindness warming her as much as the rich flavors. Each whip crack stung her bare skin, a reminder of her new reality, but the evenings brought a sliver of relief. Slaves gathered for brief moments of freedom, their naked bodies glistening under the tropical dusk, collars glinting like cruel jewelry. These breaks, meant to keep morale from crumbling, let them sip iced tea, play volleyball, or cook at an outdoor hearth before they were chained to the dorm’s cold walls for the night.

Carla sat on a rickety porch bench, her bare thighs sticking to the wood. She clutched a glass of iced tea. Having a cool drink like this was so good with the heat. Across from her, Melissa lounged, her dark eyes weary but kind, her own collar catching the fading light. Hannah and Jennifer flanked her, their naked forms relaxed despite the steel around their necks. The other slaves’ chatter filled the air, a low hum of resilience against the Academy’s grind.

Carla sipped her tea, wincing as it spilled, cold droplets splashing her bare chest. She glanced at Melissa.

“How do you handle all this?” Carla asked, her voice low to avoid an overseer’s ear. “The whips, the orders. I’m barely keeping it together after that box.”

Melissa leaned forward, a faint smile breaking through. Her shoulder brushed Carla’s, the contact warm against the evening’s breeze. “I got here through a stupid mistake. Trusted a guy, my ex, to fix a visa problem. Thought it’d be quick, a paperwork trick. Next thing, I’m collared, caged in some vet’s office like an animal. Sounds like anyone you know?”

Carla’s eyes widened, her grip tightening on the glass. “Yeah. My boss, Tara, set me up with drugs to shut me up. Betrayal’s a bitch.” Her heart thudded, the parallel stinging. “They caged you? Like, actually?”

Melissa nodded, her fingers tracing her collar’s edge. Carla caught sight of her ear tag again. “Yeah. Poked, prodded, chipped like a damn dog. You learn to push through, Carla, or you break. We’re tougher than they think.” She looked up at Carla, and Carla saw in her calm eyes that despite all that had happened to her, her spirit had remained unbroken.

In a conspiratorial voice, Melissa whispered, “That box you were in? Five-star resort. Dark, quiet, no service.”

Carla mustered a frail smile, “Room service was terrible.”

Victor’s voice cut through the air, sharp and gravelly. “Carla, come with me.”

Carla and Melissa were startled. They had not heard him approach from behind.

Carla’s stomach twisted, the memory of his iron grip and that wooden coffin flashing through her mind. She rose, her legs shaky, and followed him across the yard, her bare skin prickling under the sun, dreading another punishment. He led her to his office, the door creaking open to reveal Juma standing by a cluttered desk, smiling at her.

“Ready to go, Carla?” he said.


The Tracker

In Victor’s office, he gestured for Carla to kneel in the center. Carla was anxious. The last time she had seen Juma, she had demanded a lawyer to argue her case. Now she had to kneel before him obediently if she wanted to get out of The Slave Academy.

“Attention!” Victor called. Carla snapped into place, legs spread wide, hands locked behind her head. Her skin prickled as she felt their eyes scrutinizing her. But she was desperate to please, so she held the position obediently.

“Kneel!” Victor’s voice rang out. Carla dropped to the floor, knees sinking, thighs parting, her breath catching as Juma’s eyes followed her every move. She didn’t like what she had to do, but pleasing these men was her highest priority right now. This was her chance to prove herself so she could get out of this brutal place, out of reach from Zuri and her whip. Juma had come to pick her up, and all she had to do now was play her part, and she would leave with him. Her heart pounded. Determination steadied her trembling limbs.

“Worship!” Victor snapped. Refusing this position had gotten her into trouble once. This time, there was no doubt in her mind what she would do. Carla immediately bent forward, forehead pressing into the hard floor, hands sliding beside her head.

Juma nodded, with a look of satisfaction on his face. He was impressed.

“Try her out,” Victor said, stepping back with a nod of pride.

Juma stepped closer. “Attention, Carla.”

She rose fast, legs trembling but steady, hands behind her head, her heart racing under his gaze.

“Kneel.”

She dropped again, knees hitting the floor, thighs spread wide.

“Worship.”

Carla bent low, placed her forehead on the floor before him, pushing down her pride and holding the pose.

Juma turned to Victor with an approving nod.

Victor leaned against the desk. “She’s fresh, Juma, only recently enslaved. The Slave Academy’s done good work, but old habits die hard. If you see any lapse in her obedience or submissive behavior, bring her back for a refresher. We’ll keep this young lady in line.”

Juma crouched beside Carla, his tone warm but firm. “Impressive progress, Victor. I hardly recognize her from that insolent girl at the market. You’ve transformed her.”

He ordered, “Hands behind your back, Carla, wrists together.”

She obeyed, shifted her arms into the ordered position to hold her wrists close together, ready to be shackled.

Juma snapped the handcuffs on. Carla’s heart thudded as she heard the metallic clicks the metal made as it cinched tight around her wrists, denying her the use of her hands. But she was also relieved. She had passed his obedience test and would leave this place.

Victor laughed, a low rumble. “That’s what we’re here for.” He clapped Juma’s shoulder, their voices fading as they discussed her a bit more while she waited on the floor. Finally, they wrapped up their chat and said their goodbyes.

Juma turned to her. “Stand up, Carla.”

She struggled to rise. She wasn’t used to be cuffed, and her immobility threw her off balance. Her legs wobbled awkwardly as she pushed herself off the floor. Her naked body trembled as she stood before Juma. He clicked a chain leash onto her collar.

“Time to go,” he said, tugging gently.

Carla followed behind him. Her mind swirled with fear and faint hope as they left The Slave Academy behind.
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Juma led her out and onto the dusty road. She was finally on the other side of the barbed wire fence that she had seen so many times from the inside when Zuri had chased them around for exercise in the late-afternoon sun. Carla glanced back once as the academy shrunk behind her and felt a dizzying rush of relief mixed with dread. She was out of there, but still enslaved.

The streets were quieting for the day. She spotted other slaves along the way: A few collared men carried water barrels, a woman swept a porch with a chain between her ankles, another hurried past with a basket on her head. Naked bodies moved without shame or hurry. Seeing them made Carla’s own nudity easier to bear. Here, a naked body was not indecent or uncommon. It always came with a collared neck, and meant that this person was a slave. She was far from the only one walking the streets like this.

Juma tried to strike up some awkward small talk, something about the weather, the smell of rain coming, but Carla only managed soft “yes, Sir” murmurs, too tired, too overwhelmed, by her new life.

By the time the low mud-brick office of Tribal Dispatch appeared, the sun hung low and orange, and Carla’s bare feet ached on the warm ground.
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Juma led Carla through Tribal Dispatch’s office entrance. A sleek device with a strange, contoured seat gleamed in the corner, its dildo-like form baffling her. She wondered if it was used as some kind of reward for slaves. Her stomach twisted, and a shudder rippled through her at the thought of having to use this in full view of the office. No way would she accept such a reward, she told herself. She would thank them for any recognition, remain polite, but she would not debase herself like that.

Juma guided her to what looked like a storage room. The room was sliced in half by vertical metal bars with some crossbars, and a door that blended into the arrangement. It turned half of the room into a cage. And there already were three Black Grabesian women inside, clearly slaves. Juma removed her handcuffs and locked her in with them.

He noticed that a mat for Carla was missing, so he fetched a foam mat for her, folded it in half, and pushed it through the bars for her. Carla sank onto the mat. There were four mats now side by side on the tiled floor, the other three occupied by the other slaves. A bucket covered with a cloth sat tucked against one wall. Her eyelids felt heavy, the exhaustion weighed her down.

A voice broke the quiet, warm but curious. “You’re Carla, right?” A woman leaned closer, her sweat-sheened face catching the light. Carla’s gaze flicked to a faucet with a coiled hose dripping on the wall, a drainage grate glinting below it.

She blinked, confused, her stress-blurred mind blanking on the name. “I’m Lisha,” the woman said, a friendly smile softening her gaze. “This is Amara and Nia.” The two others nodded.

“What is this place?” Carla asked, her thighs shifting on the foam mat.

Lisha chuckled, her tone light but knowing. “We’re slave couriers, delivering goods around Ngalawa Bay. That’s your job now too.”

Carla’s eyes widened, shock stirring her weary limbs. “Juma mentioned that, but how is that supposed to work? Do we actually go to people’s houses naked, carrying packages?” she asked.

The others laughed, a gentle ripple. Their gazes were warm with curiosity about their new colleague. Amara’s lips curved. “Yeah, we haul stuff to homes and shops, all over the bay.”

Carla’s heart thudded, her mind reeling. “They let us go to people’s homes naked? Just… bringing stuff?”

Lisha nodded, her laugh soft. “It’s normal in Grabesh. Everyone expects naked slaves in collars. Just don’t be late, or they might cane you.” She glanced around, voice hushed. “Except white folks. They often stare extra at our nudity. Some ask odd questions, like they’re here to help. But who really knows what they’re up to?”

Amara’s voice cut in, low and firm. “And they’ve got ways to make sure we come back. They’ll whip you or worse.”

Carla nodded, thinking of her time in the box at The Slave Academy. They surely had ways to make their slaves obey. Their chatter faded as Carla’s exhaustion won out. Her eyes closed as she drifted into sleep on the foam mat.
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A sharp click of the cage-like dorm’s door jolted Carla awake. Her heart raced as she blinked in the dim morning light streaming through a barred window. Disoriented from her first night at Tribal Dispatch, she struggled to remember where she was. Her eyes scanned the compact storage room, its tiled floor and the four foam mats squeezed tight. Lisha, Amara, and Nia were already awake, sitting on their mats. Juma stood at the bars, looking at her, and Carla panicked at the sight she realized she was presenting to him, and snapped her legs shut.

Juma passed bowls with oatmeal through the bars. Carla got up to fetch hers. She was hungry, and the warm grain meal soothed her hunger.

Ten minutes later, Juma returned to let them out. The slaves went to work on their tasks. But he nodded at her. “Carla, come with me.”

Carla’s heart thudded, she felt the dread of the unknown as Juma snapped handcuffs on her wrists behind her back without an explanation. He then locked a coffle chain to her collar. He gestured toward the door, his presence commanding. “Let’s go.”

“Where are we going?” Carla asked, as they stepped outside of the office building.

Juma walked beside her. “To the vet, to get you fit for service.”

The walk to the vet’s office wound through the market’s edge, where vendors set up stalls of yams and mangoes. Carla’s bare feet stung on the gritty path. The sand was still cool from the night but coarse. Every now and then she felt the coffle chain tug her collar, as if to remind her who she was here.

The vet’s office was a squat building. It was clean inside, and the air smelled of antiseptic and a faint floral scent coming in through an open window. A nurse, a chubby middle-aged Grabesian woman with a brisk nod, greeted them at the door.

“Oh, hello Juma, you’re early for your appointment,” she said in a warm but professional tone.

Juma nodded back, his smile easy. “Hey, good to see you. Can I leave Carla here while I run some errands?”

The nurse glanced at Carla. “Sure, no problem,” she replied.

Juma thanked her, and handed Carla over by giving her leash to the nurse. Then he left with a steady stride, leaving Carla behind at this medical facility.

The nurse led Carla to a small room, where a sturdy exam table stood, fitted with stirrups and leather belts.

“Up you go,” she said. Her voice was clipped but not unkind. Carla climbed onto the table. Her thighs trembled as the nurse fastened leather belts around her wrists, to pin them next to her head, and secured her legs in the stirrups with Velcro straps that spread her thighs.

Carla gulped, as the last Velcro strap softly closed around her ankle. She had been to the doctor’s office many times back home, but never fully undressed, and never in restraints. She felt a mild breeze of warm air from the open window against her inner thighs which she could no longer close.

The normalcy of this confused her. She was not here to be punished. Whatever would happen was routine. But routine could mean anything in this place as far as she knew.

The nurse busied herself cleaning tools on a tray, wiping surfaces with a rag, her movements methodical.
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Carla’s heart raced, helplessness gripping her. “What’s going to be done to me?” she asked, her voice tight, the box’s darkness still haunting her mind.

The nurse glanced up, mildly surprised. “Vaccinations, probably,” she said in a matter-of-fact tone. “Whatever the doctor deems necessary to keep you fit for service.” She turned back to her tasks, with nothing left for Carla to do than wait.

As Carla waited, she heard the low murmur of voices from the corridor that she couldn’t understand, the occasional shuffle of sandals walking along the corridor. Her stomach clenched every time she heard footsteps passing by the wide-open door of her examination room.

If someone glanced in, they would see her strapped down with her thighs forced open. This is what a fly in a cobweb must feel like. She didn’t know if they did look her way. For that she would need to raise her head and look. But she didn’t dare do so out of fear that someone might be looking, and she would make eye contact with him.

Instead, she fixed her eyes on a crack in the ceiling and waited while taking shallow breaths.

Then she heard footsteps that slowed, didn’t pass, and turned into the room.

Carla’s heart lurched. She raised her head just enough to see the vet in a white coat step in, carrying a file in his hand. He looked at it and began to prepare a syringe.

“What is that?” Carla asked nervously, looking over to him.

“Vaccinations first,” he said. “Barefoot walking means cuts and infections, especially in new slaves like you. These are for common diseases, to make sure you stay healthy for service.”

He administered three quick injections in her thighs, sharp stings that faded fast. Carla winced but was calmed that it wasn’t anything worse, but her cheeks flushed with annoyance. Why strap her legs open like this for shots? The exposure felt pointless. Her thighs quivered in the stirrups.

The vet set the syringe aside and unboxed a small device from a sterile packet, its sleek form mysterious in the harsh light. He scooted his chair closer to position himself between Carla’s legs. The stirrups held her strapped thighs wide open for him. Her heart pounded, nervousness surging. He held up a small device.

Carla lifted her head. “Oh my god, what is that?” she asked, her voice trembling from her strapped-down position.

The vet looked up. “A tracker. Makes it easier to know where you are.”

“A tracker?” Carla muttered, incredulity flaring. “You’re putting a tracker into me? Tech like this actually exists?” Her voice shook, it seemed absurd to have something like this in a country as primitive as Grabesh.

The vet scratched his head. “Yeah, some new technology Tribal Dispatch brought in, meant to keep track of slaves. Comes from a company on the Kivana Islands, Celtic Circuits. Never heard of them before.” He shrugged, turning to his tools.

“Celtic Circuits?” Carla said, outrage surging as realization hit. “I worked for those bastards. They framed me! They are the reason I lost my freedom!” The thought of their tech inside her sent panic through her. She yanked against the belts, her arms straining, legs fighting the Velcro, but the straps held firm.

The vet, ignoring her upset, positioned a speculum. Its cold metal pressed against her. She tensed as her body involuntarily stiffened as he inserted the device. She felt a sharp pinch deep inside her, followed by cramping pressure that radiated through her pelvis. She gasped, and her thighs quivered at the discomfort of the intrusion. A cold stretch remained as the device settled inside.

“Ok, that should do it.” The vet stepped back, wiped his hands, and left the room.

Carla lay strapped, her heart pounding, as she felt the alien presence of the tracker. The nurse returned to clean up the vet’s tools.

“When will I be released?” Carla asked in a shaky, desperate voice.

The nurse didn’t look up. “Your master will pick you up soon,” she said while continuing her work.

Later, Juma returned with the vet and the nurse. She heard their voices from the corridor as they approached. Carla tensed involuntarily as her thighs strained against the Velcro to close, but the straps held her legs wide as the nurse had left her. She exhaled a frustrated sigh, her cheeks burning, and fixed her gaze on the ceiling again.

The vet nodded at Juma, his grizzled face serious. “All done, vaccinations and that tracker device implanted,” he said, shaking his head. “This Western technology is so complicated. What was wrong with whips? They’re much cheaper.”

Juma frowned but nodded, while tapping on his phone. “We have to move with the times,” he said.

The vet leaned over his shoulder, curiosity creasing his brow. “What’s that about?” he asked.

Juma tilted the phone, showing a diagnostic display. “It’s the app for the tracker, I have paired it with the device you put in her. It runs checks to make sure it’s working. See this here, it does the diagnostics.”

The vet squinted, reading aloud, “One hundred percent operational.”

Juma grinned. “Great technology, seems reliable. No issues with the other slaves so far.”

Carla watched from the table. Her heart pounded while she waited for someone to release her.

Finally, the nurse came over, unstrapped the leather belts from Carla’s wrists and the Velcro from her legs, and helped her sit up.

Carla rose shakily, her legs wobbly from the stirrups, her naked body trembling under their gazes.

The nurse guided her to Juma, who cuffed her wrists behind her back, snapped the coffle chain onto her collar, and led her out.

As they walked back through Ngalawa Bay’s market, the tropical sun beating down on her naked skin, Juma pulled out his phone. “Let’s see this in action,” he said. A map appeared on the screen, streets and stalls laid out, a glowing dot marking Carla’s position, shifting slowly as they continued to walk. “See? Tracks you wherever you go. The other slaves have this too, keeps them motivated.”

Carla’s eyes widened, incredulity surging. “You’re tracking me right now?” she said, her voice cracking with incredulity as she watched the dot move in real-time as they walked.

“How does it ‘motivate’ them?” she asked. She was afraid of the answer, but her curiosity had won out.

“It has reward and discipline features, check it out,” Juma showed her the app, which had a button labeled “Discipline Subject.” He gave it a tap.

“Arghhh!” Carla cried out.

A sharp sting erupted inside her, searing her core. Overwhelmed from the pain, Carla dropped to her knees before Juma with a cry. Her cuffed hands jerked forward instinctively to catch her fall, but the metal cuffs painfully held them behind her. Her lower legs and knees throbbed from the sudden impact on the sandy path. The tracker’s pain was intense, but it was now accompanied by the sharp aches in her wrists and shins.

She glared at him, her breath ragged. “That hurts!” The pulsing agony in her pelvis mingled with the stinging burn in her wrists and the dull ache in her knees.

“Is it really that bad?” Juma looked down at her as if trying to determine if she was being dramatic. Carla glared up at him, fury and fear mixing, her body trembling on the sandy path. “Don’t worry, it is only used when it is necessary to discipline someone.”

“Come, let’s go,” he said, his voice calm but firm.

Carla’s heart pounded, her throat tight. “What will we do next?” she asked, her voice shaky, struggling to scramble back to her feet with her cuffed hands behind her, fear coiling in her gut.

“Now it’s time for your branding.”


Assignment as a Fleet Slave

Carla’s first day at Tribal Dispatch began under the tropical sun. Her bare, still-tender feet found each step cautiously on the sandy paths of Ngalawa Bay as she gripped the rickety wooden cart beside Lisha. Its wheels creaked under plastic bags of milk, water, produce, and oats, labeled for locals and tourists. She had been told that her role as a Fleet Slave demanded constant motion, hauling goods across the area full-time. Her arms strained as she pulled the cart. Lisha had been assigned to point her in the right direction to get her started on her first day.

Lisha nodded toward a cottage, “That’s our stop.”

Carla took two plastic bags of yams and milk from the cart, knocked on the cottage door, and placed them before her. Juma had taught her the delivery protocol the previous day. And so she knelt while she waited for the door to open. Her bare knees sank into the sandy porch, while her skin prickled under the warm breeze.

An elderly man opened the door. His weathered face softened with a smile as he saw her.

“Your order, Master,” she said as she had been taught.

“Bring them to the kitchen, slave-girl,” he said kindly. He seemed frail, which likely explained his reliance on a delivery service.

Carla felt a mild sting at the word “slave-girl.” Juma had attached a plastic sleeve to her collar the previous day. It read ‘Carla, TD Slave, ID: 04’ with a QR code etched into it, clearly stating that she was a slave if it wasn’t already obvious. Juma had snapped the black plastic sleeve to her collar like one of those phone protectors. She would normally have felt angry about being labelled like a piece of inventory, but she had felt relieved because she had feared worse when Juma had told her she would be “branded.” Carla shuddered at the thought that actual branding could be done to slaves here.

Carla rose. Her skin tingled under his gaze as she carried the bags inside to set them on a worn counter.

“Good service, this,” he commented, satisfied.

Lisha, waiting on the street, grinned as Carla rejoined her.

“Nice work! Always ask for a rating after It helps keep you out of trouble.” She tapped her own collar.

Carla nodded. She was glad to be out of The Slave Academy, but she also remembered the conversation she had overheard between Victor and Juma. That she could be sent back at any time for a ‘refresher’ training. That place had been the worst. Getting good reviews would surely help to keep her out of there. But she did miss the company of the other slaves. She wondered what would become of Melissa, Hannah, and the others, if she would ever see them again.

“Also helps in the quarterly performance reviews.”

“The what? Performance reviews?” Carla couldn’t believe what she was hearing. This was corporate Celtic Circuits all over again, but with no pay and no way of quitting.

“Yeah, I know,” Lisha rolled her eyes. “Ever since they started working with that company that gave them the trackers, they pretend they are running some mega corporation.”

Carla stared, the absurdity hitting her like a slap. Corporate reviews… for slaves. Even in this place, there was no escaping the spreadsheet.

Lisha seemed satisfied and left Carla to finish the deliveries, while she left to work on her own.

Back at the office, Juma had put a dozen or so bags on her cart to be delivered to addresses somewhere in this neighbourhood.

Each plastic bag carried a yellow post-it note stapled through the top: Scrawled address, customer name, and placed there in the order she had to deliver them.

Since she was new to this place, Juma had added a map to the cart. It was a dog-eared map of the area that Juma had photocopied for her, laminated and chained to her cart.
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The trail became increasingly rough and uneven the further out she went. She had to watch every step of her bare feet. The cart kept catching on roots and jerking her back, until the cottage finally appeared.

Carla rapped on the door, set the bag before her, and knelt. Footsteps approached, and a woman opened the door.

The woman’s eyes flashed with anger. “Half an hour late! Tribal Dispatch promises speed.”

Carla’s stomach tightened. “I’m new, Ma’am, I’m sorry. I got lost on the little path back there—”

“Excuses. Head to the ground.”

The worship position. Carla had refused this one once, and it had cost her dearly. After her day in the box, Zuri had ordered her into the worship position countless times until the revulsion wore off, until the word had lost all taste, until her body simply dropped the instant it was spoken. Like a reflex.

She bent forward and lowered her head to the ground.

“—my feet aren’t used to the rough ground yet, every stone—”

“This is unacceptable. You slaves need more discipline.”

Carla gulped as she placed her hands next to her head. The woman’s mind was already made up, there was no arguing with her. As a customer, this woman held mastery over her at this moment, so her instructions were to be followed.

The woman fetched a cane from within the cottage. When she returned, she found Carla positioned as ordered, ready for punishment.

The woman struck her butt-cheeks with the cane. Carla cried out from the sudden surge of pain. But Zuri had taught her well, and she didn’t break position. She hated that this woman could punish her on a whim. But Lisha and the other slaves had warned that such acts were customary. Though they were not the customer’s property, they could administer minor corrections. Accepting them was wiser than risking escalation. A complaint to Tribal Dispatch would likely end up in her ‘quarterly performance review.’

“Well?” the woman asked expectantly.

“Uhm… One!” Carla cried out.

They had drilled this at the Academy. Slaves paired off, tapping each other’s butt cheeks with light, pretend strokes while counting aloud, while Zuri circled around like a shark. Real cane blows had been dealt out by Zuri, but only on the girls who had slipped up in some way. Carla had been careful not to get herself into trouble again. And so she had never had to suffer the punishment protocol in earnest. Until now.

She hated the protocol so much: Being forced to count every stroke, to thank the woman for it, to help deliver her own punishment.

“Arrgh!” Another strike. “Two!” she said swiftly, then “Three, four, five!”

“I hope you’ve learned your lesson, little one,” the woman said.

“Yes, Ma’am. Thank you for correcting this slave, Ma’am,” Carla forced out, the words tasting like ash.

The woman dismissed her, and Carla decided it was best not to ask the angry woman for a rating on the app. She felt the afterglow of the butt strikes as she stumbled back to her cart.
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Carla rolled the empty cart into the shaded yard and let it clatter against the wall.

Nia was already there, sitting on the ground with her back against the cool mud-brick, eyes half-closed, savouring the few minutes of peace. Her own cart stood half-loaded beside her.

Carla’s legs gave out. She crouched at the faucet first, gulping mouthfuls of lukewarm water straight from the tap, then splashed her face and neck. The relief was instant and overwhelming.

She dropped down next to Nia with a groan, stretching her aching feet out in front of her. The blood rushed back into her soles; every bruise and cut from the day’s trails announced itself at once.

“Hey, Carla, how’s it going?” Nia said quietly, barely opening her eyes.

Carla managed a tired laugh. “I just want to sit for five minutes without someone telling me to move.”

Footsteps on concrete.

Rafiki appeared in the doorway carrying the last stack of bags for Nia’s cart. He dropped them in with a thud, then turned.

“Nia — go. These are late.”

“Yes, Master,” Nia sighed. Carla watched the young muscular black woman push herself up, grab the handles, and roll the cart out.

Rafiki’s gaze landed on Carla, still sprawled against the wall.

“Attention.”

The break was over.

Her body obeyed before her brain had even finished hearing the word. The Academy had drilled it into her with endless repetitions—in the yard, in the dark, in sleep-deprived exhaustion. It was as if the command no longer required conscious thought and went straight to her muscles instead. Legs spread wide, hands locked behind her head, and her chest thrust forward. It didn’t matter that her legs were tired or that her feet were hurting. She hadn’t chosen to obey. She simply did.

Rafiki stepped close, and Carla could smell the scent of his cigarettes on him. Without warning, he dragged two rough fingers upward against the grain of her pubic hair.

Carla gasped in surprise at the intrusion of what she considered her private area.

“This is unacceptable. Red on white shows like a flag.” He ran the same fingers through the faint stubble in her armpit. “Both. Need to be smooth. Every day.”

Carla’s cheeks burned, but she kept the pose.

“You’ll report to me every morning for inspection until it becomes habit. Understand?”

“Yes, Sir,” she whispered.

Juma passed by to bring bags for the next deliveries. Rafiki snorted, eyes flicking up to Juma with open irritation. He pointed at Carla.

“You always have to try something new, eh? Like your impulse buy of this white girl. Now look — red on white, extra shaving, extra training, extra headache for me.”

Juma grinned. “Hey, I got her at a fifteen-percent discount. A bargain always needs a little polishing.”

Rafiki barked a laugh. “That polishing costs money, genius. She spent a whole week at the Academy instead of working. That’s seven days of lost deliveries. Plus daily grooming, plus her soft little feet will slow her down.”

Carla kept her hands locked behind her head, eyes fixed on the far wall, pretending they were talking about someone else. They knew she could hear them, right?

Juma just grinned, already halfway to the door. “Come on, old man. If we never tried anything new, we’d still be using donkeys. Besides…” he glanced back at Carla with a wink, “…the customers will like the novelty.”

Rafiki muttered something about “novelty not paying the bills,” but Juma was already gone.

He stroked the stubble once more, almost playful. “Not now, though. These deliveries are already late. Move.”

Carla dropped her arms, grabbed the handles, and pulled the cart back into the heat, glad to get away from this old creep who thought he could just grab her vagina like that.
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The cart’s wheels creaked under the bags as Carla headed for the next address. Her skin prickled under the tropical sun, and she occasionally felt the tracker in her vibrate calmly as if it wanted to remind her of its presence.

She reached the cottage, a modest home with a thatched roof and a small porch. Her heart pounded as she knocked with the crate before her. A middle-aged man opened the door, his face lit up with a smile when he saw Carla kneeling before him.

“Your order, Sir,” Carla said. She tried to keep her voice steady despite how nervous she was.

The man took the crate and set it inside. “Thank you. You’re new, aren’t you?”

Carla nodded. The man seemed friendly. And most importantly, he seemed to have been happy with her service. She looked at him with pleading eyes, “Yes. Please, Sir, can I have a good rating on the app?”

The man chuckled. “Of course, dear. You did fine.” He pulled out his phone, tapped a few times, and showed Carla the screen: Five stars.

“Thank you, Sir.” Carla was relieved for this small win. But then the IUD began to vibrate inside her. A warm hum spread through her core, like an adult toy meant to create arousal. Carla stood up to leave. She clenched her thighs as if this could stop the device as the arousal built. She forced a smile.

“Thank you, Sir,” she said again, her voice tight. The tracker continued to vibrate in her even as she walked away.

The hum was like a vibrator, slowly arousing her from the inside. She looked around nervously, hoping no one noticed her flushed cheeks or the way her breath quickened. The device hummed stronger, her skin flushed, and she felt a warm wave of lust through her aroused body. Carla was anxious, she realized that she had no way to stop this.

The warmth spread, and she was afraid she might climax, and people would notice. As if it wasn’t bad enough that she had to be naked in public like this.

She pulled her cart, trying to appear normal, as far as that was possible in this surreal place. After a few minutes, the buzzing subsided, leaving her horny and unsatisfied. Her mind churned with fury at how Tribal Dispatch sought to use her lust to manipulate her like this.
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Her next delivery took her to another cottage. She had to cross the market with a load of fish to get here, and the crowd had slowed her progress. She knelt before a stern woman.

“Your order, Ma’am,” Carla said, voice trembling.

The woman snatched the bag, her eyes cold. “Late again. This is the second time. I have the patience of a saint, but there’s a limit to everything.”

Carla’s stomach knotted, her voice shaky. “I’m new, Ma’am—it’s my first day. The last delivery must have been someone else.”

The woman grumbled, taking the bag in one hand and tapping her phone with the other. She went inside her house and pushed the door shut.

Carla, relieved to have avoided butt slaps this time, rose to leave. Then a sharp sting erupted inside her, searing her core, dropping her to her knees with a cry.

“Arghhh!” Carla screamed, partly in surprise, but mostly from white-hot agony. From a shock that ripped straight through her core.

Her legs buckled. She dropped hard to her knees, arms clutching her belly, breath coming in sharp, ragged gasps. The pain pulsed again, shorter, but vicious, and she folded forward, forehead almost touching the floor, trembling, waiting for the next wave that mercifully never came.

Slowly, the pain subsided.

Carla breathed. In… out… in… out…

She forced air into her lungs, each breath shaky. When the last tremor finally left her limbs and her heart stopped pounding, she carefully pushed herself up with her unsteady arms, and rose, slowly, wobbling, back to her feet.

Carla stumbled back a step, cheeks burning, the realisation hitting harder than the shock itself.

The sting had been the bad rating — just like the vibrations had been for the good one.

Ratings really did mean everything.
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Carla stumbled back to the Tribal Dispatch hut. Her bare feet ached from the long barefoot walks, and the memory of the pain the tracker could give was still fresh. Moreover, the tracker in her had started buzzing every now and then. They were low, insistent pulses for a few seconds that seemed to grow sharper the later if got. She hated that thing, hated how it seemed to mock her and her inability to do anything about it. Her naked body trembled under the fading sun, sweat drying on her skin, and exhaustion weighed her down.

All this work, she thought, miles of dusty trails, burning sun, strangers’ eyes, and for what? To be locked back in that storage room until morning, only to do it all again tomorrow.

As she entered the Tribal Dispatch office, she saw Juma looking at her from his desk.

Juma greeted her with a frown, arms crossed, his eyes narrowing as he assessed her. “You’re an hour late, Carla. What’s the holdup?”

She huffed, planting her feet. “My feet are killing me! Why must I run barefoot? And everyone is staring because I’m naked out there!”

Juma shrugged, a faint smirk playing on his lips. “No one’s staring at you for being naked. Naked slaves are common here. They’re gawking because they’ve never seen a slave work so slow. Pick up the pace next time. If you return too late, the tracker will start shocking you.”

Carla stared, voice small. “What? This thing in me will just shock me while I’m out and about?”

“Eventually, yes. But first it gives warning buzzes so you have time to get back.”

Juma gestured to a sleek device she had noticed before. Carla’s eyes widened at a sybian bearing a dildo-like form, its glossy finish and smooth contours gleamed like a costly technical instrument.

“You need to recharge your tracker when you return at the end of the day,” he said. “This is also what tells the tracker that you have returned to base, and stops the daily countdown to the shocks.”

Carla gulped uneasily.

“Sit on it, Carla, so we can see if it works. There’s lube on the shelf. Use it if you want.”

Carla’s eyes widened. Her gaze darted to Juma’s face to check if he was serious. His steady expression confirmed he was—he expected her to use the device in front of him. Her stomach knotted, and she glanced at him again with incredulity. She didn’t want to debase herself like this, not here, before him. But disobedience was not an option. Not with the tracker in her that could shock her at any time someone was displeased with her, not with the prospect of another stint at The Slave Academy. Her heart pounded, and her voice trembled as she said, “Uhm… Ok…”

Swallowing her pride, Carla grabbed the lube, applied it, and slowly lowered herself onto the dildo. A shiver coursed through her naked body as it slid in. She felt a mild tug within her as if a magnetic mechanism in the tracker had aligned itself with the dildo. Shortly after, the dildo began to vibrate within her.

Juma nodded. “Stay on it until the vibrations stop. That’s the signal it’s fully charged.”

Carla nodded. Her thighs tensed as the device hummed softly. Juma returned to his desk, to type something at his computer. Rafiki sat at another, his fingers clacking, indifferent to her. The office was quiet, soft light from open windows casting shadows across the concrete floor.

The hum deepened, and Carla’s mind flashed to the previous evening, when she had glimpsed the sybian’s sleek, contoured seat. She had wondered if it was a reward for slaves, and a shudder had rippled through her at the thought of having to use it here. Now that she was sitting on it, she saw what it really was for: it recharged the hated device in her. Her cheeks burned as the vibrations intensified, as she felt it arouse her body against her wishes.

The arousal crept slowly but relentlessly, and she began to feel mild shivers of lust. These would have been soothing under normal circumstances if she was alone or with someone she cared for. But here, it seemed to be a pacifier to keep her occupied while she had to wait for the tracker being charged.

As time passed, the shivers of lust intensified, and the prospect of a climactic release built up within her. She tried to relax, breathe deeply, think of something else. Her case, Tara, how she might get out of here. But her body was tired from a day of physical labor, and her mind was exhausted from the overwhelming number of new experiences.

Her mind drifted off, and she began to feel the lust of climax rising within her.

No, she thought, clenching her jaw. I won’t let this happen. She glanced over to Juma, to find out if he was watching her being masturbated like this. His eyes stayed on his screen. She breathed deeply, in and out, trying to quell the rising tide. The vibrations pulsed, teasing her nerves. Her thighs quivered against the smooth surface. Sweat beaded on her brow, and she nervously gripped her ankles. She pinched them in the hope that the mild pain would offset the rising lust, and make the budding climax go away.

Eventually, Juma looked back at her. A smile crossed his face as their eyes met. Carla looked away, her cheeks flushing. He shouldn’t flatter himself! She wasn’t thinking of him while this device forced her into arousal. The hum grew stronger, coiling low in her belly. She bit her lip, suppressing a gasp, her fingers digging into the sybian. Breathe, she urged herself, slow and steady. The vibrations shifted, teasing her closer to the edge.

The warmth continued to build up. Carla revolted at the thought of orgasming before these two men. So she forced slow breaths and focussed on the floor’s cracks before her to distract her from the rising tide within her. But the device’s hum relentlessly teased her closer to the edge. Eventually, a wave surged of lust surged, unstoppable, and despite her best efforts, she exhaled audibly, a soft moan escaping despite her clenched teeth, her thighs trembling as an orgasm washed over her. Her cheeks burned hotter, her hands clenching the sybian’s edges as she stared down at the floor, trying to ignore Juma and Rafiki in the office.

She glanced at Juma again, heart pounding. He met her eyes, his smile soft—or was it a grin? Did he know she just had an orgasm? Fury mixed with humiliation, her gaze dropping. He shouldn’t think she was thinking about him.

Carla couldn’t bear this outrage any longer. It was unacceptable. She wouldn’t degrade herself before Juma and Rafiki. She was not an animal. She rose, feeling a magnetic tug in her core as the dildo disconnected from the tracker implanted in her and slid out, pulling away from the sybian.

“Arrrrgh!” Carla’s knees buckled as a sharp shock jolted her core, forcing a cry from her lips.

She dropped to the floor, clutching her abdomen. Another sting hit. It was agonizing and relentless. Her naked body trembled in the quiet office.

Juma rose from his desk. “Oh, right. If you break contact, the IUD shocks you to motivate you to go back. It’s not a big deal. Just reinsert it to stop the jolts. You have to wait until the recharge cycle is complete.”

He walked over to her.

Desperate, Carla scrambled back onto the sybian and slid the dildo back in. She felt the tug in her again as the dildo magnetically connected to her tracker, and the pain stopped immediately. Carla sighed with relief and wiped away the sweat from her forehead.

Juma stroked her head. “Well done,” he said. He gently scratched the back of her head.

“How long do I have to sit here?”
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Carla on the sybian

Juma paused, glancing back. “Until the device is fully charged. When it stops vibrating, then you can safely dismount.” He turned to leave again, but Carla’s voice rose, urgent.

“What if I have to do a delivery while I’m stuck on this?”

“Anyone here can release you from it early.”

“What if there is an emergency and no one is around to release me?”

“Don’t worry, there usually is someone around.”

“‘Usually?’ So what if no one is here?”

“You worry too much.”

“What if there is a blackout?”

“That rarely happens around here.” He took out his phone. “Looks like you are easily aroused, hm?” he murmured, amused. “You seem to be more sensitive.”

Juma tapped on his phone. Carla felt the vibrations soften. They were a gentle hum now vibrating within her. “I’ve dialed it down for you. Better like this.”

Carla looked away. She had no desire to discuss her orgasms or arousal levels with him. Especially trapped on the sybian as she was right now. So she just murmured, “Mhmmm,” staring forward without looking at him.

With that, he gently touched her cheek, smiled reassuringly and turned to walk back to his desk, leaving Carla seated on the sybian, the hum of the device pulsing within her.
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After what felt like an eternity to Carla, the orange light finally switched to green, and the dildo in Carla stopped vibrating, signaling the end of the charging cycle.

The soft vibrations had remained, and kept Carla in a continuous daze of lust. It wasn’t fully unwelcome. It numbed Carla to her aching legs and soles. Carla sighed in relief and carefully eased off the sybian. She felt the slight tug again, as the magnetic connection between the dildo and her tracker separated. She tensed a bit but was relieved that there was no shock this time. The hated device in her had received its charge, and so she was free to detach from the charging station.

Her legs had been aching, but after sitting on that stupid device for so long, she felt a bit rested. Her bare skin still carried a sheen of sweat from the day. The weight of the steel collar on her neck reminded her that while she was free to detach from the charger, she was far from being a free woman.

Juma looked up from his computer, “Go over to the janitor Carla.”

The janitor was already at the door, thick fingers wrapped around a length of chain leash. He locked it to Carla’s collar with a practiced snap and marched her out the back of the mud-hut office into the late-afternoon glare.

A concrete yard, one rusted showerhead bolted to a pole, a single drain in the ground. The janitor locked the leash to a ring on the wall near the pipe.

“Wash,” he grunted. “And shave properly this time. That red stubble of yours stands out like chilli on rice. You have to look presentable to customers. Don’t forget your armpits. Kit’s on the shelf.”

He placed a cheap plastic razor and a half-used bar of soap there, then walked off.
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Carla stood alone under the open sky, chain clinking whenever she moved. The water came out lukewarm and smelled of iron. She scrubbed the day’s sweat and dust from her skin, then lathered between her legs. The razor scraped over her sensitive skin, each stroke leaving her smoother. She shaved until not a single red hair remained. Armpits next. When she finished, the yard was empty. No one came.

Footsteps on gravel. Rafiki appeared, arms full of delivery bags he was taking to the shed. He stopped when he saw her, eyes narrowing at the pink flush across her shoulders and breasts.

“Attention,” he said, dropping the bags.

Carla turned to face him, spread her feet, shoulders back, hands clasped behind her head, elbows out. The chain from her collar ran back to the shower post, keeping her within a tight circle.

Rafiki stepped close. He ran two fingers across her vagina a few times, then under each armpit. He grunted, satisfied.

Only then did he really look at her skin. He pinched the flushed patch on her upper arm hard enough to make her flinch.

“Pink like a tourist on the second day,” Rafiki muttered. He turned and shouted toward the doorway. “Juma! Your bargain white girl can’t even take one day of real sun. Look at this.”

Juma appeared a moment later, with handcuffs swinging from his hand, looking curious.

Rafiki pointed at her. “Here, soon she will look like a boiled crab,” Rafiki gave the tender, red skin above her breast a light pinch.

Carla’s breath hitched at the sudden burn. She managed to keep her hands behind her head and clamp her lips shut, but a muffled “urrgh” still escaped.

“You should have stuck to local slaves,” Rafiki concluded.

Juma gave the pink nipple a quick, testing pinch of his own. “I’ll keep her in the settlement tomorrow,” Juma said with a shrug. “Less sun.”

Rafiki snorted, “You better.” He picked up his bags and walked towards the shed.

Juma motioned her to turn around. She dropped her arms, spun obediently, and brought her wrists together behind her back. The cuffs snapped on. He freed the chain from the shower post and gave it a short tug to get her moving.

“Come with me,” he said. Juma’s fingers tightened on the leash as he led her into the tropical dusk.


The Affair

They stepped onto the dusty path. The sunset painted the sky in gradients of orange. Juma glanced sideways.

“Nice evening, isn’t it?” he said, almost cheerful. “You can smell the frangipani when the wind comes off the water.”

Carla had no idea what a ‘frangipani’ was, and didn’t care. She gave a tiny, strangled “Mmm.” She was naked, cuffed, leashed, villagers staring. Juma noticed the silence, cleared his throat.

Juma tugged the leash gently, leading her through the edge of the market square. He paused at a vendor’s stall, handing over a few coins for a woven basket of steaming plantain fritters wrapped in banana leaves. The aroma of spice and fried dough cut through the evening air.

Juma tried to break the ice, “New places always feel off at first. How’s the settling in going for you? Tribal Dispatch is not the worst spot to land, huh?”

Oh, it’s paradise. Cells, electro shocks, leashes. What’s not to love? she thought. But she only replied, “Mhmmm.”

Carla kept her eyes on the ground. She glanced back once. The office’s barred window showed in the distance. Lisha stood there. Their eyes met for a moment before the leash tugged, and she turned to see where she was going.
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Juma’s hut sat at the village’s edge. It was a squat mud structure with a sagging roof. Inside, a sparse living room with a kitchen area, a sagging couch facing a knee-high wooden table, and a large bed in the corner. Cricket chirps slipped through a cracked window. He unlocked her cuffs and tossed them onto the table. Juma pointed to the floor beside the table.

“Kneel there,” he said, his voice firm but softer than at the office.

Carla frowned but sank to her knees. The rough mat pricked her thighs. Juma let go of her leash, and it dropped beside her. She looked around the bare hut, then at the leash, then at him.

“So… do you bring all your office equipment home for dinner,” she asked, “or am I special?”

Juma actually laughed, surprised. “Uh… you looked hungry.”

Carla’s mouth twitched. “Starving. Nothing whets the appetite like a leash.”

Juma settled onto the couch. He loomed above her. His movements were stiff as he set the woven basket of plantain fritters on the table. Their golden crusts steamed. The sweet-spicy aroma curled through the humid air.

“Eat,” he said. His fingers brushed hers as he passed a fritter.

Carla took it. The crisp edge crumbled under her bite. Spice stung her lips. She ate slowly. Juma took one for himself. He bit into it. They ate in silence for a moment. The fritters were good. Warm. Filling. Carla took another. Juma did the same.

Juma set his half-eaten fritter down. He stood. He crossed the room to a small clay pot in the corner. He lifted the lid. He carried a glass bowl back to the table. The bowl held tiramisu. He set it down beside the basket.

“The guy at the Blue Door Bakery said white girls love this coffee cake,” he said, his voice a bit proud. He nudged the bowl closer. “Tourist stuff, but I figured you might enjoy it.”

“Lucky me,” she said, voice dry. “First time I’ve been bribed with pudding.”

Juma actually laughed, surprised. “Better than the stuff they feed you at the office, huh?”

“Marginally.”

The tiramisu’s cream coated her tongue. Its sweetness felt rich and foreign in the jungle hut. She felt his eyes on her, not with the cold stare from the office but warmer, hungrier. He was trying to win her over. Tiramisu wasn’t a staple here. She realized he had bought this specifically for her. Was this some kind of date? Well, if he was going to rape her, buttering her up with nice food was the least he could do.

Besides, she was horny from being naked all day, all the sun on her skin, and not to mention the extended period sitting on that stupid sybian.

She realized he was probably lonely, and had brought her here for company. Maybe that was why he was so nice to her. She didn’t care about him particularly. But if she was right, she might be able to use it to her advantage. After all, he had chosen her. Back then, at the market. He could have taken any of the other slaves, but he had chosen her. The one white girl. So maybe she was more to him than just another female slave to do their errands? Her situation was terrible. Melissa and the others were back at the Academy, too far to do anything for her now. Here at Tribal Dispatch, she had no allies. She could use someone to whom she was more than just a slave.

Her body softened. Her resentment faded into curiosity.

The flavors of the food weren’t so bad, she realized. It wasn’t terrible, this warmth, this taste.

Juma ate in silence. His gaze darted to her then back to his plate. He seemed unsure how to break the quiet.

“So… how are you settling in?” he tried.

Carla gave a bitter laugh. “Oh, fantastic. Nothing says ‘welcome to the team’ like a steel collar and electroshocks for not being fast enough.”

Juma’s mouth twitched. “Could be worse. Some slaves get the coffee plantation. Twelve-hour sun, no shade.”

“I’ll keep that in mind when I’m picking my dream job.”

Juma pulled his phone out of his pocket and started tapping. Carla was alarmed she may have gone too far.

“Hhhey?” she stammered, her thighs clenching instinctively, braced for a painful shock.

“Don’t worry,” Juma said, smiling. He pressed another button.

The IUD buzzed softly in her. Just as it had done to reward her earlier today. Carla eased up. She wasn’t being punished. But she hated that he could so easily reach into her intimate area like this.

Juma stood. He picked up the leash and tugged it gently. He led her to the wooden bed in the corner.

“Get on the bed,” he said. He locked the leash to the middle bar of the headboard with a click, anchoring her firmly in place.

The IUD’s vibrations had done their job. Her body was slick now, ready despite herself. Juma’s finger slipped inside easily, no resistance at all. His smile widened as he felt it, and Carla’s cheeks burned hot. Outrage surged through her—this was his doing, the device forcing her wetness, turning her body on against her will.

“Why bring me here?” she asked. “You could have just used the storage room.”
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Juma hesitated. “Storage room smells like bleach. And… I don’t know. You looked at me like I was a person, not just the guy with the phone.”

Carla gave a bitter laugh. “Congratulations. You’re still the guy with the phone.”

Juma chuckled, low and surprised. “Oh right, I can switch that off now. You’re clearly ready.” He pulled out his phone, tapped the screen, and the vibrations in her core faded to nothing. The sudden quiet left her feeling strangely empty, her body still humming from the echo.

He stripped off his shirt and shorts, his lean frame settling between her thighs. The chain at her collar clinked softly against the headboard. His erection pressed hot against the inside of her leg.

Carla’s breath caught. In Dublin, this would be rape. Here, it was Tuesday. But maybe she could use this. Make him have feelings for her. Turn him into some kind of an ally.

She forced her hips to relax, forced her face to soften, forced her voice into something that sounded like welcome. Juma’s eyes searched hers. He waited a heartbeat, as if asking permission he knew he didn’t need. She answered by parting her knees a fraction wider.

He slid in with one slow push. The IUD’s earlier vibrations had left her slick and swollen; he met no resistance. The stretch was sudden, thick, perfect. A low moan escaped her before she could stop it.

Juma stilled, buried to the hilt, watching her face like he’d never seen a woman come undone before. Carla let the moan happen again, louder, deliberate.

His breath hitched. He started to move. Long, unhurried strokes that drew sparks from every nerve in her vagina.

The first climax took her by surprise. It started low in her belly, curled tight, then snapped open. Her back arched off the bed, the chain rattled, and she cried out, wordless, shameless, eyes squeezing shut as the world narrowed to white heat.

When she opened them, Juma’s gaze locked on hers. He had watched her face the whole time, drinking in every twitch, every gasp, like it was the only thing that mattered. The realization hit her mid-moan, a fresh wave of exposure that twisted the pleasure sharper.

He didn’t stop. He shifted angle, deeper, and the second orgasm rolled through her harder than the first. Her thighs shook. Her toes curled against the coarse sheet.

The third one broke her open. It was huge, blinding, a white-hot wave that started where he filled her and crashed outward until she couldn’t tell where her body ended and the pleasure began.

Juma groaned, low and ragged. His rhythm stuttered. He buried himself deep and came, pulsing inside her, forehead pressed to hers, breath mingling. For a long moment neither moved. Then he kissed her: soft, stunned kisses on her mouth, her neck, the corner of her eye where a tear had slipped free without permission.

He collapsed beside her, one arm flung across her waist, the chain still linking her collar to the bed. Carla lay staring at the cracked ceiling, heart hammering, body humming. She had meant to fake it. She hadn’t faked a single second.
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Carla felt his semen leak out. Her skin prickled. “I need the bathroom,” she said, tugging the chain to underscore her need.

Juma unlocked her. She cleaned up, feeling like a naked chess piece in a game where the players had thrown away the board and were busy fucking the pieces instead. He locked the chain back to her collar when she returned.

They slept. Her naked body pressed against his. She realized how this had been the first time she had felt good since she had been enslaved. Not just good, but great. But now the fireworks were over, and the chain running from her collar to the bed reminded her that she was not his girlfriend.
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Sometime past midnight Carla woke again. Her stomach growled so loudly it startled her in the quiet hut. All that running under the sun, the sex, the endless day, she had burned through the fritters hours ago and the hunger clawed at her now.

Moonlight spilled through the cracked window and painted the low table silver. Half a plantain fritter sat on the banana leaf, edges curled, still smelling of chili and sweetness. She could almost taste it.

Carla tugged the chain. It answered with a flat metallic clink, bedpost to collar, no give at all. She tugged harder, felt the steel bite her neck, and stopped. Juma slept on his back beside her, one arm flung across the pillow, breathing slow and even. She stared at the food, so near and yet so far. One hand gripped the hated chain where it locked her to the bed, the other close to her collar. She tugged both ends again in incredulity at how the leftovers were out of reach for her. She let herself sink back onto the bed. Exhausted from the day, she felt her legs prickle as they relaxed and soon fell asleep again.
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Carla woke to sunlight slicing through the cracked window. She lay alone on the bed. For one moment she forgot where she was. She was naked in a stranger’s hut. Then the memories came rushing back. Juma. Tiramisu. Sex. Her intention to win him over.

She felt around her neck for her collar. She hated this thing. She had hated it ever since the jail guard had locked this bit of steel to her neck. The chain was still attached. She pulled at it and felt the tug of the collar on her neck. She pushed herself up and pulled the other end. She heard the clanging of the chain against the metal headboard.

She was still chained to the bed.

She silently cursed Tara for getting her into this situation. And herself for not following her instincts and leaving the company when she had found out who they really were.

She looked around. There was silence. Juma was not to be heard. The door to the bathroom was open. If he was in there, she would have heard him by now. He had left her here like this.

Carla thought back to their encounter the previous evening. She had not expected she would enjoy it so much. She didn’t even like Juma. So why had it been so good?
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The door creaked open. Juma stepped in. He carried two steaming parcels wrapped in green leaves. The smell of fried egg and chili drifted across the room.

Carla was hungry. She couldn’t leave the bed while she was chained to it, so she sat up, curious about the breakfast Juma had brought in.

He set the parcels on the low table, then crouched to unlock the chain from the bedpost. “Best roti john in Ngalawa Bay. One for you, one for me.”

Carla looked up at him.

“Come,” Juma said, smiled at her, took the leash in one fist and guided her to the low table. He handed her a warm parcel. “This is great stuff.”

The leaf unfolded to reveal a thick roti stuffed with egg and spicy fish.

“Five-star service,” she said. “Room service and my very own leash. All I need now is the mint on the pillow.”
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Carla finished the last bite of roti john, licked chili from her thumb, and felt the pressure low in her belly.

“I need the bathroom,” she said, already standing.

Juma pointed to a narrow door. Carla padded across the cool tiles, the leash swaying from her collar and brushing her thighs as she walked. The toilet was simple but clean. When she stepped out, Juma was naked, skin gleaming in the morning light. His erection jutted proud and ready.

“Shower time,” he said with a grin on his face.

He guided her back into the bathroom. Warm water burst from the showerhead, drumming on her shoulders. Juma poured liquid soap into his palms and worked it over her breasts, down her stomach, between her legs. His fingers were thorough, slippery, shameless. Carla’s breath hitched as the soap slid over her clitoris, over and over again, until her knees softened.

He turned her to face the wall and bent her over. The chain clinked as it hit the tiles beneath her. Juma pressed against her back, guided himself in, and filled her in one slick thrust. The leash hung down before her face, swaying with every push, the links chiming softly against the floor.

Water streamed over them both. Carla lifted her head so the water wouldn’t get into her nose. The rhythm built fast, as Juma thrust into her. She felt the orgasm coil tight, then fizzle out as he pulled out of her.

Juma spun her around and lowered her gently to the wet tiles. Carla moved the chain from lying on her body to the tile floor next to her. He settled over her, shielding her face from the spray. Warm water rained on his shoulders, ran in rivulets down his chest, and dripped onto her.

He entered her again, slowly this time, eyes locked on hers. The tiles were hard beneath her, the water nice and warm, and the chain made soft clinking noises against the tiles as Juma moved her body. She wrapped her legs around his waist and pulled him deeper. This time her lust unravelled in a long rolling wave that washed over her like the warm water as he groaned against her neck as he spilled inside her.

For a moment they stayed like that, water drumming, chain quiet, two bodies breathing the same steam.

Juma kissed her once, softly, then reached up, killed the tap, and the bathroom was silent.

Carla stood dripping on the tiles, hair plastered to her shoulders, skin prickling in the cooler air.

Juma dried himself briskly with the only cloth in the room, while she waited for a towel that never came. Juma tossed his over a nail.

He took the leash in one fist and tugged gently.

“Come.”

Carla followed, water still streaming down her legs.

“Can I at least get a towel?” she asked, half-laughing, half-pleading.

Juma shook his head. “You’ll air-dry. Heat outside will do the job in five minutes.”

He stepped into shorts and a loose shirt, slipped on worn sandals. Carla stood naked, dripping, nothing to do except watch him dress.

She tried for the tone they’d shared a few minutes ago when he was still inside her.

“Any chance today’s an easy one?” she asked, forcing lightness into her voice. “My feet were killing me yesterday.”

Juma spun her around and snapped the cuffs.

“Yesterday was nothing,” Juma said, almost proud. “This week we take it slow so your feet toughen up. Starting Monday, we push you further out — every week a little more.”

Carla’s half-smile died.

She stepped barefoot into the morning heat, water already evaporating from her skin, the village waking around her naked form.

“Rafiki thinks we should go easy on you because you’re a white girl. But I told him we’ll turn you into our best runner.”


The Ratchet

The rest of that week she stayed inside the settlement, hauling sacks of rice to market stalls, crates of beer to the little bars, bags of charcoal to the guesthouses. Carla learned to place her feet carefully to avoid wearing them out.

In the mornings her legs ached from the day before, a deep, dull throb that made her wince with every first step. But once the cart was moving, the pain faded into the background.

One old woman complained the beer was too expensive and Carla had felt shocks within her shortly afterward that left her gasping in pain on the path. It wasn’t fair. She only made the deliveries; she didn’t set the prices. The rating was supposed to be only for the delivery.

By late afternoon, the tracker started its intermittent low, nagging buzzes. She knew now that these little buzzes had a meaning. They were warnings that she was cutting it close. If she didn’t get back soon, the tracker would shock her for dawdling. Carla sighed, but she forced her tired legs to hurry so she could be back faster.

When the office yard finally appeared, Carla parked the rattling cart, wiped the sweat from her eyes, and stepped inside. Rafiki was sitting at the desk, filling out some paperwork. She had to mount the sybian now, let the tracker register she was back, or soon the buzzes in her wouldn’t be warnings anymore.

Carla hated that Rafiki was there. She wanted to be alone during this procedure, without eyes on her. But slaves didn’t get alone. At least he was buried in his forms; if she stayed quiet, maybe they could both pretend the other wasn’t in the room.

She picked up the lube, coated the charging rod, and lowered herself onto the sybian. She felt the mild tug, as the magnet from the charger made contact with the tracker, and sighed with relief, as the tracker went still in her. The light on the charger began to glow in orange, and the charging rod began to vibrate mildly to keep her pacified. Her legs began to relax from the stress of the day, and she felt her blood rush into her aching feet. She let her head fall forward and waited for the familiar vibrations to wash the day away.

She was drifting, half-lost in the rhythm, when his chair scraped. Her eyes snapped open.

Rafiki stood in front of her holding a small clay jar. The sharp, medicinal smell hit her first.

Rafiki unscrewed the lid and scooped out a thick dollop of the sharp-smelling grease.

“From today you use this every morning,” he said, already reaching for her. He spread the cool oil across her shoulders and chest with quick, rough strokes, working it in like he was oiling a piece of furniture. Then his hands moved lower, coating her breasts. When his thumbs circled her nipples, he paused and gave each one a deliberate pinch-rub.

“Your nipples are especially sensitive,” Rafiki explained while he applied the oil to them with his large fingers. “They are less protected than the surrounding skin, so make sure to pay extra attention to them. A sunburn here would be especially uncomfortable.” The vibrator kept humming inside her, relentless, while his hands kept moving over her skin.

“Mhmmm, yes, Sir,” Carla whispered. She really wished she didn’t have to go through this right now. Rafiki could have waited until she was done charging. It was as if he was trying to have a conversation with her while she was masturbating. And she couldn’t stop these vibrations. Or get off this damn charger either.

He finished, wiped his hands on a rag, and screwed the lid back on. “I want you to do this every morning, Carla. Before you come to me for inspection. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Sir,” Carla whispered again, hoping he would leave her alone now.

He set the jar on the corner of the desk and went back to his paperwork.
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Carla rinsed off in the outdoor shower. The cool water washed away the oil but not the sting of the day. The janitor pointed her to the storage room without a word.

She crawled onto her mat. One by one the other girls trickled in — tired, silent, dropping onto their own mats.

When the last one arrived, the janitor clanged the cage door shut and locked it.

Carla’s stomach growled, loud in the quiet. She looked around. No tray. No bowls. “Do we… get dinner?” she asked, voice small.

Lisha gave a tired half-laugh from the next mat. “They don’t feed us in the evening. That way we don’t use the bucket.”

Nia added quietly, “Rafiki says it calms us down.”

“And docile,” Amara said.

Carla stared at the bars, the realisation settling cold in her empty stomach.

She curled up on the thin mat and closed her eyes.

Tomorrow would be another long day.
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Monday morning came too soon.

The air outside was already hot when Carla rolled the cart out of the yard for the first full week of the new route.

Six sealed twenty-litre jerrycans of drinking water were lashed to the bed, along with a crate of lamp oil. The load felt heavier than anything she had pulled the week before. The water sloshed with every step.

It was her first time delivering beyond the settlement, so Lisha came with her to help.

They followed a narrow path that left the road at the edge of the settlement.

Soon the last houses fell away. The path narrowed, and the trees closed in, thick trunks and hanging vines on both sides, leaves brushing their shoulders. Big palms and tangled vines closed in overhead and on both sides, turning the bright morning into green shade. The ground changed from hard dirt to soft sand and roots.

Rays of sunlight slipped between the palms and highlighted their naked skin. On Carla, they seemed to find her breasts first, where she felt the warmth of the rays before the trees closed over again.

The cart lurched. A thick root had caught the front wheel. Together they lifted, thighs straining, sweat starting to bead. The root gave way with a jerk, and they moved forward again.

Eventually, the trees parted. Dazzling white sand appeared. A single thatched hut stood on short stilts, a painted canoe pulled up beside it. Beyond the hut the sea glittered, flat and blue and endless.

After delivering the goods, they moved on. The path dipped back into the trees, then opened again on another small clearing, another hut, another strip of white sanded beach. It was as if each family had its own pocket, shielded by walls of green jungle, no vehicle could pass through.
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Halfway through the deliveries they stopped in the shade of a leaning palm tree. Lisha untied a small cloth bundle Juma had added at the last moment: cold grilled fish wrapped in banana leaf, two sweet bananas, and a bottle of coconut water.

They sat on the warm sand, legs stretched out, backs against the trunk. The sea rolled in and out a few metres away. A fishing boat bobbed far out, its sail a white triangle against the sky.
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The fish tasted smoky and salty. She hadn’t realised how hungry she was until the first mouthful.

She let her gaze drift over the blue water, the palms, the little hut with washing flapping on the line. Somewhere a baby cried and was hushed.

Letting her legs flop forward, she sank onto the sand. The bottle was sun-warm, but the water inside was still cool. She drank half in one go.

“Are we almost done?” she croaked.

Lisha passed her a piece of grilled fish. “Two more huts.”

She shut her eyes, relief flooding in. “Are they far?”

“Not far, but there’s a little hill coming up. We need to get the cart over it. That is why I usually eat here. It gives me strength for that part.”

She nodded, too tired to speak, and tore into the fish. She couldn’t wait until the last jerrycan would be delivered, so the cart would finally feel lighter on the way home.

Staring at the white patches, she asked, “Those square things on the sand… what are they?”

Lisha, with her mouth full of banana, replied, “Salt pans. They dry seawater to keep the fish from going bad before market.”

The bottle passed between them until it was empty.

When they were done, Lisha stood, brushed the sand from her thighs, and took the left handle again. Carla rose beside her. The shade was already shorter; the sun had climbed.

Two more huts to go.

Carla gripped her handle. The cart creaked forward, water sloshing, wheels finding the path between the palms once more. The sea flashed beside them, bright and indifferent, as they disappeared back into the green.
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The Water Run wasn’t every day. Small mercies.

Monday had been brutal with Lisha, but Tuesday and Wednesday she was back inside the settlement: sacks of rice to the market stalls, crates of beer to the little bars, the same short loops she had done her first week.

Those days she still had to kneel and wait at every doorway to hand over the bags. And while she hated having to kneel before the ‘free’ people, it felt like rest to her compared to pulling the heavy cart with jerrycans through the jungle.

Thursday morning Juma handed her the same six jerrycans, the same crate of lamp oil, and waved her off, this time on her own, without Lisha.

Carla stared at the loaded cart and felt her stomach sink. She set off while the sun was still low, but the moment the path gave way to soft white sand, the wheels sank deep.

She leaned forward and pushed the handlebar with her thighs and shoulders straining. Her red hair was soon plastered to her sweat-slick breasts and back.

The turquoise water glittered a few metres away, palms leaned over the curve of the beach, and the warm golden light poured down on her naked skin with nothing to stop it.

Every step was a fight against the sand that sucked at the wheels.
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Hours later she rolled the empty cart into the yard, legs shaking, tracker already buzzing its low warning inside her, a warning that she was running late. She parked the cart, wiped sweat from her eyes, and stepped into the office.

She parked the cart, stumbled to the shower, rinsed off in thirty seconds, then lowered herself onto the sybian with nothing left to give. The magnetic tug locked home. The orange light blinked on.

After the recharge finished, she rose and headed off to the storage room. Sleep. Finally.

“Carla,” Juma’s voice stopped her at the doorway. He was leaning against his desk, arms folded, a lazy smile on his face. He held up the cuffs and the short chain leash.

Her stomach dipped, but she walked over without a word. She knew what this meant, and she tilted her head up so he could attach his leash to her collar. Then, she turned around and offered her hands on her back for the handcuffs.

After they had tightened around her wrists, she heard Juma’s friendly voice, “Come.”

The walk to his house felt endless, barefoot on the cooling dirt, the chain tugging gently with every exhausted step. Carla could barely put one foot in front of the other as Juma tugged her leash along the path to his house. He was in a good mood, humming, asking how the Water Run had gone, whether the fishermen had given her any trouble, but she only managed single-word answers. Her whole body felt like it had been wrung out and left in the sun.

As soon as they arrived at his hut, he pushed her forward over the back of the couch, bending her over at the waist. He didn’t bother uncuffing her. He just kicked her feet wider and pressed forward. She felt him sliding along her slit once, twice, missing the spot.

With a low, impatient sound he reached down, hooked both thumbs just below her entrance, and pulled upward and apart. The sudden tug on tender skin made her groan — half surprise, half discomfort — but it opened her perfectly. He pushed in on the next try, slow and deliberate, a satisfied sigh leaving his throat as he sank all the way home.

Carla’s breath caught. He hadn’t even bothered using the tracker to vibrate her first. He hadn’t done anything to arouse her. Yet her body had opened for him without hesitation. She felt how she was quickly getting moist and expanding. She realized that this was because she had just spent an entire recharge cycle being vibrated on the sybian. Her body was still ready from that.

At the same time, the daily ritual on the sybian had trained her to be comfortable displaying her sexuality before these men. The idea of being used sexually no longer made her clench or resist.

And as she felt the handcuffs tugging at her wrists, she realized that she had her body trusted him. He had leashed her, cuffed her, locked her away, and controlled the device implanted inside her. Yet, apart from that single demonstration shock on the day of implantation, he had never inflicted deliberate pain. Her body trusted him because it knew he could make her suffer with impunity if he wanted to, but he never did. On some deep, involuntary level, her body had registered that restraint as safety, and it was that unspoken trust that made it open to him so readily.

Juma took her hard and fast, while Carla rested her cheek on the cushion, red hair spilling everywhere, and relaxed into a half-daze as she felt the steady pulse of his thrusts deep within her.

When he finished, he pulled out, zipped up, and unlocked her handcuffs.

“Get yourself cleaned up,” he said, dismissing her with a friendly slap on her butt.

Carla stumbled to the little shower, washed herself on autopilot, and came back to find the table set with takeaway containers of coconut rice and roasted fish.

Juma waved her over.

She sank to her knees beside the couch. In her mind, she grumbled that even after all the sex, she still wasn’t worthy of sitting on the couch. She started eating from the plate he slid toward her.

But she was appeased when Jum brought a plastic tub of tiramisu from his little fridge, and placed it before her on the table with a shy smile.

He nudged the spoon closer, “You liked this last time.”

The first cold, creamy spoonful melted on her tongue, and the resentment shrank, just a little. She ate the rest straight from the tub while he started the movie.

Carla was yawning and sleepy, so he chained her to the bedframe again for the night, sat on the couch, and started a movie. She was asleep before the opening credits ended.
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Sometime in the night, Carla stirred from her heavy sleep when a sudden tug at her neck woke her up.

Her hands drowsily moved to the steel band around her throat, where she adjusted the collar, and gave the chain a gentle pull. The chain clinked softly against the far side of Juma’s headboard, the sound sharp in the quiet darkness. The chain connected to her collar had gone taut, pulled tight, and this is what had awoken her.

Juma had fastened it closer to his side, leaving her with even less room to maneuver.

The aching feet, the endless path, the jerrycans, the knowledge that tomorrow would be the same crept back into her mind.

“I can’t believe I’ll be doing two years of this,” she whispered into the dark.

Juma stirred behind her. He made a low, sleepy sound and slid his arm around her waist, pulling her back against him for cuddling. His breath was warm on the back of her neck, right above the collar.

Carla was already drifting into sleep again when she felt his penis harden against her. He didn’t say anything. He just shifted and began to press a lazy kiss to the skin just above her collar, then another, next to it.

Then, he rolled her gently onto her stomach, and himself atop her, and slowly pushed inside her.

Carla let her face sink into the pillow. She stayed half-asleep, limbs heavy, barely aware of anything except the steady rhythm of him moving in her. The pleasure came anyway, dull and distant. He kept going until he finished with a quiet groan, then settled back down, arm draped over her again.

Carla never fully woke up. She was already gone before he even caught his breath.
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Morning light was already bright when she opened her eyes. Fourteen hours she had slept, Juma told her later, grinning from the couch where he watched some old action movie on his laptop.

Cold fish and rice still sat on the table; he came over to unlock her collar from the chain, so she could leave the bed to have breakfast. She knelt on the floor beside the couch, and ate while explosions flashed across the screen.

Halfway through the movie he pulled her up beside him. She curled against his side, drowsy again, and let him take her a second time—slow, lazy, the laptop still playing in the background. When it was over, she dozed off on the couch.

She woke to the credits rolling. Juma was already stacking plates. She stood, legs stiff, and started helping him clear the table.

“Juma,” she said quietly, scraping rice into a bowl, “the water routes… the roots, the sand… it’s too much. My feet, my legs—could I maybe have some easier days? Just sometimes?”

He didn’t even look up from the sink, but his mouth curved into a small, pleased smile.

“Don’t worry. Nia will do the water runs next week. You’ll get nice, smooth roads.”

She nodded, relief flooding her tired body.

“Thank you.”

He dried his hands, dropped a quick kiss on the top of her head. “Long smooth roads.”
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The next week the post-it notes already directed her further out. The paths were smoother than Salt-Cove, but the distances were longer. Carla hauled sacks of seed and fertiliser down smooth roads to farms and plantations.

Yes, the paths were ‘smoother’ than Salt-Cove, as Juma had promised, but they were still just dirt roads. Carla had not seen a single paved stretch since she arrived on the mainland. Juma had told her once that only the capital had paved roads.

Carla had two plastic bottles with water on her cart, one still half-full from the well near the office.

When they were empty, she refilled them from the clear streams where she saw women and children filling their own pots.

As she passed by the fields, she saw slaves, naked men and women working the rows. She remembered how she had seen many of these farms when she had been taken here on the cattle carrier. Now she was working among them.

Every night she fell onto her mat certain her body had finally reached its limit. Every morning she had recovered just enough to go on.
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On Friday Juma handed her a light load: a few crates of cold beer for Coconut Grove Farm, nothing urgent, just their weekly order. The air was still cool, and her legs were fresh from a good night’s sleep, so Carla made good headway. Because the crates were small and the road smooth, she reached the farm gate earlier than expected.

The farmhands descended on the crates like children on birthday presents, laughing and helping her unload before she could even catch her breath.

One pressed a cold bottle into her hand. Carla was so grateful for this kindness. She didn’t normally drink beer, but she was thirsty and had run out of water a while ago.

She drank it eagerly in the shade of a mango tree, bottle fizzing against her lips, and a few gulps later, the world already felt softer around the edges.

Carla let her eyes wander around. All the female slaves had their hair in tight, neat braids, the kind that kept their hair together no matter how much you sweated or bent over. Practical, she supposed.

The sun began to feel kinder, the collar lighter, and the naked men working the rows looked… selectable. Some of the men were built like bears, others cut and lean, abs catching the light every time they bent or lifted.

In another life, she decided, she would pick the ones with abs. She took another gulp from the bottle. Yes, abs were non-negotiable. As for the rest… girth over length, definitely.
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She imagined herself as some tribal queen on a shopping spree for her new harem of man-servants, picking out the good ones. She almost laughed out loud imagining herself, pointing imperiously: ‘You — fetch me the man-candy with the girthy one.’

Oh, she would be a good queen. She would treat her man-slaves well, she decided. If some men were less well-endowed, she would not hold that against them. They could feed her grapes, fan her with fresh air or massage the feet of their beloved queen. There was a place for everyone at Queen Carla’s court.

Carla couldn’t suppress a giggle.

Some of the female slaves turned to look at her. They were all fit, and their bodies well toned. She looked at their triangles of pubic hair.

She was jealous that they didn’t have to shave like she did. Of course, she had to end up in the one place where she had to stand at attention every morning for a pubic hair inspection as if having red hair was a crime or something. Typical Carla luck. Just like ending up at a company that flushed their inconvenient employees into slavery.

Lisha had mentioned that farm slaves were kept in barns. Did they really lock the slaves in there at night, like livestock?

Her curiosity took her toward the nearest barn. And she saw another slave kneeling, but this one was different. She was white, a young woman with long golden hair kneeling toward a wall of the barn.

Carla stepped closer, until the woman straightened and turned.

Carla froze. Her voice came out a cracked whisper.

“…Melissa?”
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Melissa

[image: Melissa found by Carla]

Carla stood frozen in the barn doorway, dust floating in the shafts of light, the smell of yams and warm earth thick around her. Melissa on her knees, naked, long blonde hair in tight braids, yellow tag glinting in one ear. A little plastic bottle on the ground, half-full of milk. A soft silicone shield pressed to her breast, the faint mechanical whirr of the battery pump.

Their eyes met. Three heartbeats of silence.

“Carla?” Melissa’s face crumpled, with pure, raw joy. She dropped the pump to the ground.

Carla dropped the beer bottle she was still holding. It rolled, fizzed, foamed.

They crashed together, two naked, collared women hugging so hard the breath left their lungs. Carla’s arms around Melissa’s back, Melissa’s face buried in Carla’s neck, both shaking.

“You’re here,” Melissa whispered, voice breaking. “You’re really here.”

“I thought I’d never see you again,” Carla managed, half-laughing, half-crying.

They pulled back just enough to look at each other. Melissa’s breasts were heavy, nipples dark and wet, a faint sheen of milk on her skin. When Melissa hugged her again, the wetness smeared across Carla’s own chest. Carla didn’t care. Melissa wiped her eyes with the back of her wrist.

“Look at us. Collars, no clothes, and I’m milking myself like a bloody cow.”

Carla’s eyes went to the bottle, the pump, the wet shine on Melissa’s breasts. The sweet smell of milk hit her a second later. Melissa saw the question before Carla asked it.

“You’re… lactating?” The word came out as a cracked whisper.

“Yeah. Markus decided The Slave Academy was getting too expensive. Victor had an idea. So they injected some hormone pellet into my butt, and here we are.”

“What!?”

She tapped the plastic bottle with one finger. “Six times a day now.”

Carla’s mouth opened, closed. “He did this to you to save money?”

“That’s what he said.” Melissa’s voice cracked. “Then one evening, after my shift at the milk bar, they just chained me into the farm coffle, and loaded me in the cattle truck with the others from here. I have been kept here ever since. No explanation. No goodbye. Nothing.”

Carla stared, horror rising in her throat. “He just… left you here?”

Melissa gave a tired laugh that didn’t reach her eyes. “Not completely. They still take me to The Slave Academy three days a week to drill more obedience into me.”

Carla’s mouth opened. “But you’re here milking yourself…”

“Exactly,” Melissa said. “I work the farm and the milk bar to pay for my own training at the Academy — so they can make me a better slave for Markus. How sick is that?”

Carla felt sick. “That’s… they’re making you work for your own—”

Melissa cut her off with a shrug. “Welcome to Grabesh.”

Carla stared, horror rising in her throat. “So he just… left you here like this?”

Melissa shrugged again, eyes on the dirt. “Looks like it. I guess until Victor tells Markus that I am subservient enough.”

Carla’s mouth opened, closed. She had nothing. They sat in silence a moment, the weight of it settling between them.

Melissa managed a tired smile. “Your turn.”

Carla gave a shaky laugh. “I pull a cart to make deliveries. Barefoot. Every day.”

“I have to do farm work, when I’m not, well, livestock myself.”

“Every morning I have to shave myself and stand at Attention while this sixty-year-old creep checks for red stubble.”

Melissa raised an eyebrow. “Every morning?”

“Every morning.”

“Wow.”

Melissa pulled back first, eyes shining. “I live in a barn.”

Carla let out a ragged laugh. “They lock me in a cage on most nights. In a storage room. With three other girls.”

They both laughed then, the kind of laugh that hurts.

Melissa wiped her eyes. “My barn has a cage too. Same thing, bigger space.”

Carla shook her head, still grinning through tears. “At least you stay in one place. I get chased all over the bay, barefoot, pulling a cart like a bloody donkey.”

Melissa’s smile faded a little. “You get to see the sea. The village. All kinds of places. I see this farm. And the milk bar when they take me there. This is my world now.”

Carla’s grin died completely. “Yeah,” she said quietly. “I get to see everything. And if I’m late, the thing inside me shocks me until I can’t stand.”

Melissa stared. “Inside you?”

Carla’s voice dropped. “I’ve got a tracker inside me. If I’m late, it shocks me.”

Melissa stared. “Inside you? It shocks you… there?”

Carla nodded.

Melissa let out a slow breath. “Whoa. I thought the milking was bad.” She gave a broken laugh. “You win.”

They dragged themselves to the nearest stack of yam crates and sat on one of them. Their fingers remained locked together as if letting go would make the other disappear like a heatstroke dream.

Melissa touched the steel band around Carla’s neck. “Still can’t believe this is real.”

Carla’s fingers brushed the yellow tag in Melissa’s ear. “Cattle get tags.”

Melissa’s mouth twisted. “Yeah. Cattle.”

Silence for a moment, just breathing.

Melissa broke the silence first. “You said you spend most nights in the cage. What about the others?”

Carla shrugged. “When the boss decides he wants company, he takes me home with him.”

Melissa’s face softened with worry. “Oh no! Are you okay?”

Carla gave a small, tired laugh that didn’t reach her eyes. “Oddly enough… yeah. He doesn’t hurt me. He just… takes me. Chains me to the bed, does what he wants, falls asleep. I don’t even fight it, and…” She trailed off, and glanced away. “Oddly enough, it doesn’t feel bad. That’s the part I can’t understand.”

Melissa nodded slowly, mulling this over. “Markus used to do the same. He stayed at a resort. He would pick me up from The Slave Academy for a few days, have his way with me, and bring me back after a few days. I kept thinking, how is this happening. He knew me back in England when I was free. He should know this is wrong. But he never accepted that and did it anyway. I hated that.”

Carla looked at her hands. “My ‘owner’ is different. He’s from here. And he has only ever known me as a slave. To him, I’m just… a slave he happens to fancy.”

Melissa gave a soft, bitter laugh. “A slave he has the hots for.”

Carla’s mouth twitched. “Oh yeah. A lot.”

They both let the silence sit for a moment.

Melissa nodded slowly. “Maybe because here it fits the rules. Your owner isn’t doing anything wrong by Grabesh standards. He’s just… using what’s his.”

Carla stared at the dirt. “And it feels better than anything I ever had back home. Way better. I thought it was supposed to be the other way round.”

Melissa tilted her head. “You have a boyfriend back home?”

Carla snorted. “One guy. One night. When I moved out from home, I wanted to know what the fuss was about. It was… fine. Awkward. Nothing special.” She shrugged. “I figured I just needed to be in love for it to be good. But I don’t even like my so-called ‘owner,’ and I don’t want to be chained down. But somehow it feels great doing it with him. Better than back home.”

They both let out a short, broken laugh.

“Funny how that works.” Melissa squeezed her hand. “Back home you weren’t supposed to do it at all, weren’t you?”

Carla exhaled. “Yeah, that is how I was raised.”

Melissa squeezed her hand. “Here, we have no choice. We are slaves.”
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A rough voice boomed from the barn door. “Melissa! Where’s your milk? You’re late!”

Melissa’s head snapped up. The colour drained from her face.

Carla’s heart slammed against her ribs.

“I’ve got to go,” Melissa whispered, already scrambling to her feet. She grabbed the pump bottle, hands shaking. “Come back. Please. Try to get this route again.”

“I will,” Carla said. “I promise.”

Melissa gave her one last fierce squeeze of the hand, then turned and hurried toward the voice.

Carla picked up the dropped beer bottle, tucked it into the cart, and started back down the path at a fast walk. She had stayed too long; the tracker would be buzzing its warning soon if she didn’t hurry.
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Carla couldn’t stop seeing Melissa on her knees with that pump. When the path finally curved out of sight of the farm, she spotted the small lake tucked behind the palms and veered toward it without thinking. The water lay flat and clear, lily pads drifting, dragonflies flicking above the surface. No one around. Just quiet and shade and the soft lap of waves on sand.

She was glad — so glad — to have found her friend again. But the picture of Melissa milking herself like that… it sat in her stomach like a stone.

She sank onto a flat rock at the edge, let her feet dangle in the cool water, and finally let herself breathe.

She sat there longer than she should have. Melissa’s words continued to circle in her head. The pump. The bottle. The tag. The cage. How she had said, “here, we have no choice. We are slaves.” A shiver ran down Carla’s spine, remembering it. There was something final about hearing this calmly being said by a friend. Carla wondered if the reason the sex with Juma was so good was because as a slave she had no other choice than to oblige him. Her lack of choice switched off the nagging voice of conscience in her mind and allowed her to enjoy the sex with him. Carla wondered if this is what had held her back from enjoying lust more all these years.

The first low buzz of the tracker jolted her back. She was late.

Carla scrambled up, grabbed the cart handles, and pushed hard, the wheels humming faster on the packed dirt.

She still had a long way to go.
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Carla rolled the empty cart into the yard as the last light faded from the sky. The tracker had been buzzing its low warning for the last ten minutes, each pulse sharper than the last. She parked the cart, legs shaking, and hurried into the office.

Carla’s stomach dropped. The sybian was occupied. She felt panic rising in her. Nia was sitting on the charger. Eyes closed, breathing slow, the orange light glowing steady.

“Nia — I’m late. I need it now.”

Nia opened her eyes, startled. “I can’t get off. You know that. It’s locked until the cycle ends.”

“How long?” Carla’s voice cracked. The buzz between her legs was already climbing, urgent.

“I only just started. A few minutes ago.”

Carla spun, scanning the room. Empty. No Rafiki, no Juma, no one. “Where is everyone?”

Nia glanced toward the door. “They left for the market a while back. But the janitor might be out back.”

Carla ran off, the tracker’s buzz turning into a steady throb that promised real pain any second. She found the janitor leaning against the wall, cigarette glowing in the dusk.

“Please,” she gasped, voice cracking, “I’m late — the tracker. Switch it off. Please.”

The janitor frowned, took a slow drag on his cigarette, and looked her up and down. “That’s not how a slave talks to a free man.”

Carla’s heart lurched. She dropped to her knees on the rough gravel before him, eyes on the ground. “Please, Sir,” she tried again, voice shaking, “I’m late. The tracker — please switch it off.”

The janitor took another slow drag on his cigarette and squinted at her like she was speaking a foreign language. He scratched his chin, thinking. “You need to mount the charger in the office,” he said finally, as if imparting words of wisdom. “That’s how it stops.”

Carla’s hands clenched into fists. “Nia’s already on it! I can’t — it’s about to go off any second. Please!”

“Oh,” he said. He took one last puff, and flicked the cigarette away. “Right. Juma showed me once. I can do it from the phone.”

Carla’s heart slammed against her ribs. The buzz between her legs was already climbing, sharp and urgent.

“No panic,” he muttered. “Phone’s in my bag.” He stood calmly, stretched, and ambled toward the shed door.

Carla followed, legs shaking, sweat pouring down her back. Every second felt like a minute.

He rummaged in a dirty canvas bag, pulled out the phone, and held it to his thumb. Nothing. He wiped the screen on his shirt, tried again. Still nothing. “Damn grease,” he grumbled, squinting as he read the prompt aloud under his breath, “Password.” Then he started tapping numbers, mouthing them as he went. “One… two… three… four… five.”

The first real shock hit.

“Arrgh!” Carla doubled over, knees buckling, a strangled cry ripping out of her. Fire exploded between her legs, spreading up her spine. Her thighs clamped together involuntarily, trying to stop the next wave, but there was no stopping it. Another shock, then another, each one worse than the last. “Please, Sir! Make it arrrrgh, stop!”

“Relax, girl,” he said, fumbling with his phone. “Stings a bit, that’s all. Doesn’t do any real harm. Now where is this app, where is it…” she faintly heard him mumble, “…ah, here, ‘PainPal,’ here we go…”

She dropped to the dirt at his feet, shaking, tears mixing with sweat, barely able to breathe.

“Breathe,” he told her. “It just tingles the nerves to make you feel bad, but it doesn’t hurt you properly.”

Carla gasped for breath. Another wave of pain came, and she was helpless to stop it. The tracker was in her, out of reach.

“Ok… ‘Home Register,’ yes, that is it.” The janitor finally tapped the screen.

The buzzing stopped.

Carla stayed on the ground, chest heaving, the pain still echoing through her body. She had never felt so small, so helpless, so completely at someone else’s mercy.

“You okay now, girl?” The janitor crouched beside her, cigarette forgotten.

Carla swallowed, tasting dirt and tears. “Yes, Sir,” she whispered from the ground. “Thank you, Sir.”

Footsteps crunched on gravel. Rafiki appeared in the doorway, arms full of delivery bags, frowning at the scene. “What happened here?”

The janitor straightened, shrugging. “White girl came running. Tracker went off. Took me a minute to find the app.”

Rafiki dropped the bags and looked down at Carla curled on the dirt.

He nodded, slow and knowing. “Yeah, I knew this would happen. Those soft little white feet can’t take the long runs like our girls. Local stock keeps going. These white slaves are just too fragile.”

The janitor gave a short laugh. “Sensitive to pain too. Screamed like she was about to be cooked.”

Rafiki snorted. “I keep telling Juma he got her cheap for a reason. He can’t push her like that.”

He glanced at Carla again. “Tomorrow easier routes. She needs to recover.”

Carla had managed to push herself up to a kneeling position while they talked, breathing steadier now.

She managed a whisper. “Do I… still have to charge tonight?”

He snorted. “Battery lasts two weeks easy. Skip it. Just don’t be late again.” Rafiki waved a hand at her. “Shower. Then off to your cage.”

“Yes, Sir.”

He picked up his bags and walked off.

The janitor lit another cigarette and followed.

Carla stayed there a moment longer, breathing in the dust, before she dragged herself up and limped toward the outdoor shower.
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Carla collapsed onto her thin mat, every muscle aching, the echo of the shocks still throbbing between her legs.

Tomorrow would be another long day.

But tonight, as sleep finally pulled her under, one thought pushed through the ache.

Melissa.

She had found her friend. She was not alone anymore. The smallest smile touched her lips before the darkness took her.
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Melissa going to sleep in her cell


The Tourist Route

Morning light filtered through the bars of the storage room cage. Carla lay on her thin mat, still sore from yesterday’s shocks and the long run.

She rolled onto her side and muttered, “Two years of this… I still can’t believe it.”

Lisha yawned. Her sleepy voice drifted over, “You keep saying ‘two years.’ Never heard of time limits on slavery.”

Carla pushed up on one elbow. “It’s real. It’s a sentence, like prison. They will let me go after that.”

Lisha rubbed her face. “Prisoners get out. Slaves don’t.”

Nia’s quiet voice came from the corner. “Free people would never let themselves be collared and sold.”

Carla opened her mouth to argue — No, it’s real. Kofi and Musa had two years too… Then she hesitated. Lisha and Nia were just slaves. They wouldn’t know how the law worked. Then she remembered Kofi’s shrug, Musa’s smirk, the way they’d said “two years is just a suggestion to them.” Even they hadn’t sounded sure. She closed her mouth.

When she looked up, she saw it: the quick, pitying glance Lisha and Nia shared. They thought she was making it up. Or worse, that she believed a fairy tale, and they didn’t have the heart to break it to her.

The door to the storage room rattled, and the janitor came in. He slid the tray through the bars — four plastic bowls of thick maize porridge, a spoon stuck in each, a small dollop of bean stew on top.

Carla took hers and stirred it without enthusiasm. Same as every morning now. It filled the stomach, kept her legs moving all day, but the taste had already gone from “okay” to “whatever.”

Carla sat up slowly, took her share, and ate in silence. She decided she wouldn’t bring up the two years again.
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Rafiki sat at his desk, papers spread in front of him.

Carla stepped into the office, assumed the Attention position beside his chair — feet apart, hands locked behind her head, elbows out — and waited.

He finished writing a line, set the pen down, and went over to her. His fingers slid over her vagina, first with the grain, then against it, checking for any trace of red stubble. He moved to her armpits and did the same. He gave a short nod. Clean enough. He sat back in his chair and studied her for a moment.

“From today you do the tourist cottages,” he said. “Short tours. Pretty places. Lots of white guests there. They will like being served by one of their own. It will make them feel at home.”

He gave a small, satisfied smile. “See? I look after my girls. It’s an easier route, and you get to be with your people for a change.” He leaned back, folding his hands over his belly, satisfied with his own generosity.

Carla feels the floor drop out from under her, but all she can do is nod. “Yes, Sir,” she said. “Thank you, Sir.”

He gave a small nod and waved a hand toward the door. “That’s all. Off you go.”
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Carla set off on the tourist route, cartwheels humming on the packed dirt.

Carla sighed at the thought of having to serve white people as a slave. She had grown used to being naked among the Grabesians — to them her nakedness was ordinary, just another slave, and that had made it feel almost normal sometimes. But with the white tourists it would be different. They wouldn’t see just another slave. They’d see a naked Western girl, pale and out of place, and that made her feel stripped all over again.

But maybe there was an opportunity here. Western people might be more likely to help her. They would see that her enslavement was wrong, and maybe she could use that to get help.

It turned out, however, that the ‘lots of white guests’ Rafiki had told her about had been an exaggeration. She didn’t meet a single one on her first day. The cottages that day all had Grabesians in them. Many of them were likely tourists from some other part of the country. Others probably just lived there. Lots of them had families. They took the bags without a second glance, same as any delivery in the settlement.

Part of her bristled at Rafiki’s words, treated like she was too fragile, too soft to handle real work, inferior to the local girls.

Yes, the tourist route was easier on her body and she was grateful for it. It was close by the Tribal Dispatch office, there was lots of shade along the way, and the road was wide and smooth, making the cart easy to pull. Carla felt the relief in her feet and back. She didn’t miss the Water Run with its stints through the jungle with its roots and the sandy beaches that made the wheels of her cart sink. Sometimes she thought of Melissa. Melissa had it worse, stuck on the farm all day.

But every time the tracker gave its low warning buzz between her legs, she felt how strictly controlled she was. She hated the thing more each day, hated how it made itself known to her with its buzzes, hated that she was at the mercy of this little device implanted into her most private place.
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One afternoon Carla knocked twice on the door of a hut, placed the plastic bags on the ground and dropped to her knees on the warm stone, waiting for the customer to take delivery.

The door opened. A man stood there — middle-aged, tanned, with the kind of tired eyes that came from too many bad days. He stared down at her, mouth opening slightly.

Carla kept her eyes on the stone between her knees. “Your delivery, Sir.”

He took the bags, then hesitated. “You’re not from here,” he said, voice low with surprise. “You’re white like me.”

Carla nodded without looking up.

He hesitated. “So… you’re really a slave? Or is this some kind of role-play thing? Not judging, live and let live, that’s my motto.”

She shook her head. “No. It’s real. I have not chosen this. I was tricked and sentenced to enslavement.”

He crouched down next to her and reached out to inspect her collar. He pulled the D-ring of her collar upward which forced Carla’s head to look upward.

Carla’s throat tightened as the steel pressed into her skin. She didn’t dare push his hands away, too used was she to Rafiki’s inspections.

He read the inscription on the plastic sleeve aloud. “Carla, TD Slave, ID: 04.” He pushed her hair aside to see the collar where it wasn’t covered by the sleeve.

“Property of the State,” he read aloud. He traced her collar with his finger. “It is hallmarked with their crest,” His eyes widened. “This looks very official. This isn’t a game, is it?”

“No,” Carla whispered. “They framed me. Fake drugs charge. Please help me — they keep me naked, make me work all day, and lock me in a cage at night. You can’t imagine the things they do to me. I need help.”

The man stood up again, shaking his head in disbelief. He rocked back on his heels. “How is this possible? A nice white girl like you. You’re one of us. They can’t just—”
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“I was set up,” Carla said, the words tumbling out. “Tara, I mean my boss, planted cocaine. She got me enslaved because I know things about the company that would get them into trouble. Can you help me? Nobody at home knows that I’m here. Please, someone has to tell them! Can you give them a message?”

The man looked at her, pondering her words.

Carla risked the question. “May I stand, Sir?”

He nodded, still dazed, “Ah, yes, of course, dear.”

She rose, legs stiff, and instinctively covered her breasts and her vagina as she faced him. He listened while she told the short version — the arrest, how she was framed, the judge, the two years, “…and I’ve been a slave here ever since,” she concluded her story.

He rubbed his face, then stroked her arm gently. “Ah, you see, dear, facilitating an escape is a crime here. I read about it before coming. Letting you call people without your owner’s permission would be seen as helping you with an attempt to escape. Very strange customs, but best to respect local laws when you’re in a foreign country. I’m sorry, but I can’t risk getting involved.”

Carla sighed and felt her heart sink.

He took her hand. “If you want, I could talk to your owner. You seem nice, and I’d be willing to buy you for a fair price.”

Carla stared at him. “To free me?”

“No, sorry if that was unclear. I’m not rich enough to buy slaves just to set them free. Besides, If you have been sentenced to this, then I doubt I could just set you free anyway. I mean, I’ve been thinking about getting a girl for the house. Light work, some personal services — nothing like this cart business. You’re more my type than the local ones.”

“You want to buy me to keep me as your slave?” Carla looked at him with incredulity.

“It was just a thought, dear. I’ve heard from a few others here that there is this place, Mutual Mastery, where slaves can be rented. Maybe I should check there. Have you heard about it?”

“No, Sir,” Carla took her hand out of his. Why would she know about slave rental options? She managed a whisper. “I have to go, Sir.”

Carla picked up her cart and walked to the next cottage on her list. The encounter had been chilling. She understood he had meant his offer as a kindness. But for a moment she had really thought he would help her. He had seemed to be normal.
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A few days later, Carla knocked twice on a hut in a tourist resort. It was a beautiful place with multiple huts arranged around a pool in the center. A couple was relaxing on recliners under the shade of beach umbrellas. Someone was swimming laps in the pool while an attendant on a chair was watching. Carla the bags on the ground, then dropped to her knees on the hot stone.

Silence.

Not all deliveries were made using the cart. Often times, customers ordered meals to be brought to them. In those cases, Carla would pick up the food from a vendor and deliver it to a house. Since she was no longer doing deliveries further away, she was available for these types of deliveries more often now. It was easy work, but customers wanted the food delivered quickly, and Tribal Dispatch was happy to oblige by setting her tracker for a shorter time. In this case, it was a bag with a few bottles.

Carla heard footsteps — fast, wet flip-flops. A man in dripping swim trunks rounded the corner, towel slung over one shoulder, eyes lighting up when he saw her.

“Ah, parfait! The beer!” He looked at Carla. “How exotic! Grabesh never ceases to surprise. Awww, where did they find a girl like you, chérie?”

“I was tricked, Sir. I shouldn’t be here.”

He crouched down, took her hair in his hand and asked with a smooth French lilt, “Oh, but you should! You look marvellous! Do they have many white ones?”

Carla stiffened, but she didn’t remove his hand, and remained kneeling. She replied, “No, Sir, I’m the only one,” while keeping her gaze on the ground before her.

He stroked from her shoulder down her back, “Mhmm, that is smooth soft skin. Much softer than the local ones.” He leaned in a little closer, inhaling near her shoulder. “You smell different,” he murmured. “Nicer than the local girls. Like home.” Then he pressed a kiss to her shoulder, right beside the collar. Carla shuddered as she felt the quick flick of his tongue against her skin. What a pervert he was.

He took the bag, then turned to the pool attendant lounging nearby. “This one — is she available for rent?”

The attendant quickly glanced at Carla. “No, Sir. She is a delivery slave. She does not belong to us.”

The man clicked his tongue, disappointed. “Pity. The black ones are ok, but it would be nice to switch it up sometimes.”

The attendant shrugged. “If she speaks to you without permission, you can have her whipped. They should not be talking to people here.”

Carla’s stomach flipped. What an awful place this was. Carla bolted to get away from there. She missed Melissa. The only person who really understood. She’d even take the long farm run again if it meant seeing her friend even for a short chat.
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A week later, in the early evening, Carla knocked twice on the door of one of the nicer and larger wooden huts, set the bags down, and dropped to her knees.

It was another food delivery. She had been on the sybian recharging from the last one, when this order came in. Juma had to release her manually from the charger so she could get off. This happened often in the evening when more people ordered their dinner as takeaways, and she did frequent runs to deliver their food.

Carla had brought a warm insulated pizza bag in one hand and a plastic bag with two bottles of Coke and a pack of chips in the other. She set them on the ground in front of the door and dropped to her knees on the warm stone.

The door opened to two attractive women in their late twenties — tanned, matching linen sundresses, phones already in hand, filming everything like they were making some kind of travel video.

They stared, shocked to see a white woman like them kneeling naked and collared for a delivery. Sympathy flooded their faces. They wanted to help — by “raising awareness,” of course. A video for their followers would make such an impact.

Carla didn’t care how. For once, someone wanted to actually help her. And these girls weren’t perverts asking to rent or buy her.

Footsteps behind them — wet flip-flops on wood.

The first woman’s boyfriend appeared, swim trunks dripping, towel over his shoulder.

He stopped dead when he saw Carla kneeling naked and collared.

“What the—”

The women turned, phones still recording. “She’s a slave,” one whispered. “Can you believe that? Framed and sentenced to this.”

His face went pale. He watched the screen for a second, then shook his head fast.

“We can’t post this,” he said quickly. “Platforms ban trafficking content. Instant demonetisation, maybe even an account strike.”

The women hesitated.

He glanced at Carla and sighed. “Come in. Stand up. Just… come in.”

Carla rose, legs stiff, and stepped over the threshold. The guy took her gently by her arm, guiding her in and put his arm around her while the girls brought in the pizza and the coke bottles. The cool tiles in the hut felt strange under her bare feet after the hot stone. Carla looked around the hut. It was primitive but quite large. She saw multiple rooms branching off from the corridor. A nice place to spend a vacation, she thought. She couldn’t believe she was kept in a cage herself while nice places like this were close by.

Inside, there was a spacious dining area. The girls put the food on the table. Another young man sat at a table with a laptop, the second girl’s boyfriend, Carla assumed. The smell of pizza began to fill the room as they opened the pizza boxes. The young man glanced up from his laptop, frowned at the phones and Carla standing there.

“What’s going on?” he asked.

After being given a quick summary, the guy looked at them. “Wow,” he said. “But guys, remember, this is a sponsored stay. They didn’t invite us to do a documentary on slavery.”

The women’s faces fell. Phones lowered.

“I know,” the first guy said who was holding Carla. “We won’t film any of this. We will help her by calling her family and see if we can get her out of this. None of this will be in the vlogs.”

“And who will be their contact?” The laptop guy asked. “We will end up in the middle of this. We can’t show tropical fun and games while playing part-time slave liberators. We have to pick a lane.”

“It is just a few phone calls. We won’t make any commitments. We’ll let the embassy know, and they will do the rest.” The girls nodded in agreement, looking at the laptop guy.

He still had his arm loosely around her shoulders. Carla stiffened slightly. She shielded her breasts and vagina with her hands. Her old self was resurfacing with the urge to pull away from this guy, but it was a protective gesture, and this guy was currently the only one still advocating for helping her.

“It is never that easy,” laptop guy replied. “There will be follow-ups. And we will be in the middle of it. It will impact our work. And if resorts learn that we criticize them or their culture, they won’t like us. No one books troublemakers, Jack. We have to be professional.”

“But… it’s just a phone call,” Carla desperately interjected. This wasn’t going well. And the guy, Jack apparently, still had his hands around her shoulders. This risked bringing up the girls against her. First, the guy’s girlfriend would turn on her, and then the other girl would too out of solidarity. Carla felt increasingly uncomfortable.

“Guys,” laptop guy continued, “I don’t want to be the bad guy here. I get it, I really do. But there are so many problems in the world. We can’t go around and fix all of them. If we mess this up, if we ruin this, we will have to go back to our nine to five jobs. Is that what you want? Is that what we worked so hard for? We have jobs that others can only dream of, do you want to throw all of that away by alienating our sponsors?”

The first girl, who she assumed was this guy’s girlfriend, came with a large towel. Carla was nervous. She wanted to cover up, but she had lived as a slave for so many weeks now. She knew she was not permitted to cover herself. She could be punished for that. But these guys wouldn’t tell anyone. And it would give her a pretense to get out of this guys hold of her shoulders.

The first woman glanced at a pizza box on the table. She gently pulled Carla away from Jack. “At least have some pizza. We have plenty.”

The man at the laptop agreed. “Yes, come and freshen up. I’m so sorry that this happened to you. We also have some coke here. This must be better than the slave food you get.”

This wasn’t going anywhere. If she stayed longer, she risked being late. “Thank you… but I have to go,” Carla said, making her way to the door.

One of the girls said, “Yeah. It really sucks that we can’t be associated with criticizing how things are. But then no third world resort would want us anymore.”

The first boyfriend escorted her out, offering some words of advice, “He is right. But there are other Westerners here… maybe ask them. There are lots of tourists here who can make a few phone calls for you.”
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Carla walked back at a steady pace. The tracker gave off the occasional buzzes, but they were light, meaning she was still well on time.

She daydreamed what it would be like when her sentence was up. Juma would have to bring her back to Bako. Bako would load her on a cattle carrier. She sighed at the thought. One last time on a cattle carrier. They would bring her back to Kivana where her collar would finally be unlocked. Carla stopped for a moment. She touched her collar, felt the hard steel of it against her fingers. She tried to imagine what it would feel like when a court servant would unlock this damned collar from her neck. She could almost feel the breeze against the freshly exposed skin of her neck. She would be given clothes again. And, oh yes, she almost forgot; Juma would have the hated tracker taken out of her. She would be a free woman again. She would not kneel before anyone ever again. When she was with free people, she would remain standing.

Carla continued pulling the cart. As she walked, she daydreamed about what she would do once she was free. She would come back, find these people again, and tell them exactly what cowards they had been for leaving her there.

When she got back, the office was empty for once, no Rafiki at the desk, no janitor sweeping. Carla lowered herself onto the sybian with a small, private sigh of relief. She felt the familiar magnetic tug in her as the dildo made contact, and the hated device in her went silent. The orange light blinked on. There, I’m back. Are you happy now? she thought as if her tracker could hear her. The vibrations started their slow climb. She closed her eyes and let the day settle.

The local deliveries and the tourist route were easier. Short runs, pretty views, plenty of shade. No one had given her a bad rating, so no shocks either. She had done a few more deliveries in the settlement today as well. It had felt almost normal. Physically, this was much lighter work than the Water Run or the long deliveries to outside the settlement.

Yes, she had met a few Westerners. But they were all useless or perverts. Or both. She thought of the influencers with their phones. Carla hoped those clips would never surface online one day.

She heard a strangely familiar sound of footsteps approach from the outside. Then a female English voice, clipped and confident, talking to Juma as they walked.

The door opened. Heels clicked. Carla’s eyes snapped open as she heard Tara’s voice.

“Hello, Carla.”


Tara’s Visit to Tribal Dispatch

Tara stood in the doorway, smiling that same cold smile from the Kivana Islands.

Juma hovered behind them, tone deferential. “Miss Brennan, welcome back to Tribal Dispatch.”

He gestured toward the empty bench. “Something to drink first? Water, coconut juice?”

Carla went rigid on the sybian as she felt Tara’s gaze on her.

“No, thank you,” Tara said smoothly. “I’m just here to collect feedback on the devices.”

Juma nodded quickly. “Of course. Right away.”

Tara stood in the doorway with a professional smile, the same smile she had worn when they had last met, at the dinner on the Kivana islands. Carla didn’t know back then that it would be her last day as a free woman. Or wearing clothes.

“Carla,” she said. “Didn’t think I’d see you again so soon.”

Carla’s voice trembled from her perch on the sybian. Despite her precarious position, she was outraged. “You framed me, Tara! I knew your deals were illegal in Ireland, and you planted that cocaine to shut me up! Now you’re in the slave business as well?” She gestured to her abdomen, her body shifting uncomfortably on the device.

Tara’s eyes didn’t leave Carla’s. “You put me in a difficult position back then. The executives were… unhappy. They saw you as a problem, and I needed a quick solution to put them at ease. You’re part of the solution now.”

Carla stared at her former boss as her words sank in.

Tara added, “Their entire cocaine stash went into fixing it. That stuff is worth a fortune, you know.”

“So you just sold me into slavery?” she whispered, voice cracking. “That’s madness!”

Tara’s tone stayed calm, almost gentle. “I had to protect my future, Carla. Otherwise, the executives would have come for me. And it’s not so bad, is it? They say you’re being treated well.”

Carla’s outrage boiled over. As she stood up abruptly to face Tara, Carla felt the sybian’s dildo disconnect in her with a soft magnetic tug. “It was you who set me up because I found out about your sanctioned sales! Admit it!”

But before Carla could do anything else, a sharp sting erupted inside her. It was the tracker punishing the disconnect. She doubled over, clutching her abdomen, while a groan escaped her as the pain seared through her core. “Look… what you’ve done…” she managed, voice strained. Another jolt hit, knocking her to her knees in submission before Tara, her naked body trembling on the office floor. Tara watched with a raised eyebrow, while Juma nodded approvingly.

Reluctantly, Carla scrambled back onto the sybian, slid the dildo in again, and the shocks ceased instantly. She sat there, flushed and frustrated, the orange light resuming its glow while the sybian’s hum vibrated through her trembling body.

Juma turned to Tara. “See? The shocks really do motivate slaves well. Got her back on even when she had other plans.”

Tara nodded, her smile returning. “Impressive. Celtic Circuits will be pleased.”

She turned to Carla. “It’s only for two years, Carla. Hang in there, once you’re out, Celtic Circuits will have covered their tracks, the executives should have calmed down again, and we should be able to work something out.”

“Only two years? Do you know what they do to me here? Look at me. I’m being kept naked! I have to demean myself like this every day! Do you think this is normal?”

Tara shrugged. “We don’t make the rules here. You agreed to come to this country. It’s a different culture.”

“You guys made the trackers! You are no better than these people!”

Tara turned to Juma and Rafiki while adjusting her tablet. “How are the devices performing? Any discomfort?”

Carla’s cheeks burned. “Discomfort? It’s torture! You’re monsters. You expect me to help you now?”

“I was asking them,” Tara nodded to Juma and Rafiki who looked at Carla disapprovingly. Carla sighed and looked away.

Rafiki snorted from behind his desk. “Discomfort? No, the girls are fine wearing it. We had a bit of drama with this one,” he said, pointing at Carla still stuck on the charger. “She was late once. The tracker shocked her so bad she screamed like a monkey being castrated.”

Tara raised an eyebrow. “Does that happen with the other slaves?”

Rafiki shook his head. “No. The local girls know better.”

Tara nodded knowingly. “Carla’s always been a bit of a drama queen when it comes to deadlines. Some things never change.”

She mulled it over a bit. “If she has lower pain thresholds, we could calibrate her profile in the PainPal app.”

“Why not leave it as is?” Juma asked. “There is no harm done.”

Carla shot him an angry look, but didn’t dare say anything. Juma didn’t notice.

Tara looked at him. “Whips require a man to swing them. The tracker works constantly — no guard needed. That’s why it’s more effective. But constant high intensity causes cortisol spikes — reduces long-term compliance, increases stress-related injury risk, lowers resale value. The dose makes the poison. A well-disciplined slave is a productive slave.”

Juma shrugged. “Fine. Do what you need.”

Do what you need, she thought indignantly. How sweet. The man who chained her to his bed for his evening entertainment just handed her over for a tune-up. Because nothing says ‘I care’ like letting your favourite bed warmer’s ex-boss turn up the voltage on her womb-zapper. Romance was really dead in Grabesh.

She tapped her tablet. “Stopping recharge cycle now.” To Carla, she said, “You can get off now.”

Carla hesitated, then rose warily, just enough to feel the magnetic tug as the dildo detached from the tracker inside her, but not enough for it to slide out of her vagina, as if her body wanted to stay close in case the shocks resumed. After a moment of frozen tension, she felt safe enough. She let it glide out of her and rose fully to her feet. She walked over, instinctively crossing one arm over her breasts, the other hand shielding her sex.

She stood before Tara, unsure what to do next. She looked over the table and saw Rafiki frowning at her.

Carla sighed. Yes, she was not allowed to stand when among free people. She was almost used to it now, but Tara’s presence had made her fall back into her old ways. Her stomach knotted, but she lowered her arms and sank to her knees before Tara.

Carla caught the faint whiff of her perfume and looked up at her. Tara was only a few years older than her. Carla had envied her climb of the corporate ladder, and had wished to follow her example. But here she was, collared and naked on her knees, while Tara looked sharp and successful as ever.

Tara glanced down at her, eyebrows raised in brief surprise, then returned to her tablet without comment.

“Ok, let’s get started,” she said. “Rate the pain from 1 to 10 when you feel it.”

A low shock pulsed inside her — short, sharp. Carla gasped and shot Tara an angry look. “Three… four…”

As Tara took notes on her tablet, Carla’s fists tightened. “I can’t believe you guys would develop something like this.”

Tara shrugged. “It wasn’t that hard, actually. It has been adapted from existing cardiac implants. They already come with GPS locators and transfer health data, low power. We just tweaked it for Grabesh’s needs. Low-hanging fruit, I’ve been told.”

Returning to the topic at hand, Tara asked, “Would this be appropriate as a quick reminder when the timer runs low or help you refocus you if you were dawdling on a delivery?”

“You expect me to help you improve the punishments?” Carla asked incredulously.

Tara frowned. She paused, voice cooling a fraction. “Please Carla. You’ve already caused me enough trouble with the executives. I wouldn’t be out here in this heat if it weren’t for you.”

“For me?” Carla’s voice cracked with disbelief.

“Yes, you,” Tara said, smile thinning. “They blame me for hiring you. To teach me a lesson, they send me on these field trips in the wilderness.”

“We all have to contribute to make the trackers a success. Your cooperation helps us improve it. This is in everyone’s interest. Including yours.”

Carla was sceptical about that, but there was nothing she could do, so she nodded.

The procedure continued with ever-increasing shocks. Each time, Tara asked Carla for her subjective rating of the pain.

After a nasty shock, Carla bent forward and cupped her abdominal area. “Eight…” Carla groaned her assessment.

“If this was administered for 10 to 20 seconds, would you consider this a fair punishment for a clear failing — say, a poor rating or speaking without permission?”

No, Carla thought, of course not. What a ridiculous question. The idea of that pain stretching on for ten seconds, twenty, made her stomach lurch as her body was still reeling from the brief burst. But she’d be damned if she begged Tara for any kind of mercy. Carla’s fists tightened, breath ragged. “Yes…”

Tara looked at her. “I think you can take more.”

Carla cried out from the sudden sharp pain and how unexpectedly intense it was. She cupped her abdomen instinctively, bent forward, and raised one hand, waving it as if signalling Tara to stop.

Please, make it stop, I can’t take this, she thought desperately.

Rafiki grunted from his desk. “You sure? You techies have no people skills. White girls break easier than you think. We had an incident with her already. Don’t damage her.”

Tara raised an eyebrow. “We calibrate precisely to avoid that.”

Rafiki grunted, unconvinced. “That’s the problem with these invisible punishments. You never know what’s going on. With a whip I see the mark, I know the pain.”

As the pain subsided, Carla panted with relief and exhaustion. “Nine or ten… please…”

Tara turned back to Carla, “Would this suppress any thought of deliberate disobedience — refusal, rebellion?”

Carla nodded, hoping this would be over soon.

Tara looked at Juma. “This is the highest setting. Full power should only be used for a split second, and only when she’s trying to do something truly rebellious that that requires immediate cessation. With good calibration and regular use of the tracker, it should never be necessary. She will be conditioned to never get that far.”

Conditioned to never get that far? Carla thought. Wonderful. New life goal: be so well-behaved, the torture setting never gets used. They really do think of everything when they’re turning people into appliances.

Juma nodded slowly. “Very interesting, Miss Brennan. Thank you for the effort.”

Tara tapped on her tablet. “Profile updated. Baseline lowered by 20%. Less drama, same motivation.”

Juma asked. “I’ve never seen anything like this before. How is the ‘calibration’ used?”

Tara explained, “The engineers at Celtic Circuits are thinking about a feature that allows customized tracker profiles. The amount of shock necessary to elicit the same amount of pain may vary from subject to subject, and calibration should allow them to normalize for that. So if we go forward with this, the level of shocks that each tracker emits is customized to the pain tolerance of the subject. This ensures that each slave gets exactly the right does she requires, leading to the best possible slave experience for all involved.”

Tara tapped on her tablet again. “The calibration allows us to be precise. We can now administer shocks just above the pain threshold for minimal disruption. Observe.”

She triggered one mild test shock.

Carla flinched but stayed composed.

Juma frowned at his own phone. “One thing I don’t get — why do I always have to turn Bluetooth on to change the shock levels or start the vibrations?”

Tara didn’t look up from her screen. “They’re two separate systems. The location reporting is based on tech adapted from cardiac implants. It needs a SIM card to report the location. The shocks and vibrations are a simple local add-on. By interfacing through Bluetooth, they don’t need to share the SIM card. We could integrate them better, so shocking through the cell phone network is possible, but there doesn’t appear to be customer demand for that.”

Juma nodded, satisfied. “Makes sense.”

Carla kept her face perfectly blank as they talked about the device buried in her vagina like she wasn’t even in the room.

Bluetooth for shocks. Cellular for location. They hadn’t even bothered to build a proper integrated system — just slapped some cheap add-on circuits onto a heart monitor and sold it as their slave control device. These people were corrupt at every level, and too lazy to do it right.

She filed the information away like a small, bitter secret. Any scrap of knowledge about the thing they had forced inside her felt like something she might need one day.

“Indeed,” Tara replied. “We are considering developing an update of the PainPal app for smartwatches that would allow you to quick trigger the device. This could be on a nudge button to get a slave’s attention, while another button could be for administering punishment. Such a feature would require this kind of precise calibration to be effective.”

Juma leaned forward, eyes narrowing. “Fascinating.”

Tara pocketed her tablet. “Thanks! This has been useful.”

“Fascinating,” Juma commented.

“Any other feedback before I go?”

Juma smiled. “No. The trackers have been amazing. Thank you, Miss Brennan.”

Rafiki gave him a look that could curdle milk.

Tara turned to leave. “Thank you all for your cooperation.”

Juma smiled. “Want some coconut juice before you go?”

“No, thank you,” Tara said. “I need to get on the road before dark.”

Juma nodded. “Long drive back to Kivana.”

“Oh no, I’m staying at a guesthouse nearby,” Tara said, glancing briefly at Carla with a flicker of annoyance. “More customer visits tomorrow.”

Footsteps echoed as the door closed behind her.
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Carla stayed on her knees, waiting to be dismissed. But no one was paying attention to her.

Rafiki snorted. “Load of nonsense, Juma. These white people selling you their little gadgets to control slaves. What do they know? They don’t even have slaves anymore. All running around free! Some experts you have there.”

He spat to the side. “We’ve had slaves for centuries. Ours don’t even dream of freedom. And you’re bowing and scraping—”

Rafiki bowed his head exaggeratedly, in a mocking falsetto. “Yes, Miss Brennan, thank you, Miss Brennan — oh, how fascinating, Miss Brennan!”

He straightened, sneer deepening. “Like she knows better than us.”

Carla snorted — a quick, suppressed laugh she couldn’t quite swallow.

Both men turned to her, frowning at her inappropriate outburst. Carla tried to smooth her face back into a neutral expression, hoping they would just let this go.

Rafiki’s glare softened a fraction — just a flicker — before he turned back to Juma.

Juma countered, “They have technology that we don’t have. If we cooperate, we might put it to good use, to our own benefit.”

“You have no idea what the tracker does in the slaves.” In a squeaky, high-pitched voice he went on. “‘It’s a six, a seven, eight… yes, I feel appropriately punished…’” Then, dropping back to his normal gravelly voice, “Did you not see that? We are taking their word for it. Letting slaves decide how much they get punished. Absurd.”

That’s not what I sound like, Carla thought, frowning. But no one was paying attention to her.

“It’s called ‘calibration,’ Raffi.”

“With a whip, I know exactly how much pain I’m doling out. My hand will ‘calibrate’ them just fine. I can make every whipping a great ‘experience’ where the slaves get exactly what they ‘need.’ I’ll calibrate them till they howl like hyenas.”

“Come on, old man. No one is taking your whip away. You can still do all of that if you want.”
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Carla was still kneeling on the ground. She couldn’t break position until someone dismissed her. It had been a long day of deliveries, weird people, and Tara to top it off. She felt drained. She had never imagined it possible, but she looked forward to retire to her cage.

“Carla,” Juma finally said.

Carla startled at the mention of her name.

Juma had taken out the handcuffs and was dangling them as if inviting her over.

Her stomach dropped. She remembered her laugh at Rafiki’s joke at Juma’s expense. She wondered if this would come back to bite her now.

Carla rose from the ground, and walked over to him. She turned and offered her arms behind her back for chaining as she had done so many times now. The cuffs clicked tight around her wrists.

Juma attached the chain leash to her collar and tugged gently.

“Come, let’s go.”

As they stepped into the warm evening air and walked the usual path, Carla began to relax. This was just routine. Juma seemed to have forgotten about her unfortunate snort earlier, and started talking about which takeaway they should pick up from the market. Eventually, he settled on getting them grilled goat and beef skewers with some kind of maize porridge and tomato-onion salad in extra containers. He carried the bags in one hand, and held Carla’s leash in the other.

Still, Carla was annoyed. Just earlier Juma had watcher being tortured at Tara’s hands and called it fascinating, allowed Tara to do whatever she needed with her, and how amazing the hated tracker in her was. And now he held her in tow with his leash as if she was some kind of dessert to go with the food he had just bought.

The dinner was good though, and she was hungry. Juma had uncuffed her, and she eagerly ate while her leash dangled from her collar. Definitely one of the upsides of being used as his sex slave, she thought. On those nights she was caged at the Tribal Dispatch office, the slaves weren’t fed any dinner. This was done to ‘calm them down’ for the night, and minimize their use of the bucket.

The ‘coffee cake’ from the Blue Door Bakery as a dessert was almost a tradition now. Her pre-rape treat, as she called it in her mind. But apparently she was too slow to eat it because Juma guided her to his bed when she was only halfway through the tub. He locked her leash to the headboard of his bed and undressed, ready for his own dessert.

Juma pulled her close to him by her leg, and she slid toward him. She turned to her stomach and went on all fours.

Yes, he expected her to spread her legs for him like nothing had happened. She looked at the chain from her leash, how it was locked to the headboard. She felt like one of the animals on Coconut Grove Farm, chained and about to be serviced by a bull. As Jumas’s penis pushed its way into her vagina, Melissa’s words flashed through her mind. ‘We are just slaves. We have no choice.’

She heard Juma’s moaning of enjoyment as he moved his penis back and forth against the walls of her still stiff vaginal walls.

“This is the best,” Juma said, breathing heavily. “The friction while you are still tight.”

As Melissa’s words echoed in Carla’s mind, she felt her resignation loosen her body. Nothing that happened here was up to her, it was up to Juma, her master. And she realized that with no choice came no responsibility. No guilt, even subconscious, to silence the pleasure. That was why the sex with Juma always felt so intense, even though she had no feelings for him.

By now she had become moist, and Juma’s penis was gliding quickly along her slick vaginal walls. He was panting from excitement, and decided it was time for a change, so he turned her over on her back.

But Carla didn’t let him enter him like this. Juma was surprised when she pulled him close to her, and rolled over with him, so she was on top of him. She didn’t quite sit upright, the chain was too short to allow her this, but she sat as upright as she could on his crotch. She wished she could have moved Juma closer to the headboard, so she wouldn’t have to navigate the demeaning chain going taut, but she didn’t want to lose momentum.

She inserted his penis into her vagina and had her way with him. She moved back and forth on him for her own enjoyment, breathing deeply, savoring the moment. Then faster. She felt small sparks of lust emanating from within her near. She bent down and pushed her breasts against him, enjoying the tingles of lust originating from where her nipples touched his chest.

“Fuck… yes,” he muttered beneath her.

She wanted to feel more. On her lips, her tongue. Without a thought, she dove in, mouth open, kissing him hard on his open mouth, wet saliva mixing as their tongues slid against each other while she took in his raw taste.

She continued moving, but it was too slow.

“Do it,” she gasped.

Juma instantly understood what she meant. He moved his penis back and forth within her at a speed she couldn’t have mustered. Carla heard herself moaning.

She didn’t care, she had no choice. And for the first time she felt a freedom in it. She was doing what she was meant to do. And she allowed herself to be absorbed by it. She heard herself breathe heavily, moan and cry out, as she allowed the lust to wash over her. With no self-consciousness and no shame.

Juma’s rhythm stuttered. “Oh… yes,” he muttered, as if convinced he had made a breakthrough with her. He drove into her harder, as if he was trying to make her moan harder.

Carla came hard, thighs shaking, a breathless scream tore free as pleasure flooded her without the usual tinge of shame. A second peak followed almost immediately, and then a chain of orgasms lit up all over her body like a firework, accompanied by a wave of warmth.

Juma finished with a guttural groan, spilling inside her with a shudder. She collapsed on top of him, exhausted and calm, while a satisfied smile curved on his lips.

“That was awesome,” he murmured against her neck with satisfaction. “I knew I could make you scream like that. I have the rhythm that can drive women wild.”

Carla breathed calmly, the aftershocks still rippling through her. She didn’t answer. The leash chaining her to the bed clinked as she turned to eye the tub with the leftover tiramisu on the table. Out of reach for her in her chained state.

In her mind, she recalled Melissa’s words once again: ‘Here, we have no choice. We are slaves.’

And tonight, it had been her enslavement that had freed her to fully experience the lust her body could bring her.


Tourist Days

Carla knocked twice on the villa door, dropped to her knees on the warm stone and placed the bag before her.

The door opened. A middle-aged man stood there, tanned, but with the kind of tired eyes that came from too many bad holidays. He stared down at her, mouth opening slightly.

Carla kept her eyes on the stone. “Your delivery, Sir.”

“You’re… not from here,” he said, voice low, British accent soft with shock. He took the bag automatically, set it inside, then hesitated.

Carla looked up, searching his face. “No, Sir,” she said, voice flat. “I’m from Dublin. Though I seem to have misplaced my clothes somewhere along the way. I’m more of a local attraction these days than a tourist. But I do think my tan is coming along quite nicely.”

He blinked, mouth working soundlessly for a second. “A local… attraction?” he repeated, voice uncertain. “You’re… joking, right? This is some kind of resort act?”

Carla’s mouth twisted — not quite a smile. “I wish I was.”

“So you’re really a slave? You mean… actually a slave? Like you have to do this, you have no choice?”

“Yes. Really. No choice. No clothes. No rights.”

“Wow. You’re… kneeling there like that,” he said, voice soft with something like admiration. “All day, naked, in this heat. It must take a lot of courage.”

Carla’s head snapped up. “Courage?” The word burst out of her, sharp and bitter. “They tortured me for a week to make me do this. Drilled me, shocked me, locked me in a box until I broke. I’m kept in a cage at night. I get shocks if I don’t work hard enough. These people are savages!”

“And the collar?” His fingers twitched, as if wanting to touch it. “That’s real?”

“Locked. I can’t take it off.”

His face went pale.

“Please, you have to help me,” she pleaded. “I have no rights here!”

“Come in,” he said quietly. “Stand up. Just… come in.” Carla rose, legs stiff, and stepped over the threshold. The cool tile felt strange under her bare feet after the hot stone.

He closed the door behind her, glanced out the window like someone might see, then turned back.

He closed the door quickly, as if someone might see. “How…” He swallowed. “How did this happen to you?”

She nodded. “I was framed. Fake drugs charge.”

“That’s…” He rubbed his face. “That’s awful — that’s not right at all.”

Carla saw the pity in his eyes, real pity, and she told him her story. “Please. Call someone. Embassy, police — anyone who’ll listen.”

He pulled out his phone without hesitation. “I’ll try the embassy now.”

He dialled on speaker. Holding music started, tinny and cheerful, then a voice: “Your call is important to us…”

Carla stood there, naked under his gaze, the cool tile no comfort.

He rubbed his face. “You know, when Sally left me, I thought I had lost everything. But when the divorce went through, I actually lost everything. And with the payments I have to make to her every month, I feel a bit like a slave too, you know.”

Try a collar that locks and a cage at night, mate. Then we’ll talk. Carla’s jaw tightened, but she said nothing. But at least he was calling the embassy.

The holding music droned on.

“That’s why I’m stuck in this miserable hut while Sally and her idiot boyfriend fuck like rabbits in the house I’m paying off. They are probably shagging right now. On my old bed.”

Carla sighed inwardly. She would gladly pay for Sally’s shagging marathon in her old bed if it meant she could be released from her collar.

He glanced at her again, voice low. “They seem to know how to keep their women under control in this country.”

Maybe she should add this to her dating profile, she thought. Excellent at being controlled. Better not mention the tracker though, or he’ll order the wombzapper 3000 from Celtic Circuits for his next girlfriend.

He gave a bitter laugh. “She should be a slave here. And her asshole lawyer as well. Then they’d see what it’s like. Not you. You’re one of the good ones.”

The music continued.

“I thought Grabesh would be a cheap escape,” he muttered. “Never imagined this.”

The tracker gave its first low warning buzz.

Carla’s heart slammed. “I have to go — I’ll be punished if I’m late. Please — stay on the line. Get me help.”

He looked stricken. “Punished how?”

“I’ll be shocked. Please — I have to go now.”

“Shocked? Ok, come back this evening. We can talk properly. I’ll help. No one should be a slave to another.”

Carla shook her head, already backing toward the door. “I can’t. They lock us in a cage at night.”

His face fell. “A cage… you said a cage at night? Like an animal?”

She nodded, throat tight. “Every night.” Carla backed toward the door. “I have to go.”

“Ok, I’ll place another order,” he said quickly. “Tomorrow. Same time. So you can come again. I’ll get through to someone. I promise.”

“Thank you.”
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Carla walked away lighter after the encounter.

But the next day didn’t bring her to his house again. Yet the divorced guy’s promise looped in her head. Every time she got a new cart with bags for deliveries, she stopped once she was out of sight from Tribal Dispatch and checked if his address was on one of them.

Nothing.

Still, the spark of hope stayed alive — small, stubborn, refusing to die.

The days blurred into weeks, the tourist route a grind of stone paths, endless kneeling before customers, and the occasional white face.
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Carla noticed how her body had changed during her enslavement. Her feet that had been sensitive now felt thick, almost leathery. The cart felt lighter every week, she was quicker, and even the inclines were easier. She was stronger than she had ever been back home.

Sweat never lingered on her skin. With no clothes to trap it, her sweat evaporated almost instantly. Her body cooled itself efficiently to a comfortable temperature, like it was meant to be naked.

The sun poured into her all day long. She felt alive, alert, buzzing under her skin even when her muscles ached.

A stray leaf grazed the back of her thigh as she passed a low bush. Carla realized how her constant nudity had turned her skin into a live wire into the world. She felt the texture of the sand under her soles, how it was warm against her feet in the sun or cool when it had been in the shadow.

A gust of wind no longer just touched her face, but slid over her back like fingers, brushing the undersides of her breasts, slipping between her thighs and teasing her shaven vagina. Her skin would sometimes tighten into goosebumps and her nipples would harden. It made the strands of her long hair dance over her shoulders and back in a gentle tickle.

It made even the wind feel like an intimate experience.

Her breasts felt tighter now. She remembered how they had bounced with every step when she had only been stripped. But now they felt firmer, higher, as if the constant motion had tightened everything.
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The next week brought more of the same.

Carla knocked on a door, placed the bags on the ground, and knelt behind them to complete the delivery.

The door opened almost instantly. A man in his late fifties, linen shirt hanging open and belly spilling over swim trunks, grinned down at her like he’d ordered dessert.

“Well, well. Looks like the groceries come with a complimentary redhead as a side. Excellent service.”

Carla shuddered but tried to capitalize on the positive sentiment. “Thank you, Sir. If you could leave a five-star rating on the app, it would really help.”

He leaned in so close she could smell the beer on his breath, his eyes fixed on her breast and going down her flat abdomen to her vagina.

A bead of sweat slid down Carla’s spine and pooled just above her tailbone.

He crouched, so they were eye-level, voice oily. “Five stars? Happy to, sweetheart. I’ll give you your stars if you give me my stars.” He winked, and Carla felt his gaze crawl over her like fingers on her breasts. “Catch my drift?”

Disgust surged up her throat. Without a word she stood up and walked away, bare feet slapping the hot stone.

Behind her, she heard him mutter, loud enough to carry: “Man, even here the chicks reject me.”

Carla walked on, cartwheels humming. Every white face so far had been male — middle-aged, tanned, eyes hungry. Not surprising, she thought, glancing down at her naked body. The bay was paradise for men who wanted to see women like this — collared, nude, on display.

She was already a good distance down the path when the tracker began to buzz.

Five stars from the pervert. Carla sighed. No, she thought. Not from this pervert. Carla stopped, clenched her thighs, then forced herself to relax, breathing deep. The humming in her aroused her, she couldn’t stop that. But she continued to breathe purposefully and kept her focus. And eventually, the buzzing within her subsided.

Carla felt relieved. It hadn’t been that hard to dodge it after all. It must have been part of Tara’s calibration. The pain dialed down, and now even the rewards were easier to resist.

Carla began to walk again as the vibration faded away.
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When she stepped out from under palms, the sun would hit her shoulders like a warm hand pressing down on her. The heat soaked straight into her skin, spreading across her breasts, her abdomen, the tops of her thighs. She felt herself warming from the outside in. Then the path would curve into shade, and the sudden coolness felt as if someone had lifted a blanket from her.

What she didn’t like was the steel collar locked around her neck. At the beginning of her enslavement, she had felt the collar prominently on her neck as if drilling home the message into her that she was a slave. Over time, she had almost got used to it. She would even forget about it at times. But it would make itself known when the wind brushed around its edges and traced her skin above and below the skin encircled by it. When she was outside doing her deliveries, the collar reminded her of its presence by heating up uncomfortably when she was in the sun for too long. She would feel the heat from the collar radiating against her neck. In the shade or in the evening the collar would cool, a pleasant sensation, but a reminder of the collar nonetheless. In the mirror on the outdoor facilities at Tribal Dispatch, Carla had looked at her skin under the collar and noticed it was noticeable whiter than the rest of her now tanned skin, as if the collar wasn’t just locked on her, but becoming a part of her.
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Another week, another string of cottages. Another porch, another kneel. The door opened.

A white woman in her late twenties stood there, dark hair tied back in a neat ponytail, clean cotton dress stark against Grabesh’s dusty norm. A silver locket gleamed at her neck, catching the sun.

“Hold on,” the woman said. “Who are you?”

“Carla,” she replied. “Fleet Slave for Tribal Dispatch.” She felt a breeze tease across her breasts and between her legs brushing against her exposed vagina.

The woman flushed as her gaze dropped down, collar, breasts, the bare curve of her hips, before snapping back up.

She gestured to the villa. “Come in — I want to know more.”

Carla hesitated. “I don’t have much time. I’ll be punished if I’m late.” She gave the young woman a quick summary.

“This is awful,” the woman replied. “You see… I’m here researching slavery. How it really works, the whole system. I’ve never met anyone like you before.”

“A researcher?” Carla blurted out. That was new. At least she was horrified, not horny. A researcher taking notes on how awful her life was. Maybe she would even write a paper on it. Changing the world from her laptop.

She gripped the locket again. “Yes! I study slavery in its cultural context. Tell me more. How long have you been here? What’s a typical day like?”

Carla’s voice stayed tight. “I have to deliver stuff. That’s all. I don’t have a choice.”

“That’s fascinating, you’re like one of them. I really want to understand this properly. Come in!”

“Can you help me?” Carla tried. “Call for help, the embassy, or let me call my parents. Nobody knows I’m here!”

The woman’s eyes widened, then flicked to the path — checking for listeners. “I want to help — I do,” she said quickly. “But I have to observe it as it is. If I start messing around, I would change everything, and then I wouldn’t learn how it actually works.”

Carla stared at her. “This is my life we’re talking about,” she said, voice shaking with fury. “Not some bloody research project. How can you stand there worrying about your notes while we’re kept as slaves?”

Felicity’s eyes widened. “‘We?’” she whispered. “There are… more girls of Caucasian ethnicity? I thought it was only the local population.”

Ah, she wasn’t just local population. She was a Caucasian. A rare specimen, like some kind of endangered species. This woman really had a way of making a girl feel special.

“Yes. More than you think.”

Felicity’s eyes lit up. “I had no idea! Tell me more — who are they? How many? Where are they kept? I haven’t seen any others like you!”

Carla’s eyes narrowed. “More than you think,” she said, voice low. “Scattered. Hidden. You won’t see us unless you know where to look.”

Carla felt the tracker buzz softly within her. Not urgent yet. But there seemed little point in staying here longer. “And I’m kept on a schedule. I’m punished if I’m late. I have to go.”

The woman frowned. “Come back tomorrow? Same time?”

“I can’t just come to you. I’m locked in a cage when I’m not working.”

“Wait — a cage? Like a real cage? With bars and a lock?” Felicity’s voice rose, horrified. “That’s… that’s inhuman. I can’t even imagine being treated like that.”

“Yes,” Carla said, voice trembling. “That’s why I’m begging you. Please, help me. I can’t stay like this.”

Felicity looked sympathetic, but she shook her head slowly. “I really wish I could help,” she whispered, glancing at the path again. “But I’m not even sure that’s allowed. I… I don’t know what would happen if I did.”

Carla’s face fell with a quick, unguarded look of disappointment. She gave a small, knowing nod, the kind that said of course, then turned and walked back to her cart.

Felicity paused, cheeks still flushed, voice cracking a little. “I’m sorry — I’m not helping at all, am I? I’ve read about this, but seeing you… it feels so much more real. It’s hitting me harder than I expected. You’re… like me.”

She followed Carla to the cart. As Carla was about to leave, she said, “I’m Lissy by the way.”

Carla glanced at her. “Lissy?”

“Yeah. Short for Felicity. Means happiness, apparently.” She gave a small, embarrassed laugh. “Mum’s idea of a joke, I think.”

Carla’s mouth twisted, not quite a smile. “Carla. Means ‘free woman.’” She looked down at her bare, dusty feet. “Guess names don’t always deliver.”

[image: ]

Carla walked on, Felicity’s words still ringing in her ears. No one seemed willing to help them. She remembered the divorced guy from weeks ago. Ghosted, she thought, even after showing so much cleavage. There seemed to be no way to get out of slavery.

She wondered if she could ever accept that. Whether the ecstasy she had found in sex as a slave could make up for her loss of freedom. And even though she hated that only slavery had been able to unlock this in her, she had never felt this alive before.


The Quarterly Performance Review

Carla stood in Attention before Rafiki. Rafiki was sitting at his desk, writing something in his logbook. When he was done, he rose and circled her slowly. He stopped in front of her, inspecting her front. His fingers brushed her labia, parted them slightly, checking for smoothness.

“Ok.” He stepped back. “Turn around. Grab your ankles.”

Carla obeyed without hesitation. She turned, bent at the waist, and grasped her ankles, legs straight, back arched. She hated this part of the inspection. When would a customer ever see her like this? she thought.

He grunted his approval. “Looks fine. No stubble, no irritation.”

Rafiki returned to his desk, and Carla heard him shuffle around some papers. She waited for him to release her from this hated position, so she could start with her work.

But today was different. Rafiki ordered, “Kneel before me.”

She straightened, turned and sank to her knees before him.

Rafiki leaned back. “It is time for your quarterly performance review.”

“Your hygiene is coming along quite nicely. I think you have learned this well. You no longer need to report to me every morning for inspection.”

“Yes, Sir,” Carla was relieved to hear these demeaning inspections were finally over. “Thank you, Sir.”

“Ok, let’s see… I remember your first day here, calling this place ‘insane.’ Do you still think you can reject it all, or have you learned your place?”

“No, Sir.” Carla kept her eyes down. “I’ve learned, Sir.”

“Good. I think you have come quite a long way.”

Rafiki leaned back. “You wanted a lawyer, wanted to call your parents. How is that going? Has anyone come looking for you yet? Or are they still trying to get you out?”

Carla’s throat tightened. “No, Sir,” she said quietly. “No one’s come. No one’s tried.”

“Good,” Rafiki commented and made a few notes.

“Regarding your performance, you were quite slow in the beginning. This can be expected for someone newly enslaved. But you have improved over the last few months.”

“You have also had a few slow deliveries. This seems to happen with some of the white tourists. Keep that up, and you’ll be doing the water run instead.”

Damn, Carla thought. It must have been the times when she tried to get help.

“That Tara woman fixed your shocks. You’re less dramatic now. Good. That tracker they put in you, how is that?”

“It… makes me uncomfortable, Sir,” Carla tried. “The way it works is very intimate. I would rather not have it in me.”

Rafiki sighed, leaning back. “Yeah, I know. It’s strange. But Juma wanted to try them, and they seem to work. I prefer the traditional methods of controlling you slaves myself. Ok, I’ll note that you feel anxious about the device.”

After jotting down a few notes, he continued. “Does it make you behave better, or is it just uncomfortable?”

Carla kept her eyes down. “It… hurts when activated, Sir. A lot. It is very scary to be so at the mercy of others. I never knew such devices even existed. But yes, it does make me behave. I don’t want the shocks. I will do anything to avoid them.”

Rafiki grunted. “Hm, ok. But I did notice that with Miss Brennan around, you hesitated to kneel before her. You tried to get away with standing. Juma might not notice these things, but I do.”

Carla gulped, but didn’t know what to say. “Yes, Sir. I’m sorry, Sir.”

Rafiki grunted. “It’s not your fault. Pain alone doesn’t teach. It lacks the human touch. A slave needs to see the face of the master holding the whip, experience that it is him who can make her suffer. This is what makes her feel his power. It establishes the hierarchy of their relationship deep within her. It is this that makes a slave accept who she is. The other slaves have experienced this at some point in their lives. But you have not. That is why you struggle.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“And this is also why you are uncomfortable with the tracker. You feel the pain, you know you are controlled, but deep down you need to see the face of your master to understand to whom you belong. These young people don’t understand that.”

“Yes, Sir.”

Rafiki shuffled his pages. “A customer commented on the app that you ‘didn’t accommodate my needs.’ What does that even mean?”

D’oh, she thought. Must have been this pervert.

He frowned and shook his head. “Tourists are weird. I don’t have a good feeling about these white people living among us. But they bring good money. Anyway, this does not happen when slaves have been truly taught their place. The Slave Academy understands this as well. They use corporal punishment. When you returned from there, nobody complained that you weren’t ‘accommodating.’ This only happened here when corporal punishment was replaced by these shocks.”

“Yes, Sir,” she replied.

Rafiki tapped the tablet again. “We sent a survey out to customers, and someone commented that you didn’t call her ‘Sir.’ And the honey leaked in the plastic bag and made things sticky. You should check for these things, Carla.”

Carla’s stomach sank. She hadn’t known about these complaints.

Rafiki leaned forward. “Customers pay good money. They expect a slave who is subservient, obedient, accommodating. Not one who behaves like she is a free woman who has lost her clothes. Understood?”

“Yes, Sir,” Carla said, voice low.

Rafiki’s eyes narrowed. “‘Yes, Sir,’” He repeated slowly. “I notice you say that a lot. But you never say ‘Master.’ Why is that?”

“We were told at The Slave Academy that we must address free people with ‘Sir’ or ‘Master,’ Sir. I just chose ‘Sir.’”

“You see,” Rafiki explained, “White people tend to use ‘Sir’ when they are talking to customers. Free white people, I mean. But they would never call anyone ‘Master,’ would they?”

“No, Sir,” she sighed.

“Because ‘Master,’ in your mind, is only used by slaves, isn’t it?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Indeed. And I think you are saying ‘Sir’ because you want to keep your role ambiguous to yourself. By saying ‘Sir’ you can deny what you are. You can pretend that you are just speaking to a customer as if you are a free woman. But you are not a free woman, are you, Carla?”
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“No, Sir,” Carla whispered.

“Exactly. So this has to stop. That is why from now on, I want you to address anyone you serve as ‘Master.’ Not ‘Sir,’ but ‘Master.’ Understand?”

“Yes, Sir… I mean — yes… Master.”

“This will remind you that you are not a free woman speaking to a customer. You are a slave, and by using ‘Master,’ you are acknowledging this to us — and to yourself. From now on, only ‘Master.’ Understood?”

Carla gulped. She felt a twist in her chest as she replied, “Yes… Master.”

“Good. Now, about you not being ‘accommodating’ to customers: I wonder if you would benefit from a refresher at The Slave Academy.”

Carla’s heart slammed against her ribs, the dark box flashing in her mind. The endless black, the panic, the terror. She couldn’t go back under the thumb of Zuri.

“No, Sir… I mean Master,” she whispered quickly, voice trembling. “I remember the training. Please, I remember.”

Rafiki’s eyes narrowed. “Hm. I wonder how much your discipline has lapsed during your time here. Let’s do a test.” He cleared his throat. “Attention!”

Carla was startled. She had made herself comfortable kneeling before Rafiki, listening to his rambling and giving the expected responses. She scrambled to her feet, spread her legs and folded her hands behind her head, elbows out.

“Worship!” Rafiki snapped.

Carla’s stomach twisted — she hated this one — but she dropped to the floor, knelt, lowered her head to the ground before Rafiki, and placed her hands next to her head. She wondered was this was about, but whatever this test was, she didn’t want to fail it and risk being sent back to Zuri at The Slave Academy.

“Upward kneel!”

Carla lifted her upper body into a kneeling position, then lifted herself so she was kneeling upright before him, and folded her hands behind her head. She hated this position. It felt more demeaning than the actual kneel, which sometimes just felt like she was sitting on the ground. Upward kneel combined the humiliation of having to kneel before someone with the tension of the attention position.

“Fetch me the stick from the table over there,” Rafiki ordered her. “I want you to crawl. Do not walk upright.”

Carla crawled to the table as she was told. She was able to reach for the stick without standing. She began crawling back to him, holding the stick in one hand.

“No,” Rafiki stopped her. “You carry the stick in your mouth.”

Carla did as she was ordered. It made her feel like a dog, but it was best not to argue with this crazy person with a master complex. She crawled back to Rafiki with the stick in her mouth. When she was back, she took the stick and handed it to him.

“Not like that,” Rafiki corrected her. “You take the stick in both of your hands and present it to me with your head bowed, hands open.”

Carla did so.

“They should have taught you this at The Slave Academy,” he mumbled. “Or maybe the tracker has made you lazy.” He sighed. “Anyway,” he continued, “Punishment position!”

Carla assumed the ordered position. Punishment position was the worship position, but with one difference: She was not to be oriented toward her master but perpendicular to him. With her bottom to his right so he could administer his punishment without needing to reorient himself.

“I want you to focus on two things,” Rafiki explained as she waited with her forehead on the floor. “Show me you know the punishment protocol. And think about your poor behaviour with customers — this is where it leads. Understand?”

“Yes… Master,” Carla whispered.

The first stroke landed with a sharp crack across both cheeks. Fire bloomed instantly — a hot line that stung like a thousand tiny needles. Carla gasped, body jerking. She hadn’t expected it would hurt so much. She had first thought this would be a mock test to check whether she remembered the punishment protocol, but Rafiki had decided to make her suffer for real.

Rafiki paused, waiting.

She realized too late that she had to count.

“One,” she said, voice shaky.

The second came lower, overlapping the first. She heard the faint swish first — a warning hiss in the air — but it was too late to brace herself. The burn deepened, spreading like wildfire.

“Two.”

Rafiki paused. “Keep your bottom up. Don’t clench. It makes the stroke less effective.”

Carla forced herself to relax the muscles. Oh yes, wouldn’t want to deprive you of your full educational impact, she thought. The first two had landed faster than she had expected. Each one sharper than she remembered from their training practice at The Slave Academy.

The third landed harder. The swish was louder this time — she tensed, but the anticipation only made the pain sharper. She cried out, the sound muffled against the floor, pain focused and radiating down her thighs.

“Three.” Three stripes. Like he was making a barcode on her butt for ‘property of Tribal Dispatch.’

By the fourth she was already dreading the next swish. But it wasn’t coming. She hated how there was nothing she could do but wait in helpless anticipation, forehead pressed to the floor, unable to see what Rafiki was doing behind her. She wanted to look, but she couldn’t move until he released her from this position. All she heard was her own ragged breathing. Then the swish — sudden, sharp — and she screamed, startled, the shooting pain exploding across her buttocks a split second later. The welts throbbed in rhythm with her heartbeat; tears pricked her eyes.

“Four.”

The pauses were the worst part. With her forehead to the ground, she couldn’t see him, couldn’t predict when the next swish would come. Every second stretched, her breath quickening, shallow, waiting for the hiss that meant another explosion of pain. Her body tensed on its own, muscles clenching despite his earlier warning. Just do it already, she thought. The waiting is killing me.

The fifth bit deep, her hips bucking involuntarily, the humiliation of having to wait for him burning as hot as the pain.

“Five.” Her breathing was loud in her ears. She tried to listen for the faint whisper of air before the cane landed to have some forewarning. Her whole body flinched in anticipation. The unpredictability was almost worse than the pain itself. She couldn’t control her reactions anymore; her body was betraying her, jumping before the impact.

The sixth overlapped the worst welt, sending a fresh wave of agony that made her toes curl.

“Six.” The waiting between strokes was almost worse than the impact — the swish always came when she least expected it.

“Seven.” Her legs trembled. The seventh landed low, near her thighs, the sting sharp enough to make her gasp.

The eighth crossed diagonally, the pain building into a constant throb that made her want to shift, but she didn’t dare.

“Eight.” Tears slipped down her face to the floor. The counting was all she had left.

“Nine.” The ninth was the hardest yet — a vicious snap that left her trembling, the burn spreading like lava.

Rafiki waited a long second before the final stroke — the hardest of all. The swish was slow, deliberate — she heard it coming this time, tensed, but it didn’t help. The cane bit deep, her whole body jolting, the pain so overwhelming that her vision blurred.

“Ten,” she managed, voice hoarse and broken.
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“Kneel before me,” Rafiki said.

Carla lifted herself up from the punishment position, and turned toward him, still on her knees. The pressure of her butt against her lower legs was painful, so she carefully spread them wider to keep pressure off her burning buttocks.

Rafiki was sitting at the table again, looking down at her expectantly.

“Well?”

Carla blinked, confused.

Rafiki sighed. “This is where you thank me for the punishment.”

“Thank you,” Carla said without meaning it.

Rafiki looked at her concerned. “You need to state the reason you were punished.”

“Thank you, Sir…I mean Master, for… for ehm… checking my knowledge of the punishment protocol?” half asking. Her mind felt numb, and she struggled to focus.

“For reminding me that I must work and behave more diligently,” Rafiki corrected firmly.

“For reminding me that I must work and behave more diligently,” Carla repeated monotonously.

Rafiki explained, “It is really high time you got this refresher training. Do you understand why you have to thank me like this?”

“No, Sir… Master, I mean Master,” she corrected herself. Her mind was still reeling from the punishment, and struggled to have a coherent thought.

“It is so you know what the punishment was for. It helps you connect the pain you felt with the lesson your master wants you to learn. These are not just mindless zaps of pain like your tracker that you can just learn to endure. Our traditional protocols make sure you understand what is expected of you. They keep you from numbing to them by requiring you to be present as you count the strokes, and as you explain why the punishment was administered. They don’t just address the body like the trackers do, but both the body and the mind.”

“Yes… Master,” Carla replied, hating how using ‘Master’ made each of her responses feel like her declaring her submission to him anew.

Rafiki grunted. “We’ll have to work on that.”

He held the cane he had beaten her with before her.

“You want me to bring it back?” Carla asked.

“You kiss the cane when it is presented to you,” Rafiki explained, sighing.

Carla bent forward and pressed her lips to the cane.

“Now take it into your mouth and bring it back the way you brought it to me.”

Carla sighed inwardly as she took the cane between her teeth, crawled back to the cabinet on all fours, placed it on the shelf, and returned to kneel before him.

Rafiki looked at her. “I think what you really need is an ongoing training to help your internalize the slave protocols rather than a one-time refresher. From now on, every day, you find one of us — me, Juma, or the janitor — and ask for an obedience test. Until I say otherwise. This should also avoid downtime. Understood?”

“Yes, Master,” Carla sighed.

“Ok, apart from that, you’ve shaped up quite nicely. Your goal for the next quarter will be to improve your fitness. I’m giving you some of the longer routes again from now on. Farms, water run, the full circuit. We will increase your routes, and I want to see you do them without an incident. Understand?”

“Yes, Master.”


The Comfort of Cookies

The plastic bag was heavier than usual — oats, honey, dried fish, a small jar of jam. Carla’s legs burned from the long route, but she had kept a steady pace.

She knocked twice. No answer. The porch felt suddenly too exposed, the sun hot on her bare skin. She knelt and waited with the plastic bag before her in silence.

Then Felicity appeared from behind the house, with a towel draped over one shoulder, still adjusting the light sandy cotton dress she seemed to have just pulled on in a hurry. The fabric clung slightly in places, and she tugged at the hem with a sheepish smile.

“Sorry, Carla — I almost forgot the delivery. I just had a quick dip in the pool.” She hurried forward, cheeks flushed from the swim or embarrassment or both. “Come in — please.”

Carla stayed kneeling on the porch, crate balanced on her thighs. “I can’t, Mistress. I have to stay on schedule, Mistress.”

“Why are you calling me ‘Mistress’? I’m not… I don’t expect that.”

“I have to. Someone complained I didn’t use it. I was punished for it.”

Felicity’s smile faltered for a split second. A quick flicker of discomfort crossed her face, “You don’t have to do that around me, Carla. Please — just Felicity, or Lissy if you want. Get up, come in.”

Carla rose to her feet warily.

Felicity took the plastic bag and glanced inside. “Oh, the honey arrived,” she said, voice a little too bright. “I was running low. The last one leaked everywhere. This will be perfect for my next batch of oat cookies.”

Once inside, Felicity inquired, “I’ve been thinking about what you said last time. About the other girls. The ones like you.”

“So you can write your paper? Take notes on how awful we are treated for your research career?”

“No,” Felicity flushed, “I mean — technically yes, I’m writing about slavery, but it’s not just that.” Felicity hurried on, voice dropping. “There’s more to my work than I’ve told you. It’s not just research.”

Carla stared at Felicity doubtfully.

Felicity glanced over her shoulder toward the door, then leaned in closer, voice barely above a whisper.

“But you have to promise me — this stays between us. Completely confidential. If anyone finds out I told you, it could ruin everything. Okay?”

Carla’s eyes narrowed, but she nodded once. “Okay.”

Felicity exhaled. “There are people — a network. They’re trying to get slaves out. Quietly. Safely.”

Carla studied her. The flush was real. The excitement too. But excitement had never helped anyone here.

Carla’s jaw tightened. “There are lots of us at The Slave Academy! It’s absolutely outrageous! Lots of women like me are kept there. And then we are trained to do tricks like we are animals. Like ‘Kneel!’” She snapped her fingers. “‘Worship!’” Another snap. “‘Attention!’” A third, voice rising as she spoke.

Felicity’s hand flew to her mouth. “Oh my gosh… they really do that?” she whispered, eyes wide with horror.

“Yeah,” Carla continued. “All innocent young women. We are trained like animals with a whip. And my friend Melissa — they have her at Coconut Grove Farm now. Milking her like a cow.”

Felicity’s face paled. “Milking… like livestock?” She swallowed hard. “I didn’t know. I thought it was… cultural. I didn’t think about how they used slaves for that.”

Carla’s jaw tightened. “You’re a researcher. How can you not about an operation that drills obedience into women? It is like a mass production of submissive slave girls!”

Felicity’s hand flew to her mouth again. “I… I thought the slaves here were all indigenous. That this is their way. Like it’s a cultural thing.” Her voice cracked. “The way you describe it… it feels so real… so cruel. I swear I didn’t know it was like that.”

Carla’s voice dropped. “Let me call my parents. They need to know what happened to me. Maybe they can do something.”

Felicity looked down, cheeks red. “I want to. I really do. But I’m not sure that’s allowed. If I start making calls, or letting slaves use my phone, I’ll get into trouble.”

Carla sighed in disappointment. “So what are you going to do with that information?”

Felicity hesitated, then said, “I’ll… I’ll discuss this with people. The network. We’re working on something, but it’s not ready yet.”

Carla’s eyes narrowed. “Discuss. Right.”

Felicity reached for a plastic box with oat cookies, and offered it to Carla. “Here. These are from a recipe my mum gave me. They remind me of home.”

Carla took one, bit into it, crumbs sticking to her lips. They tasted good. Like home. She chewed slowly, then said, “You made these from the oats and honey I deliver, didn’t you? How can you fight slavery and still use slaves?”

Felicity blushed. “You’re right. I shouldn’t. Slaves are just a part of the culture around here, and it was so convenient… so I set up a fortnightly subscription. That way I can make my cookies whenever I want.”

“The honey,” Carla realized, “Was it you who complained that there was a leak last time, and that I didn’t call you Mistress?”

“Oh… No… I wasn’t complaining… It was just an observation. There was a quick survey in the app about the last delivery, and I mentioned the honey. As a researcher, I noticed that slaves call me Ma’am or Mistress, but you didn’t. That’s all. It wasn’t a complaint or anything. I just wanted to help with some feedback.”

“I was caned for that!” Carla cried out, voice cracking. “How could you do this!”
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Felicity’s hand flew to her mouth, eyes wide with sudden horror. “What? You were caned? Like… really hit with a stick?”

“Yes,” Carla said, voice low and raw. “My master — the guy who ‘owns’ me here — hit me with a stick over and over. It hurt like hell.”

“But that’s barbaric! Just for not saying ‘Ma’am?’ And it wasn’t your fault the honey was leaking.”

“‘Master.’ I must address free people like you with ‘Master’ now. Or ‘Mistress.’ And they say I should have checked the bags before delivering.”

“That is so extreme,” Felicity whispered, hand still over her mouth.

“You have no idea. I should be kneeling before you right now because you are a ‘free person.’ It’s insane! They would cane me just because I’m standing right now while I’m talking to you!”

Felicity looked down, cheeks burning. “I had no idea, Carla. I swear I didn’t realize it would get you punished. I’m so sorry… you’re right. I wasn’t thinking. There is so much I still need to learn. I’ll make a note of that — and I’ll be more careful.”


Who Will Make Them Free You?

Carla walked to the janitor and knelt before him. He stopped sweeping and leaned on the broom. Carla placed her forehead to the ground to indicate she was making a request and waited.

“What is it?” The janitor asked.

“Master,” she said quietly. “I need an obedience test. Do you have time to test me?”

It was morning, and her trip was delayed because Juma had found a loose axle pin in her cart which he wanted to repair first. Carla had decided to use the time to get her new chore over with. She hated having to ask these men to put her through her paces, but this would happen one way or another, and she couldn’t risk getting on Rafiki’s bad side. It was best to just get this over with.

He set the broom aside and started walking toward the back of the compound, where the carts were stored and the grounds were quieter, away from the main yard. “Follow me,” he ordered. Then, with a casual flick of his hand, “On all fours. Close. Keep up with my feet.”

A chill of dread crawled down Carla’s spine. She knew what was coming would not be pleasant. Reluctantly she shifted up onto her hands and knees, the dirt rough against her palms, her breasts swaying slightly with the movement. Carla crawled after him, staying within arm’s reach of his heels, her back arched to keep her head up.

As they moved, the janitor spoke without slowing. “My grandfather told me about this. It is useful to teach slaves. After doing this exercise regularly, slaves will walk more graciously. Because they have learned that walking upright is not a right but a privilege. A privilege that can be taken from them.”

Carla’s breath came in short bursts. Soon sweat already formed and ran from her hair into her eyes. She rubbed the corner of one eye against her upper arm, but she kept pace. The ground was uneven, pebbles biting into her palms. When the janitor stopped abruptly, she stopped next to him as well.

He looked down at her. “Your stopping position is the worship position. With your hands and head oriented to me. This is how you show that your heart and soul are oriented toward serving me, your Master.”

Carla scrambled to assume the worship position — forehead to the dirt, hands flat beside her head, bottom raised, waiting for what would come next. This was not what she had hoped her stay in a tropical country would turn out to be. She hoped he would hurry up so she could stand up again before she puked on his shoes.

He grunted approval and resumed walking.

They approached Juma, who was hammering the pin back into the axle.

The janitor stopped, and Carla assumed the worship position, keeping her head to the ground and as close to his shoes as she could without touching them.

Juma glanced up, wiping sweat from his brow. “Kwame, go easy on her. She’s got a long haul today. I don’t want her to be late on her deliveries.”

Kwame chuckled. “Fine, we’ll do the punishment test, and then you can have her back.”

“Good. And have her shower when you’re done with her. She needs to be clean when out with customers.”

“Will do, Juma.” He walked inside while Carla crawled behind him.

Inside a small storage shed at the back of the compound, Kwame closed the door. The air was cooler here, smelling of dust and oiled tools. He took a thin cane from a hook on the wall. “Punishment position.”

Carla rose to her knees, then turned perpendicular to him, dropping to all fours, lowering her chest to the floor, forehead touching the ground, hands next to her head. Her bottom lifted high, knees spread, back arched — the position that presented her buttocks perfectly for the cane while keeping her face hidden.

Kwame tapped the cane lightly against her thigh. “Good. But for this one, we will use the Bridge as the punishment position. I prefer that one.”

Carla hesitated. Bridge? “What is the bridge?” She hadn’t done that in the Academy. Then she quickly added, “Master?” Wouldn’t want to be caught dropping these during an obedience test.

“On your back, hands and feet on the floor, hips raised. Body arched like a bridge. No, spread your feet… further… a bit more… yes, that’s it. No, your hands go over your head, not beside you. Yes. Your body should be tense like a bow.”

Carla’s heart pounded. She rolled onto her back, placed her hands and feet flat on the ground, kept spreading her legs as ordered. Then pushed her body up with her hands. It was hard, and her body was strained, but she eventually managed. She was used to being naked before these men by now. But as the janitor circled her, she flushed at the thought of him seeing her when he was before her legs.

Her back strained, and she shivered. Not just from the strain but also from the thought of how some of her most sensitive areas were now exposed to this man. She had never imagined presenting herself to a man in such a position. Her defenselessness hit her like a wave. Sweat beaded on her skin as she strained to hold her position, and she hoped it would be over soon.

The janitor nodded. “Good. It can be a difficult position to hold at first. But with practice, you will improve.”

He started with light slaps from below, his cane smacking her butt cheeks. Demeaning as the smacks were, they were not the hard blows that Rafiki had dealt her.

“One!” She gasped under the strain of holding the position.

“Two… Three…”

These were loud smacks, but painless, almost symbolic even. She wasn’t here to be punished after all, she reminded herself. These were just tests and drills Rafiki had ordered to make her more submissive. But the position she was forced to hold made even the light touches feel invasive, and her body trembled from the strain.

Then he began to lightly tap from above against her labia. The first touch was so unexpected, so intimate, that Carla gasped and collapsed. Her hips dropped to the floor. She hadn’t imagined he would actually hit her there. The audacity that he would take advantage of her like this shocked her more than the sting, her mind reeling from the sheer exposure.

“Four!” She said in an accusatory tone. How dare he hit here there?

“You broke position,” Kwame said with a faint amused smile tugging at his lips. “We start over.”

Carla exhaled indignantly. But she had no rights here, no way she could push back. She had to do whatever he said. So she pushed herself back up, sweating, shaking in anticipation.

As he walked around her, the janitor explained, “My grandfather used to say that the benefit of this position was not in the pain of the punishment. But it is in learning the lesson that this can be done to them. That this is how much they are at the mercy of their masters. Many don’t realize this until they are ordered into this position. But as they hold it, they feel how they depend on the mercy of their masters. And they become better slaves because of it.”

He resumed, by administering a light slap to her vagina with his cane.

“One…” she forced herself to count anew.

Carla held the bridge, her muscles burning, mind screaming at the indignity as she counted the strokes.

“Seven,” she gasped. “eight…”

When he aimed for the ninth, she was a mess of sweat and tremors.

“Nine,” she said, breathing heavily with shaking arms, struggling to hold the position.

The tenth was on her clitoris — light, barely a tap, but the shock of it made her scream and collapse again, her body folding in on itself.

Carla breathed heavily and felt the sweat running down her forehead.

“Ten,” she forced out, looking at him with barely veiled anger. He didn’t need to do that.

The janitor chuckled. “In my village, sometimes they do the clitoris slap on the ninth count. The slave collapses, and then the whole thing restarts. Good thing we’re not there.”

Carla didn’t answer. She pushed herself to her knees, breathing hard, arranging her hair to fall behind her back.

The janitor presented her the cane, and she leaned forward to kiss it.

“Thank you for the obedience test, Master,” she whispered.

Kwame nodded. “Dismissed. Take a shower before you report to Juma.”

“Yes, Sir… I mean Master,” Carla rose, knees weak, and left the shed, the morning sun blinding as she stepped out.
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The crate of beer bottles rattled in the cart as Carla pulled it along the long route to Coconut Grove Farm, the sun beating down on her bare skin like a relentless overseer. Her legs burned from the effort, muscles honed from months of hauling loads, but she kept her pace steady.

She set it down near one of the barns. The men were already gathering with grins, unloaded the crate and grabbed bottles. They laughed as they cracked them open and took a break.

Carla spotted Melissa in the yam field, bent over rows of earth, naked and sweat-glistened, her collar glinting in the light. Melissa straightened as Carla approached, her eyes lighting up with a mix of joy and desperation. She dropped her hoe and ran, bare feet kicking up red dust, throwing her arms around Carla in a fierce hug.

Their naked skin pressed together. Carla hugged back, breathing in Melissa’s scent of earth and sweat and quiet despair. It had been many weeks since they had last seen each other.
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“Carla,” Melissa whispered, pulling back, hands on Carla’s arms. “I was afraid you had forgotten me.”

“Never,” Carla said. “They didn’t let me out of the settlement.”

Melissa’s face fell, but she nodded. “So great to see you again!”

They started walking slowly around the farm, keeping their voices low. The farmhands’ laughter echoed from the main building, bottles clinking — they’d be occupied for a while.

Melissa glanced around, then leaned in. “Tell me. What’s new? You look… stronger. But your eyes — something’s wrong.”

Carla sighed and told Melissa the events since they had last seen each other. Melissa gasped when Carla told her how the tracker had shocked her for being too late, and listened with open eyes as she heard about Tara, Rafiki and the tourist route, “And the tourists… white people from the West. Brits, French. They stare, touch, offer to buy me, film me for ‘awareness’ — then do nothing.”

Melissa’s eyes widened. “White tourists? Like us? And they do nothing?”

Carla nodded, voice bitter. “One guy promised to call the embassy. Never heard from him again. Another was a pervert who wanted me to service him. And one woman said she is researching slavery and has ‘contacts’ who want to liberate slaves. Asked about my life, seemed to care. But she’s clueless.”

Melissa leaned forward, eyes fierce. “Liberate slaves? That’s new.”

Carla snorted, kicking at the dirt with her bare toe. “She’s a nutjob, Melissa. She uses slave labour to bring her food to her cottage with a pool. I don’t trust her. ‘Liberating slaves.’ Like that’s ever going to happen.”

Melissa’s expression sharpened. “It’s still more than I ever managed to find. But I don’t even know a single nutjob who wants to free me. In fact, my nutjob, Markus, is the one who’s keeping me here.”

Carla’s voice softened. “Markus?”

Melissa’s laugh was bitter. “Yes, Markus is back.”

Carla’s mouth fell open. “Your… your… I mean, the guy who bought you is here?”

“Yeah! He is staying in some resort in the settlement. Sometimes they bring me to him when he feels like getting his rocks off. They bring me to him in chains! Can you imagine that?” Melissa’s voice cracked slightly, eyes flashing with old rage.

“Jesus, Mary and Joseph…” Carla whispered, fingers instinctively curling around her own collar, the metal suddenly heavier than ever.

“He uses me, finishes, sends me back like I’m laundry. I’m in chains the entire time — he doesn’t even bother releasing me when he… you know.”

“Holy Mother of God,” she breathed, eyes wide.

They passed the cattle carrier parked near one of the barns. Melissa nodded toward it. “That’s the truck they use to haul me to him. Also, to get me to the milk bar when I have my shift. Locked in the back cage like cattle.”

“Despicable how they treat us,” Carla commented. “I was brought here from the Kivana Islands locked in one of those. Transported like livestock.” She sighed. “Together with a few male slaves. I was mortified at the time.”
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Melissa’s voice cracked slightly, eyes flashing with old rage. “It drives me wild that in this country he can do this to me. And then just have the farm hold me here, working for him. And there is nothing I can do! Nothing! As long as his collar is locked on me…”

She tugged at her collar in helpless frustration. “It has been locked on my neck ever since this guy ‘bought’ me. I hate this thing. It drives me crazy that I can’t get it off. It is like a constant reminder that he ‘has’ me.”

“Christ almighty…” she whispered, voice trembling.

“And I know that he has the key with him, Carla. He could take this collar off me anytime and free me. But it is more convenient for him this way and so this is my life.”

Melissa sighed, and they both looked into the distance over endless vegetable patches.

“And what is in here?” Carla asked as they passed a shed.

Melissa glanced at it. “That barn is packed full with hay. They store it there to keep it dry.”

“And that one?” Carla asked, nodding toward the largest building. “I pass by it every time I come here. I guess that is the main building?”

Melissa glanced at it. “Yes. It is off limits for us slaves. I can’t even go in there. It has one of those chip scanners at the entrance. It picks up our chips the second we try to cross the line.”

“Our chips?” Carla asked.

Melissa’s voice dropped. “Everyone here on this farm has been chipped, Carla. We’re easy to track — like animals with tags.”

Melissa cleared her throat. “Anyway, that is why I want you to tell me more about this researcher woman. If there’s anyone willing to help us… I can’t stand it that I’m stuck here waiting for Markus to decide when he wants me next.”

Carla hesitated. “The ‘researcher’ in her cushy pool cottage who talks big about liberating slaves but hasn’t done a thing? Her name is Felicity. She’s new, doesn’t know any details if there even are any to know.”

Melissa gripped Carla’s arm. “Can you find out more? If there’s even a chance…”

Carla shook her head. “There is no point, Melissa! Even if she wanted to help me, even if she wasn’t so naive, I can’t be freed. Don’t forget that they have put a tracker in me. If I don’t check in at the recharging station at the end of the day, it will shock the hell out of me. It really will. It has happened once. I missed the recharging station by minutes. The shocks dropped me to my knees — I couldn’t stand, I couldn’t do anything. It was just wave after wave of pain. I lay there shaking until someone turned it off.”

“Oh no,” Melissa said, gently stroking Carla’s abdominal area, fingers tracing the invisible line where the tracker sat.

Carla flinched slightly, then leaned into the touch.

“It is so evil what they have done to you. Like an invisible leash that ties you to this place.”

“Yeah,” Carla sighed. “I’m stuck here. But if you want, I can tell her about you, and that you want to escape. You don’t have a tracker. But I doubt Felicity will be able to pull this off. Cookies and sympathy, yes, but I doubt you’ll get much more from her.”

Melissa’s eyes flashed. “Cookies and sympathy are more than I get here, Carla. At least someone might be thinking about me as a person who deserves freedom instead of Markus’s fuck-toy and milk cow.” Her voice cracked on the last words, but she forced it steady. “Tell her. Please. It can’t get worse than this. At the moment I’m just Markus’s sex and farm slave at his beck and call with no way out whatsoever!”

Carla swallowed. The tracker gave a faint, almost mocking hum low in her belly — a reminder she wasn’t going anywhere. “Okay,” she said finally, voice quiet. “Next time I see her, I’ll tell her you’re here. And that you want out. No promises, but… I’ll tell her.”

“Thanks, Carla.”

“You know it won’t work, Melissa, right? I want to see you get out of here, but getting these,” Carla tugged at her collar, “off isn’t easy. Nobody will help with that. Even if we got the collars off, we’d need papers to leave the country. And the second we ask for papers, they’ll find us.”

“I will take any chance that gets me out of here, Carla. Any. Even if it fails. At least for that time, I won’t be Markus’s to order to his bed in chains. It drives me mad that whenever he wants me, I’m delivered to him in chains like clockwork. Even if I get caught after a week, at least I know that I tried. Maybe Markus even asks for me and I won’t be here for a change. That alone would be worth it. Think about it, Carla, what do we have to lose?”

Carla made a desperate laugh, “We literally have nothing we could lose. Alright. Next time I see Felicity, I’ll tell her you want to be freed. We’ll see what comes out from that.”

After a moment, Carla added, “And if… when you make it out, I hope you don’t forget about me.”

“Of course not! I will never forget you!”

Melissa laughed. “Look at us. Planning our escape like we are about to leave this place.”

Carla laughed.

“But seriously,” Melissa added after a pause. “If we make a desperate attempt, I’m not going without you, Carla. I will not leave you behind in this place. Even if it means I have to drag you out myself.”

Carla smiled. “I wouldn’t make it far, Melissa. At the end of the day, I’d be a ball of pain, begging to be brought back to my ‘owners.’ I only have two years anyway. Then my sentence expires.”

Melissa looked at her for a long moment, then shook her head slowly.

“Two years? You really think they’ll just let you go after two years?”

Carla blinked. “They promised. Two-year sentence. That’s the law.”

Melissa’s voice became very quiet, almost gentle.

“I thought I would be freed as well. That my enslavement was only temporary. That, yes, it was demeaning that I had to be nude, but if I just waited it out, I would be freed. But it didn’t turn out that way. I was sold to Markus. And it was the same there again. Markus only wanted this to be temporary and then free me. Well, you can see how that went.”
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They reached another barn, a sprawling mud-brick structure with a slanted roof. Melissa opened the creaking door and they stepped inside.

The interior was a mix of animal pens and a large caged section along one wall.

The pens were crude wooden enclosures with slatted floors and rusty wire mesh, straw scattered across the dirt. Large open windows high on the walls let in fresh breezes, mixing the warm, earthy smell of hay and manure with clean outside air.

Melissa pointed to the caged section. “And this is where I spend my nights. Locked behind these bars. In the same barn as the animals.”

The caged section stood out sharply — a cold grid of steel bars with a single barred door.

Carla looked at a small, worn metal plate with a display attached near the cage door. “What is this?” she asked. As she stepped closer, it beeped and a red light flashed up.

Carla jumped back, startled.

Melissa gave a bitter laugh. “That bloody thing. That’s the chip scanner. So they know if one of us is missing at night. Livestock management. I hate it. Weird it reacted to you though… you haven’t been chipped, have you?”

“No,” Carla said indignantly, backing away from the device.

“Strange,” Melissa murmured. “It says ‘Unknown ID.’ Hm. Could it be your tracker?”

“No.” Carla shook her head, backing away from the device, hand instinctively brushing her abdomen.

“Hm.” Melissa stepped closer to the device. The light switched to green, displaying “Melissa Maurer.” Her voice dropped, thick with disgust. “See? It picked up my chip. Like scanning a barcode at the supermarket. Like I’m inventory.”

“Wow,” Carla said. “They lock us in a cage as night as well. But at least there are no animals at Tribal Dispatch.”

“Yeah. Markus used to keep me in his house. But one day he decided to leave, and I was taken to this farm. This has been my home ever since, and I have been forced to work for his and the farm’s profit. And now he is back to use me for his sexual gratification. He is not going to free me. I don’t think so. Ever.”

Melissa sighed.

Carla’s gaze wandered across the barn. She noticed a sturdy wooden ledge fixed high along one wall. A row of iron hooks was evenly spaced along its length. From the hooks dangled an assortment of restraints: steel handcuffs, leg irons, and a few long chains. The metal glinted coldly in the light filtering through the high windows.

Melissa followed her look and gave a small, resigned nod. “Those are what they use on us. When they bring us to the milk bar. They cuff our hands behind our backs and lock us to the coffle chain — one long line of us, chained together. Then we are led to the cattle transporter.”

She pointed to a pair of heavy cuffs connected to leg irons by a central chain, hanging from one of the hooks. “And this is what they put me in when they take me to Markus. Hands cuffed in front, ankles linked, helpless to do anything. Just the way Markus likes me.”

Carla stared at the restraints, the metal suddenly feeling colder against her own neck.

“Why does he have you delivered to him in chains?”

“He said that he doesn’t want any drama. And that having me in chains would calm me down.”

Melissa paused. “I hate it. He comes out of his hut when the carrier arrives and watches me struggle to climb out. When he’s done, he watches me climb back in. He never lets me out of the chains the entire time.”

“That is heartbreaking, Melissa. And so wrong what he is doing to you.” She sighed. “But I don’t think it makes sense for me to risk it with Felicity. I have been sentenced to slavery only for two years. They promised me that.”

“My enslavement was also meant to be for a limited amount of time!” Melissa exclaimed. “But slavery has a way of sticking. Once your freedom is gone here, you don’t get back. I don’t believe it. Think about it, Carla: Who will make them free you? The same men who own you now? The ones who profit from every day you work?”

“I… I don’t know,” Carla said. “I guess there is some kind of legal process…”

“Legal process? You have been here for months now. Have you seen any paperwork, any lawyer, anyone checking in on you?”

“No… but…” Carla couldn’t think of anything. “I asked for a lawyer shortly after I was purchased. Then, they sent me to The Slave Academy where I was locked into a dark box for a day. I never asked for a lawyer again after that.”

“Yes, exactly,” Melissa replied. “This is not the West. Things don’t work here as we might think. I was told that slaves are legally incompetent. That is why there is nothing I can do to get myself freed. Nothing!”
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A farmhand’s voice suddenly barked from the doorway, sharp and annoyed. “Melissa! What are you doing in here?”

Both women froze. They hadn’t heard him approach — the thick mud walls and the distant lowing of animals had muffled his footsteps. Carla’s heart lurched. Melissa’s face went pale.


No Way Out

The farmhand stepped inside. He was a stocky Grabesian man in his thirties, wearing a sweat-stained shirt and shorts, and a whip coiled at his belt. His eyes flicked from Melissa to Carla, then back.

Melissa dropped instantly to her knees. Carla knelt as well. He was a free man and Carla didn’t want to risk getting into any trouble after being caned by Rafiki.

“I’m sorry, Master,” Melissa said quickly. “I was just saying hello to my friend. I haven’t seen her in months. I was just about to go back to work.”

The farmhand snorted. “Were you really? That’s why you’re hiding in the barn, isn’t it? Because you wanted to go right back to work.”

He walked over to the restraint rack, reached up, and pulled down two pairs of heavy steel handcuffs. The chain between them clinked softly.

“Hands in front,” he ordered. “Both of you!”

Melissa extended her arms without hesitation. Carla followed, trembling. The farmhand snapped the cuffs on their wrists with metal clicks that made Carla’s stomach twist. He then yanked both chains up, looping them over separate wall hooks. Melissa and Carla stood side-by-side, arms stretched high, chests against the wall, with their buttocks and backs presented for this whip.

Melissa turned to the farmhand. “Please let her go, she is not from here!”

“Yes, Master,” Carla chimed in, “I belong to Tribal Dispatch. They expect me back soon. Please let me go!”

“No,” the farmhand replied as he uncoiled his whip. “You distracted this one from her work. And I don’t think Tribal Dispatch told you to loiter in the barn here, did they?”

“No, Master. I’m sorry, Master. Please let us go!”

“Enough talk,” the farmhand said and stepped behind them.
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He swung at Melissa first. Crack. She screamed “One!” — sharp, involuntary.

Then at Carla. Crack. “One!” she gasped, body jerking against the cuffs.

Back to Melissa. Crack. “Two!” her voice broke.

Back to Carla. Crack. “Two!” she cried, welts rising fast.

The strokes alternated, the sound of cane on flesh echoed in the barn. Carla heard Melissa’s breathing grow ragged beside her, hot and uneven. Her screams were loud in Carla’s ear.

Carla felt the steel dig uncomfortably into her thumb bone as it forced her hands up while she waited for the next sting of the whip on her back.

By the seventh, welts crossed welts, red on red. Melissa’s sobs overlapped with Carla’s gasps. The farmhand paused after the eighth, letting the silence stretch.

The waiting was unbearable. It was Melissa’s turn to be hit next. Carla felt helpless being forced to stand idly while anticipating Melissa’s scream from the next lash. And she knew that shortly after that she would feel the painful sting of the whip once again.

Carla was breathing heavily. She collected her resolve and turned her head to look at Melissa. Melissa was panting, out of breath. She seemed to feel Carla’s eyes on her and looked back. The two made eye contact, as if reassuring each other, they would make it through this. Somehow.

Then Melissa screamed and jerked her head upward right after Carla heard the pop of the whip as it hit Melissa’s skin.

“Nine!”

Carla looked at the wall before her and braced for the pain. “Nine!” She repeated.

She pulled desperately at her shackles, hoping the farmhand would soon decide that they had suffered enough.

When it was over, he unhooked the chains. Both women dropped to their knees, gasping out of breath, with red cheeks.

He held the whip in front of Melissa first. She leaned forward and kissed the tip with trembling lips.

“Thank you for reminding me of my duty,” she whispered.

Then he moved the whip to Carla. She hesitated a fraction of a second — then leaned forward and kissed it, lips brushing the rattan.

“Thank you, Master,” she managed.

He removed the cuffs. “Back to work,” he told Melissa.

Melissa scrambled to her feet, legs unsteady. As she hurried past Carla toward the door, she managed a quick, breathless whisper: “Sorry, Carla — I have to go!”

“You — out,” he told Carla.

“Yes, Master.” Carla rose slowly, knees shaking, and scurried from the barn.
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Carla made it back in the afternoon, still distraught from the experience. But it was too early to call it a day.

As she walked into the backyard with her cart, Juma came out and dropped a few more plastic bags onto her cart. “Ah, great that you’ve made it back already. Here are a few more. They are all on the tourist route.”

Carla nodded while her mind replayed the sting of the whip, Melissa’s screams right beside her ear, and the cold bite of the cuffs holding them both in place to receive more. When she saw one of the addresses, her stomach lurched.

But she had no choice. She had to go nonetheless.
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Carla recognized the villa immediately. This was the man who had promised help last time — and then disappeared. So many weeks had passed since then. She knelt on the familiar warm stone, plastic bag before her, heart hammering. Hope and dread tangled in her chest.

The door opened.

The divorced man stood there, but he didn’t meet her eyes. His face was pale, hands fidgeting with his phone. He took the bag silently, set it inside, then cleared his throat.

“I… tried,” he said, voice low. “Got through to the embassy. They said helping a slave is a felony here. I could be arrested. Deported. I can’t risk it — the divorce is bad enough already.”

Carla’s head snapped up. “The embassy said that? They told you it’s illegal to help?” Her voice cracked with disbelief. “They’re supposed to protect us!”

He shifted uncomfortably. “They’re not Europeans. The embassy here is staffed by Grabesians. Apparently, this country is so small and insignificant they don’t bother sending staff. They just subcontracted the services to cheap locals. And the locals… they follow the rules. They told me straight: helping a slave is a felony. I could be arrested. Deported. I can’t risk it.”

Carla stayed kneeling, the words sinking in.

“Then… at least let me call my parents,” she whispered. “So I can tell them where I am. They’ll find a way to get me out. Please.”

The accountant’s face twisted — guilt, fear, exhaustion. “They warned me about this,” he said quietly. “Contacting family could be seen as facilitating an escape. It’s a felony here. I could be arrested, deported… I’m already broke from the divorce. I can’t afford any legal problems. I’m sorry.”
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The sun was beginning to set as Carla stepped into the Tribal Dispatch yard. The cart rattled behind her, empty now, wheels kicking up faint red dust.

“And back again! Wazzup, why so gloomy?” Juma greeted her from the doorway.

“Nothing, it’s fine.”

“Turn that frown upside down!” Juma replied, grinning.

Carla rolled her eyes at him.

“Ah, come on,” Juma continued. “We’ll have some shashliks tonight, huh? Sounds good?”

Carla nodded. “Yeah, sure, why not.” Ok, so he would be raping her again tonight. But shashliks did sound good. She was starving after the long, draining day. Then she added, almost automatically, “Don’t forget my cake, Juma!”

Juma laughed, “Of course not. How could I!”

Juma’s eyes narrowed as she turned. “Hang on. What are these marks on your back? Didn’t get the beer to the farm in time for their lunch break?”

Carla tensed. “No, Juma. I… met an old friend from The Slave Academy. They punished me for distracting her.”

Juma barked a laugh. “Distracting? You slaves sure love your foolish gossip, don’t you! You even risk being whipped for it. Crazy.”

“What is going on here?”

Carla startled and spun. Rafiki’s voice came from directly behind her — low, cold, and far too close. She hadn’t heard him approach.

“Master…” she stammered, and dropped to her knees before him. “I was just bringing the cart back…”

“Attention,” he ordered sharply.

Carla snapped into the position: feet shoulder width apart, hands behind her head, chest out, eyes forward. Rafiki circled her slowly, inspecting the marks.

“Who did this?” he asked.

Juma shrugged. “Yeah, she was gossiping with one of their slaves. Slaves will be slaves.”

“And why are you calling him ‘Juma?’” Rafiki asked slowly, eyes locked on hers. “Weren’t you supposed to address free people as Master?”

Before Carla could reply, Juma spoke, “Yeah, that’s true. But come on, old man, I also forgot about that.” Carla felt like she could hear his eyes roll as he said that. “Sometimes it is just easier this way.”

“This one needs to be trained, Juma. We discussed this. Slaves need consistency. Especially new ones like her. If we send mixed signals, it will just confuse her. Treat her like your girlfriend, and she will behave like a girlfriend.”

Juma sighed, half-shrugging. “Alright, Raffi. I’ll make sure she maintains protocol.”

Rafiki looked down at Carla. “Follow me.”

Rafiki turned and walked toward the small storage shed at the back of the yard. Carla shuffled after him, heart hammering. Juma stayed behind, watching but not following.

Inside the shed, the air was cooler, thick with the smell of oil and dust. Rafiki opened a metal drawer, rummaged for a moment — tools clinked, chains shifted — then pulled out a short length of heavy chain with cuffs at each end and a central connecting link. He held it out to her.

“Put these transport chains on. Hands and feet. Now.”

Carla’s throat closed. She stared at the irons in his hand, heart slamming against her ribs.

“Master… please,” she whispered, voice cracking. “I just lapsed. I was exhausted from the day, from… everything. I didn’t mean it. I’ll remember next time, I swear. Don’t—”

Rafiki’s eyes narrowed. “Excuses again. You deserve the cane for this, but I’ll show mercy before justice tonight. Put them on. Now.”

Carla’s throat closed. She took the irons with shaking hands. The steel was cold, heavier than it looked. She snapped the leg cuffs on first — the chain between her ankles long enough for careful steps, but she would not be able to run in them. Then she straightened, lowered her arms and cuffed her wrists in front.

As she was chaining herself, Rafiki explained, “The feeling of the chains restraining you will help you feel owned. With these it will come more natural to you to address free people as ‘Master.’ You’ll see.”

Rafiki knelt in front of her, checked the fit, then tightened the cuffs a bit further. The metal bit into skin without breaking it. Finally, he inserted a pin, which made them click. “This keeps them from tightening further.” He spoke as he worked, voice calm, almost kind. “Ok. That looks good. Come and see me tomorrow morning, so I can take them off you before you go to work again.”

Carla stared at the cuffs on her wrists, the chain between ankles. The words sank in slowly.

“Until… tomorrow?” Her voice was small, disbelieving.

Rafiki nodded once. “Yes. Dismissed.”

“Yes, Master.”
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Juma clipped the familiar leash to her collar, gave it a gentle tug. “Come.”

“Yes,” Carla sighed, “…Master.”

The sound of metal clinking followed her like lots of tiny bells. Every shuffle rang out in the quiet evening yard as if wanting to draw attention to her. Her cheeks burned.

Carla tried to keep up with Juma. She took a normal stride out of habit; the chain snapped taut mid-step, jerking her ankles inward. The cuffs dug sharp against bone.

“Ouch!”

She stopped, chain swaying. “Master… do I really have to wear these until morning?” She asked with a whiny voice. “I can’t even walk properly. Everyone can hear them. Please—”

Juma sighed. “It’s Rafiki’s order. Just remember to make shorter steps. You’ll be fine.”

Carla stared at him. That sigh… she wasn’t sure what it meant. Was he annoyed at her whining? Or at hearing “Master” from her? She didn’t know. But she noticed he hadn’t corrected her when she had said his name earlier. Maybe… maybe he didn’t mind.
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Inside the hut, Juma set the dinner bags on the low table — grilled shashliks, maize porridge, tomato-onion salad, and the tub of tiramisu.

Carla turned slightly, wrists extended in front of her as far as the short chain allowed, offering them silently. The metal clinked softly with the movement.

Juma glanced at her hands, then met her eyes with a small, almost apologetic shrug.

“I don’t have the keys for those,” he said. “Rafiki keeps them. You’ll have to wait till morning.”

“How am I supposed to eat like this?” Carla’s shoulders sagged, “…Master?” The word tasted bitter — she hated forcing it out, hated how it stripped away the fragile pretend-normalcy they’d built in private.

Juma’s jaw tightened for a split second — a flicker of something pained crossing his face — then he softened. “It’s not so bad. You’ll manage. Or we’ll find a way around it.” His tone was light, almost playful, as if they were solving a minor inconvenience together.

He sat on the couch across from her. Carla lowered herself carefully to kneel upright, knees together, back straight, wrists trapped low in front. She reached for the nearest shashlik skewer — fingers stretching, shoulders straining forward — but the chain between wrists and ankles pulled her up short. Her hands could only hover a few centimeters above the table; she couldn’t quite grasp it without the cuffs holding her hands back.

Juma chuckled softly and picked up a skewer, and held it close enough for her to take. “Here.”

She accepted it awkwardly, fingers closing around the wooden stick. To eat, she had to lean far forward, bending at the waist to bring her face closer to her lap. She tore off a bite with her teeth, chewed slowly, the position making her feel exposed and ridiculous — naked, shackled, eating like an animal at a low table while he watched.

Between bites, Juma spoke with a soft voice. “You know… I’ve grown to like having you here. I enjoy our conversations together. And I like watching you dig into that coffee cake like it’s the best thing you’ve ever tasted.” He smiled, almost shyly. “I really enjoy your company, Carla. You… you make me laugh. I’m glad I picked you that day at the slave market.”

Carla swallowed the bite she’d just torn off. “I bet you say that to all the slave-girls,” she said, half-teasing, half-guarded.

Juma laughed — a short, genuine sound. “No… I spent a few years studying in England. To learn technical stuff. It was an amazing experience, I learned so much there. I always meant to go back home, but a part of me still misses that life.” He looked into her eyes. “Your accent, your humour… it brings a bit of it back. Like having a piece of that time with me again.”

“I remind you of the English? Jaysus, you’re lucky I’m all chained up right now, or you’d be in for an Irish spanking!” She yanked the chain taut, the links rattling, her wrists jerking against the steel.

“Oh yes, you’re right. I’m sorry! You white people all look the same to me!” Juma laughed. “You crack me up, Carla.” He offered her another skewer. “That’s why I’m glad I have you with me.”

Carla stared at the skewer for a moment. “Thank you… Juma.”

Rafiki would have punished her for using his name, but she hated using ‘Master’ and it felt natural to call him ‘Juma’ at this moment. Juma smiled at her, relieved and grateful.

“It is nice to be fed in the evening. And this food is better than the slop I get when I’m caged at the office.”

He nodded, pleased, and tore off another piece of flatbread for himself.

She leaned forward again — chain clinking, sauce on her chin — and added, “But… you shouldn’t get too used to me. I’m only here for two years. Then my sentence expires.”

Juma laughed — a short, easy sound. “Sure,” he said, waving a hand as if dismissing a small joke. “Two years.”

Carla looked down at her shackled wrists. Silence fell for a moment, broken only by the faint clink when she shifted to take another bite.

She spoke again. “How does the justice system work here? To enforce the sentences, I mean. I have no access to lawyers or courts. No one has checked on me in all the months I’ve been with you.”

Juma took a slow bite of his own food, considering. “Laws exist for citizens,” he said finally. “Slaves are not citizens. That’s why no one has checked on you. It only deals with free people.”

Carla’s throat tightened. “Then… how are the terms enforced? What stops anyone from keeping a slave longer than her sentence?”

“Terms?” Juma snorted. “That’s something the Kivana Islands came up with to lower their prison costs. Most people in Grabesh wouldn’t even know what a time limit on slavery is. It would make no sense to them. It would be like saying dogs should get a vote. Slaves are slaves. Citizens are citizens. That’s it.”

“But… there has to be some kind of oversight, right? Something to stop people from keeping slaves longer than they’re supposed to?”

“Oversight?” Juma shrugged, tearing another piece of flatbread. “That’s what families are for. The state doesn’t babysit citizens. If someone’s kin gets in trouble, the family steps in and makes a fuss. That’s how it works here.”

Carla stared at her plate. Then, quietly: “But there has to be some kind of review process to check on the convicts, doesn’t there?”

Juma gave a small, patient laugh. “Why? Family truly cares about their own. Bureaucrats don’t. So it makes sense that it’s the relatives who check on them. It is more natural and efficient.”

He offered her another skewer, as if the matter was settled.

Carla leaned forward again — chain clinking, back straining — and took it. And even though it was juicy and delicious, her insides twisted at Juma’s words, and she felt cold and queasy.

Finally, it was time for dessert. Juma pushed the tub near Carla with a smile, close enough for her chained hands to grasp the edges.

Carla shifted awkwardly from her kneeling into a cross-legged position, hoping she would be able to balance the tub on her lap and spoon it out from there with her cuffed hands. But as she repositioned herself, the ankle chain pulled taut and she lost balance. Her center of gravity shifted too fast, and she tipped sideways, tub wobbling, body starting to roll backward toward the mat. She couldn’t even reach behind her to prop herself up because the transport chains kept her hands cuffed in front of her.

Juma reached out quickly, one hand catching her arm, the other steadying her hip. He eased her back upright with a short laugh. “Easy there.”

Carla scowled, cheeks flushing. “Bloody chains,” she muttered under her breath, but she settled against his steadying grip, tub balanced again.

He noticed the leash still dangling in front of her. He lifted it over her shoulder, letting the chain slide down her back instead — cool metal trailing along her spine, brushing the curve above her buttocks where it was out of the way. He gave her back a soft, lingering stroke with his palm, fingers tracing lightly from shoulder blade to waist.

“There you go,” he said in a caring voice, almost tender.

Carla shivered at the touch — part irritation, part unwanted warmth — but said nothing. She hunched forward, bending far at the waist to bring her mouth down toward her trapped hands holding a spoon of the creamy goodness. The chain between wrists clinked against the tub rim with every careful scoop. She spooned out a bite, leaned even lower — back arched, breasts pressing against her arms — and brought it to her lips.

“You seem so serious tonight,” he said lightly. “Let me loosen you up a bit.”

A low, familiar buzz started inside her — the tracker vibrating gently. Carla’s breath hitched; she knew exactly what it meant. The hum was soft at first, teasing, but she felt it building already.

“You know how to charm a girl, Juma,” she sighed with a resigned eye-roll.

Juma laughed — warm, genuine — and cleared the plates. Then he took her leash and led her to the bed.
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“Lie down.”

She lowered herself onto her stomach, cheek against the rough sheet. The irons kept her wrists cuffed low in front, near her hips; she could only rest her forearms on the mattress beside her waist. Juma helped her shift onto her side because the short chain between wrists and ankles made rolling awkward. He drew her top leg forward and bent it at the knee, lifting it slightly, so her thighs parted just enough for him to press in from behind. The ankle chain pulled taut as he adjusted her, but it allowed him the access he wanted.

He knelt behind her, hands guiding her hips. She felt his penis press against her, looking for the entrance, then slide in — slow, deliberate, filling her inch by inch.

Carla gasped at feeling his penis enter her. The chains forced her into a passive role, so there wasn’t much she could do.

As Juma penetrated her, gliding his slippery penis along her vaginal walls, she felt the familiar reverberations of lust emanating and mix with the vibrations from her tracker.

Carla remembered Melissa’s words earlier that day. How Markus ordered her to himself chained like she was now. How she was delivered to Markus so he could have his way with her. Just as Juma could with her. She remembered Juma’s light-hearted amusement at her mention that her enslavement was only temporary. The pieces began falling into place in her mind. Neither she nor Melissa had anyone to fight for their freedom. Both Juma and Markus understood this well.

But the tracker’s vibrations within her and Juma’s grind were relentless, the lust began to dominate her thoughts of liberty, and they dissolved into waves of pleasure flowing through her.

He moved steadily, hands braced on either side of her shoulders. She could hear his breath quicken and knew this meant he was close to coming in her. When he did, he groaned low, then rolled to the side and pulled her against his chest, draping his arm over her waist.

She lay still, his semen warm inside her, the tracker still vibrating softly between her legs, the chain clinking faintly every time she breathed.

The vibration still hummed inside her, low and insistent. Carla swallowed.

“Please… turn it off, Juma.”

He stirred and tapped his phone a few times. The buzz faded.

He was already half-asleep, murmuring into her hair. “You’re quiet again.”

She swallowed. “Just… thinking.”

“About what?”

She hesitated, then whispered, “You said earlier… time limits don’t really exist here. That relatives have to chase it up. But they promised me two years. Do you think… they’ll actually let me go after two years?”

He paused, arm tightening slightly around her. A slow, almost sleepy smile spread across his face.

“Two years?” he repeated. “You told Rafiki yourself during your review — no one’s looking for you. We also asked Miss Brennan, and she didn’t object.” He nuzzled her neck, breath warm.

Carla tugged nervously at the cuffs as if trying to slide them off, feeling the hard edge bite into the bony ridge of her wrist. But there was no give, no slip. The cuffs remained on her. “So… you’ll just keep me as your slave forever?”

Juma chuckled softly against her skin. “The company invested in your training, paid for the tracker, got you fit for the long routes. You’re worth more now than when you arrived. Why throw that away?”

“You must be kidding me,” she whispered, voice cracking. “That can’t be a reason.”

He shifted closer, lips brushing her ear. “Well… how about the reason that I would really miss you, Carla. I wouldn’t give you up for the world.”

He reached over to the nightstand, fingers closing around the open padlock that always waited there. He threaded it through the leash ring, wrapped it once around a bar of the headboard and snapped it shut with a soft metallic click. Then he rolled away and padded toward the bathroom.

Carla heard the door creak, then the faint trickle of him relieving himself.

Carla stared at the cracked ceiling. She wanted to be outraged, furious even, but she had half-expected this answer. She was still chained to the bed. There was nothing she could do. She was exhausted and quickly fell asleep when she closed her eyes.


Whatever It Takes

The next Friday had come around, and Carla’s legs still ached from the long walk as she pushed the rattling cart up the final stretch to Coconut Grove Farm.

Their eyes met across the yard. Melissa gave the tiniest nod toward the barn.

Carla delivered the beer crates, then slipped into the barn after her. The familiar smell of hay and manure hit her immediately.

Melissa was already pulling the handheld milker from its hook. “I have to do this now,” she whispered in a conspiratorial voice, “or they’ll think I’m slacking. It’s the perfect excuse to steal a few minutes with you.”

Carla nodded. They moved to a quiet corner stall.

Before turning it on, Melissa took the old rag hanging nearby, wet it under the faucet, and quickly wiped her breasts clean of sweat and dust. She then sprayed a quick mist of the farm’s cheap disinfectant on her nipples, and wiped it off. Melissa pushed the suction cup of the milker against her left breast. The soft whir started, and Carla watched in horrified fascination as milk began to flow into the attached plastic container.

“I’m so sorry about last time,” Carla said quietly. “I didn’t mean to get us both whipped.”

Melissa shook her head, eyes fixed on the machine. “It wasn’t your fault, Carla. This place is evil. I blame Markus for putting me here. Not you.”

Carla swallowed. “You were right, you know. I asked Juma — one of the guys who owns me. I asked him straight out about the two years. He just said outright they wouldn’t let me go. No shame at all, he said it like it was the most normal thing in the world that they will keep me.”

Melissa’s face softened with sympathy. “I’m so sorry, Carla. That’s how it works here. As slaves, we’re nothing to them. They think they can just do with us whatever they please. And no one will stop them.”

Carla’s voice cracked with fury. “This is so outrageous! They can’t just keep us naked and collared forever! That’s ridiculous! We are not animals. There has to be something we can do!”

Melissa’s eyes were intense. “That’s exactly why I’m willing to do anything it takes to get out of here. Because otherwise I’ll be kept like this forever. And you should do the same, Carla. If you don’t fight for your freedom, no one else will. No one is coming to rescue us.”

“But what can I do?” Carla asked desperately. “The device in me… I can’t stand the pain, Melissa. It is an intense pain when it goes off. Like I’m being stabbed with a knife.”

“Bloody hell.” Melissa sighed, then reached up and switched the milker to her other breast, the soft whir continuing without pause. “Could Felicity get it out?”

“No chance. It’s way too deep. I tried digging for it with my fingers once — couldn’t even reach the bloody thing. I’d need a doctor.”

“Can you deactivate it somehow? You mentioned your tracker is controlled by an app.”

“Yeah, but they don’t let me near phones or anything electronic. Haven’t touched one since they took my clothes and slapped this collar on.”

Melissa winced, her voice laced with bitterness. “I know the feeling all too well. Can’t use phones or electronic devices. We might start a slave rebellion!”

“Yeah. When I’m not working, I’m locked in a cage or chained to a bed or… stuck on the dildo of the charging device. I have no freedom at all. I can’t do anything.”

Melissa nodded grimly. “Same here. And even the vehicles have those electronic immobilizers — our slave chips trigger them so we can’t start one even if we had the keys. I heard it’s some Irish company’s tech, probably making a quick buck off us.”

Carla looked away uncomfortably. “Oh man, I can’t believe they have their fingers in this as well…”

Melissa sighed. “You mentioned before that your owner hates those devices. Maybe you can get him to get it out of you?”

“You mean Rafiki? He hates these ‘modern gadgets,’ as he calls them. He prefers corporal punishments. Good old traditional canes and whips for his slaves.”

“But that would work better for us, wouldn’t it?” Melissa asked. “If we were to escape, then he can’t whip you anymore. Seems like a better deal than a shock device implanted into you.”

“True,” Carla sighed. “I’m actually worse off than a slave that ‘just’ gets whipped.”

Melissa sighed, and they both looked toward the large steel cage at the far end of the barn — the one where Melissa was locked in every night.

She reached up and switched off the milker. She wiped her breasts with the old towel hanging nearby, then held the full container in one hand, the warm milk shifting gently inside.

Melissa looked at her seriously. “There is something I want you to know, Carla. I have never spoken to anyone about this. Until now.”

Carla looked at her, sensing the weight in Melissa’s voice.

She took a deep breath. “A friend, or rather enemy of mine, once told me something I’ll never forget. She said I could have been free a long time ago if I had manipulated Markus. Faked affection, made him want to keep me close, lied to him. But I didn’t. I was too proud. I thought I was entitled to fair treatment. But that is not how it works here.”

Carla reached out and took Melissa’s free hand, squeezing it gently, her voice soft with concern. “That’s awful, Melissa… she really said that to you?”

“I hated her back then, Carla. I really did. She had me cuffed and leashed and was walking me down the street like a dog.”

Carla squeezed her hand tighter. She felt a chill running through her as Melissa’s words sank in.

“But she was right,” Melissa continued. “And I learned this lesson too late. I regret it every day. Every time I’m chained up and brought to Markus as a slave to service him, I regret it. Every day when I’m labouring on the fields or milking myself for Markus’s profit, I regret that I wasn’t ready to do what it takes when I had the chance.”

Carla reached out and took Melissa’s free hand, squeezing it gently, her voice soft with concern. “Oh, Melissa… I had no idea it was that bad.”

Melissa sighed, suppressed anger in her voice. “And at the end of the month, they strap us milk girls down, inspect us like cattle, and inject new hormone pellets into our butt cheeks to keep the milk flowing. I’m at the end of this cycle, dreading the next.”

Carla stared at her, horror and empathy mixing on her face. “Jaysus, Melissa… they do that to you?”

Melissa looked at her, eyes intense. “Don’t make the same mistake as I did, Carla. If Felicity offers you a way out, take it. And for the tracker… do whatever it takes. Beg them, lie to them, manipulate them — anything to get it out, or at least get the shocks turned off. Kneel before them, kiss their feet if you have to. Whatever it takes, Carla.”

Carla nodded slowly, her throat tight, feeling Melissa’s words hit close to home. “I… I’ll try it.”

Suddenly, heavy boots crunched on the straw-covered floor.

The farmhand stepped into the barn, his eyes narrowing. “What are you two doing in here?”

Melissa froze, and Carla saw fear flickering in her eyes for a split second. She was already done milking, and they both knew she had stayed to talk.

Carla spun around, heart pounding, and saw the farmhand stepping into the stall, his eyes narrowing as he took in the scene.

Both women dropped to their knees instantly, heads lowered, hands on their thighs — the automatic response drilled into every slave to take before a free man. Carla winced as her knees hit the hard ground.

Melissa recovered, dropped her gaze and spoke submissively, “I just finished my quota, Master,” she said, holding up the container with the fresh milk inside. When Carla glanced over, she saw Melissa’s lips quiver and her hands tremble.

The farmhand frowned, clearly sensing something was off, but the container did have fresh milk inside. He grunted. “Put it in the fridge and get back to work.”

“Yes, Master,” Melissa replied, keeping her head lowered.

“And enough with the slave gossip!” He tapped the whip coiled at his belt.

“Yes, Master,” Melissa whispered.

He gave a stern nod, heavy with meaning, and walked away.

As soon as his footsteps faded, Melissa let out a shaky breath. She turned to Carla, eyes wide with relief, and pulled her into a quick, fierce hug.

“Be careful,” she whispered, voice tight. “And try. For both of us.”

Carla nodded, throat tight, and slipped out of the barn before anyone else noticed.
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Carla returned to the office just as the tracker buzzed a warning. Rafiki glanced up from his desk, eyebrow raised. “Cutting it a bit close today, are we?”

“Sorry, Master,” Carla muttered, hastily mounting the sybian. The vibrations started, and she sat there, mind racing. Melissa’s words kept echoing: do whatever it takes. Easier said than done. Rafiki hated these modern gadgets. But he had given her that whole speech about traditional methods being superior. Maybe she could use that. Tell him the shocks might damage his property. Beg him to use his cane instead. Yes, that could work.

But she was stuck here on this damn thing, in such an undignified position. Being fucked by a machine in the nude on the floor wasn’t exactly the best negotiating position, but it needed to be done, and she didn’t have any other options. And on top of that, he looked grumpy. Probably because she had been late. Maybe she should wait until he was in a better mood…

No. No more waiting.

She took a deep breath.

“Master, I was wondering—”

The door opened. The janitor shuffled in, grumbling, phone in hand.

“Power’s out in the shed again — I blew a fuse trying to fix that damn light.”

Rafiki grunted in annoyance. “Go deal with it.”

The janitor nodded and left.

Carla’s heart was pounding. After a few minutes, she had gathered enough courage to try again. She took a deep breath and tried to force the words out before she could lose her nerve.

“Master, about the tracker—”

Suddenly, the sybian stopped humming. The lights flickered out — blackout. The tracker buzzed again, then shocked her hard.

Carla cried out and instinctively tried to double forward in agony. The rigid dildo inside her stopped her short, slamming back in deep as she moved. She gasped sharply, both hands flying down to clutch her vagina as if that could somehow ease the invasive pain.

The sharp, internal jolt made her jerk upright again, only for the next shock to hit. She writhed helplessly on the shaft, half-lifting, half-impaled, unable to escape either the pain or the toy.

“Help! Master! The shocks — it hurts! Stop it!”

The control lights on the sybian were dark. Realization hit her through the pain: blackout. The machine had lost power, but the tracker hadn’t. She forced herself up, legs shaking, and half-fell, half-knelt beside the sybian, finally free of the dildo. She doubled over on the floor, arms wrapped around her stomach, sobbing as another wave of shocks tore through her.

“Rafiki! Please — make it stop!”

Rafiki stood up quickly, his eyes widening as he saw Carla curled on the floor, writhing in pain. He glanced at the dark sybian, then at her — the tracker must have triggered because the charging cycle was interrupted.

“What the hell is that idiot doing over there?” He patted his pockets, muttering a curse. “Damn it, I left my phone at home.”

He raised his voice. “Kwame!”

The janitor, who had been heading back toward the office after the lights went out, rushed in. He took one look at Carla and understood immediately. He tapped quickly on the screen, and the shocks stopped.

Rafiki grabbed a flashlight. “Let’s check the fuses.”

The janitor set his phone on the table and followed Rafiki out, leaving Carla shaking on the floor.
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Carla sat up, breath ragged. The janitor’s phone lay on the table. Forgotten.

She pushed herself to her feet, legs still trembling from the shocks and the sybian. Whatever it takes, Melissa’s voice echoed in the back of her mind. After the agony of those shocks, she couldn’t agree more. Maybe there was a silver lining here.

Her hand moved before her mind caught up. She snatched it, fingers trembling as she tapped in the password she remembered from weeks ago — 12345, the one the janitor had mouthed while she lay writhing on the ground. The screen lit up. She began to swipe frantically, searching for the PainPal app.

Footsteps. The door opened.

Juma’s voice cut through the quiet office, casual and amused. “You won’t believe what that idiot Kwame did — bridged the fuse contacts with a nail! The generator overloaded and shut the whole place down. We’re lucky it didn’t catch fire.”

Carla startled violently, heart slamming against her ribs. In one frantic motion, she set the phone back on the table and turned to face him, trying to look as innocent as possible.

Juma’s smile faltered for a split second. His eyes flicked to the phone on the table, then back to her. Something wasn’t quite right — she could see the suspicion in his gaze.

For a long, terrifying moment he just looked at her.

Then he stepped closer, took her right wrist gently, and clicked a handcuff around it.

Carla didn’t resist. Before her enslavement this would have horrified her; now it was just another thing that could be done to her.

“What are you doing there?” he asked, voice still light but with a sharper edge underneath.

“Nothing… I was on the charger when the electricity went out…”

Juma took her other wrist, turned her around, and locked the second cuff in place. The steel closed with a soft, final click.

“Oh no!”

“Yeah, the janitor switched it off before they left to fix the blackout.”

“Oh man, that is not good.” He gave the chain between her wrists a gentle tug, testing it. “Are you ok now?”

Carla nodded, trying to keep her voice steady. “Yeah… the pain goes away quickly, but it was really bad. It took a while until the janitor was able to turn it off.”

“Poor Carla,” Juma murmured, brushing a strand of hair from her face.

Carla turned to face him. “Why have you handcuffed me? Are you having me over for ‘dinner’ tonight?”

Juma smiled, warm but possessive. “Of course. And the coffee cake will be good to calm your nerves.”

He led the way out of the office. Carla followed him.

“I was going to stay late and finish the delivery schedules,” Juma said casually as they walked, “but since Kwame botched the electricity, I’m going home early. Lucky me.”

Lucky me too, she thought, the sarcasm so thick she could spread it on toast. Two solid swings at freedom, both executed with the grace of a drunk donkey. At least Juma didn’t dig deeper about the phone — it’s all about appreciating the little things in life. Whatever it takes, she thought. But Christ almighty, it was taking a lot.

As they stepped into the yard, he slipped an arm around her shoulders and pulled her close to him. It felt so familiar that Carla almost wanted to put her arm around him in return. Not that she could with her hands cuffed behind her back. Or wanted to. Then, with his other hand, he reached up and clipped the familiar leash to her collar with a soft click.
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Juma lay beneath her, hands on her hips, his breathing ragged as he thrust up into her. Carla straddled him, knees planted on either side of his waist, controlling the rhythm. She tried to forget she was chained to his bed and moved soft and sensual. Not as a slave, but as a lover would.

She felt him start to accelerate, his grip tightening, his hips driving harder as he neared the edge. She felt his penis throb inside her, the heat building. This was the moment — he was so close, so desperate.

Carla straightened her back and pressed her weight down firmly onto his hips, locking him in place. She stayed perfectly still, keeping him buried deep inside her but denying him any rhythm, any friction, any chance to finish.

Juma groaned in frustration, eyes flying open. “What… what are you doing?”

Carla looked down at him, heart pounding. This was the moment.

As his slave, she had no right to resist him. But she knew she was more to Juma than just a slave. He would tolerate this. Unlike the sybian, where she had been helpless on the receiving end, this went both ways. He was buried deep inside her. She could feel his desperation, right on the verge. She was his to use for his pleasure, but she could use her body to control that pleasure. To an extent. She had to be careful not to overplay her hand.
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“What happened today… the shocks were so harsh,” she said softly, voice trembling but steady. “I didn’t do anything wrong, and it still punished me. How am I supposed to relax with you when I know that could happen again?” She moved slowly back and forth, feeling his slippery penis slide within her — just enough to keep him at the edge, enough to hold his attention, but not enough to let him come. “Turn them off, Juma. Please… for me.”

Juma’s chest heaved beneath her, his hands still gripping her thighs. He was so close, so desperate to keep going. For a long second he just stared at her, torn between frustration and confusion.

Carla clenched around him, moved forward and watched him suppress a groan. She could feel him throbbing deep inside her — tiny, helpless pulses with every heartbeat, begging for the movement she refused to give. “What do you say?”

Juma’s hips twitched under her, his frustration growing. “Carla… I like the trackers,” he said. “Knowing you can be shocked makes you slave girls behave so much better.”

Carla relaxed her contraction and sat back on him, inhibiting his movement, giving him a look of disappointment. “If I am late, you may punish me. I accept that. But don’t put me at the mercy of my tracker. Don’t you care for me, Juma? At least a little bit?”

She gently clenched again, and gently moved back and forth, letting him feel the warmth with the prospect of release while still withholding it. “Please Juma. Do it for me.”

He let out a low, almost regretful chuckle. “You’re killing me here.”

She leaned forward, kissed his neck and whispered, “I want to be good for you. Without the fear.”

Juma’s chest rose and fell rapidly. Finally, he sighed and reached for his phone on the nightstand, still pinned beneath her. He tapped the screen a few times.

“There,” he said, voice strained. “I reduced it to three light shocks. That’s all. No more unlimited. Happy now, princess?”

Relief flooded through her. Three light shocks. It wasn’t what she had asked for, but it was still enough. Enough to give her a real chance at escape. She knew better than to push him further, and having limits on the shocks was a real victory. She couldn’t bear an unlimited number of shocks. But she could survive three.

She lowered herself forward, supporting herself on her hands planted on the bed to either side of his chest, then began to move with deliberate back-and-forth rolls — rubbing the soft ridges of her wet vagina against the slippery head of his penis in exactly the way he needed, granting him the release he so desperately craved. As she leaned over him, her long red hair spilled forward and brushed against his chest, and she caught sight of the short chain from her collar coiling loosely beneath her, resting on his skin like a cruel reminder of how tightly she was still leashed. She hated seeing it there, hated the way it symbolized every inch of control they held over her.

Juma groaned and thrust hard within her. She watched the ecstasy in his face as it crashed through him.

And as he came inside her, Carla felt her own orgasm rise — sharp, overwhelming, and this time laced with something rare for a slave, a feeling of victory.


The Choice

A week had passed since Juma had reduced the shocks to three light ones.

The difference was immediate. Deliveries no longer felt like walking a tightrope. Three shocks were painful but bearable. For the first time in months, Carla found herself noticing the breeze on her skin, the warm sun as she walked in public.

Yet the relief itself terrified her. Because now the shocks were tolerable, the thought of them being turned back to unlimited — if she tried to escape and got caught — was even more horrifying. Juma could do it with a tap on his phone. And if she lost his favour after an escape attempt, she might end up with a vindictive owner instead of the one who sometimes treated her like a girlfriend.

She kept replaying Melissa’s words: Don’t make the same mistake as I did.

By the time Friday came around again, and she approached Felicity’s small cottage at the edge of the resort grounds, the conflict had become a constant, churning weight in her chest.

[image: Carla pulling up to Felicity’s hut]

[image: ]

Felicity closed the door and spoke quickly, voice low.

“My contacts looked into everything you said. The Slave Academy is too dangerous — security is tight, and they’re afraid of Victor. They won’t risk it.”

Carla’s stomach tightened. She had expected that.

“But Coconut Grove Farm is different,” Felicity continued, eyes bright with hope. “It’s open, low security, outside the settlement. Your beer delivery is the perfect distraction. We can get Melissa — and you — out when the farmhands are drinking.”

Carla’s stomach tightened. She hadn’t expected that. She stared at Felicity, arms still crossed. “You expect me to believe you’re part of some secret slave-freeing network? You live in a resort cottage and order groceries from me!”

Felicity flushed.

“It’s not like that. This whole resort life is just my cover. My parents think I’m here on a gap year ‘finding myself,’ but I’m actually on an undercover mission. I have met people from the organization — people who have been doing this for years. I’m not some tourist playing hero. This is serious.”

Carla raised an eyebrow. “Your contacts… So you’re employed by an NGO that does this?”

“Yes!” Felicity flushed, “Well, I mean… I’m not exactly an employee of theirs.”

“So what are you then?” Carla asked, confused.

“It is more of a volunteering position. I don’t get paid for this. The NGO looks for volunteers to help them with their mission. It is for a good cause after all!”

“You don’t get paid?” Carla was puzzled. “Then how do you pay for all this, the food deliveries, this hut with a pool?”

Felicity noticed Carla’s judging look and shifted uncomfortably. “My parents are supporting me.”

“Your parents?”

“They feel guilty for not being around when I was younger. But I want to make the most out of it and use my privilege for a worthy cause.”

The topic of her parents seemed to make her nervous. Felicity fidgeted with her bag, then pulled out a pack of cigarettes and a cheap lighter. Her hands were trembling as she lit one.

“Sorry,” she said, exhaling shakily. “I only smoke when I’m nervous… and right now I’m terrified. This is bigger than anything I’ve ever done.”

Carla watched her for a moment, then pushed harder. “Please, Lissy, all this ‘network’ you are talking about — have you ever even seen them? There is nothing at stake for you if this goes wrong. You are a free woman. But I’m a slave. I have no rights here. If I’m caught trying to run, the things they can do to me…”

“It’s not like that. I’ve met some of them.” Felicity took another drag, then leaned in, her voice dropping with excitement. “I really have. On my first trip here, it was on an information evening in the Savu Highlands. They were very nice and helpful, and I met Kalia, an amazing woman who coordinates a lot of this. She’s married to the blacksmith in Makoa settlement. He removes the collars from liberated slaves. It is wonderful. I swear it’s real, Carla. I wouldn’t risk this if it wasn’t.”

Carla stared at her, still skeptical.

Felicity, sensing she was losing her, added quickly, “I’ve done this before, you know. I helped a girl escape last year. She made it out. I can do the same for you and Melissa. I promise.”

“You would be taking a huge risk,” Carla said quietly. “Aren’t you afraid of getting into trouble yourself?”

Felicity gave a shaky laugh and shook her head. “Extracting you two off the farm grounds is risky — very risky. That’s why the plan is for you to sneak away yourselves first. I’ll wait with the car at a safe spot outside the property, well out of sight.”

Carla blinked. “So… the most dangerous part — getting off the farm — we do alone?”

Felicity nodded quickly. “It has to be that way. If I drove right up to the gate or tried to meet you inside the grounds, we’d be spotted immediately. But once you’re out on the road, I can get you away fast. It’s safer for everyone.”

Carla swallowed, her bare shoulders tensing. “Yeah… I guess that makes sense. But if they catch you helping us, couldn’t they just… turn you into one of us?”

Felicity’s eyes lit up a little — the eager researcher finally getting to share something she’d read.

“Actually, no — they don’t just enslave anyone here. Enslavement has very specific roots in their tribal past, and even in modern law it’s not a free-for-all. If you’re here legally — with a valid visa, like me — you’re basically a guest. And guest right is sacred. In the old days, if someone came to your village as a guest, you fed them, sheltered them, and sent them on their way. You didn’t chain them up or sell them. That would be unthinkable.”

She straightened a little, almost pleased with herself for knowing the nuance. “So in today’s Grabesh, it’s the same principle. Foreigners with proper papers aren’t turned into slaves. For helping you guys, I’d probably just get a fine. At worst, deportation. I’m not stealing you after all — I’m just giving a pair of runaway slaves a lift.”

Carla’s eyes narrowed. “Well, they enslaved me, didn’t they? I wouldn’t put too much faith into these ‘guest rights.’”

Felicity gave a small, apologetic shrug. “Ah, yes — but you’re a special case. You were convicted under those weird new laws on the Kivana Islands. The Investment Act thing, you know? It’s an oddity — designed to save on prison costs by turning convicts into labor. It’s not done on the mainland. Most people here wouldn’t even know about time-limited sentences. To them, slaves are slaves. Citizens are citizens. And that’s it.”

Carla’s thoughts spun. Escape was suddenly a real option. Juma had limited the shocks, and she knew those changes could only be made when he was close enough for Bluetooth — not through the mobile network. She just had to stay away from him and his phone, and there was nothing she wanted more than that. All the week’s thoughts crashed over her again — Melissa’s regret, the three shocks she could survive, and the certainty of lifelong slavery if she stayed. She had already decided she couldn’t live like this forever. Felicity’s words just… removed the last excuse.

She took a shaky breath.

“I’m in,” she sighed quietly, the words feeling both terrifying and inevitable. “If there’s a real chance… I’m in. For both of us.”


The Last Delivery
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Melissa’s hand found Carla’s, fingers intertwining, callus against callus. “Are we really doing this?”

“I can’t believe it either.”

A long silence. The sun hammered down. Somewhere a goat bleated.

“I’m scared,” Melissa said, so quietly Carla almost missed it.

“Me too.” Carla’s voice cracked.

“But anything is better than this,” Melissa whispered fiercely. “Whatever it takes.”

Carla’s grip tightened. “We don’t leave each other. Promise.”

“Promise.”

“One last thing. If anything feels wrong,” Carla said, “We abort. No heroics.”

Melissa nodded. Then, surprising them both, she leaned forward and pressed her forehead to Carla’s — skin to skin, sweat to sweat, two collared women sharing the same desperate breath.

“Seven days,” Melissa whispered.

“Seven days,” Carla answered.

They squeezed hands once — hard — then let go.

Carla had told Felicity, “I’m in,” seven days ago. And seven more days would pass until they would run. Seven days, in which she would continue going through the motions but know that her slave life as she knew it would be over soon, one way or another. She could still walk away from all of this though. She could reconsider and choose the safety of her slave life over the risks of an escape with Felicity.

Carla was about to speak again when Melissa suddenly stiffened.

“Someone’s coming,” she breathed.

Both women froze, listening. Heavy boots crunched on the straw outside the stall.

Without a word, Melissa slipped out the barn first, moving casually toward the farmhand as if she’d just finished her break. She gave him a quick, submissive nod and started chatting to draw his attention.

Carla waited a few heartbeats, then slipped out behind her, keeping low and silent. She grabbed the cart handles and walked away without looking back.

Neither spoke again.

They didn’t need to.

Seven days.
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Seven days later, Carla pushed the rattling cart up the final stretch to Coconut Grove Farm, her heart hammering harder than it had in weeks. The memory of that whispered promise still burned in her chest.

Last night Juma had fed her tiramisu again, the chain from her collar clinking softly against the headboard while he stroked her hair. Sweat beaded on her skin—not just from the sex, but from the knot of dread twisting in her gut. Tomorrow she would try to run, and nothing would ever be the same between them: success meant never seeing him again, failure meant losing the fragile comfort of her privileged position as his favored slave. It wasn’t too late to stop this madness; she could still choose to stay, to kneel for him and continue her life as a slave instead of risking everything for a shot at freedom.

Today was the day. This would be her last delivery — if everything went to plan.

She could still opt out, finish the route like a good slave, kneel for Juma tonight, and pretend none of this had ever been real. Now the moment was here, and every inch of her wanted to turn back, continue with the routine instead of embarking on this dangerous adventure.

As the path curved past the small lake tucked behind the palms, Carla spotted Felicity’s car parked just out of sight of the farm. The engine was running, and Felicity was inside, visibly flustered. She was wiping sweat from her forehead with a handkerchief and frantically fumbling with the AC controls, trying to keep cool while she waited.

Carla gave a small, quick wave.

Felicity startled, then broke into a shaky smile and waved back, the cigarette trembling between her fingers.

They were really doing this.

Carla looked away before anyone else could notice and continued toward the farm.
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She spotted Melissa working near the barn and gave the tiniest nod. Melissa returned it, her face calm but her eyes bright with the same fierce determination Carla felt.

Carla delivered the beer crates as usual. As soon as the last one was handed over, she slipped into the barn. Melissa was already waiting.

For a moment they just looked at each other.

“We’re really doing this,” Carla whispered.

Melissa’s lips curved into a small, fierce smile. She reached out and squeezed Carla’s hand once — hard.

“No going back now.”

They didn’t hug. They didn’t need to. The promise from seven days ago still hung between them like steel.

Most of the farmhands had already disappeared into the main building, drawn by the promise of cold beer and shade. The beer delivery would provide the distraction they needed to get Melissa off the farm.

But two of them were still standing outside, chatting lazily in the sun, blocking the only clear path off the farm.

“Blimey, why aren’t those two going in with the others?” Melissa whispered, her face tightening with worry. She made a small, frustrated gesture with her hand, as if she wanted to shoo them away.

Carla’s stomach sank. Some of the fields were fenced — waist-high barriers topped with barbed wire to keep wild animals out and protect the crops. The ones Melissa worked on were like that, impossible to cross naked without getting sliced by the barbs. Others were open, but vast and exposed; any slave trying to slip away would be spotted instantly by farmhands. Ladders or boards were available to get over a fence, but hauling them across the open fields would be impossible to hide. The only realistic way out was along the main path past the building.

If we can’t sneak past them… maybe we don’t have to sneak at all.

[image: ]

“I have an idea,” Carla whispered. “Stay here.”

She slipped out, grabbed an empty beer crate from the stack near the main building, and hauled it back to her cart. Melissa didn’t need telling twice. She climbed in quickly, curling up tight. Carla closed the lid, trying to make it look as normal as possible, then started pushing.

The cart felt noticeably heavier. As she passed the two farmhands, one of them frowned and stepped forward.

“Hold up. Why’s that cart so heavy all of a sudden?”

Carla’s heart slammed against her ribs. She forced a casual shrug.

“Just the last of the empties, Master.”

The farmhand took another step, clearly suspicious. He reached out toward the crate—

“Hey! You two coming or not?” a voice shouted from inside the main building. “The beer’s getting warm!”

The two farmhands exchanged a glance, muttered something, and finally turned away, heading inside.

Carla let out a shaky breath and kept pushing. They made it past the gate and onto the open road.

For the first time in what felt like forever, a small, fierce spark of victory flared in her chest.

They were out.

Carla allowed herself one deep, trembling breath. The enormous relief washed over her — they had actually made it off the farm without being caught.

Then she looked up and saw a white woman walking toward them along the road.

Her heart skipped.

It was Felicity.
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Felicity spotted them and hurried over, her face flushed and streaked with sweat.

“The car isn’t working, Carla,” she whispered urgently. “We have to abort.”

Carla’s stomach dropped. “Why? What happened?”

“I think it overheated.”

Carla remembered seeing the car idling earlier when she passed it on the way to the farm. “Why were you keeping it running before?”

“Well, its so hot sitting there waiting. And otherwise the air conditioning would deplete the battery. It uses a lot of electricity, you know.”

Before Felicity could finish, the lid of the crate beside Carla lifted a few inches. Melissa’s face appeared, eyes wide with alarm.

“What is going on?” she whispered.

Carla glanced back at her. “Our getaway car broke down. Felicity wants to abort the escape.”

Felicity gave a weak, awkward smile. “Oh… hi. You must be Melissa. Nice to meet you.”

Melissa looked anxious and wary, clearly afraid of being spotted by the farmhands. Carla saw the fear in her eyes and quickly whispered, “It’s ok, you can come out. They can’t see us here.”

Only then did Melissa dare to push the lid fully open and climb out.

Melissa’s eyes widened in panic. “No… no, no, no…”

Felicity looked miserable. “I’m sorry, but we can’t go without the car. I need to get help. And knowing how things work here in this country… It will take a long time. We have to abort.”

Melissa stared at her, then said, “The vet is coming tomorrow to inject me with another hormone pellet.” She reached back and pinched the flesh of her own butt cheek, right where the needle always went. “I’m done being treated like livestock. I’m not going back to that.”

She looked toward the main building where the farmhands were drinking. “There must be another way…” Melissa scanned the farmyard desperately, her eyes darting from shed to shed. “The farm has a van. They use it to haul in supplies and make deliveries. We can use that!”

Felicity shook her head vehemently, her voice rising in a hushed, frantic whisper. “Steal a van? From the farm? That’s theft—a serious crime! That’s not what I came here to do! I wanted to help people, to do good, not become some kind of criminal!”

Melissa’s hands went to her collar. “Please, Felicity,” she pleaded. “To them, liberating us is already theft. By their laws we are property. Here, you are a criminal in any case if you free us.”

[image: Carla and Melissa pleading with Felicity]

Felicity’s cheeks flushed deeper, her hands clenching at her sides. “But… but helping slaves escape is moral! It’s right! Stealing a van, that’s just wrong—I could lose everything for that!”

Melissa’s voice cracked, raw with desperation as she stepped closer, her naked body tense under the sun. “Tomorrow they round us up—all the female slaves. They strap us face-down in the dirt, ‘inspect’ us to make sure we’re healthy, then jam the hormone needle into our butts to keep the milk flowing.” She pinched her buttocks as if to demonstrate the location of the injection site. “We are cattle to them, Felicity! Imagine you being kept like this.” She gestured sharply at her naked form, her hand sweeping from collar to thighs. “Is that what you’re condemning me to?”

Felicity’s hand flew to her mouth, eyes wide with horror, the cigarette dropping forgotten to the dirt. She stared at Melissa, then at Carla, her face paling as the words sank in, the image—naked bodies strapped down, exposed, violated—hanging thick in the air.

She took a shaky step back, shaking her head. “I… I can’t. Theft? That’s not what I signed up for.”

Carla swallowed hard, seeing the crack in Felicity’s resolve. Her voice came out in a fierce whisper, urgent and raw. “They’re keeping us as slaves! They stole our lives, our freedom—serves them right if they lose their precious van when we go free!”

Felicity flinched, her gaze dropping to Carla’s collar, then to Melissa’s scarred body, the weight of the argument hitting like a physical blow. Her shoulders slumped, tears welling as she nodded shakily. “Okay… okay. But if this goes wrong…”

Melissa pointed toward the largest house on the farm premises. “The keys are inside the main building. I know exactly where they hang—on hooks in the front room. But I can’t go in. I’m chipped. There’s a scanner at the entrance; it’ll set off the alarm the second I cross the threshold. Slaves like me aren’t allowed anywhere near it.”

Carla moaned, “But that’s where all the farmhands are now!”

Felicity’s eyes widened in panic, her voice a frantic whisper. “That’s impossible! We can’t get past a whole room of them. We have to abort!”

Carla’s pulse thundered as their plan unravelled before her eyes. She glanced toward the main building. There was no way out of this. She would be back on the sybian tonight, and find herself chained to Juma’s bed to give him pleasure if he so wished. The thought of her helplessness made her blood boil.

Melissa clenched her hands into fists in frustration as she looked toward the main building. The farmhands could be seen in there, drinking their beer and laughing. “Damn it—the keys are right there. But with all of them inside…” Her gaze flicked to the fallen cigarette at Felicity’s feet, its ember still glowing faintly in the dirt. A spark of inspiration lit in her eyes, cutting through the tension.

“There’s our way,” she said, pointing at it. “We start a fire in the straw shed. It’ll draw everyone out to fight it. Then Carla can slip in and grab the keys.”

Felicity’s eyes widened in horror, the cigarette nearly dropping from her fingers. “A fire? That’s arson! If we get caught, I could go to jail for this! I’m just a volunteer—I can’t risk that!” She backed up a step, shaking her head wildly. “This is getting out of control!”

Melissa wrung her hands in desperation, her naked body tense. “We have no other choice, Felicity. The keys are in there with them—how else do we get them out?”

Felicity shook her head wildly, backing up a step, her voice cracking with panic. “There has to be another way! I can’t—I won’t—be the one starting fires! This isn’t helping; this is insane!”

Melissa gave Felicity a tired, pleading look. “This whole country is insane,” she said with desperation in her voice. She held out her palm. “Please, Felicity, the people holding us here are barbarians. Give me the lighter. If anyone is caught, it will be me.”

Carla’s heart hammered. She swallowed hard, her bare skin prickling under the open sky. “If you know any other way to get the farmhands out of there…” she said quietly, her voice steady but edged with fear, “…tell us now.”

Felicity hesitated a heartbeat longer, then lit another cigarette with trembling hands, took one deep drag, and finally pressed the lighter into Melissa’s hand. “Just… be careful.”

“Thank you,” Melissa said, with audible relief as she took the lighter. “Wait here and keep out of sight while I set it.”

She darted toward the straw shed, keeping low, her bare feet silent on the dirt.

Carla and Felicity watched in tense silence, hearts pounding, as Melissa slipped inside. So much for aborting when anything feels wrong, Carla thought. Moments later, smoke began to curl from the roof. Flames licked upward, crackling hungrily.

Shouts erupted from the main building. Farmhands burst out, grabbing buckets and tools, rushing toward the blaze. The yard cleared in seconds, chaos swallowing the farm.
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“Now,” Carla breathed, darting toward the main building. So much for no heroics, she thought. Her bare feet slapped the dirt, heart slamming against her ribs. The door stood ajar—no one guarding it now.

Across the yard, farmhands were already barking orders. Naked female slaves were being shoved into a frantic bucket chain at the well, while a powerful male slave worked the pump handle. Their bare breasts bounced as they passed heavy pails hand-to-hand, while the stronger male slaves were driven into the burning shed to drag out unburned bales.

She pushed inside. The cool air in the shade felt like a shock after the heat in the outside sun.

Suddenly a loud beeping pierced the air. The alarm blaring to life as she crossed the threshold. Carla froze, heart slamming, the shrill wail echoing through the dim room like a scream. But it was too late to turn back. She had to find the keys and get out.

The front room was dim, lit by slivers of light through cracked shutters. Hooks lined the wall, each marked with a small plastic tag. Carla’s eyes flicked across the labels—TRACTOR, CATTLE CARRIER, SHED—until she spotted the black plastic fob labelled VAN. She snatched the keys. Relief flooded her; this was working.

Then, a flush echoed from the adjacent bathroom. The door creaked open.

A farmhand stepped out, wiping his hands on his shirt. He froze, eyes locking on Carla. Standing before him naked, collared, and keys in hand.

“What are you doing here?” he demanded, voice sharp with suspicion.

Carla’s mind blanked for a split second, panic surging like the tracker’s worst shock. Then she forced the words out, her voice high and urgent. “There’s a fire in the shed! They sent me to find you!”

The farmhand’s eyes widened. He spun toward the window, spotting the smoke billowing high. “Fire? Shit—” He started for the door, but hesitated, gaze dropping to the keys in her hand. “Why do you have the van keys?”

Carla’s throat tightened, her pulse roaring in her ears. She scrambled for a lie, blurting it out. “There’s fire extinguishing equipment in the van! They asked me to fetch the keys for them!”

He frowned, stepping closer. “That doesn’t make sense. Slaves aren’t allowed in here. And you don’t even belong to this farm. Why send you?”

Carla’s heart hammered, sweat slicking her skin. The lie was crumbling; she could see doubt hardening in his eyes. “There was no time! They had to act fast! Please, the fire’s getting worse!”

He shook his head, unconvinced. “I don’t believe you. Kneel!”

Carla’s stomach lurched. The word hit like a reflex drilled into her bones at The Slave Academy.

“Master…” Carla stammered, but her legs folded before her mind could argue, knees hitting the cool, gritty floor of the storage room to kneel as ordered before the man.

Outside, shouts were already rising—farmhands yelling for buckets, the crackle of flames growing louder. Smoke drifted in through the open door, sharp and acrid. The man cursed under his breath, clearly desperate to get to the fire, but he still took a handful of thick plastic zipties from a toolbox on the shelf.

“Wrists behind you,” he snapped.

The farmhand grabbed a handful of zipties from a toolbox on the shelf. He snatched the van keys from her limp fingers and stuffed them into his pocket. Then he yanked her wrists behind her back and wrapped a zip-tie around them.

Carla’s breath caught. He yanked it tight—once, twice—the sharp edges biting into her skin like wires. She hissed through clenched teeth as the tie cinched, forcing her shoulders back and thrusting her bare breasts forward. The sudden exposure made her nipples tighten against the humid air.

“Please, Master—not so tight!” she gasped. “It hurts—”

“Ankles,” he ordered, already dropping to one knee.

She shifted, the motion awkward with her wrists pinned. He crossed her ankles, then the second ziptie ratcheted around them, locking them together with a series of clicks.

The farmhand didn’t waste time. He threaded a third ziptie through the wrist loop, then through the ankle loop, and pulled. Hard.

Carla gasped as her body was jerked into the hogtie. “No—no, Master! It’s too tight—please, I can’t—!”

Her back arched sharply, wrists yanked toward her ankles, forcing her chest down until her bare breasts flattened against the cool, gritty floor. Her nipples pushed against the dirty floor; the position spread her thighs just enough that the cool air kissed her exposed vagina and the tight pucker of her ass. She felt utterly open, utterly helpless.

Carla gasped and looked up at him. “Please let me go, Master…” she panted. “I can help with the barn…”

“Silence!” The farmhand barked and drove his boot into her ribs. Carla cried out as the kick slammed through her, the impact jerking her bound body and scraping her flattened breasts harder against the dirty floor.

A low whimper escaped her as fresh pain throbbed through her limbs like fire.

The farmhand gave the connecting tie one final tug, pulling it tighter. Carla whimpered as the plastic bit deeper into her wrists and ankles. Outside, someone shouted “Water line—move!” and the man straightened fast, already turning toward the door.

“We’ll deal with you after the fire,” he growled, already halfway out. The door slammed behind him, leaving Carla alone in the dim room, hogtied and trembling, the distant roar of the blaze and the frantic shouts the only company she had.

“No… no, no…” Tears stung her eyes, frustration and fear crashing over her as the beeping of the alarm continued to blare. The plan had failed because of her. Melissa and Felicity would be waiting, wondering what happened. And when the farmhands returned, she’d be punished. Whipped. Or worse.

The tracker made its familiar hum deep inside her. Soft. Gentle. The little “you’re still on schedule” vibration that had become background noise over the last weeks.

None of this had needed to happen. She could have said no to the escape. She could have met Melissa today for a quick, safe chat and simply walked back to the office like any other day. Instead, she was hogtied on the filthy floor, nipples scraping dirt, the alarm screaming overhead, waiting for the punishment she knew was coming. And she knew it would be bad.
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Minutes stretched like hours. Then, a shadow at the window. Carla twisted her head against the dirty floor to see—Melissa’s face peering in, eyes wide with alarm. She disappeared. Moments later, the door creaked open. Carla glanced over her shoulder and saw Melissa slip inside.

“Oh my god, Carla!” she yelled over the shrill blare of the alarm, rushing to her side. “Are you okay?”

Carla nodded, sweat slicking her skin as panic clawed her throat, breasts heaving with each ragged breath. “I’m fine. Can you get me out of these ties?”

Melissa nodded distractedly, already rummaging through drawers.

“What set the alarm off? Did you trip something?”

Carla looked up to Melissa. “No idea—it just went off the second I crossed the threshold. Hurry, please!”

Melissa nodded distractedly, already rummaging through drawers. She found wire cutters in a toolbox but fumbled the first snip, the blade slipping on the thick plastic. “Hold on—almost…” The second cut severed the connecting tie. Carla’s body uncurled with a shuddering release. Her thighs quivered from the strain as blood rushed back.

Carla rubbed her wrists. She felt pins and needles in her hands and feet as the blood rushed back. “The van keys—he took them from me.”

Carla carefully stood on her feet, still feeling shaky. She glanced across the yard. The women’s bucket line was still moving but slower now, naked bodies streaked with soot and sweat, while the male slaves staggered out of the shed coughing, arms full of smouldering bales.

Melissa’s face fell, but she scanned the wall again. Her eyes lit on another set. “These—the cattle carrier keys. They’ll have to do.”

They slipped out together, keeping low. The yard was chaos: farmhands shouting, buckets sloshing as they fought the flames. No one noticed them darting toward the cattle carrier parked at the edge of the grounds.

Felicity was waiting nearby, her face pale and streaked with sweat. “What happened? I heard shouts—”

“No time,” Melissa gasped, out of breath. “We got the keys — but for the cattle carrier. Here!” She thrust the keys toward Felicity.

“The cattle carrier…” Felicity stared at the massive truck. “I’ve never driven anything like this! It’s huge—I can’t—” She froze, eyes darting to the approaching farmhands. “If they catch us now, it’s over—I can’t go to jail!”

Carla glanced across the yard. The women’s bucket line from the well was still moving but slower now, while the male slave at the pump finally slowed his cranking.

Carla stepped forward. “I’ll drive then. Let’s go, quick!”

“I have to ride in the back,” Melissa said. “The ignition has an immobilizer. It would detect my chip and shut everything down.”

Melissa rushed to the back, Felicity climbed into the passenger seat and Carla slid behind the wheel.

Carla turned the ignition. The dashboard lights flickered on, the air conditioning fan whirred to life, and the radio suddenly blasted loud Grabesian rap music — heavy drums and urgent lyrics in the local dialect filling the cab.

Felicity winced at the sudden blast and stabbed the radio off with one finger. “Gosh, their music is just garbage, isn’t it?”

Carla tried again. Still nothing.

Carla peered toward the farm, her blood turning to ice. In the distance, farmhands were turning from the fire, pointing toward the cattle carrier. Shouts rose—“Hey! What are you doing there?”

“They’ve spotted us!” Carla hissed. “Come on, ya bastard!” She tried again — nothing.

Carla’s mind raced, piecing it together. The beep in the barn cage. The alarm in the main building. The scanner reacting to her. “It’s me,” she realized, voice trembling. “My tracker—it’s gotta have a slave chip in it, like Melissa’s. That’s why the immobilizer is acting up.”

Carla opened the door and exited the vehicle to put distance between the ignition and herself. “Try it now!”

Felicity slid into the driver’s seat and turned the key—the engine roared to life.

The farmhands were almost on them, faces twisted in confusion and anger. “Stop! Hey!”

Carla dashed to the cargo door, yanked it open and dove inside just as Felicity slammed the accelerator. The cattle carrier lurched forward, tires spinning in the mud before catching traction. They shot down the road, shouts fading behind them, the farm shrinking in the distance.

Carla collapsed against the bars, chest heaving, as the jungle blurred past through the bars of their cage. Her stomach twisted at the sight. This was how she had been brought here: naked and locked in a cattle carrier.

Melissa reached for her hand, squeezing tight.

“We made it,” Melissa whispered, voice raw with disbelief. “We actually made it.”

Melissa looked exhausted—sweat streaking her face, droplets tracing paths down her bare breasts to pool in the valley between them.

Carla squeezed back, heart still hammering. “For now.”

Behind them the farm disappeared into the green, smoke still rising from the burning shed. But as the bars of the cage dug into her back like cold fingers and the vibrations hummed through the bare skin of her exposed thighs, Carla knew they would soon be pursued. She thought about how they were still collared, still naked, and the tracker inside her was still counting down. And the road ahead stretched long and mercilessly into the jungle.
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Carla’s story continues!




Thank you for reading Part 1: Learning to Kneel of Carla’s Enslavement.


Carla’s journey is far from over. In Part 2, the stakes rise dramatically as she faces new dangers, painful betrayals, and the brutal reality of what it truly means to be owned in Grabesh. Will she find a path to freedom, or will the system crush her completely?


Your Feedback matters!




Thank you so much for reading Part 1 of Carla’s Enslavement.





If you enjoyed Carla’s journey so far, I would be incredibly grateful if you could take a moment to leave a short review or rating on Amazon. Your words help other readers discover the story and give me the motivation to keep writing.





If you have any feedback, questions, or just want to say hello, feel free to email me at damian1982x@protonmail.com. I genuinely love hearing from readers and I’m always looking for ways to improve.





I hope you’ll join Carla for the explosive continuation in Part 2: No Way Out, coming later this year.





Thank you again for your support — none of these stories would exist without you.





— Damian Conway


Books By This Author

The Making of a Slave: Part 1: Slaves Don’t Need Visas

If you are curious about Melissa and haven’t read The Making of a Slave yet, check out this book to learn how she became enslaved and ended up on Coconut Grove Farm, the very place where Carla meets her in this story.
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