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The Making of a Slave


1. Crossing the Threshold

Melissa sat at the desk of the legal officer of the airport police. Her hands were handcuffed behind her back. The supervising officer who had arrested her was sitting next to her and scrolling through his phone. The legal officer, a smartly dressed young man perhaps five years older than her, was filling out paperwork. On his desk was her passport from which he was reading her details and writing them into a form. The legal officer was wearing a name badge. Melissa read “Mr Mengistu”. A large fan in the corner was humming while creating a gentle breeze.

Her boyfriend Arbek had been dismissed from the supervisor’s office. He was a citizen of Grabesh and his papers had been in order. The supervisor had unlocked the door of his office and let him out. Arbek had told her he would be waiting for her once the airport police were done processing her.

Then, the supervisor had brought her here. On their way through the corridors she had seen naked men with collars cleaning the furniture and mopping the floors. She had been shocked at the sight of them. “Slaves” she thought to herself and shuddered. She had never seen slaves before. Despicable how they were being kept by the airport police, she thought.

They had then waited outside the legal officer's office, seated in a line of chairs along the corridor. After a brief wait, a nude black woman wearing only a collar had come up to them and inquired if the officer wanted coffee. He had nodded yes, and she soon brought him a cup. She didn't engage with Melissa, likely due to Melissa's hands being cuffed.

Melissa had been shocked to see a woman treated like this. Surely this must be a violation of human rights! Even if these people were slaves there was no reason to deny them clothes. The police department was run by a gang of filthy perverts, she concluded.

Once in the legal officer’s office the supervisor briefed him on the matter. She didn’t understand what they were saying because they conferred in Grabesian. During the briefing the legal officer looked at her a few times with a surprised look on his face.

Finally, the supervisor asked her to reaffirm her status as a slave before the legal officer, and she complied.

The legal officer took his seat and started on the paperwork, methodically filling out and stamping documents. His work was briefly paused when the same enslaved woman from before entered to deliver what looked like a mug of iced tea. Melissa was again taken aback by the sight of the bare, collared black woman in the office, while the officials carried on as if this were perfectly normal.

Melissa looked up at the legal officer as he rose from his seat and went to a cabinet to take out a collar. He put it on his desk, read a series of numbers inscribed on it and then wrote them into the form.

After thoroughly reviewing the document, he concluded, "Everything seems in order." He slid the form along with a pen across the desk. With her hands bound, Melissa could only inspect the form visually. She noted her name and personal information at the beginning, followed by a "collar ID number," and her boyfriend's full name. The document was dotted with legal jargon which she glossed over. At the end, there was a signature under "Witness 1" already filled in by the legal officer, and an empty line for "Witness 2". The supervisor picked up the pen and added his signature there. The legal officer then retrieved the form, applying several official stamps to it.

"Alright, Miss Maurer," the legal officer addressed her, then instructed, "Please stand."

Melissa complied and stood up as the officer approached with the collar. He turned to the supervisor, saying, "If you could assist," with a nod toward Melissa. The supervisor rose, gently lifting her hair to bare her neck. The legal officer opened the collar and placed it around her throat.

With a clear, metallic click, the collar locked into place. He continued to adjust it, the sound of multiple clicks resonating as it tightened. The officer was holding the collar in his fist, making sure to have his fingers on the inside, to prevent it from tightening too much around Melissa’s neck.

Once satisfied, he released his hold on the collar, pushed something on the inside, eliciting one final click. "To prevent further tightening," he said in a caring tone.

The supervisor let go of her hair, and it fell back down. Then he took out a key and released her from her handcuffs. Finally, she was free of them! Melissa brought her hands in front of her and rubbed her wrists. Then, she felt around the collar that was now locked on her neck.

“There is no lock,” she noticed. “How do I get this off?” Then she reconsidered her question. “I mean, how can Arbek, I mean, my master, unlock this?”

The supervisor explained that “This collar has a magnetic lock. Once your master has a collar for you he can collar you with that and we will remove this collar.”

Melissa asked, “What does it say on it?”

The supervisor read “Property of the State of Grabesh, ID number 147389”.

Melissa was alarmed. “What? No! Why am I ‘Property of the State’?” This was getting out of hand. Arbek would not be able to take this collar off once they’d left the airport. That was bad enough. But “Property of the State” sounded like Arbek would not even own her. Her thoughts were racing.

Mr Mengistu explained, “Don’t worry, Miss Maurer. It is only temporary. As soon as your master has a collar for you we will remove this one. In fact, he can go to any major police station and they can do this as well. It is just a formality.”

“Oh,” Melissa acknowledged, calmed by this.

“It was the ‘state property’ bit that worried you, wasn’t it?”, Mr Mengistu asked and smiled. “Slaves wearing these collars are almost never actually state property. The collars are a legal tool when ownership of a slave is more complex, for example when a slave is paid for in installments or a slave is used as collateral for a loan or, he concluded, in your case where the state has taken temporary ownership until your boyfriend has bought a collar. In cases like these the slave is issued one of these collars. The legal terms are filed in a central database and linked to the ID number. That way the police can look it up and will know that they can remove this collar from you when your boyfriend turns up. Neat, isn’t it?”

Melissa nodded politely, but she had tuned out of his lecture. She didn’t care about technical details. She just wanted out of here and was trying to come to terms that Arbek’s slave ruse would not be over after she had passed the border checkpoint as he had promised.

Arbek would not be able to get this collar off. This would take longer than she had thought. Arbek would have to put his own collar on her so this collar could be removed. Then, once they were in private, Arbek could remove his collar, and she could be free again and this surreal slave episode would be over. In the meantime, she could maybe wear a scarf or a turtleneck to cover the collar when out in public so people would not think of her as a slave. Then again, the climate in Grabesh was hot and wearing such items would surely look suspicious. So maybe she would just have to live with a demeaning collar around her neck for a day or so.

“Can I go now?” she asked.

“Please remove your clothes and personal items, Miss Maurer,” the legal officer ordered.

“What?” Melissa asked bewilderedly.

“It is part of the slave code,” the supervisor said. “I gather your boyfriend Mr Gurtan forgot to mention that to you?”

Melissa was devastated. Was that why all the slaves she had seen had been naked? She had assumed that their nudity had been cruelty of the airport police to degrade them. No. That could not be true. “This has to be a joke,” she said. “Are you telling me that all slaves have to be naked in this country?”

“Slaves are not allowed to wear clothes unless they have a reasonable excuse,” the legal officer recited the relevant bit of the slave code. He explained that “Slaves wearing plain clothes are a serious issue because it means they are trying to pass as free people. Falsifying your status is an offense in Grabesh.”

The men just looked at her expectantly. After a pause the supervisor said, “You don’t have a choice Miss Maurer. I imagine that the enforced nudity can be hard on some slaves at the beginning of their enslavement.”

“But… but… people will stare at me! Everyone will be gawking.”

Mr Mengistu shrugged and looked at her as if saying, “Yeah well but this is how it is.”

She imagined herself strolling down a street without any clothes on. What would that be like? In her mind, she saw people reacting: She saw men and women turning their heads. Men were stopping and staring at her, women were outraged at her brazen display while younger folks whipped out their smartphones and made video clips of her to share with their friends. She saw kids pointing at her, calling out to their mothers. Dogs were barking at her. She felt sick from the glance set by her imagination running wild.

”What about children? They would see me naked too,” she exclaimed. ”They are going to be traumatized. This is completely nuts!”

He explained, “Miss Maurer, the conditions of slavery might be shocking to you because it is not part of your culture. But in Grabesh people are accustomed to slavery. People will take as much offense to your nakedness as they are offended by a naked dog or a naked horse. Have you ever looked at a horse or a dog and felt offended? Or thought that they should be wearing clothes? Or worried that their lack of clothes might somehow traumatize children?”

Melissa sighed. She didn’t know how to respond to that. This was the final straw. She wanted out. “I can’t do this,” she said. “I’ve had enough. Just take me to the detention facility and deport me as soon as flights resume.”

“That is not how this works, Miss Maurer,” the legal officer replied. “You can’t just choose to go to immigration custody. You are legally a slave now. And you are owned by a citizen of Grabesh. That means your presence here is no longer illegal. The issue now is that you are in violation of the regulatory code for slaves. The regulatory code states, as I just said, that slaves must be naked unless they have a reasonable excuse to wear clothes. Only free people have an unconditional right to clothes.”

“And if I refuse?” Melissa asked anxiously.

“Then you will make the acquaintance of Mr Sparky here,” the supervisor said while unfastening the baton from his hip belt. He held it towards her and pushed a button. Melissa saw sparks flying between the electrodes at its end, accompanied by a threatening crackle.

Feeling resigned, Melissa looked down. She did not believe that her nudity was an actual legal requirement. That was absurd. She was convinced that these men were abusing their authority to make a young white woman strip in front of them. She imagined they'd share a laugh about it later. But she also did not want the supervisor to use his taser on her. She sighed in frustration before stripping down to her underwear, revealing her flawless, pale skin.

She sensed the warmth of the linoleum against her bare feet. Melissa possessed a slender frame, the kind typical of youth, but with an added definition from her recent habit of regular running. She enjoyed the escape into fresh air, a welcome switch from sitting when studying. Consequently, her physique was fit and well-toned.

She looked at the men. “Is this ok?” she asked in a desperate voice.

“No,” the supervisor replied calmly.

“Arrrrrgh!” Melissa gave out a stifled cry as her butt cheeks cramped up, pain spread through her body and her legs started shaking uncontrollably. The supervisor had touched her behind with his baton and had switched on the sparks. After a few seconds that felt like an eternity she fell to her knees and caught her fall with her hands.

Melissa breathed heavily while trying to come back to her senses. She was in her underwear on all fours with two men who really wanted her to undress for them. Her body was throbbing. She felt the weight of the steel collar on her neck. Cold sweat was beading on her forehead, her back, and drops of sweat were running down her legs and thighs.

“Get up, slave, and remove your clothes,” she heard the supervisor’s calm but authoritative voice. “I won’t say it again.”

Melissa slowly rose to her feet, holding on to the desk for balance. Her legs felt shaky and still shivered unpredictably. She made a mental note of all this and once she was out of here she would file a complaint against this brute. He would regret this! But for now she would do what he said. She did not want the supervisor to use the taser-baton on her again.

Melissa removed her bra, revealing two perky handfuls of teardrop shaped breasts. They were pale and creamy, markedly whiter than the rest of her skin due to their constant cover from sunlight, making her breasts appear even more pristine. Her areolas were large, as opposed to the common smaller, darker circles seen on many women. The diameter was akin to the loop formed by her thumb and middle finger, making them notably prominent, as if designed to draw the eye, enhancing the sense of her exposed state.

Melissa handed her bra to the supervisor who put it into the plastic bag.

Finally, she hooked her thumbs into the back of her slip and pulled it down to her knees, revealing her blonde pubic hair framed into white skin in a mild tan line.

Melissa did not shave her pubic region, opting instead for occasional trims that allowed her hair to form a modest bush. This choice stemmed from her physical anatomy; her inner labia extended beyond her outer labia, a feature she was self-conscious about. During her school years, she was occasionally required to shower after gym class, an experience she found distressing. Observing her classmates, she noticed many had a configuration where the outer labia concealed the inner, which she considered more aesthetically pleasing. To mask her own perceived flaw, she cultivated her pubic hair into a neat, dark blonde triangle. This helped her feel less exposed when she viewed herself in the mirror, making her more comfortable with her appearance.

Arbek had said that he preferred a woman with pubic hair. She had been relieved when he had said that because it meant she could keep her bush of pubic hair.

Melissa moved her legs together and let her slip fall to the ground. She stepped out of it and squatted to pick it up with her thumb and index finger. The supervisor held the open bag in front of her, and she released the slip to drop into it.

Melissa stood fully bared before the two men, the gentle breeze from the fan whispering across her skin, subtly stirring her pubic hair and sweeping through the space between her legs. Feeling exposed, she instinctively shielded her breasts with one arm and her pubic area with a hand, in an attempt to preserve some modesty.

“Your hair tie as well Miss Maurer,” she heard the legal officer.

So she was not even allowed to tie her hair together into a ponytail. But given she was already nude. This was not so bad and she almost felt grateful not to be tased again for failing to hand this over.

Melissa pulled off her hair tie and she felt her long hair spread and fall on the bare skin of her back.

“And your rings,” the officer said.

Melissa was wearing a few decorative rings. She quite liked them. But she would get them back. The police would hand her belongings to Arbek, and then she would put them back on again later. This was all just temporary, she reminded herself. Melissa pulled the rings off and dropped them into the plastic bag.

“Alright,” the legal officer said. He saw Melissa’s unease and tried to offer some comforting words, “You know, Miss Maurer, this is not so bad. Being naked has a lot of advantages. Grabesh has a hot climate and being naked really helps with that.”

She saw the legal officer put the form into a folder together with her passport while he was speaking. The folder went into a box and he took the bag with her clothes and put it into the box as well. He put her backpack onto the box bringing all of Melissa’s belongings neatly together.

“Thanks sergeant. That’s all I need,” the legal officer concluded. “I’ll pack this up and send it off for archiving.”

The supervisor said, “Thanks Mr Mengistu.” From the corner of her eyes Melissa saw the supervisor reach into his back pocket. Then he took her right hand that was covering her pubic area and snapped a cuff around it. Melissa did not resist. Her life and her body were now fully in the hands of these strangers. The supervisor gently turned her away from him, grabbed her left arm that was covering her breasts and positioned it behind her back to lock her left wrist to the handcuffs.

“Let’s go,” he said.
 


2. Chains and Checks

“Miss Maurer?” she heard a voice call her.

Melissa was sitting in a cell. It was a small three by two meter barred holding cell with a hinged wooden board hanging from two chains fastened to the wall serving as a bench and a toilet at the far side of the wall.



After concluding the formalities with the legal officer, Melissa had expected to be released to her boyfriend Arbek so they could move on and leave this all behind them.

Yes, she would have to be naked in public at first because her collar unmistakably identified her as a slave. The thought of this devastated Melissa. But Arbek would have the collar replaced with his own, so the police would remove her current collar. Then, once they were alone, Arbek would remove his collar from her, and she could wear clothes and present normally again and forget these embarrassing events had ever happened. She would tell him that it was urgent. That she wanted this damn collar off as soon as possible, so she would not have to be nude in public. Arbek would probably find a collar and get it over with the same day.

But the supervisor had not given her to Arbek. Instead, he had deposited her into this holding cell as she was: Naked and collared. She had asked him what would happen next. The supervisor had replied that she would have to wait and there would be some checks before she could be released. As they walked, the supervisor had held her upper arm with his left hand, and he’d been holding the baton in his right hand, absentmindedly tapping his leg with the baton. Melissa, naked as she was, had felt vulnerable. Her soft white skin was fully exposed, and any touch from the sparks of the device would sting painfully. Her hands were cuffed behind her, so she would not even be able to use her hands to protect herself. She did not want to risk him using his taser on her again so she did not probe any further. It would be best not to engage with this brute, she thought.



Melissa turned her head and saw the guard. “Yes,” she said and stood up.

The guard frowned. “That is ‘Yes, Sir’ for you, young lady,” he admonished her. “As a slave you are to address all free people with ‘Sir’ or Ma’am’.”

“Yes, Sir,” she quietly said.

The guard held out what looked like a bundle of chains. “Hold out your hands,” he ordered her.

The bars of her cell had a chaining port. A gap in the bars at waist height and another at ankle height. Both gaps were connected through a vertical gap in the bars.

Melissa put her hands through the gap at waist height. The guard locked a pair of handcuffs around them. Then he let the rest of the chains fall, and Melissa saw that the handcuffs were connected to a chain that had a pair of leg cuffs at its other end.

“Step closer to the bars,” the guard said. Melissa moved her feet closer to the gap and dropped her hands so the leg irons were low enough that the guard could secure them to her ankles. When he was done he unlocked the cell. “Step out of the cell,” he ordered her.

Melissa carefully moved out of the cell. The leg cuffs only allowed her to make short half steps. She tried lifting her hands. The central chain went taut right away. When she pulled a bit more the cuffs around her ankles slipped upwards a bit but she was barely able to bring her hands up to her navel.

“Damn, these are tight,” Melissa thought as the guard walked her down the corridors. “But at least I’m finally getting out.” She felt a sting of embarrassment at the thought that this was how she would be handed to Arbek: Naked, collared and tightly chained up. She wondered if Arbek would enjoy seeing her like this. She doubted that he would admit it but she suspected he would be aroused to see her like this.

Officers walked back and forth. As if her nudity wasn’t bad enough, she felt humiliated for being walked in chains. Did they really think she would run? Naked as she was? She walked past four people in plain clothes who were sitting in chairs in front of an office, waiting. They looked at her with curiosity as she approached. A middle-aged man among them smiled at her. Melissa stared at the floor in front of her and walked, wishing this would all be over.

She couldn’t wait to get out of here. The supervisor had mentioned some final checks would be needed to be done on her. Then she would be released to Arbek. The thought of Arbek made her furious. This was not how his plan was meant to play out! He had made this sound so simple. She would scold him for this alright. She was making mental notes about every detail of her treatment, and she would tell him all about it to make him feel guilty for what he had put her through. Then, she would order him to take the steps to get her collar off so she could have a normal life again. He would procrastinate as usual but she would tell him “right now!” and he would feel guilty and hurry up.

They arrived at a staircase and Melissa sighed. This would be difficult.

With her movements restricted, Melissa cautiously tackled each step. The chain linking her ankles was just long enough to let her move from one step to the next, but it was a precarious balance, and the handrail was out of reach due to her handcuffed hands tethered by the central chain. She was thankful for the guard's grip on her upper arm, providing some stability.

Melissa looked down the stairs and saw a black woman ascending. She was elegantly dressed, a folder tucked under her arm. The woman looked up and when their eyes met the woman gave her a nod and a friendly smile. Melissa, not sure how to react, nodded and smiled back awkwardly.

Proceeding with her descent, Melissa misjudged the placement of her back foot. As she lifted her front foot for the next step, the ankle chain suddenly tensed, causing her to trip. "Aah!" she cried out, her instinct to brace herself thwarted by the central chain making her handcuffs painfully dig into her wrists. Fortunately, the guard's hold prevented her from falling, helping her regain her footing.

When they arrived on the ground floor Melissa felt the smooth cool marble under her bare feet. Her ankle chains clanged on the marble floor as the guard walked her toward what appeared to be an exit.

A man was standing near the exit. Next to him was a cage on a dolly. Melissa felt queasy as she approached.

“This is the slave?” the man sounded surprised.

“Yes,” her guard replied. “Miss Melissa Maurer. Ready to be picked up.”

The man opened the door of the cage. “Get in please, Miss.”

No, this was not right. They were supposed to release her after some formalities. Melissa turned to her guard, her voice tinged with anger, “This is not right. I was supposed to be picked up by my boyfriend!” Her chained hands clenched into fists, pulling her chains tight.

"Arrgh!" she exclaimed as the guard swiftly used his baton to deliver a shock to her upper right leg. She doubled over, the pain forcing her into a crouch, her muscles seizing.

As she fought to keep from collapsing, the guard withdrew the taser. The guard corrected her: "I was supposed to be picked up by my boyfriend, Sir," emphasizing the 'Sir' at the end. “And mind your tone, Miss Maurer,” the guard said sternly.

Melissa breathed heavily and felt her heart pound. Shaking as she stood up straight, Melissa winced from the pain in her wrists, likely from an involuntary jerk during the shock.

"I'm sorry, Sir," she whispered, still out of breath. "I meant there is a mix-up, Sir… I was told… Mr Gurtan would collect me… after some formalities." She looked at his chest, afraid to provoke him by making eye contact, still breathing quickly, then quickly added another "Sir."

The guard produced an envelope from his jacket. He examined the document it contained, then grabbed the D-ring on Melissa's collar. He pulled it towards him and adjusted it upward and sideways, positioning it so he could easily read the collar's inscription without stooping.

Melissa was yanked closer. She felt the collar press sharply into her neck, forcing her to rise onto her tiptoes and to tilt her head back to lessen the strain. She twisted her head to align with the direction of the guard’s pull on the D-ring. Her hands instinctively rose, but the cuffs tethered to the central chain halted them abruptly, causing her pain. As she shifted, Melissa couldn’t help but yelp "ouch" several times.

Melissa struggled to maintain her balance on her tiptoes to prevent the collar from causing further pain. She was furious about the guard’s rough treatment of her but the taser had served its purpose, and she decided she would not give him an excuse to use it on her again.

“Is there a problem?” the man next to the cage asked.

The guard checked the number on Melissa's collar against the one on the form. "No, this is all in order," he confirmed.

He released the tension on Melissa's collar, allowing her to lower herself back onto her heels.

"Step inside the cage, Miss Maurer," the guard commanded.

Melissa's eyes searched the guard's and the man's faces with a silent plea. The man, holding the cage door ajar, gave her an encouraging smile. The cage resembled an oversized kennel for dogs. Fearing another encounter with the guard’s taser-baton, Melissa approached the cage, convinced that all of this was a big mistake. But she could not do anything with this trigger-happy brute around. She crouched down, navigating her entry into the cage with caution due to the limited slack in her chains, careful to avoid the discomfort of the cuffs biting into her skin. After some effort, she managed to get into the cage standing on her hands and knees. The cage was a bit larger than her body in this posture but not by much.

The guard proceeded to close the cage's door, which comprised the whole front panel of the cage, and secured it with a sturdy padlock. He put the key into the envelope and handed the paperwork to the man and left.

Melissa carefully sat down on the back on her feet and tried to straighten up but her head hit the bars at the top of the cage. So she shuffled around a bit until she sat cross-legged on the cage floor, leaning with her back against the bars. The cage was just high enough to allow her to sit straight this way.

The man looked down at Melissa, now locked in the transport cage and said, “I’ll be with you in a moment.” Without waiting for an answer he pulled out his phone and started calling someone. Soon he was in a cordial conversation. Melissa couldn’t understand anything because he was talking in Grabesian. But the voice at the other end was female, and she imagined he was checking in with his wife. He walked around the entrance area as he was speaking and ended up looking out of the windows on the other side.

Melissa sighed and rubbed her wrists. She wanted these chains off. Why did they even need to keep her chained in here? She was caged anyway! She took account of her situation. She had suffered so many indignities today. And the airport police had taken everything from her. Literally everything she thought, looking down at herself. She was naked and collared. “Up to code,” as Mr Mengistu, the legal officer, she was sure would attest if he could see her. It was time for them to give her to Arbek so they could move on with their lives.

Then the door opened and someone came in from outside. Melissa peered through the bars of her cage. She recognised him. It was the legal officer. “Mr Mengistu!” she called out. “Mr Mengistu!”

The legal officer, who had just finished a cigarette break, stopped and turned. He appeared surprised at the call of his name. His gaze went down at the cage and he saw her. Recognition flashed on his face. “Ah, Miss Maurer! I see you are ready for pick up!”

“Mr Mengistu!” She cried again unnecessarily. Melissa grabbed the bars of her cage.

“Mr Mengistu! There is a misunderstanding. I was supposed to be released to Mr Gurtan but they put me here. I think they want to ship me somewhere,” she said desperately. And added: “Sir!”

The legal officer approached the cage. He stood before her and looked down at Melissa. Melissa looked up at him through the bars of her cage.

“There is no misunderstanding Miss Maurer”, he explained. “We did say that a few checks were needed before you could be cleared for import. We do not perform these checks in-house. This is an airport after all. The courier here,” and he nodded toward the man who was still on the phone “will bring you to the Health Office, and they will perform the checks.”

“What kind of checks are these?” Melissa asked bewilderedly.

“Oh just the standard procedure for livestock,” the legal officer said. “As a slave you are not an immigrant but an import. An import of livestock to be precise. And all livestock have to undergo routine checks upon import unless they have already been certified. It is in the regulations for import of livestock.”

“Livestock,” Melissa repeated. “Livestock…” She was speechless. “But, but…” She wanted this nightmare to end, she wanted to be released to Arbek but it seemed like she would be going on a detour.

“Yes, because of diseases, and they check for overall health.” He leaned on her cage as if this was a casual chat, and he was making himself comfortable. “We don’t want to import diseases into Grabesh and have them spread here. Normally livestock imports come from the port. People usually relocate livestock via ships. That is much cheaper. It is rare that it is us who send animals to the Health Office for checkup.”

“Look, this is all a big mistake, Mr Mengistu,” she pleaded desperately from her cage, glossing over him referring to her as an animal.

In her unease, Melissa transitioned from sitting to kneeling. The cage's bars restricted her from lifting her head fully, so she arched her back so she could make eye contact with the man who was her last hope of getting out of her situation.

She gathered all her courage and said: “I’m not really a slave. This was just a ruse to get through the border checkpoint. It was a stupid idea. I understand that now. We thought this would be quick and easy. We were wrong. I take it back. I’m not really a slave. And I’m ready to bear the consequences and go into immigration detention.”

“I see,” The legal officer looked down at her. “Unfortunately, Miss Maurer, you have declared yourself a slave in front of witnesses. As a free woman you had ownership of yourself. That means you had the right to transfer that ownership to someone else. By declaring yourself Mr Gurtan’s slave you have transferred your ownership of yourself to him. There are witnesses that you have done so and it has been formally documented. That makes you Mr Gurtan’s slave. As a slave you can’t undo this by declaring yourself to be free or ‘not really a slave’ as you put it. If it was that simple, all slaves would just declare themselves to be free. Only your owner, Mr Gurtan, can free you from your enslavement to him. Your boyfriend would need to free you and only that would release you from slavery.”

“Can you get him here?” she tried. “He is waiting for me here at the airport. If you make an announcement, he will come, and we will set this straight. I can’t take this Mr Mengistu,” she whined. “I want out of this cage,” she said and tried to grab for the bars in front of her, but in her kneeling position her ankles were further away and the central chain went taut just before she could reach them, so she put her hands back on the floor.

“I want these chains of me,” she said, lifting her chained wrists.“ And I want my clothes back,” she said, covering her breasts with her hands. “Please, Mr Mengistu before this guy comes back and takes me away.”

Kneeling proved too uncomfortable within the confines of this cage so Melissa moved back into a sitting position and raised her eyes to the officer with a beseeching look.

“It is ok, Miss Maurer,” he said. “Don’t worry. As I said: As livestock you need to undergo the standard checks. I can’t change that. And in any case, there is nothing wrong with getting a health check. Think about it Miss Maurer, what if they find something you didn’t even know about. Then you might be glad that you had an extra health check.” He concluded, “We have a great health care system here in Grabesh. You’ll see. It will be fine.”

He tapped Melissa’s cage twice. “Okay, I’ve got to go now. It was a pleasure to meet you, Miss Maurer.” Then he gave her one last smile, turned around and left her.

Melissa was left dumbfounded in her cage.

The supervisor had not mentioned that she would be transported to some other place to be checked. And with sudden worry the thought flashed in her mind, “How would Arbek find her?” He had wanted to pick her up from the airport police after what was supposed to be formalities. Well, those had been quite the formalities! But when he turned up now, she would no longer be here. She hoped that the police would tell him where they had brought her.

She had settled to sit with her legs crossed inside the confined space of the cage, a position that inadvertently left her vagina somewhat exposed to observers. However, her handcuffed hands naturally fell in front of her, providing a shield for her most private area from direct sight, while still leaving the top portion of her pubic hair visible.

She had had enough of this. More than enough. She wanted to get out of here. But these people had her helplessly trapped. When she got out of here she would be so mad at Arbek! Arbek and his careless happy-go-lucky attitude. He just didn't think things through. She looked down and saw the shackles around her ankles, her wrists and the chain linking them in front of her wiry pubic hair. This is where Arbek's incompetence to plan had got her.

And had the legal officer just referred to her as an “animal”? The thought suddenly flashed in her mind. An “animal” and “livestock”, she recalled with a sting in her gut.

She looked up through the bars of her cage and saw the man, the courier, approaching her. 
 

“Alrighty, ready to go Miss Maurer?” The courier said while loosening the brakes on the wheels of the dolly. He chuckled as if he had made a joke. He took the handle of the dolly and pulled Melissa behind him in her cage while humming to himself.

He pushed through the exit, revealing a step leading out. Melissa jolted in her cage as the front wheels fell off the step, eliciting a sharp grunt from her, followed by another jolt from the rear wheels. The courier didn't hold the door, so it struck the cage on its way back, dragging along the metal bars before shutting once the cage was clear.

As Melissa was pulled out of the door, she felt the warmth enveloping her, a stark contrast to the air-conditioned coolness of the airport. It was like passing through an invisible barrier into a balmy embrace, which she found comforting.

Glancing around, she saw they were in a parking area. The dolly's wheels grumbled loudly over the asphalt, and the cage's metal base trembled, causing her chains to jingle and stimulating her bare skin. The vibrations created tingles of lust in her vagina, igniting a subtle flare of arousal that made her current exposed state more bearable.

The sun was already setting. Only a short distance later, they moved out of the building's shadow, and Melissa's pale skin basked in the gentle warmth of the late sun.

The courier pulled her to a parked van, opened the doors at the back and unfolded a ramp. He pulled the dolly with Melissa up the ramp into the van.

He unloaded the cage from the dolly and fastened it to fixtures on the wall of the van. As he was busy doing this, he asked Melissa: "By the way, my name is Karel. What's your name Miss Maurer?"

"I am Melissa," she replied.

"Melissa," he repeated. "So why are you here?"

"Because this country is insane and uses humans as slaves," she answered.

Karel laughed, "Yes, that is true. But you are a white woman. You are not from here. How did you end up as a slave in this cage, here at the airport?"

“Because my boyfriend is an idiot,” Melissa said, not in a mood to relive the day’s events. She exasperatedly raised her chained hands. “My boyfriend told me not to worry and that he had a plan.”

Karel laughed. "And how is that working out for you?" he asked.

"Not very well," Melissa answered feeling desperate and amused at the absurdity of her situation at the same time. The courier seemed to be friendly. He did not have one of those dreaded taser-batons as the officials at the airport were carrying. Sure, he was treating her like a caged animal, but she understood that he viewed her as a slave and from his perspective he was handling her appropriately. But he was also talking to her like a person. Melissa took a chance and requested, “Karel, Sir, if I may, could I please have something to drink? I haven’t had any food for hours.”

Karel, surprised by her request, looked at her. Then he smiled. “Sure, why not? I still have something.” He left the cargo hold and fetched something from the driver’s cab. When he returned, he was holding a bottle of coke. It was still half full. He unscrewed it and held it through the bars of her cage.

Melissa bent towards the bottle, and Karel tilted it with care, allowing the liquid to trickle into her mouth. She swallowed eagerly several times. Despite the coke being warm and flat from sitting in the heat of the van, her thirst was so great that it didn't bother her. She gripped the bars at the front of the cage for balance. After a few gulps, she paused for air, and Karel held off. She then returned her mouth to the bottle, drinking more until satisfied. Karel remained patient, letting her drink at her pace. She then expressed her gratitude, saying, "Thank you, Sir," and Karel withdrew the bottle.

Karel pulled the final strap tight, fixing her cage to the wall of the van. “Alright, off we go,” he said, stepped out of the cargo hold, folded the ramp back in and shut the doors.

The van's rear suddenly darkened, but Melissa noticed light filtering in from a wide window panel on her right, connecting to the driver's cab. This window stretched across the full width of the van, offering a view into the cab and, from her low position in the cage, an upward view through the windshield.

She heard the door open and Karel entering on the driver’s side. Melissa saw Karel look through the window checking on her quickly, and then he started the engine. She heard the motor and the wheels turning as the van pulled out of the parking lot.

A few minutes later they were on the street, and Melissa shook up and down in her cage from the bumps in the road.

Her mind was spinning. What would happen next? The legal officer had said she was to be checked for diseases. She hoped that it was just a matter of a physical examination. Maybe some blood tests. No, hopefully no blood tests, she thought.

She tried not to worry.

Melissa was thirsty, and she was sweating in the humid heat of the van. Her stomach was growling and she felt dizzy. She hoped they would be at the Health Office soon.


3. The Long Road

The van shook frequently as it traversed the uneven road. As heat built up the cargo hold became oppressively hot and muggy. Sweat trickled down Melissa's face and body as she sat with her legs crossed in the cage. She leaned back against the bars of the cage but still swayed a bit with each turn the van took. Melissa wished she could spread her arms and hold the sidebars for support, but her handcuffs forced her hands to remain in front of her. To her right, she could see through a window into the driver's cabin. This vantage point offered her a glimpse of the cab's roof and the expansive sky beyond the windshield, now painted in the deepening hues of sunset, transitioning from vibrant orange to darker shades.


After some time, Melissa maneuvered within the tight confines to lie on her back. Given the cage's narrow and elongated shape, she was unable to extend her legs. She rested her head on the hard metal base with her legs bent and feet pressed against the cage's far bars. This position offered more comfort; she was able to ease the tension in her stomach muscles. From this position she could look out of the window, now ahead of her. She allowed her knees to fall open, resting against the cage's sidebars. What a relief!


She remained in that posture for what felt like an extended period, sensing the road's tremors through the cage floor and the slight shake of the bars against her knees. Over time, the bars pressing against her knees became bothersome, so she adjusted by crossing her ankles beneath the opposite knees, allowing her knees to rest atop her ankles. This created a triangle with her legs, where her upper thighs were two sides, and her joined lower legs formed the third.


Melissa longed to stretch out her legs. Although the cage's bars had enough space for her to slide her lower legs through, her ankle chains prevented her from doing this.


She wanted to cushion her head with her hands against the hard steel floor of the cage, but the central chain didn’t allow her to bring her hands up. With a sigh, she settled for resting her cuffed hands in the space between her navel and her pubic region. As comfortable as she could make herself, she lay there, her eyes fixed on the window, watching the sky's palette as the sun dipped below the horizon.


As time drifted by, her hands drifted lower, and she began to idly twirl her pubic hair, unconsciously giving her labia a gentle pull or softly brushing her clitoris. Though not driven by a desire to masturbate in her miserable state, these subtle touches brought her comfort. Her mind wandered to more joyful memories, like those from just days before when she and Arbek shared a bed. She recalled him enveloping her from above, his body close, planting tender kisses along her neck as she held him back, breathing in his essence, feeling enveloped in warmth and affection.


"How are you doing back there Melissa?" She heard Karel call from the driver’s cab. She saw him looking at her through the rearview mirror through the window. Damn!


Startled, Melissa crashed out of her daydream. She abruptly withdrew her hands from her vagina and snapped her knees shut, mortified to have inadvertently displayed herself so openly. She had not noticed the mirror through which Karel could see her. She imagined how her position would offer him a clear and inappropriate view of her. It was deeply unsettling that anyone would witness her in such a vulnerable state. How long had he been watching her? She shuddered at the thought that he had probably been keeping an eye on her the entire time.


"Enjoying yourself?" Karel teased with a laugh. He looked forward again, presumably focusing again on driving, which Melissa was grateful for.


Struggling, Melissa attempted to right herself into a seated posture. "I'm fine," she shouted back over the rumble of the van, wincing as she banged her head against the cage's upper bars. "Ouch, damn it!" she muttered under her breath.


Damn, how much had he seen? She worried silently. The thought that he might believe she was indulging in self-pleasure made her uneasy, but there was no undoing what had been seen. Her gaze drifted back to the window, noting the deepening darkness. They must've been on the road for what seemed like an hour or two, at least from her perspective.


No, she wasn’t “fine” at all, she reflected bitterly once she managed to sit cross-legged again. She was thirsty, needed to use the bathroom, and this journey felt endless.


"Karel? Karel, Sir!" she called him. When she saw his eyes in the rearview mirror looking at him, she told him about her need to relieve herself and Karel promised they’d stop at the next gas station.


After what appeared like another half hour of travel the van pulled over and stopped.


She listened as Karel exited the vehicle, followed by the sound of fuel flowing into the tank. The need to urinate had intensified, and now, with the prospect of a stop at the gas station, her bladder's urgency spiked.


Footsteps signaled Karel walking away, likely to settle the payment. Upon his return, he maneuvered the van a short distance to a parking spot, where she felt the vehicle halt and the engine go silent.


"At last," Melissa thought with a mixture of relief and anticipation. The confines of the cage would soon be behind her, at least temporarily, for the much-needed bathroom break. She pondered whether Karel would escort her to the restroom, contemplating the logistics of her situation. Being unclothed and shackled, escape was hardly feasible, yet she wondered if he'd trust her to enter the women's restroom alone. Ever since she had regrettably declared herself a slave, her movements had been strictly controlled, with no semblance of an opportunity for escape. Now, the simple act of using the restroom without direct oversight felt like a small, albeit bitter, increase of freedom compared to the stringent custody she'd endured over the recent hours.


She heard the driver’s door open and Karel exit. 


A sinister thought crept into her thoughts. Surely, Karel intended to take her to a proper restroom, didn't he? The dreadful alternative loomed; what if he expected her to relieve herself out in the open, right there beside the parking area, under his vigilant watch? The thought of being exposed like that, in full sight of any bystanders taking a break, made her wince. The image of herself, squatting vulnerably, relieving herself at a bush like a dog being walked by his master, was humiliating. She hoped that the van was at least strategically parked to shield her from any prying gazes.


By the time Karel had entered the van and unlocked the cage Melissa was already panicking. As she maneuvered herself out of the cage and stood up she pleaded to him: “Please Sir, you are taking me to a proper bathroom, right? You won’t make me pee outside in the bushes, won’t you? I’m not a dog! I don’t want to pee outside, Sir!”


She looked up at Karel. He was not a cruel man, surely he would not demean her unnecessarily.


“No, of course not,” he said. Karel was standing between her and the exit of the cargo hold holding a bag in his hand. Melissa, feeling reassured, calmed down and looked at him waiting for him to let her out of the van.


“Sit on the cage,” Karel told her.


Melissa moved in front of her cage and Karel helped her sit on it.


“Spread your legs as far as your chains allow,” he said.


Melissa began to worry. “What are you doing?”


“I’ll put a catheter into you. I should have done this back at the airport, but I thought we might be able to just drive through,” he explained.


“What?” Melissa asked, feeling her panic make a comeback. “Oh my god, no!” Melissa exclaimed when she realized what Karel was intending. “Please, Sir. Please just let me pee. I will be quick. I promise.” She put her hands together pleadingly and looked at him. “Just let me hop out. I’ll be superfast, and we can continue driving in no time. You don’t need to do this, Sir.”


“Miss Maurer…, I mean Melissa, " he tried to strike a more personal note,” it is perfectly normal that slaves are catheterized on longer trips.” His hands moved gently through her hair, from her crown down to her shoulders, in a calming gesture. He then embraced her from the side, his arm around her back, gripping her right arm while his left hand softly rubbed her right thigh. Melissa recoiled internally at the thought of how sweaty she must be, her hair clinging to her damp back. Yet in her need for some solace, she found herself pressing into him, resting her head against him.


Karel planted a gentle kiss on her crown. "This method is clean and straightforward," he reassured her.


He released her, then used his hands to gently open her legs. Melissa did not resist. Her gaze fixed on the opposite wall of the van as he gently separated her labia with his fingers. His fingers pressed her labia outward, exposing her vulval vestibule. Soon after, Melissa felt the tube sliding along her sensitive flesh, probing for an entry point.


Melissa longed for this ordeal to end. 


The tube touched the urethral orifice, and Karel carefully pushed the tube into it. She let out a soft groan, "urrrrrgh," she whimpered and looked down at the procedure. She continued to express her discomfort with a series of moans as the tube advanced into her, causing a stinging sensation in her urethra.


Then she implored, “Please stop Karel this hurts!” She hoped he would stop but she did not dare close her legs or use her hands to push him away.


Karel stopped the insertion and glanced up at her. “You ok?” he asked with concern.


Melissa took a moment to steady her breathing. The tube was halfway in, but now that it wasn't moving, the pain subsided. She still felt an uncomfortable pressure and the persistent need to urinate.


As she composed herself, Karel realized his oversight. "Oh yes, sorry Miss Maurer, I mean Melissa. I forgot to lubricate this. Sorry, but it has been a while since I have done this," he admitted with regret.


Karel carefully pulled the tube out to Melissa moaning “urrrrgh” until it was all out again. Then he took a small bottle of lubricant, squeezed some of it onto his hand and smeared it around the tube.


I doubt this is even remotely sterile, Melissa thought to herself but didn’t say anything, thankful that at least the tube was now lubricated. 


Karel made another attempt, and this time, though Melissa still felt uneasy with the tube invading her urethra, the discomfort was bearable. Eventually, she observed her urine beginning to flow through the tube, collecting into the bag at the end.


"There we are!" Karel announced with satisfaction, looking up at her. Melissa felt self-conscious having Karel observe what was essentially her urinating into a bag, yet there was also a sense of relief as the urgency in her bladder began to dissipate.


Karel produced a syringe from his kit. "Wait here," he instructed, stepping away to the front of the van. Anxiety filled Melissa as she glanced outside. They were in a public area where anyone could stroll by and peek inside. They'd see her, a young woman stripped bare, perched atop a cage in restraints, with a catheter protruding from her.


A vehicle exited the gas station, but she couldn’t tell whether its occupants had noticed her. Melissa nervously pressed her legs together, despite the catheter.


Footsteps signaled Karel's return, syringe in hand, now filled with a clear liquid. Without needing to be told, Melissa opened her legs back to the position he had set them in earlier. Karel crouched down and administered the liquid into what he referred to as the balloon port. "To keep it in place," he clarified. "Keep what in place?" Melissa asked, puzzled by his explanation. He went on to tell her that the syringe had inflated a small balloon at the other end of the tube inside her bladder, securing the catheter from slipping out.


Karel gave the tube a soft tug, and Melissa experienced an internal pull, eliciting a discomforted "hnnnng" from her, but the tube stayed in her. Upon releasing the tube, the pulling feeling subsided.


"So this is staying inside me?" Melissa had thought the device would be removed once she had finished.


"Just until we reach the Health Office," Karel reassured her. "Then I'll remove it."


“When will we get there?”


“It might take a while.”


Melissa remained silent, grappling with the idea that this catheter would remain for possibly several more hours. Karel guided her down from where she was perched and signaled for her to enter back into the cage. She maneuvered backwards into it as Karel managed the bag connected to her. Once she was seated with her legs crossed on the cage floor, Karel placed the bag before her and secured the cage door once more, locking her in.


“Ok that went well,” Karel summarized. Melissa, however, wasn't entirely convinced.


"Anything else you need? Maybe something to drink?" he inquired. The heat had indeed left Melissa parched, having sweated profusely in the sweltering confines of the cargo space.


“Yes please, Sir,” she replied. She thought that she might be able to get away with not calling him “Sir”. But Karel was the first person since her enslavement who was showing her any kindness that she decided she would call him “Sir” anyway.


Karel retrieved the bottle from the front, once again assisting her to drink through the cage's bars. She drank the warm beverage eagerly. Afterwards, Karel withdrew, closing the cargo door behind him.


The van's engine rumbled to life once more, signaling the continuation of their journey. Melissa, now holding the catheter bag, laid down on her back with deliberate care to face the opposite direction this time. She bent her knees, planting her feet on the cage floor with them protruding through the bars as far as her ankle chains allowed, and tucked the urine bag between her legs.


The vibrations of the van resonated through the cage's floor, agitating the urine bag and, subsequently, the catheter inserted into her vulva. The unintentional effect was that this sexually aroused her; the catheter, functioning like a low-powered vibrator, was providing a steady, albeit unwanted, stimulation to her intimate area, constantly igniting little sparkles of lust.


Melissa tried her best to ignore it. Masturbation was out of the question. Not when Karel could watch her through the rearview mirror. She couldn’t bear the thought of Karel watching her relieving herself of the sexual tension building up in her.


As time went on, the catheter continuously channeled vibrations into Melissa's genital area, fueling a persistent state of sexual excitement. This ongoing stimulation was gradually eroding her resistance. Her capacity for self-control was limited, and the incessant vibrations from the tube inserted in her vagina were relentless.


Melissa decided to place the urine bag on her lower abdomen to dampen the vibrations from the drive. She held the bag in place between her cuffed hands. The tube, which was stiff, bent back towards the bag, creating a loop. This bending caused the tube to tense, and Melissa felt this tension against the inner walls of her urethra, leading to discomfort and an urge to urinate as the tube pressed against her urethra's wall.


After some time, Melissa sighed and returned the urine bag between her legs to relieve the strain. The tension eased immediately, alleviating the pressure inside her urethra. However, this adjustment brought back the vibrations, which started to stimulate Melissa once more.


Melissa knew that Karel would not like it, if she removed the catheter without his permission. Yet, driven by her frustration, Melissa wanted this thing out of her. She decided to remove the tube.


She pinched it between her thumb and index finger, giving it a slight tug. However, she felt an internal resistance; the tube stayed put. 


Surprised that she couldn’t get this thing out of her, Melissa shifted to sit cross-legged again. She examined the tube going into her and pulled at it again. She felt an uneasy tug inside her, but the catheter remained in place. In her frustration, Melissa pulled with more force. She gasped as she felt a sharp, piercing pain in her lower abdomen. The pain eased when she stopped pulling, but the tube did not come out.


She recalled Karel's explanation about a balloon inflated inside her bladder to secure the catheter. He had filled it by injecting fluid through a valve in the catheter's side. 


Yet, she was determined not to endure the forced arousal from the vibrations for the rest of the trip. She hated having this invasive tube stuck in her intimate area. In an attempt to deflate the balloon, she opened the valve's cap to release the fluid. But no fluid escaped. She tried squeezing the tube, but to no avail.


It dawned on her that she needed a syringe to extract the fluid from behind the valve, something she didn't possess.


If she had a pair of scissors maybe she could cut the tube and that would let the liquid out, bypassing the valve. But she didn’t have any scissors either. Melissa realized that she had no way to free herself from the catheter. This thing would be stuck in her until Karel decided to remove it.


She rested her elbows on her knees, buried her head in her hands and sighed, frustrated from her helplessness.


After a while she adjusted her position, lying on her back with her knees bent and her feet pressed against the cage bars. Carefully setting the bag down on the floor of the cage, she tried to find some rest amidst the persistent vibrations from the catheter in her, bracing herself for their arrival at the Health Office. 


4. Night in Chains

Melissa felt the van navigating through more turns, and the bustle of traffic became audible from inside her cage. She deduced they had entered a new town. After driving a bit further, the vehicle gradually came to a halt, then maneuvered backwards into what felt like a parking space before the engine cut out. She heard Karel leave the van, the door banging closed behind him, leaving a brief silence in his wake.



Ultimately, Melissa had not been able to resist the arousal induced by the catheter’s vibrations. Although she knew Karel was keeping an eye on her through the rearview mirror, she had succumbed to the need to relieve the sexual tension that had been mounting. Her orgasm had sent shivers of lust through her, albeit tainted by the knowledge that Karel was likely watching her in this private moment.

She rationalized that it wasn't her fault; it wasn't about being brazen. No one could reasonably expect her to endure such prolonged stimulation without seeking some form of release. She attempted to keep her actions subtle, hoping that Karel wouldn’t notice. Had he seen her do it? She didn’t know. She had not dared to confirm this either way, too afraid to meet his eyes in the rearview mirror if she did. She hoped that he hadn’t watched her.

The vibrations from the catheter had felt more intense after her release. They were no longer arousing her but felt uncomfortable instead.

Over time, the continuous vibrations had once again stirred feelings of arousal in Melissa. The urge for relief grew stronger, and she felt despair at the inevitability that the catheter's constant stimulation would drive her to seek sexual relief again, leading to a cycle of her debasing herself repeatedly under Karel’s supervision.



Melissa maneuvered herself into an upright, cross-legged seat, not wanting to be caught in an undignified position again when Karel returned for her. She discreetly positioned the urine bag between her vagina and her ankles and waited.

Footsteps and conversation neared, then the van doors were opened. Melissa saw Karel accompanied by an officer in uniform, clutching some documents. Karel was pulling a palette with cages stacked on top of it. Karel took the cages one by one and loaded them into the cargo hold. Melissa saw one with a dog, two cats and a chicken. Each animal was in their own little kennel. Karel secured each kennel next to Melissa’s cage to the wall of the van using straps. After the cages were in place, the officer handed over the papers to Karel and departed.

Karel came back into the van to inspect his work. Melissa asked him: “Are we at the Health Office now?”

“No, this is the port,” Karel replied. “I had to pick up these for the Health Office as well.”

Melissa sighed. “This drive just never ends. I want out of this cage and I want these chains off.”

“Normally for this route I only pick up animals from the port and bring them to the Health Office. I was surprised to receive the pickup request from the airport today. So this has been an unusually long drive for me too.”

Karel checked that the straps holding the cages were tight. “The animals have been tranquilized for transport, that is why they are so well-behaved.” Karel told her. He looked at her. “I have some tranquilizer in the med bag. Do you want some? I can give you an injection.”

“No, I don’t want to be injected with anything.” She hastily replied, horrified at the idea. “But I’m hungry and thirsty. Can I have some food?”

“You’ll be fed at the Health Office”, he said. “But I can give you some more coke.”

He got the bottle from the driver’s cab and held it through the cage bars for her so she could drink from it again.

Melissa drank eagerly, trying to replenish the fluids she'd sweated out, pausing for breaths between sips. Karel was patient, repeatedly offering the bottle until she was satiated. "Thank you, Sir," she expressed, already sensing a fresh wave of perspiration forming with the new intake of liquid.

The trip continued.

By the time the van pulled over and stopped it was pitch dark outside.

“Are we there now?” she asked when Karel opened the doors of the cargo hold and came in.

“The Health Office is closed now,” Karel told her. “We will spend the night here and go there tomorrow morning when they reopen.”

Melissa shut her eyes, processing this development.  “But where will I sleep?”

Karel pointed at her cage. “You can stay here. I have brought you an inflatable pillow so you will be more comfortable.” He slipped the pillow through the cage bars to her side.

Struggling with the reality, Melissa questioned, “Are you saying I will have to spend the night in this cage?”

When Karel gave her a confirming nod, she protested: “No, no, no… This can’t be happening. I have been cramped in this tiny cage for so long now. And this,” she grasped the catheter's tube protruding from her vagina and, lifting it slightly for emphasis, “this will stay in me all night?”

“Of course,” he said. “You can’t go to the bathroom while you are caged. And I don’t want you to make a mess in my van.”

Melissa exhaled deeply, fighting to quell the anger bubbling within her at this injustice. This was so unfair!  She imagined Arbek had by now checked into some cozy hotel, lounging in a plush bed, clothed, and certainly without an invasive tube in his urethra. He had the freedom to stretch out at will, while she couldn't even stand in this minuscule cage. Not to mention, he was unrestrained. She envied his chainless slumber and the luxury of a shower he must have enjoyed. Oh, how she longed for a shower! The scent of her own perspiration, accumulated over hours in the stifling cargo space, was now all too apparent to her.

The thought of sleeping in her chains horrified her. Her wrists were hurting from the handcuffs. She couldn’t bear being in them until tomorrow. Melissa pleaded with Karel: “Sir, please can you take my chains off for the night? It is exhausting wearing them for so long. Please. I swear I won’t make any trouble. I don’t want to spend the night chained. I’m caged anyway. I can’t run.  Please, Sir.”

Karel gave her a compassionate look. “I’m afraid the chains have to stay on Melissa. This is for insurance purposes. If a slave is lost in transit the insurance only pays if the slave has been caged and chained. It clearly says so in the terms and conditions of the insurance contract.”

“Just the handcuffs then please,” Melissa begged. “You would still have me chained by my ankles.”

Karel considered that. “Hm. Maybe…” he pondered. “If I take off your handcuffs, promise me you will not take advantage of it! No escape attempts! And no reaching out of the cage.”

“Yes Sir,” Melissa replied with budding hope. “I swear. Please, I will be good, Sir. Just take the cuffs off me. They are hurting my wrists.” She held her cuffed hands in front of her.

Karel reached into his pocket and retrieved a bunch of keys. He reached through the bars of Melissa’s cage and opened the hated handcuffs.

“Thank you Sir,” Melissa whispered, touched by the unexpected kindness Karel was showing her.

“I just can’t say ‘no’ to a lovely lady,” Karel gave a friendly laugh as he snapped the handcuffs around the bars at the side of Melissa’s cage. Melissa was now chained to her cage. But since she was also locked into it that didn’t matter. And the central chain was long enough that it didn’t restrict her movement in the tiny cage.

Melissa looked at her wrists, noticing the red, irritated skin caused by the handcuffs. She had painfully jerked against them earlier today; First when she had tripped on the stairs, and then again when the guard had used his taser on her. Even now, she would sometimes pull against them, not yet adjusted to her restraints. Previously, movement had been effortless, but now, her attempts to move were frequently met with the painful bite of her chains.

Karel saw this. “I think there is a cream in the med bag," he said. He went out to fetch it from the driver’s cab. He returned with a jar. He kneeled before Melissa’s cage and, reaching though the bars of Melissa’s cage, applied the ointment from the jar to her wrists. The ointment felt cool and soothing.

“Thank you, Karel,” she whispered.

“No worries Melissa,” Karl replied. “You are so beautiful. Your master must be a lucky man.”

Melissa smiled weakly but didn’t reply.

Once finished, he closed the cargo hold's doors, extinguishing the light.

Left in the dark, Melissa attempted to settle in for sleep. She positioned her head on the inflatable pillow Karel had provided, her head brushing against the cage's end bars. She placed the urine bag to sit just south of her vagina between her legs, feeling a slight tug in her while moving it around. She arranged her legs in a triangular shape with her upper thighs forming the sides and her lower legs crossed atop one another. Reaching up, she gripped the bars overhead, relishing the stretch in her shoulder after the prolonged restraint at her waist level.

She listened as Karel settled into the driver's cab, likely converting it for rest.

Silence eventually blanketed the space with only the soft breathing of the animals in their respective cages audible. As her vision adapted to the darkness, faint starlight filtered through the window. Melissa was acutely aware of the catheter but tried to dismiss the sensation.

She recalled the fateful events of the day deeply regretting their ruse at the border and wishing she could make it undone.

She thought about Arbek and their relationship. She called him her boyfriend, but they had really only met a week ago at a party. Their relationship had taken off so quickly. Arbek was spontaneous and full of joy, unburdened by excessive concern, markedly different from her usual circle of white friends. His spontaneity had initially charmed her, but today, his lack of foresight had led to a day with more suffering and humiliation for her than she could ever have imagined.

Melissa wondered what Arbek was doing. He would probably be in bed by now. Was he worrying about her? She hoped so. Her life was in his hands. These people here viewed her as his slave now. That meant he owned her. Once he had her, he could do with her whatever he wanted.

If he decided not to free her he could force her to serve him. To do whatever he wished. She had no rights. He could whip her into compliance. He could sell her if he wanted. As a white girl she would fetch a high price, she was sure. People would pay for having an exotic slave girl like her. Arbek could make a lot of money selling her if he wanted. Then she would likely end up as a maid and sex slave to a rich Grabesian man for the rest of her life. She shuddered at the prospect. Could he have deliberately tricked her into coming here and becoming his slave to do that? Had it all been part of a big plan? If so, it had worked. She was enslaved and at his mercy. The idea seemed too sinister, yet it haunted her.

But Arbek would never do that to her, would he? No, he wouldn't, she was sure. Although she had only known him for a week she was sure that he was not mean spirited. There was no malice in him. And he had great friends. Three friends to be precise, one guy and two girls. All three were from Grabesh. She knew them and they had accepted her into their friend group. No, they would not be friends with Arbek if he was a bad person, she concluded.

He would get her out of here. He would track her down, wherever Karel was bringing her, to this elusive Health Office. And get her out of the clutches of this system. But would he? New doubts entered her mind. He was not mean spirited, but he also lacked discipline and was easily distracted. Would he persist in searching for her or simply move on when he didn't find her at the airport? She hoped he would.

They had not been a couple for long. She called him her boyfriend, but had he ever called her his girlfriend? She tried to recall an example but couldn’t. Did she mean enough to him to be worth the effort of rescuing her? Yes, she told herself. He would not give up on her so easily. She was a pretty girl, and he couldn’t keep his hands off her. But what if he met another woman here? Would he be distracted and forget about her? No, that was absurd. She had to stop worrying, she told herself. She had to sleep.

She tried to shut out these thoughts and find some rest. Tomorrow she would be delivered to the Health Office. She would get through their checks and then hopefully Arbek would pick her up and free her.

Her thoughts kept running on for a long time until she finally drifted into an unsteady sleep.


5. Visa or Slavery


Earlier that day

"We're next," Melissa said nervously. Arbek knew they were next in line, but he also knew she was anxious.

Everything had escalated so fast. Tensions in England had been rising for weeks, but lately, things seemed to be spiraling out of control. Everywhere Melissa went, she encountered either riots or crowds on the brink of chaos. The constant backdrop of house alarms and police sirens had become an unwelcome part of her daily life.

With the recent spike in violence, they had decided to leave the country. Finding a flight seemed impossible until Arbek found there were still seats available on a flight to his homeland, Grabesh. They made a spur-of-the-moment decision to go. So they spontaneously decided to go there.

The official at the passport control motioned for them to approach.

Arbek and Melissa handed over their passports. The official returned Arbek's but kept hold of Melissa's. "Where's your visa?" he asked.

Melissa’s gut clenched. This was the moment she had been afraid of. Grabesh had no visa free agreements with the United Kingdom. And she didn’t have a visa. Arbek had told her he would handle this. “She is with me,” he said and made his heart-warming smile to the official.

“That doesn’t matter. Rules are rules,” was the stern reply.

“It was an emergency, and we didn’t have time. Could you not make an exception?”

The official stared unmoved at the two.

"I can make it worth your while." Arbek finally said and pulled out a few banknotes.

Beads of sweat were forming on Melissa’s forehead. She hoped the official would take the bribe and end the uncertainty.

Upon seeing a sufficiently large amount of cash on the table the official’s face relaxed and he smiled. “Well I guess I can make an exception here.” He reached for the cash and smiled. “You are a beautiful couple and nothing should separate true love.” He winked at Melissa.

“What is going on here?” A stern voice came from behind the booth. Unnoticed by the group another uniformed man had approached. By the timid look of the border guard this was likely his supervisor, Melissa surmised.

“Nothing,” the startled border guard replied. His hand that had been reaching for the money abruptly pulled back. “The lady here has insufficient documentation to permit entry.”

The supervising officer, eyeing his subordinate, then the banknotes on the counter and finally Melissa clearly knew what he had walked in on. He could sense these shenanigans from miles away, and he was tired of them. He took Melissa’s passport from the border guard and thumbed through the pages. “Miss Maurer, please follow me,” he finally told Melissa.

Arbek followed them and the group and the three entered an office through a sturdy door. The supervisor settled behind a desk while Melissa and Arbek sat opposite. The door clicked shut metallically behind them, revealing no handle on the inside, only a knob, suggesting they were locked in. Melissa's anxiety spiked, her forehead beading with sweat.

"I'll keep this brief," the supervisor started, his gaze fixed on Melissa. "Without a valid visa, you can’t enter Grabesh. You'll be on the next flight back to England. Until then, you'll be held in immigration detention."

Melissa's eyes brimmed with tears. "But England is unsafe for me now. Please, I can't go back," she implored, meeting a stony expression.

"There are no flights heading to England right now; they've all been canceled because of the unrest," Arbek interjected. "Just allow her to stay with me. We are together, and I'll take full responsibility for her. She won't cause any issues. I vouch for her."

"Illegal migrants must be sent back. We can't simply accept people based on mere assurances," the official stated firmly. "Miss Maurer will remain detained until her deportation. She'll board the next available flight. Typically, there's a weekly service to London, but with those flights suspended, she'll remain in custody until service resumes, however long that takes."

Melissa was in disbelief, the situation far grimmer than she had feared. She had never ventured outside Europe, where her British passport had always sufficed without the need for a visa. She had thought she could sort out the paperwork upon arrival, especially under emergency circumstances. She'd never had a run-in with the law, and now she was facing detention in what felt like an airport jail. Tears began to fill her eyes.

Arbek saw her, feeling a pang of sorrow. He wished desperately for a way to stop the way this was going.

The official rose to his feet and instructed, "Stand against the wall and place your hands behind your back." Melissa, feeling detached, numbly complied. Behind her, there was the sound of clinking chains, followed by the cold touch of handcuffs snapping shut around her wrists, click by click. He then opened a different door, not the entrance they used, but one leading to a corridor. Upon opening it, a guard in uniform was revealed, standing ready. "Please follow the sergeant," the official directed, gently steering her toward the door by her arm.

“Wait!” Melissa heard Arbek’s voice behind her. “Don’t take her. Melissa is my slave.” Melissa couldn’t process what she was hearing. Her mind was racing, the feel of the handcuffs was fanning a panic in her and the prospect of detention was spreading a sense of dread in her.

She vaguely remembered that Arbek had told her once that slavery was still a thing in his country. The way he said it showed her that he considered slavery as a practice from backward cultures and sounded like he was embarrassed that his own people were actually still doing that. Arbek was glad that his parents had left Grabesh when he was still an infant and that he had grown up in England where he could live in the modern world.

The supervisor looked at him incredulously. “Don’t play games Mr Gurtan. What are you trying to do here? Miss Maurer is not your slave. And making false statements will only get you into trouble.”

“Please give us five minutes alone. I’ll talk to her and this will be cleared up.”

The supervisor gave him a look showing he wouldn’t have any of it. His hand was still holding Melissa's arm, who felt gut-wrenchingly helpless from having her arms restrained behind her back.

"Just five minutes, Sir," Arbek tried. "Then the situation will be resolved. Please. Think about the paperwork it will save you if we can resolve this."

The mention of the paperwork did seem to hold some sway in the man’s mind. Gruesome thoughts flashed in the supervisor’s imagination involving endless forms and files. This was no ordinary case; it involved a white girl, and her situation could attract significant attention. He envisioned the deluge of forms he'd need to complete, the statements he'd have to draft, and the ongoing communication with his higher-ups. Handling this could stretch over weeks, possibly months. In the worst case the press could hear of a pretty white girl being detained and her picture would be all over the news garnering her sympathy and making his beloved border police unit look like a gang of brutes on a power trip.

“Fine”, he conceded at last. “You have five minutes.”

The supervisor let go of her arm, left the room and closed the door.

Melissa couldn’t hold her tears back any longer and began to sob hysterically. “Arbek, this is a disaster. What are we going to do? I’m so afraid!”

He stood up and held her in his strong arms in a hug. “Listen to me,” he said. “I know how we can get out of here. It will sound crazy, but I have an idea.”

Melissa reflexively wanted to return the hug but the handcuffs held her arms firmly behind her back. She looked up at him questioningly.

“Remember I told you how slavery is still a thing around here? This place is so backward, but in this case it may help us. We’ll just tell them that you are my slave. Just play along. As my slave you don’t need any papers like a visa.”

“What? Huh?” Melissa gave a confused look. “Arbek, this is serious, they are about to lock me up because I don’t have a visa…”

“And slaves don’t need visas,” Arbek repeated. “I know it is counterintuitive but these people - or, well - ‘my’ people don’t see slaves as people but as property. And for property no visa is needed. Problem solved. You’ll come with me. We will be out here in no time.”

“This is absurd,” Melissa countered. “What is this supposed to mean? I’m not a slave. I can’t be a slave.”

“Look. I think it is absurd as well. But it is this culture that is absurd. We’ll just tell these guys that you are my slave, and then we get out of here. Once we are out, nobody will care. We will just go back to normal. It is just to dodge the paperwork problems. Then we’ll get out of here and forget this ever happened.”

“No way!” - is what Melissa wanted to say. She wanted to gesture her refusal with her hands and once again felt the restricting tug against her movement from her handcuffs holding her hands in place. She swallowed what she was about to say. In a few moments the supervisor would return and take her into some kind of detention cell. That was where she was about to go, she remembered. She felt despair and her gut clenched again. She would be locked in a cell in an African country, separated from Arbek, the only person she knew here. She would be locked up for who knows how long in some third world prison. Stressed and conflicted she quietly whispered “fine” while she felt a wave of cold sweat beading all over her body. They’d put on a show for the supervisor, they’d say that she was Arbek’s slave. Then, they’d walk out of the airport and forget about this incident.

“Great,” Arbek said and smiled. “We’ll be out of here in no time. I’m hungry. There is great food in town. I can’t wait to take you out and show you authentic Grabesh cuisine.” Melissa calmed down a bit. Mentioning food reminded her that she hadn’t eaten since this morning. There had been no food on the flight. She hadn’t noticed her hunger because of her apprehension and stress. But now that the prospect of this being soon resolved was dangling in front of her, she could feel her stomach rumbling.

The door opened and the supervisor came in. “Did you two manage to get your stories straight?” He looked at both of them.

“I want to declare that Melissa is my slave. Therefore, she no longer requires any paperwork,” Arbek declared, trying to make his voice sound official.

“So you are really going with this?” the supervisor said. Melissa wasn’t sure, but it looked like the supervisor was rolling his eyes. How unprofessional, she thought. The sentiment was definitely in his tone. He turned to Melissa, “So you, Miss Maurer, confirm that you are a slave and Mr Gurtan here is…”, he sighed like an old man who has seen it all and is tired of the transparent fibs children make up to get out of trouble and then continued, “...your ‘master’?” The supervisor said the word ‘master’ in a sarcastic tone.

Melissa felt his gaze on her. Here she was, handcuffed with a uniformed border guard waiting for an answer. Depending on what she said next, she could either be locked into a cell in an African detention facility for an open-ended amount of time, or she could walk out of the airport with Arbek, get some food and forget about all of this. Yes, it would be a lie, but who cared? The officer could not disprove them, and it would get them out of here. They would never see this guy again. She saw the baton on his belt and all she knew was that she wanted to get away from this man. She took a breath and said in a tone as if she had rehearsed the words: “Yes, I am a slave and Arbek is my master.”

The supervisor stared at her. “This is absurd. You are a citizen of the United Kingdom. Do you even know what being a slave means here in Grabesh?”

Melissa, yearning to be rid of the handcuffs and getting some food into her mouth, declared: “Yes, I understand what being a slave means. Arbek… I mean Mr Gurtan… I mean Master Gurtan has explained it to me.” She hoped that “Master Gurtan” was the correct title. She had never looked into Grabesh and its culture. She really knew nothing about this country, she realized.

The supervisor was still staring at her. Finally, he mumbled something that sounded like “ridiculous”. He turned to Arbek, “Where is her collar then?”

Arbek looked startled. “Um, I don’t have one… I mean, I don’t have one right now, um, she is a new acquisition, um…”

The supervisor interrupted in a condescending tone, “Of course you don’t have one. You are Grabesian Mr Gurtan. Surely you know that keeping a slave without a collar is a regulatory offense?”

“Um, of course, Sir, um… I’ll get one for her as soon as possible…”

The supervisor gave him a stern look and Arbek went quiet. “Quit the pretenses Mr Gurtan. I’m not a fool. I see what is going on here. You talked this fine free lady into declaring herself your slave. And as much as I would like to, I can't stop you from pulling this stunt. Ok, fine, she is your slave. But then, I can’t allow Miss Maurer to walk out of the transit zone without a collar, masquerading as a free woman. Then I would be allowing a regulatory offense to be committed. And I won’t do that. I can’t stop your stupid slave scam, Mr Gurtan, but if Miss Maurer is a slave then she will have to be in compliance with the regulatory code.”

“Of course, Sir,” Arbek said nervously.

He paused and looked at them both. First at Arbek, then at Melissa and finally he asked: “For the last time: Is this the story you are going with? You, Miss Maurer, are Mr Gurtan’s slave?”

Melissa gulped and looked at the supervisor. His eyes were looking into hers. She lowered her gaze to the floor and nodded. This better be over soon, she thought to herself and whispered, “Yes, Sir.”

“This is the dumbest thing I’ve heard all week,” the supervisor said.


6. Into the System

Melissa gradually stirred from her groggy slumber. She found herself on her back and, resisting the pull of sleep, she maneuvered to sit up. This proved challenging; she was once again secured in full travel restraints. Her wrists were cuffed again, and she realized that the catheter was also still in her. She was in a quiet room, save for the rattle of her chains and the occasional clucking of a nearby chicken.


Where was she? Melissa tried to make sense of what she was seeing. The last thing she remembered was the van and the endless journey.


The room was faintly lit through a window by the weak sunlight of early dawn. She glanced around; on one side of her she saw the cages with the dog and the cats that she remembered from the van. Karel had picked them up from the port, and they had been next to her in the van. They appeared still and were breathing steadily under sedation. She observed goats and sheep as well, noting with a touch of resentment that their cages were larger than hers.


Unlike the animals, she alone was in chains. The air was heavy with the scent of animals. The door was closed, but she could hear a faint stir outside.


Her memories started to come back. Melissa remembered waking up in the van during the night because of a sharp pain in her upper arm. Upon opening her eyes, she realized her right arm was extended outside the bars of her cage. Karel was there, gripping her arm near the elbow, injecting something into her. The needle was already embedded in her arm, and Karel was in the process of pushing down the plunger to deliver the substance.


Startled, Melissa attempted to retract her arm back into the cage, but Karel kept it firmly in place. He made a calming "shush" sound to reassure her. He explained that she had been crying out in her sleep and kicking and rattling the bars of her cage, causing the cage to shake.


Karel wasn't mad at Melissa; he understood that the prolonged and restrictive confinement was taking a toll on her. She had only recently been enslaved. As a free woman she would not have known restraints. If he was frustrated, it was with himself. He should have given her the sedative for the night, but she had begged him not to. A slave usually had no choice in such matters, yet looking at Melissa with her kind and innocent face, it was difficult for him to refuse her anything.


Karel spoke quietly, explaining that her restlessness was disturbing the other animals, and that the sedative he was administering was effective in keeping animals calm during transport.


At this point it was too late for her to protest, so she grudgingly calmed down and endured the injection. Karel stuck a small adhesive bandage on the injection site and left the cargo hold. Soon after, a warm, drowsy feeling began to spread through her.


Melissa deduced that she must have fallen into a deep sleep and Karel had delivered her to this room while she had been unconscious.


A chilling thought suddenly crossed her mind. Could Karel have exploited her while she was incapacitated? She had no memory of the journey following the injection or of how she ended up in this place; her mind was a void. With her cuffed hands, she reached down to her vagina and checked herself, feeling around for signs of discomfort or pain that might suggest non-consensual penetration. She proceeded to insert a finger into her vagina, careful that the chain of her handcuffs didn’t push against the catheter, exploring her vaginal walls for any signs of unusual tenderness. To her relief, there were none, indicating that Karel had not taken advantage of her.


Melissa waited in silence, with no one entering to explain the situation to her or what would happen to her next.


Eventually, she laid back down and waited. Her limbs were still feeling warm and relaxed from the aftereffects of the sedative. 


7. Nala

Eventually, a young chubby black woman in a veterinary nurse uniform came into the room. She was pushing a trolley from cage to cage. She was tending to the animals, but from the vantage point of her cage Melissa couldn’t see what the nurse was doing.


As the nurse worked her way down the row, she was only two cages away from Melissa. Here, Melissa observed her unlock the sheep's cage, place inside a bowl of kibble and another of water, then lock the cage again.


Anticipating her turn, Melissa adjusted herself into a cross-legged position, waiting for the nurse to come to her.


The nurse continued her routine with the goat in the adjacent cage, performing the same task she had with the sheep.


As the nurse went about her tasks, she glanced over at Melissa. Their eyes met through the bars. With a warm smile, the nurse whispered quietly, "Hey, good morning over there!"


She had a kind face, seeming a few years younger than Melissa. Melissa noticed the name tag on her uniform: "N. Tadesse" with "Apprentice" written underneath. Unsure how to respond in such an odd circumstance, Melissa simply said, "Hello."


Then, it was Melissa's turn. The nurse unlocked her cage, swung the door open, and retrieved a bowl from her trolley, passing it to Melissa. "Where are you from?" she inquired.


Melissa lifted her chained hands to take the bowl from the nurse, which contained rice mixed with beans. The thought of finally eating something solid after a day without lifted her spirits.


"I'm from England," Melissa answered. Still seated with her legs crossed, she placed the bowl on her urine bag and the shackles of her ankles and let it lean on her pubic mound and lower abdomen for support.


The nurse then handed her a spoon, saying, "An English girl, huh. You're a long way from home!"


Melissa clumsily maneuvered the spoon with her cuffed hands, managing to scoop some food. The meal was plain, just rice and beans with no sauce, but to Melissa, who hadn't eaten for a day, it was a feast. She ate eagerly, making sure not to waste any of the precious sustenance.


"Mmmhmm," Melissa grunted in affirmation, her mouth full of food.


"How long have you been enslaved?" Nala inquired.


Melissa was concentrating on getting another spoonful of food into her mouth without spilling any, a challenge with her hands cuffed so closely together.


"I was enslaved yesterday," she replied, her voice tinged with sorrow and a touch of bitterness.


"Yesterday! So, you've only just lost your freedom!" the veterinary nurse exclaimed. "Wow. You were a free woman just yesterday. How did that happen?"


"My boyfriend convinced me to go along with a foolish plan. I didn't understand what I was agreeing to, and by the time I did, it was too late. They put a collar on me, stripped me, and locked me in this cage," Melissa explained, taking another mouthful of food.


"Oh gosh, I'm so sorry. You weren't even given a chance to prepare? You were just suddenly thrust into this?"


“Yeah. One moment I was a free woman, next I was a slave. I’m beating myself up about how I could have made such a stupid mistake,” Melissa said while chewing. “I had no idea what I was getting into.”


“Do you think you could take these off while I’m eating, Ma’am?” Melissa asked, lifting her cuffed hands carefully, making sure not to knock over the bowl perched on her lap.


The nurse paused, considering. "Hmm. If I unlock them, do you promise to behave?"


“Yes, Ma’am.”


"You won't resist, no struggling, and you'll do as I say, got it?"


“Yes, Ma’am. I won't make any trouble.”


The nurse rifled through her keychain, then leaned towards Melissa. Melissa raised her hands to be released from the cuffs. The nurse unlocked them, setting them down beside Melissa, the central chain resting over her bare thigh, causing a slight tickle.


“Thank you, Ma’am,” Melissa said. She picked up the bowl in one hand and spooned the food into her mouth with the other. It was a welcome relief.


The nurse placed a water bottle next to her and gave Melissa's leg a sympathetic pat before closing the cage door with a loud clang and locking it with a padlock. She then moved on with her trolley to the next cage, where the dog awaited.


Melissa gulped the food down and asked, ”What will happen to me here?”


“Someone will pick you up soon. I don’t know what exactly is planned for you but basically we do a bunch of health checks and make sure the livestock is up to code.”


Melissa eyed the bowl in front of her. "Is this traditional Grabesh food?”


The nurse laughed loudly, snorting at the end, “No, this is food specially prepared according to the latest nutritional guidelines from the Ministry of Health. It is low in fat, low in salt, low in sugar, low in taste, low in everything that makes food good really. And no meat, no spices and no sauces.”


"Oh, I'm sorry, I just thought, because my boyfriend promised to introduce me to authentic Grabesh cuisine just before I was enslaved that this might be it,” Melissa trailed off, not really complaining. After all, this was her first meal in a day, and given the circumstances, it wasn't at the top of her concerns.


Sensing Melissa needed consoling, the nurse continued, “I swear, this food is not some kind of unusual punishment. The government recommends that we all eat like this, not just slaves. But honestly, I don't know anyone who actually does. I bet even the people who made these guidelines don't eat this way. But we're obliged to provide nutritionally balanced meals to our animals, and this food checks all the health ministry's boxes.”


Melissa chose to ignore being grouped with animals in conversation again. Healthy food is the worst, she thought, but at least she was being fed, so she wouldn't complain.


"Look," the nurse said, as if reading her mind, "I can't help with your enslavement, but I can sneak you some real Grabesh food later if you're interested. How about some fruit, meat, cheese, and a slice of bread? What do you think? Sounds good, new girl from England?"


Melissa's face lit up with hope. "You'd do that for me?"


"Sure."


"Yes, please. That would be amazing, thank you, Ma'am."


The nurse stood up and returned to her trolley. "By the way, you can call me Nala. Or Nala-the-nurse-who-gets-you-real-Grabesh-food."


"Okay, thank you Nala-the-nurse-who-is-my-hero. I'm Melissa," Melissa said, and for the first time since being enslaved, she smiled.


"Nice to meet you, Melissa," Nala said as she continued down the line with her trolley. 


8. Pick Up

After Nala departed, Melissa found herself once again alone with the caged animals. As they began to stir, the sounds of their movements and vocalizations filled the room. Additionally, the odor intensified, indicating that some of the animals were relieving themselves, making the atmosphere increasingly unpleasant.

Melissa stank and she knew it. She was covered in dried sweat from spending the day and night in the humid van. Her vaginal fluids had seeped on the floor from her frequent catheter-driven masturbation. The scent of masturbation also clung to her body, as she had been forced to sleep on the moist floor. She had been worried that whoever retrieved her from the cage would notice the telltale smell of her masturbation. The smell mixed with the dried sweat that had accumulated on her on her arduous trip in the humid cargo hold. But now it seemed like the heavy smell of the animals in the room might cover up her own odors.
 

After what seemed like half an hour, a male veterinary nurse came in. The windows at the end of the room had been tilted and he fully opened them. That improved ventilation a lot and after a few moments Melissa smelled the wave of fresh air from her cage, diluting the stench.

Melissa heard the man open a cage and a bit later she saw the nurse walking past her cage with a sheep on a leash, but he took no notice of her.

Every few minutes a nurse came in and did the same, and gradually the animals left the cages.

Finally, Nala came to retrieve her. She unlocked the cage, and Melissa cautiously made her way out. Her hands were still free of the handcuffs but her ankles were still shackled. She held her catheter bag, its tube still connected, in one hand and carried the shackles with the other.


She was relieved to exit her cramped cage and stand upright, after being confined for so long. She enjoyed being able to fully stretch her legs again. Melissa never wanted to see this cage again or think about what had happened in there.


Nala was unfamiliar with a catheter and Melissa had to explain to her what it was and that she couldn’t take it out herself. 

Nala took the handcuffs from Melissa and closed them carefully around her wrists. “Don’t want to get into trouble with the Head Nurse,” she said apologetically.

Nala attached a numbered red tag to her collar, and led her out of the room. Nala led Melissa through corridors and they eventually entered a hall.

The floor and the walls of the hall were covered in white tiles. Numerous staff members were bustling about. Melissa observed several large workbenches along the walls, each accompanied by a sink. Veterinary nurses were attending to animals on these benches, and someone was hosing down the floor, the water running into drains in each corner. With a sinking feeling, Melissa noticed that each worker had a cattle prod attached to their belt.

Nala called for assistance, and soon a middle-aged, overweight woman with the stern face of a matriarch approached, her name tag reading “M. Kamau, Head Nurse,” and she held a syringe.

Melissa was led to one of the workbenches and climbed onto it with Nala’s help. The bench had a high backboard to which a chain was attached. Once Melissa was seated, Nala secured the chain to Melissa’s collar with a padlock, ensuring she couldn't leave the bench without being unlocked.

Then, Nala unlocked her transport chains.

Melissa felt a moment of relief when she was freed from the tight transport chains, but was unsettled as she found herself chained by her neck for the first time. Neck chaining was a practice she had considered solely for animals. She was not surprised, all things considered, but this was her first time and she now had to learn to deal with the feeling of being controlled like this. Her fingers instinctively went to the D-ring where Nala’s padlock was securing the chain to her collar.

Freed from her travel chains, Melissa felt the urge to stretch. She knelt on the table, stretched her arms upwards and even extended her fingers. Though in the back of her mind she was aware that from the perspective of the two veterinary nurses in front of her, her posture might appear obscene, the need to stretch was overwhelming. She arched her spine side to side and then backwards, relishing the release.

The feeling of a complete body stretch after prolonged constriction was gratifying. However, once the pleasure of the stretch subsided, she felt exposed to her captors, and she quickly returned to a modest kneeling stance and hid the catheter between her legs. She didn’t like seeing her neck chain hanging down from her, so she draped it over her shoulder.
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The veterinary nurses recognized Melissa's need to stretch and waited for her to finish. Melissa knelt and covered her vagina with her hands from view.

The head nurse told Melissa to sit on the table and recline against the wall. Melissa adjusted her chain to drape over her front to avoid any discomfort while leaning back. She was then asked to lift her knees, spread her legs apart, and grip her ankles, positioning herself to remain exposed. This gave the nurse unobstructed access to Melissa's genital area. The room was full of people working and Melissa wished she would at least be shielded by any curtain from view.

While removing the catheter, the nurse explained the procedure to Nala so she would be able to do it in the future. Melissa felt an uncomfortable tickling in her as the tube slid out of her. With the catheter removed, Melissa was relieved. Finally the hated catheter was out! She couldn’t stop a small amount of urine escaping her and trickle onto the table.


The nurse took a hose that was attached to the faucet from the adjacent sink and sprayed off the workbench and also sprayed over Melissa’s vagina and legs. Melissa turned her face away to protect her eyes from the splashes from the hose. 

Melissa shut her legs and wrapped her arms around them, hiding her intimate regions from further exposure. Her collar chain draped to her side and behind her where it was fastened to the ring on the headboard.

With the catheter removed, the head nurse left Melissa in Nala’s care.

Melissa observed as Nala produced both handcuffs and ankle restraints. Understanding they were meant for her, Melissa decided to comply.

She detested the feeling of her hands being bound. Ever since her enslavement just a day ago, her hands had been in chains for most of her waking time. Nala had only just taken off her travel restraints, and now she was facing the prospect of being cuffed once again. And Melissa never knew for how long she would be shackled.

But she recalled the agonizing experience with tasers from the day before, administered by officers for the slightest misstep. The staff here carried cattle prods. Unsure of how cattle prods might compare, she had no desire to experience that pain again. Nala seemed to be nice and Melissa trusted that Nala wouldn't punish her without reason, and her strategy for avoiding pain was to be cooperative. She hoped Nala would take pleasure in managing her, rather than passing her to someone less restrained with their use of force.

So when Nala took the handcuffs, Melissa proactively extended her wrists together, ready for the cuffs to be applied, making it easy for Nala to secure them. She did the same with the ankle cuffs.

Nala did not detach the chain from her collar with which she was tethered to the backboard. Instead, Nala unlocked the chain from the backboard and used it as a leash to lead Melissa to her next station.

The white hall had a pulley on one wall with a large, J-shaped hook hanging at chest level. The hook had a long upward-pointing bend.


Nala guided Melissa's hands around the hook, positioning it between her bound wrists. She then cranked the pulley, lifting the hook and Melissa's arms with it, stopping when Melissa's arms were raised but not fully extended.


Glancing up at the hook suspending her arms, Melissa was reminded of the hooks used by butchers to hang animal carcasses. 

“Can you get off the hook?” Nala inquired.


Melissa tried to slip her cuffs past the hook's bend, even rising on her toes, but it was futile. She couldn't escape even with her utmost effort. This realization was upsetting, and though she tried to suppress her distress, she felt trapped. Melissa settled back onto her heels, allowing her arms to dangle from the hook. 

"No," she said, "I can't, Ma'am."


"Okay. Are you comfortable otherwise? No strain?" Nala asked, caringly stroking Melissa's raised arm. 

Melissa nodded, acknowledging Nala's concern, though she was far from comfortable.

Nala fixed Melissa's hair, pulling some strands that had fallen over her face back and letting them cascade down her back. She then adjusted Melissa’s collar, ensuring the D-ring with her leash was positioned in the center. “Great. Someone will come soon and take care of you, Melissa. See you later!”


Melissa nodded once more. While she appreciated Nala's attentiveness to her well-being, she couldn't overlook the ongoing degrading treatment. This inner conflict kept her from responding to Nala with the same casual friendliness that Nala showed her. 


9. First Treatment

Melissa felt like she had been waiting for nearly an hour. No one came to check on her or explain what would happen next. She stood naked, her wrists cuffed and her arms hoisted above her head by the hook with a long, upward-pointing end, making escape impossible even when she went on tiptoe. The hook was part of a pulley system, and a chain from her collar hung down to the floor, locked with a padlock. She felt the chain’s weight pulling down on her neck. Her ankles were shackled, but with enough chain to move comfortably.

Eventually a worker attended to her. He checked the number on her tag and compared it with the notes on his clipboard. Then he put the clipboard away and started spraying her with a brown foul smelling liquid. He began with her hair, now drenched, causing the liquid to cascade down her body. He methodically sprayed her from head to toe, instructing her to spread her legs wide for the treatment to reach her pubic area. From the back, he spread her buttocks to spray her anal area.

The spray's intrusion between her legs, touching her in her most intimate places without regard for her as a person, felt like a violation of her body. Yet, alongside the indignity, she was disturbingly aware of an involuntary arousal stemming from the power this stranger exerted over her and her lack of control.

Once he turned off the spray, Melissa coughed, trying to hold back a gag as he circled her, examining his work. She managed to ask, "What is this stuff?"

“A delousing agent,” the worker answered. “It’s standard procedure for all mammals. It needs to stay on for ten to sixty minutes to work. Someone will come to rinse it off later.”

With that he left, leaving Melissa standing with her arms hanging from the hook and dripping brown fluid onto the white tiles below.


Melissa focused on controlling her breath to stave off nausea. She shook her head vigorously to dislodge some of the fluid from her hair, then pressed the sides of her head against her arms in an attempt to wring more out, all the while coughing. Her attempts to shake off the liquid were futile. The stench of the brown fluid remained on her. 

She looked around. The hall was full of activity. Veterinary nurses were actively transferring animals between kennels and treatment tables, where they received care. There was a constant flow of employees navigating the area.
 



While she waited, thoughts of Arbek occupied Melissa's mind. Where was he? She clung to the hope that he was aware of her situation and was planning to pick her up once the health authorities released her. It had been more than a day since they were parted, she reflected as the foul-smelling liquid continued to seep from her. She needed to be sure he hadn't abandoned her. Melissa didn't truly believe Arbek would leave her, but she desperately needed confirmation. Couldn't he contact the Health Office and leave a message for her? Perhaps she could even speak to him on the phone. She needed the comfort of knowing she wasn't alone. Arbek was her only connection in this foreign land, and the last time she had seen him was at the airport, expecting a quick reunion after some formalities with the airport police.

He was her sole hope for liberation from this nightmare of slavery.
 



A loud buzzing sound echoed through the room, signaling the start of their morning break. The workers halted their tasks and began to exit the tiled room. As they walked by, some glanced at her, inspecting her body with curiosity, but no one said anything to her. When Melissa looked at employees, her eyes were inevitably drawn to the cattle prods hanging on the workers' belts. These tools were there to inflict pain on her and ensure her obedience. The animals they had been attending to were fastened to a wall by a chain or confined to a transport cage. Meanwhile, Melissa remained attached to the hook.



The buzzer sounded again and the workers slowly filled the room again, resuming their work.

Melissa's arms throbbed uncomfortably after being suspended for an extended period. She longed to lower them to allow some blood flow, even briefly. The hard steel of the handcuffs was hurting her as it pushed into the back of her palms. She attempted to ease the pressure by straightening her arms, but she could not do this for a prolonged period of time. Soon, she had to let her hands fall back, and the cuffs would again press into her hands, creating a persistent discomfort.


She hung there, abandoned to her own thoughts. The wait for what might come next was both terrifying, but there was also a twisted sense of anticipation, even if she would not have admitted it. She knew these were medical professionals and even though she was at their mercy, they would not hurt her. Her life was not in any danger. 

Melissa wondered if she had been forgotten. But eventually a worker came to attend to her. He hosed her down from head to toe with lukewarm water, rinsing off the delousing chemical.

Then he left her hanging there and no explanation what would be done to her next or when.


10. Killian

Melissa felt the need to use the restroom. The bland but filling meal she had in her cage, combined with the bottle of water she had glugged down to replenish her fluids after sweating in the van, had caught up with her.

When the head veterinary nurse, Mrs. Kamau, walked by with her arms full of test tubes and paperwork, Melissa called out, "Mrs. Kamau? Mrs. Kamau!"

Mrs. Kamau, preoccupied, assured Melissa that she would arrange for someone to assist her.

Shortly afterward, a young Black man approached. He seemed to be around Melissa's age, dressed in plain clothes without a uniform or name tag. He was casually swinging his cattle prod as if it were a toy.

Standing in front of her, he inquired, "You need to use the toilet?"


Melissa nodded, having preferred if a female had been sent for this discrete task, yet here she was, exposed and with her arms raised, facing the man who would take her there. 

The young man gave her an appraising look from head to toe, then back up.

"Okay," he said, as if granting her a favor. "I'm Killian, by the way."

“Melissa,” Melissa said, followed by “Ouch!”

Killian had zapped her with the cattle prod. Unlike the tasers she had experienced the day before, which were agonizing, this was just a sharp, quick pain in her leg that faded rapidly. Melissa looked at him, puzzled, until their eyes locked and she recalled the proper etiquette.

“I’m Melissa, Sir,” she corrected herself.

Killian smiled approvingly, nodded and went to the crank. As he passed her, he playfully gave her a double tap on her buttock with the cattle prod. Melissa winced, but there was no electric jolt this time. He started to turn the crank, easing the tension on Melissa's wrists as the hook lowered.
 

Killian didn't lower the hook by much. Once the hook was low enough for Melissa to potentially remove her handcuffs from the hook, he stopped and looked at her. “Can you get off from here?”

Melissa tried to lift her cuffed hands over the hook, stretching up on her toes, but the end of the hook's curve was out of reach. Why wouldn't he lower it further?

"Lower it more. I can't reach," Melissa said, and quickly added, "Sir," recalling the recent shock.

"Oh, come on," Killian sighed, stepping in front of her, cattle prod still in his grip. He prodded Melissa's upper leg, causing her to desperately reach higher to free herself before he could use the prod again. This action inadvertently thrust her breasts upward, almost as if presenting them to Killian. As she wrestled with the hook, it turned slightly, forcing her to align her body so that her armpit was uncomfortably close to his face, a reminder of her lack of hygiene after the previous day's long, sweaty journey.


Alas, her efforts were in vain. The hook’s bend was just a bit too high. 

"It's too high... I can't... Ouch!" Melissa exclaimed as Killian zapped her leg. She was incensed that he would shock her for something beyond her control. He had intentionally set the hook too high, and now he was punishing her for being unable to free herself.

Melissa shot Killian a look of frustrated helplessness. She tried stretching up again, this time lifting as high as she could on her toes, even pushing off from the balls of her feet for added reach. It was close, but not close enough.

"Ouch!" she yelped again as Killian zapped her backside. He had moved to her side. "Stop that!" she demanded, only to receive another mild shock on the other side.

In a desperate move, Melissa attempted to crouch down, though with her arms raised, she couldn't lower herself much. From there, she tried to jump, adding extra momentum with her calves for extra height.

To her relief, this was enough to get her handcuffs over the hook. As she landed, she lost her balance and stumbled forward, managing to break her fall with her hands. The chain around her neck clattered against the tiled floor.

"See, I knew you could do it!" Killian chuckled. "You just needed some motivation! I bring out the best in people."

Melissa glared at him in frustration. She quickly got back to her feet. "Can we go now, Sir?"

“Sure. Give me your leash,” Killian instructed, extending his hand.


Reluctantly, Melissa took hold of her leash with her cuffed hands and placed it in his. Killian stretched out his arm, pulling the leash to guide Melissa in front of him. "Let's go," he said, giving her rear a playful tap with the cattle prod, though without activating it.


Startled, Melissa moved forward but was abruptly halted as the leash tightened and her collar yanked her back. Killian had a firm grip on the leash, causing the collar to choke her. Melissa instinctively brought her cuffed hands to her neck, gripping the leash to cushion the harsh pulls. 

Killian followed behind her, and Melissa tried to keep pace while maintaining as much distance from him as possible, which wasn't much.

He occasionally tapped her buttocks with the cattle prod, causing her to flinch. When it grazed her skin, it was as if her nervous system focussed on that point of contact. Her skin, which was already sensitive from being naked, reacted with a shiver, when it touched her. She'd turn to face him while walking backward to keep an eye on the dreaded device, but found it too awkward to continue, so she'd turn back to face forward and watch where she was going.

Killian led her out of the white hall, down a corridor to a bathroom just around the corner. The bathroom was large, featuring both a toilet and a shower, all on tiled flooring. He allowed her to use the toilet but stayed in the room, dashing any hope Melissa had for privacy, which by now, didn't surprise her.

Melissa sat on the toilet with Killian standing in front of her, amusing himself with the cattle prod, watching it spark with apparent fascination. His proximity meant he could easily reach out and touch her with it. It was hard enough for her to have to relieve herself naked in front of this man. But each time she saw the sparks, it brought back the memories of the shocks she had received from it in the white hall, making her tense and unable to get a urine stream going.

"Killian, could you please give me some privacy, Sir?" she pleaded. "I can't do this with you standing in front of me, Sir."

Killian looked at her with a disinterested gaze, and to her relief, he stepped out into the corridor, though he left the door open.


He returned when he heard the toilet flush. Killian instructed her to step into the shower. He grabbed a hose connected to a faucet and started rinsing her down. The water was cool, yet bearable. He directed the spray at her vagina first, then had her turn around, spread her legs, and bend over. Melissa complied, spread her legs as far as her hobble allowed, and placed her cuffed hands on the wall for support. He then spread her buttocks with one hand to clean her anus, before moving the water stream down her legs to her feet. 

Once done, he told her to turn back around and pass him her leash once more. After she did, the leash felt like an extension of Killian’s will over her and she was at his mercy. He turned and walked away, giving the leash a sharp tug. Melissa yelped as the collar pulled painfully, stumbled forward, nearly tripped over her ankle chains, quickly regained her grip on the leash with her cuffed hands, and hurried after him.


After exiting the bathroom, Killian pulled Melissa’s chain to direct her in front of him again. As before, he intermittently tapped her buttocks with the cattle prod. These light touches on her bare skin sent waves of anticipation through her. Her naked body tensed and relaxed in a rhythm set by his taps. Melissa tried to keep up with his pace, staying as far ahead as possible without being choked by her collar.


Eventually Killian became somewhat disappointed to see that Melissa no longer reacted with the same level of anxiety. Her responses to his taps were less pronounced than before. Bored by her reduced reaction, he decided to add some excitement by setting the cattle prod to a low shock and zapping her buttocks. 

Melissa yelped and turned to face him, walking backward. She bent forward in an attempt to move her body away from him, but the collar kept her close, so she ended up walking backward while leaning towards him, clutching the leash close to her collar. She pleaded with him, "Please, Killian, stop! These shocks hurt!"

Killian was grinning, playfully twirling his cattle prod.


"Killian!" Melissa heard a voice from behind her. She turned to see Nala, who was carrying lab equipment. Nala shouted something in Grabesian that Melissa couldn't comprehend. They exchanged a few words, and eventually, Killian responded in a tone suggesting he was giving in. He then attached the cattle prod to his belt and resumed walking. As he passed Melissa, he gave her a friendly slap on the buttocks. Melissa silently mouthed "Thank you" to Nala, pressing her hands together in gratitude. Nala smiled and nodded in acknowledgement. Melissa felt the leash tighten and quickly followed Killian back into the white hall. 

Once they were back in the white hall, Melissa approached the hook. Killian adjusted the hook to a slightly lower position, and Melissa, following his lead, raised her bound wrists, the metal cuffs clinking softly, so that the hook nestled between her wrists. After that, Killian operated the crank on the pulley system, elevating the hook once more, securing Melissa in place again.


Killian continued to crank, and as he did, the slack in Melissa's arms disappeared, stretching them upward. Alarm surged through Melissa as Killian kept turning. She was forced onto her tiptoes.


“Stop!” she exclaimed. “Too high! Please, Sir!” Melissa desperately pulled at the handcuffs as if she could bring the hook back down this way. But it was futile, the hook didn’t budge.


Killian walked up to her, positioning himself right in front of her tense, stretched body.


The increased tension created an acute angle where the cuffs met her wrists. Where the cuffs had been loose around her wrists before, the metal was now pressing into her at an angle, the cuffs acting like wedges driven into her flesh by the opposing forces of the hook pulling her up and gravity. The cuffs were biting into her from the force of her weight against the cuffs' unyielding shape.


On the other side of her wrists, the cuffs exerted an outward force, pushing her hands apart, causing her hands to be pushed outward. Her palms formed a V, as if she were trying to reach for something just out of grasp.


Using the back of his hand, Killian softly traced a path along Melissa’s taut upper arm, past her armpit, and over the side of her breast. His touch continued down her abdomen, gently brushing over her pubic area. He did the same on her other side. Each time savoring the process.


Their eyes met. Melissa's breath was labored, strained by the discomfort and the effort to remain on her tiptoes.


Killian unhooked the cattle prod from his belt. He grazed Melissa with it, but didn’t activate it.


"Killian, please, don't," Melissa whispered, her voice shaky with fear and dread of the impending shock. “...Sir.”


“Oh, come on,” he said. “Just one more for old times’ sake.”


He traced the cattle prod lightly over her stomach, its tip gliding up to the base of her breasts before skimming the soft undersides. Melissa's breath shortened, her muscles tightening with the anticipation of a possible shock. She looked into his eyes, trying to discern his next move.


Killian then drew the prod down from her chest, past her navel, and towards her vagina, gently brushing through her pubic hair towards her clitoris.


Melissa's panic escalated. "Killian, no, please!" she begged. Attempting to evade the prod, she arched her back, trying to shift her most sensitive spot away from danger, but her stretched position allowed only the slightest movement. Killian adjusted his aim with the prod, following her, and Melissa twisted slightly, still trying to shield her clitoris from contact.


Killian chuckled and went back to the pulley, cranking it slightly to lift.


Melissa, now balancing on the tips of her toes, felt the cuffs biting into her wrists painfully. Overwhelmed by this, she pleaded with Killian, her voice filled with urgency, "Let me down, please! This really hurts!"


She was on the edge of despair. Turning the crank was as simple for Killian as turning the dial on a radio. All it took was a quick pull on the crank for her world to shift from discomfort to agony. Her heart sank with the weight of her own powerlessness.


Melissa begged, her voice a mix of desperation and plea, "Please, let me down!" She looked into his eyes and saw his displeasure.


“Oh, come on. You're always complaining. Don’t be such a drama queen,” he commented. “Fine. I’ll be merciful today.”


He eased the crank back a notch, letting her settle onto the balls of her feet, still on tiptoes. The relief was immediate, like a breath of air after being submerged for too long. The cuffs continued to pinch her wrists, but the pain had lessened to a tolerable level. But Melissa was shaken by the experience. The episode had been a stark demonstration of her subjugation. She knew that Killian could have left her at the higher setting had he wanted. And there would have been nothing she could have done about it.


“How about this,” Killian said. “You take one more shock from this,” and he held up the cattle prod, “and you get to stand flat-footed again. Deal?”


All Melissa wanted at this moment was to relieve the strain on her calves and have the biting pressure in her wrists go away. She closed her eyes and nodded. She realized this was just a cruel game to him; he didn't need her consent to deliver painful shocks to her. He could do it at his whim.


She felt the cattle prod trace over her body. When it paused at one of her nipples, she held her breath. The tip of the cattle prod traced the areola around her nipple. Then it drifted to the other and did the same there. Melissa shook her head, hoping to redirect him. He continued. The prod's tip edged closer to her vagina, parting her labia.


"No, Killian, please," she whispered in a plea, her eyes still closed.


Then the shock came - not where she had feared, but on her buttocks. She yelped, startled, and sucked in a breath. Killian's laughter rang out. Opening her eyes, Melissa watched as he turned the crank, alleviating the tension on her wrists. Now she could stand comfortably on her feet, and her arms had some slack. She sighed with relief.


Killian smiled at her, “Ok, I’ve got to go now. It was great to meet you, Melissa. Call me if you need anything else!” he said and walked away, giving her another friendly double slap on her butt cheeks as he walked past her. 


11. Second Treatment

Melissa stood there for what felt like another ten minutes. Then, another veterinary nurse approached her. Melissa’s wrists were still sore but she was in no pain. He checked the tag on her collar and seemed satisfied.

The nurse was a tall and strong man. He had a bucket with soapy water and a sponge in it. He placed the bucket near Melissa and used the sponge to apply shampoo, meticulously massaging it into her hair with his hands, then her ears, and around her face. When covering her face with lather, he made sure not to block her nose, allowing her to breathe.

The worker was not wearing any protective gloves, directly touching her with his bare hands.

He lathered the exposed portion of her neck above the collar. After that, he lifted the collar to access and treat the area of skin that had been concealed by it.

He applied more shampoo, gently massaging it into her armpits and along her arms. Grooming was important to Melissa and she shaved her armpits regularly. But with the recent chaos in her life she had not found the time. The last time had been over a week ago and now she had some stubbly regrowth.
 

Though the worker was tender with his touch, the feeling in her armpits prompted Melissa to instinctively try to lower her arms to protect them. However, the handcuffs prevented this, pressing the already sore area of her hands harder against the metal restraints.

He then moved down, carefully kneading her breasts with his sudsy hands, delicately twisting her nipples to work the soap in, and then attending to the undersides of her breasts. Melissa again pulled at her restraints in a reflex in which she would have slapped his groping hands away.

Melissa had long anticipated this moment of cleanliness, imagining she would be in a shower, cleaning herself. Instead, a clothed stranger was doing the job. She appreciated the relief from the dried sweat. The sensation of her breasts being kneaded felt like a massage; in a different context with her boyfriend, she would have enjoyed it. However, here, restrained and exposed, with a stranger who was now stimulating her, she felt conflicted. Her body reacted with involuntary shivers of arousal, especially when her nipples were gently manipulated. Suppressing any sign of pleasure, she tried to appear indifferent.

Shampoo from her hair flowed down, irritating her eyes. Melissa shut them, rubbing her face against her restrained arms to clear away the soapy water, then reopened them.

The man proceeded downwards, lathering her abdomen before attending to her pubic hair with soap.

Melissa squirmed, attempting to shield herself from his groping hands by squeezing her legs together and hunching forward, as much as her bound wrists permitted. The man then held her left nipple between his thumb and pointer finger, pinching it just enough to make his point without applying harsh pressure. He instructed her, “Relax, Miss Maurer. Spread your legs.” Frightened by the threat of his pinch, Melissa tensed. The pinch, though not cruel, was a reminder that she was vulnerable, that she could afford to resist. Her legs, trembling with the dual urge to clamp shut and yield, spread apart under his directive in a reluctant concession to his will.

He carefully inserted his fingers between her labia, both outer and inner, cleaning her private parts thoroughly, reaching up to her clitoris. He then took each labial fold between his fingers, gently pulling them apart to wash the surface, which sent waves of arousal through Melissa.  He then used his sudsy fingers to circle and cleanse the area between her inner labia with gentle pressure. At last, he gently glided his soap-lathered fingers across her clitoris, manipulating the clitoral hood to reveal the sensitive area beneath, and circled his fingers to cleanse it thoroughly.

Melissa felt violated by this cleaning of her most private area. Yet, given the degrading experiences she'd faced since being enslaved just a day ago, it didn't shock her as much as it might have. The worker was gentle, and despite her desire to remain detached, the stimulation caused her to breathe heavily. She still could not prevent moaning multiple times. The man, hearing her, commented, “Good, Miss Maurer. Relax.”


Melissa's world narrowed to the point of contact between her skin and his fingers, each touch a violation wrapped in the guise of care. As she felt his fingers intrude, a cold dread mixed with an unwelcome warmth spread through her. She was a captive to his touch, her own flesh responding in ways her mind recoiled against. Arousal, like an uninvited guest, crept in on the heels of his meticulous 'care', leaving Melissa feeling both alien and betrayed by her own body. 

The man, standing next to her, tapped her inner thighs to indicate she should spread her legs wider, and she complied. He then started massaging soap into her perineum in circular motions. Melissa was overwhelmed with the instinct to close her legs but the man had once again preemptively pinched her nipple between his fingers, a quiet warning that resistance would be met with instant pain. She resisted her impulse and kept her legs parted, allowing the man to proceed with his task.


Her mind screamed for an escape, for the dignity she knew she deserved. Her chest heaved with shallow breaths from her internal chaos. 

From behind her, he parted her buttocks and used soap on her anus. He tried to insert the tip of this soapy finger into her anus.

This was too much for Melissa. The shame overwhelmed her and in a desperate attempt she tried to evade the finger intruding into her, but her suspension from the hook overhead left her with limited mobility. She twisted her body into an arch, managing to move her buttocks away from his probing finger, and turned to her side.

However, the worker brought the bucket closer to Melissa. Then he reached around to her vagina and grabbed her labia with his fist. Melissa inhaled sharply in both shock and pain as the skin of her labia was pulled taut in his clenching grip.

Her inner labia naturally extended beyond the outer ones, so when he grabbed them, a significant amount of the delicate inner tissue was caught in his fist. The sensitivity there made the pulling excruciating. Did this man not understand how tender that area was? Melissa was taking short, shallow breaths, overwhelmed by the stress of her predicament.

Movement now brought her intense pain, so Melissa stopped struggling. The worker adjusted his hold, bringing her back to her initial position, and Melissa adjusted herself to keep her vagina aligned with his fist to prevent any further stretching. Her breath was ragged, each inhalation a conscious effort to keep from sobbing, from screaming out the indignity of it all.

With her labia firmly in his control, he went into a half-kneeling position on her side. With his other hand he once again introduced his fingertip into her anus, Melissa exhaled sharply with indignation, but she stayed still and kept her legs spread. She did not want to give the worker an excuse to tighten his grip. Melissa did not dare imagine how painful that would be.
 

Melissa gazed upwards at the ceiling, attempting to dissociate from the fact that this was occurring in a room full of people. She hid her face by pressing it against her right arm and pushed the fingernail of her thumb into her index finger, hoping the pain would distract her from the humiliation she felt from the intimate cleaning.

A colleague passed by in front of Melissa and asked the nurse tending to her something. Melissa couldn’t understand what they were talking about because they were speaking Grabesian. The colleague seemed to be asking him something work related and they had an exchange. During their talk, he paused his activity on Melissa, yet he kept his finger inserted in her anus and maintained his grip on her labia.

After the matter was settled, the worker resumed his task with Melissa. As if he had forgotten where he had been interrupted, he repeated the process by applying additional soap to her anal cleft, moving in circles around her sphincter before inserting his fingertip into her once more and twisting it around.

Finally, the nurse was done with that area. Melissa exhaled a sigh of relief. He continued by washing her legs and she lifted each of her feet in turn so he could clean the soles of her feet. She felt the weight of the ankle chain when she lifted her feet but it never went taut.

The worker rinsed her off with a hose starting with her hair and her arms working herself downward and diligently attending to her private parts until Melissa stood there fully cleaned, dripping with water.

The worker put his working gear back, made some notes and then walked away, leaving Melissa tethered to air-dry.


12. Lunch Break

Melissa had been standing for about half an hour air-drying when she saw Nala approach her. Nala turned the crank to lower the hook. 


As soon as the hook was low enough, Melissa slipped her handcuffs off. She sighed with relief as her arms were finally permitted to fall, restoring circulation to them. She collapsed to the ground, after having been made to stand for hours. She felt a release of tension as the muscles in her feet, calves and legs relaxed. The chain of her leash clinked against the tiles, falling in front of her and between her legs. A wave of dizziness washed over her as she adjusted to sitting down, and she tenderly massaged her sore wrists, which had borne her arms' weight during her long suspension from the hook. 

“Oh Melissa, you look miserable!” Nala said with pity in her voice.

Melissa looked up and saw Nala looking down at her. She was laying on the white tiles on her side with her head resting on her right upper arm. Her hands were still cuffed, she was shackled and the chain that was padlocked to her collar was lying curled up in front of her.

Nala squatted before Melissa and gently stroked her hair, looking at her with compassion.

“Can you stand again?” Nala inquired.

Nala had put her in the handcuffs she was still in and hobbled her. Nala was the one who had strung her up at the hook this morning, Melissa reminded herself. The hook that had forced her to stand with upward stretched arms for what must have been hours. The hook that had held her in place as she had been manhandled throughout the morning. Had she known what would be done to her?

She nodded and sat herself up.

“Look, I smuggled something in for you!” Nala said and took a chocolate bar out of her pocket.

Melissa’s eyes darted to the chocolate bar. She was hungry. Her last meal had been breakfast early this morning. And she had been through a lot of stress since then. She wanted that bar. It was too good to be true. Was this a trick? Was Nala toying with her? She hoped not.

Nala offered her the bar and Melissa grabbed the bar with her cuffed hands. She tore it open and stuffed it into herself like a famished hamster would shove a pile of nuts into his chubby cheeks.

“See, I told you I would get you some good food!” Nala said and laughed. “Come, let’s get out of here.”

In any case, Melissa thought, it was not up to Nala what was done to her. Nala was an apprentice and did what she was told. She would not be mad at Nala for what had been done to her.

“Thank you, Ma’am,” Melissa said after remembering her manners while chewing the chocolate.

Slowly Melissa stood up. She wasn’t hurt, her muscles had just been under strain from being forced to stand for so long and her wrists were sore. The chocolate bar was giving her new energy.

Nala walked her out of the tiled room. She was holding Melissa’s leash but she was not leading her with it. They were walking next to each other and Nala was chatting with Melissa as if they were peers and Melissa not a naked and chained slave. As she walked, the cool chain slid over her warm skin with an odd intimacy.  On her neck she felt how the chain's weight on her collar kept shifting, reminding her that she was on a leash.

“Where are you taking me?” Melissa asked.

“Lunch. Well, It will soon be lunch for the staff, so I’m tidying up the white hall a bit. So I’m moving you out of the way. That way you can also relax a bit. That’s probably better than hanging from that hook all day.”

Relaxing sounded good to Melissa. She looked forward to sitting or lying down. If it wasn’t for Nala, these people would just leave her hanging from the hook while they were having their lunch break. She shuddered at the thought.

Other employees, who were fully clothed, were walking in the corridors as well. Melissa had the urge to cover herself. Her nudity had not been at the forefront of her mind while her legs had been hurting after she had been suspended on the hook, but now as she was walking in the building among the staff of the Health Office, the exposure she felt was acute. She felt a strong urge to conceal her breasts and vagina, yet she had no choice but to walk alongside Nala. Melissa pretended that walking like this was natural to her.


Nala led her through a corridor that led out of the building. From there, Melissa was led to an adjacent building. The inventory clerk at the entrance scanned the tag on Melissa’s neck and she heard a beep. Then the guard told her “The stall in the C4 barn.”, which Melissa understood was the location Nala would bring her. 

“Nala, who was the guy who took me to the bathroom before?”

“Oh, that was Killian. He is an intern here to learn some nursing work.”

“He is so mean. He kept zapping me for no reason.”

“Yeah, he is not good with animals. I’ve seen him zap other animals with his cattle prod for fun before. That makes the animals afraid of him, you know. I think he is just bored here and desperate for some fun.”

“Why does no one stop him?”

“Well, basically he is not doing any harm. And when he is occupied with lower level tasks he can’t mess up any important things.”

“What do you mean?”

”Killian doesn’t care about the work. And no one can fire him. He is the son of the head veterinarian. His father got him the internship. Killian can’t even be bothered to put on a uniform. The head nurse tries to keep him away from important tasks because she’s afraid he will mess them up. That is why he gets unimportant tasks like basic care of animals like taking you to the bathroom.”

“He can’t be fired even if he is breaking rules and torturing me?”

“Well, he is not breaking any rules directly. Us staff can use the cattle prods as we see fit as long as we get our jobs done. And Killian did get you to the bathroom and back, so no one will give him a hard time for it. - Well, except me maybe,” Nala said and smiled.

“Thanks for that,” Melissa said. “He was just zapping me for fun while holding me close with my leash.”

“Yeah, there is nothing that can be done about that. The head nurse told me that back in the days staff used canes and whips to keep the animals in line. People like Killian used to be a real problem for the Health Office back then, because their unrestrained use would mark the animals. And then the Health Office got complaints from the owners. That is why the Health Office eventually switched to cattle prods. They are less likely to leave marks.”

“Can the staff not be told not to needlessly torture us?” Melissa asked.

“The higher ups tried that, but people just tend to fall back into their habits after a while. Issuing cattle prods that generally don’t leave marks makes more sense. At least to the higher ups.”

“How did you get him to stop?”


“I told him that animals don’t respond well to arbitrary punishments. It makes them hard to train later. Animals need to know that they will be treated fairly or they can’t develop trust in their handlers. That’s something I’ve heard the head nurse tell him when she caught him doing this. And I told him that you had only been enslaved yesterday. And that he was just being mean.”


They walked down a corridor and the smell of animals became increasingly stronger. This was a barn, Melissa thought from the smell. It reminded her of a vacation she’d been on with her cousin as a girl. They had stayed on a farm. The smell reminded her of the barn from her youth. She had explored the barn and enjoyed the animals there.
  

Beyond the door marked C4, Melissa saw a spacious hall where stalls lined the walls, reminiscent of barn interiors. Each stall was divided into a lower wooden section and an upper section with steel bars, the latter stopping short of the ceiling to keep the animals from escaping over the wood.

Nala led Melissa past the stalls; on their right, there were enclosures holding goats and a sheep, each in their own separate space. However, one stall stood out: its front was a full-height steel cage with evenly spaced horizontal bars reaching up to the ceiling, flanked by solid walls on both sides. Melissa realized that this stall was designed to hold humans, to hold her.

Nala prattled on about the animals around them, but Melissa’s mind was elsewhere, grappling with the truth that this time she wasn't here as a guest, but as an animal on a leash to be penned up in a stall.


The animals looked up at her as they passed by.
  

Nala swung open the gate to the barred enclosure, revealing an entirely empty space. Unlike the other stalls, this one lacked any hay, with its floor starkly made of cement.

Nala let go of Melissa’s leash and, with a gentle nudge, ushered her inside. Melissa scanned her surroundings; it was more like a cell than a stall. However, it was much larger than her previous transport cage, allowing her to move about. She estimated it to be roughly three meters square, or as the English folks would put it, ten feet by ten feet.

"Looks like your stall isn't quite ready yet," Nala remarked. "Don’t worry, by tonight you should have something to sleep on in here."


The mention of having “something to sleep on” alarmed Melissa. She turned around. Nala was still standing at the entrance.


“Nala, how long will I be held here?” 

“Oh, not long. Just until we are ready for the next treatments.”

“No, I mean, how long will I be held here at the Health Office before I am released to my owner?”


“I don’t know really. I haven’t seen them process a slave for import. You are the first I’ve ever seen! I know that for most cattle it is about fourteen days. That is the quarantine period.”
  

“Fourteen days! You mean I will have to stay here for two weeks?” Melissa was shocked. She had thought they would be done with her in the afternoon or early evening at the latest.

“Possibly, yes.”

“Wait here, I’ll be back with some food for you later,” she said. Nala slammed the door and left. The door automatically locked shut, confining Melissa in the stall.

Nala hadn’t released her from her handcuffs and shackles. Even the chain leash was still locked to her collar.


Melissa approached the bars, gripping two of them with her still-cuffed hands. The chains around her ankles made a metallic jingle as they scraped across the concrete. Resting her head against the cold steel, she peered down the corridor to her left. She heard the sound of the main door closing, indicating Nala's exit, though it was out of her sight, hidden by the extension of her stall's side walls. She scanned the other stalls around her. Some had goats and sheep and some were empty.


She looked around her empty cell. Two weeks, Nala had said. That’s how long she might be held here. She had been told at the airport there would just be “a few checks”. Melissa was distressed. This morning had been torture for her. She couldn’t bear this. They intended to torture her here for two whole weeks! And she would be housed in this stall in a barn like an animal. Melissa was distraught and didn’t know how she would be able to come to terms with this.


The chain hanging from her collar slowly dragged over her skin. The soft rub of the smooth metal caused goosebumps. Melissa scratched her abdomen and her upper leg. 


She sat down and leaned against the side wall of the cage near the bars so she could see down the corridor and waited. Melissa looked at her cuffed hands. She had been handcuffed all morning. Her wrists were still red from being hung from the hook earlier today. Melissa wished Nala had taken the cuffs off her.


Melissa was in disbelief. The idea of being detained for two weeks felt like an eternity compared to the brief inconvenience she had mentally prepared for. An uncomfortable chill ran down her spine, the reality of her situation setting in. She felt a pang of dread, her heart sinking as the implications unfurled before her. The prospect of being treated like livestock, confined to this cold, steel-barred stall for days on end, only interrupted by dehumanizing treatments, was disheartening.


Her thoughts raced, imagining the loss of freedom, and the uncertainty of her future with no word from Arbek. Anger simmered beneath her shock, a quiet rage against the injustice of her confinement.


Her mind grappled with the prospect of her extended captivity. Melissa knew she would need to muster all her strength to endure this ordeal, to protect whatever fragments of her dignity remained in this place where she was seen not as a person, but as an animal.


Melissa noticed that at the bottom of the barred door to her stall there was a gap left in the bars, likely a food slot.


Eventually Nala returned with a plastic bag. “I hope you’re hungry!” She unlocked the stall door and entered it. 


Melissa rose to her feet and moved towards Nala. Nala paused momentarily, her expression shifting to one of irritation as she looked at Melissa. Melissa caught this change and worried, had she erred? She couldn't risk upsetting Nala, the only one who treated her with any semblance of humanity.


Nala's face softened back into a smile. "I'll need to remind myself to teach you more about our protocols later," she remarked. "I tend to overlook how new you are to all this."


She looked at Melissa. “Oh sorry I forgot to take your handcuffs off,” Nala set the bag down on the cement floor and fished out her keyring. Melissa offered her hands. Nala had put the handcuffs on her after removing the catheter and she had been in them ever since. Nala unlocked the handcuffs and pocketed them in her nurse's coat.


Nala held Melissa’s hands in hers and examined her wrists. “Oh no, that must hurt,” she said. “I’ll see if I can get you some ointment later.”


“Thanks, Ma’am.”


Nala looked up at Melissa, her gaze getting stuck at Melissa’s collar, “You’ll be picked up later again, so there is no point taking your leash off. Or does it bother you?”


The question caught Melissa off guard. Yes, of course it bothered her that she was leashed!  She longed for the weight of the chain to be lifted from her neck. She was surprised by the suggestion that she might have some say in this matter. But considering her current situation—being kept nude in a barn with livestock, having been subjected to the cruelty of a cattle prod for Killian’s amusement, and the recent invasive cleaning procedure in which a man had grabbed her labia in his fist and stuck a finger into her anus repeatedly—the leash seemed like a trivial concern. Her mind was more preoccupied with the prospect of being fed, hoping Nala had made good on her promise of bringing her something tasty.


“Well it is not directly bothering me, but if I can have it off then that I’d rather have the leash off,” Melissa responded.


Nala produced a key, and Melissa tilted her head back to facilitate the removal of her leash. Nala unfastened it, and it fell with a clatter onto the cement. "The ankle chains have to stay on, I'm afraid," she said, with a giggle. "They don’t want to risk slaves bolting and then staff has to chase after them."


“Come, let’s sit down,” Nala suggested. They moved to the side wall and sat side by side.


“Here, try this,” Nala said, passing a plastic container from the bag to Melissa.


Upon opening it, Melissa found a generous serving of fried rice mixed with chunks of omelet, topped with slices of succulent meat and a rich sauce.


Nala then pulled out a plastic spoon and handed it to her.


“Oh, this looks amazing, thanks!” Melissa took the spoon and started shoveling some food into her mouth.


"I picked it up from a takeout place just down the street a moment ago," Nala explained, unpacking another container with the same meal for herself. "They have good stuff. I go there sometimes when I didn’t get around to bringing my own food from home." She started to eat, too.


“Nala, what else will be done to me here?” Melissa asked after swallowing a mouthful.


“We do a standard set of health checks for various imports. I can tell you what the checks are for imported cows and sheep. I’ve done those. But never for a slave. You are my first!” Nala responded.


“You’ve never had a slave here?”


“Oh, we do sometimes. But for other stuff. Like to certify them for a sale or to create a survey report in case of damages. Stuff like that. Not import checks like with you.”


“Nala, if I may ask, why do I have to be naked?”


“All slaves have to be naked in Grabesh. Unless they need clothes to do their job. It is the law.”


“Yes, I have heard that, but why is that?”


“Ah, I see what you mean. We learned this in school. This is from way back when there were wars between tribes here, and people from the losing side were taken as prisoners. Stripping them naked was part of disarming them.”


“You stripped them naked to disarm them?”


”Yes, so they wouldn’t fight back anymore in their captivity. You are naked. Do you think you could fight like this?”


“No,” Melissa said. Not that she had been good at fighting before she had been stripped of clothes. But now that she was naked, she just wanted to hide.


“Exactly. Naked people are very vulnerable. It takes the fight out of them. And so when the prisoners were later sold as slaves, they were already naked.


“It also meant that their stuff, like weapons, armor and clothes could be sold separately. So it means there is also more to sell, which makes good business sense. Like when someone bought a slave to work on the field, they didn’t care about having that guy’s former shield or sword or whatever. So it made sense to separate the goods from the slave and sell them separately.


“And the people who bought them, also had good reason to keep them naked. It makes it easier to keep the slaves in check. A whip is more effective when used on a naked person. And it is difficult for a naked slave to conceal a weapon.”


Melissa thought about how her naked skin left her entirely vulnerable to being shocked by the employees, with no clothing to shield her from the painful jolts.


“It also made sense to sell slaves naked on the markets so buyers can appraise the merchandise,” Nala continued. ”It would have looked dodgy to see a clothed slave being sold. Like the seller was trying to hide something. It would have looked like a shady sales practice. Buyers have to see what they are paying for in advance. When your owner sells you, buyers will want to see you naked. That makes sense, right?”


Melissa nodded uncomfortably. Arbek would never sell her. But Nala didn’t know that. Still, imagining herself being sold and potential buyers inspecting her naked body was a scary thought for Melissa.


“Eventually these traditions became laws.”


“So I have to be naked so I can’t fight and conceal any weapons?”


“Well yes, but there is more to it. Because of the stuff I said before slaves tended to be the naked ones. Over time people got used to the idea that the naked people are the slaves. Technically slaves are the ones who wear collars. But if they are allowed to wear clothes, they might also use them to conceal their collars and pass as free people. So it makes sense that slaves had to be naked so their status could be clearly identified. And over time the tradition was turned into the law.


“So forcing slaves to be naked started out as a way to ensure they are disarmed, but over time it additionally became a way to also make sure they can be identified as slaves more easily.”


“I thought it was so people could gawk at naked women.”


Nala laughed. “I’m sure that plays a role as well!”


“So I have to be naked so I can be more easily controlled?”


“Yes, that is the idea. People don’t want to be slaves. They are forced into slavery. If slaves could free themselves, they would do so. Do you like being a slave, Melissa?”


“Yeah, this is great,” Melissa said, looking down at her naked body with her breasts and vagina exposed and her ankles hobbled.


“Melissa, sarcasm does not befit a slave,” Nala admonished her.


“Yes, Ma’am,” Melissa said. “I mean, I do not like being a slave, Ma’am.”


“And would you not free yourself from slavery, Melissa, if you were able to?”


Melissa was surprised at the question. “Yes, I would,” she admitted.


She wanted to add that she would be freed soon. That her owner was her boyfriend and he had promised to set her free. But as she thought this, she realized how this would sound to Nala. Nala would think she was a naive girl, she might nod politely to not take away her hope for freedom, but Nala would not believe it would happen. So Melissa decided not to bring it up. She did not want Nala to think of her as naive.


“And that’s how it is for every slave. Nobody wants to be a slave. So when it comes to slaves, it is all about control. The collars, the nudity, the protocols, ban on money use, the use of honorifics and so on,” Nala continued.


Despite the gloomy topic, Melissa was enjoying the meal Nala had brought her. “Oh Nala, this food is so good. Are you risking your job by giving me this?”


“No,” Nala laughed. “I was joking when I said I’d ‘smuggle’ something in for you. We have to provide you with food that is in line with the nutritional guidelines from the Ministry of Health, but if someone brings you extra food and you eat it, nobody cares.”


Nala took two bottles with juice out of the bag. She put one next to Melissa and one next to her. She took the leash chain and the handcuffs that were on the floor and put them into the plastic bag.


Melissa was glad to have the instruments of restraining her out of sight. She didn’t like to be reminded that she could be chained and leashed.


“Are you risking getting into trouble by taking my leash off me?” she asked.


“Oh no,” Nala replied. “The only thing you have to wear around here are the ankle chains. Some slaves are good runners and we don’t want to have to chase after them. The leash and the cuffs are optional. It is up to the handler if he wants to use them to restrain you.”


Melissa was finished with her takeaway meal. “Thank you, Nala. That was great food. I’ve never had Grabesian food before,” she said.


“My pleasure. Your first Grabesh food? So you’ve actually never been to Grabesh before?”


“No, this was meant to be my first time. I didn’t know anything about Grabesh, and when I arrived, I was enslaved at the airport. In a way I still feel like I have never seen Grabesh because after they took my clothes at the airport, they locked me in a cage and sent me here.” Melissa lifted her arms as if she was referring to her barred stall in the barn. “I never got to see anything else.”


“Oh gosh.”


“Yeah, and they tased me! Twice. Because I didn’t know their stupid rules. Can you believe that?”


“Did you forget to use honorifics like ‘Sir’ and ‘Ma’am’?”


“Yes! How did you know?”


Nala laughed, “Because you still don’t do it!”


Melissa was startled when she noticed that Nala was right. “Oh yes, you’re right,” and then added a muted “Ma’am.”


”Look, I’m not a stickler for the rules so I don’t mind it personally, but some people take them seriously and then slaves get punished. Actually most people are like that when I think about it.”


“The first time I was tased was because they said I had to strip naked. I didn’t believe them and then they tased me until I collapsed to the floor,” Melissa said, hoping for some sympathy for what had been done to her. Then she remembered and added, “Ma’am.”


“I know, most people don’t really bother explaining anything to slaves. Slaves have no rights, so they don’t bother explaining stuff to them. It is easier to just punish them until they obey.”


”Actually, speaking of punishing: I should show you some basic slave protocols around here. If you learn them well, they will help you avoid being zapped by a cattle prod. Are you ready for a quick lesson?”


Melissa was done with her food and had had a drink of the juice. She didn’t really have a choice. But if this would spare her the jolts of a cattle prod, then she wanted to know this.


“Yes, Ma’am,” she replied. 


13. Submissive Pose

“Ok,” Nala said and got up. She went out of Melissa’s stall.

Melissa stood up and followed her. Nala closed the door in front of her and it clicked shut, keeping Melissa inside.

“When you see someone coming to you and opening your cage,” Nala took out her keys and began to open the door, “You can’t just stand there as you do now. You have to demonstrate to your handler that you are not a threat. So by the time I open the door,” and then she opened the door fully, “You have to assume a submissive pose.”

Melissa just stared at her confusedly.

Nala entered Melissa’s stall and stood next to her. “Submissive poses can look differently depending on the context. And there are also regional differences in Grabesh,” she explained. “But here at the Health Office, you are expected to lie on the floor, front first, head towards your handler and your hands next to your head, palms up. Try it!” Nala told her.

Melissa looked at Nala, seemingly trying to judge if she was serious. Nala looked back at her and gave her an encouraging smile. Ok, Nala was serious about this. Melissa decided she would assume the demeaning posture Nala had described. Then, Melissa took two steps back from Nala. She hesitatingly knelt on the ground, facing Nala, bent to go on all fours and finally placed her front on the cool cement floor. Her head was at Nala’s feet. Melissa looked up, but could only see up to Nala’s knees from there.

“Ok that’s a good start, but remember what you have to do with your hands?”


Melissa tried to remember. Then, she turned her hands so the palms faced upwards and placed them next to her head. Melissa felt as if she was worshiping Nala. Was this really what slaves did? She wondered. Melissa had no frame of reference. And she hadn’t seen any other slaves here. She felt the urge to get up again.


“That’s good. Now your feet. Spread them a bit.”


Melissa spread her legs until her hobble chain went taut. 

“Well done!” Nala praised her. “That’s the submissive pose you need to take when someone enters your stall.”


Melissa turned her palms to the ground and pushed herself up into a sitting position, readying herself to get up. “That is quite intense,” she said.


“Stay!” Nala exclaimed. “Once you put yourself into a submissive pose you cannot dismiss yourself from it. Go back into the submissive pose, Melissa.”


Grudgingly, Melissa returned to the demeaning pose, placing her head back in front of Nala’s feet and turning her palms upwards.


“I realize you are not from here and you really have no understanding of the culture. When you are in the submissive pose it means that you are handing control over yourself to the free person coming into the stall. And that means you need his permission to break position. You basically have to stay like that until the handler tells you otherwise. Does that make sense?”


“Yes, Ma’am,” Melissa sighed at Nala’s feet.


“Alright, let’s try this. You may rise, Melissa.”


Melissa got up from the floor. She was shaken by this experience.


Nala left the stall, shut the door and took a few steps back. “When you see me approaching, Melissa, you should get ready. You have to be in submissive pose when the door opens.” 

Nala walked back to the door. Melissa looked at her dumbfounded. Was this really happening? Nala put the key in the lock and started turning. Melissa sighed and forced herself to go to the opposite wall, facing the door. Then, she prostrated herself before the door as prescribed so she was at Nala’s feet when Nala opened the door.

“Good!” Nala said. It sounded like she was smiling and happy with her, but Melissa couldn’t see Nala’s face from her vantage point.


Nala walked past her into the stall. “That was a good start,” she said. “But you need to be much faster. I opened the door very slowly to give you enough time.” 

“Can I get up now?”


“Melissa, you really have to stop speaking like a free woman,” she said. “I just told you something. You have to acknowledge it with ‘Yes, Ma’am’.”


“Yes, Ma’am. Sorry Ma’am.” 

After a pause Melissa asked, “Can I get up now, Ma’am?”
 

Nala sighed. “Melissa, here is another thing. As a free woman I can talk to you whenever I want. But if you want to address me from the submissive pose, you have to ask for permission to speak first.”


Melissa desperately sighed on the inside. “May I speak, Ma’am?” 

“That’s better. Look at it this way: You are in the submissive pose. That means you are telling me that I have full control over you. And that means that if you want to ask a question, you need some of that control back. That is why you have to ask me for permission to speak. Does that make sense?”


“Yes, Ma’am,” It actually did make sense to Melissa, but the logic of the behavioral rules Nala was imposing on her, made her despair.


“Yes, you may speak,” Nala responded to Melissa’s earlier question.


“Can I get up, Ma’am?”


“Yes, you can, Melissa,” Nala said.


Melissa slowly rose to her feet, jarred by the experience.


“You always need permission to get out of the submissive pose. The permission can be given explicitly or implicitly. When you asked me for permission to get up I explicitly gave you permission. But if your handler orders you to do something that requires you to get out of the submissive pose, then the permission has been given implicitly. Or if your handler leaves you, then you can get up as well. That is also implicit permission to break position.


Or, simply put: Once you are in submissive pose, you can’t decide to break position on your own. It is up to your handler to release you from it.”
  

Melissa gulped and nodded. This was a lot to take in. She didn’t like any of it. She felt like she was being trained like an animal and Nala was the animal tamer in charge of her.

“Ok, let’s try this again, but I’ll go at normal speed. Ready?”


Melissa nodded tiredly.


Nala stepped out of the stall again, stepped away down the corridor a few meters and then said, “Ok, here we go!” And started walking back.


She walked to the stall door, and Melissa rushed to the back of the cage, her ankle chains making hectic clinking noises.


Nala had reached the door. She started turning the key.


Melissa tried to lower herself on the cement floor quickly, but without slamming herself down. She was careful to slow her descent before her breasts made contact with the floor. The cement was unyielding, placing her breasts on it felt like pressing into a hard pillow. Her head reached the floor just when Nala pulled the door open, standing in front of her. Melissa hastily brought her hands to her head and turned her palms upward. This was too late because the door was already open and Nala was standing before her, but Melissa hoped that Nala would overlook this.


“Better,” Nala commented. “But you should be done putting yourself into this position by the time I’ve entered the cell. Let’s try this again.”


“Yes Ma’am,” Melissa suppressed a sigh.


Nala picked up on Melissa’s impatience, “Hey Melissa, this is already pretty good. But it is not quite right when you are still fixing yourself up when your handler enters your stall. The idea here is that it is you who should be waiting for your handler, not the other way around.” 

They repeated this several times. Nala kept entering the stall and Melissa tried to be fast enough to prostate herself before her by the time the door was opened. It was a drill. Melissa was panting, but she had learned to move more quickly and that she could save some time by not going on all fours, but going down on her hands directly and then placing them next to her head while she was lowering herself and then immediately turning them up. Nala drilled the submissive pose into Melissa to make sure she would perform the pose reliably. Melissa felt like a dog being conditioned to report to her master’s feet upon the opening of a door. Melissa didn’t like it.


“You’re doing well,” Nala said as she entered Melissa’s stall once more. “Don’t forget to spread your feet.”


Melissa spread her legs. Then she was lying before Nala in the prescribed position.


Nala walked past her into the stall. Melissa was keeping her palms upward. It was an unnatural position that forced her to maintain a constant effort. Melissa relaxed her arms and her hands naturally turned inwards with the thumb at the top.


Nala noticed this lapse. “Don’t break position!” Nala admonished her.


Damn, she noticed, Melissa thought, tensed her arms and turned her palms upward again.


“Do you know why the palms have to be upward in this position?” Nala asked her.


Does she really want to have a conversation with me while I’m like this? Melissa thought to herself. She racked her brain, trying to come up with reasons why having palms up might be a good idea. It didn’t make any sense to her. And she found it awkward to converse like this with a standing person and that made it hard for her to think clearly.


“No, Ma’am,” Melissa replied weakly from the floor.


“The reason is that historically masters wanted to make sure that the slaves were unarmed. It is hard to conceal a weapon when you are naked, but slaves might still hold a weapon in their hand. By turning your palms upward you are showing that you are unarmed. Does that make sense?”


“Yes, Ma’am,” Melissa dutifully replied.


“It is good if you know the reasons for these things. That makes them easier to remember. You will be less likely to forget to hold your hands like this when you remember that you are showing your handler that you are not holding any weapon in your hands.”


“Yes, Ma’am.”


Melissa felt like she had spent a lot of time on the floor by now. But Nala wasn’t done yet, “The rules for slaves exist for a reason, Melissa. They have evolved over a long time in this country. If you make an effort to understand them, you will probably do the right thing. Don’t just memorize postures or other rules. Try to understand why the rules exist and you will be less likely to misstep.”


“Yes, Ma’am,” This was going on forever. It felt so awkward to converse like this with a standing person. “Can I get up now, Ma’am?” 

“Melissa, what did we just discuss?”

Melissa was confused. Then she remembered. “Sorry, Ma’am. May I speak Ma’am?”

“Yes, you may.”

“Can I get up now, Ma’am?”

“No, not yet,” Nala replied.


Melissa was surprised. She had considered her asking a formality; she had not expected Nala to deny her permission to rise. By doing so Nala was forcing her to remain lying on the ground. 

“Your feet,” Nala continued, “Why do you have to keep them apart?”


Melissa knew that spreading her legs provided a view of her private parts. Men would certainly take advantage of this. She didn’t want to admit this to Nala. 

“I don’t know, Ma’am,” she replied.


“It is about your ankle chains,” Nala said. “You are hobbled so you can’t run. But slaves might find a way to break the hobble chain while they are unsupervised. If they keep their feet together, they can conceal this. The handler might be taken by surprise and the slave could try to run. By spreading your feet you are showing your handler that your hobble chain is intact so he knows that you can’t run. Does that make sense, Melissa?”


“Yes, Ma’am,” Melissa acknowledged. 

“You don’t have to spread your feet so far that the chain is taut as you are doing now, Melissa. The chain can hang. What is important is that it is fully visible to your handler so he knows you are hobbled. Ok?”


“Yes, Ma’am,” Melissa said, moving her feet close together to release the tension on her ankle shackles. 

“Good,” Nala said. “You are currently not handcuffed. But if you were, you would hold your hands out in front of you. In that case it is important that you don’t cross your hands, which might conceal the chain. Can you guess why?”


“So my handler knows that my handcuffs are intact,” Melissa responded. 

“Exactly,” Nala said. “You are showing your handler that you have not slipped your cuffs or broken your chains. I think you are getting the idea now. There is one more thing about this position,” she continued. “Can you guess what it is?”


Melissa wondered what that was supposed to mean. Why would she be able to guess the subtleties of these demeaning slave postures?


“No, Ma’am,” Melissa replied, wishing this lesson to be over.


“Well, when handlers come to your stall, then the reason will often be to pick you up,” Nala explained. “And when they do that, they may wish to restrain you. This is done while you are in the submissive pose.”


Nala took out the handcuffs. “When a handler takes out the handcuffs, you must be ready to be bound,” she said. 

Nala approached Melissa near her head. “Hold your hands out in front of you, wrists close together,” she instructed.


Melissa held her hands in front of her, crossing her wrists.


Nala pretended she wanted to cuff Melissa, but just held the handcuffs over her wrists. “No, don’t cross your wrists. Hold them next to each other so I can put the cuffs on you without having to move your hands.”
  

Melissa raised her head so she could see the handcuffs Nala was holding in front of her and positioned each wrist under one cuff. Before Nala had made her do this, Melissa had been able to press the backs of her hands against the cement floor to bear some of her weight. Now that Nala was making her stretch her arms before her, she could no longer do that, and her breasts were pushing into the cement. She felt the hardness of the cement on the breasts. It was not painful but uncomfortable. At least for now. Melissa hoped this would be over soon.

“Good,” Nala said and stood up. “Remember how you are holding your arms now. That is the forward binding position within the submissive pose. When you see that your handler wants to cuff you in front, then you go into this position without him needing to ask. Do you understand?”


“Yes, Ma’am,” Melissa said miserably.
  

“Good. Your handler might also choose that he wants to cuff you behind your back. It is the same again. If you see him approach you with handcuffs near your back, then you place your hands on your back, ready for cuffing, ok?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Melissa whispered.

“Ok, let’s try this,” Nala said and approached Melissa at the level of her buttocks. Melissa obediently shifted her hands to her back.

“Closer, Melissa. Put your wrists closer together… yes like that, good,” Nala commented as Melissa pushed her arms together behind her back to make it as easy as possible to restrain her.

“That’s it, really. Not that hard, is it?” Nala asked.


“No, Ma’am,” Melissa said, though she did find it hard that she had to assist so much in her own control. 

“Any questions?”

“No, Ma’am.”

“You may get up then.”

Melissa brought her arm back to her front, pushed herself up and got back on her feet. She wanted to get out of here as soon as possible. Arbek would not make her do these things. Once she got out of here she would no longer have to put herself into these demeaning poses.

“One more thing, Melissa,” Nala added. “When a handler is in the stall with you as I am now, and leaves, you have to go into submissive pose as well.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Can you guess why?”

“To show my submission?”

“No, Melissa. Try to see the logic in these protocols. They were made to keep slaves in check. Look, if I leave your stall,” Nala turned from Melissa and started walking towards the door, “then I have to turn my back to you, right?”

“Mmmhmm”, Melissa gave an affirmative grunt, wondering when this lesson would be over.


“And that would give a slave an opportunity to attack, do you see?” 

“Yes, Ma’am.”


“I could leave without turning my back to you by walking out of the stall backwards. That way I could keep my eyes on you. But what would be wrong with that?” 

“You couldn’t see where you were going, Ma’am,” Melissa replied. “It would not be safe.”


“No, Melissa, that is not the point. The master should not have to feel unsafe or have to go out of his way to ensure his safety. It is your job as a slave to make sure he does not have to worry about you being a threat. And you do that, by going into the submissive pose when you see he is about to leave. You can not attack when you are in the submissive pose. Does that make sense?” 

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Ok that’s great Melissa. I actually do have to go now,” Nala said, picking up the empty food containers and bottles and putting them into the plastic bag. She took the plastic bag and turned towards the door. When she was halfway she turned and looked at Melissa who was standing there.

Melissa looked back at her. It took her a moment, then she understood. Melissa lowered herself to the ground, as she had learned, put her head to the floor before Nala’s feet and placed her hands next to her head, hands up as she had just learned.

“Very good, Melissa. Remember this. It will keep you out of trouble. I’ll see you later!”


“Yes, Ma’am,” Melissa replied from the floor.


Nala left the stall and slammed the door shut, locking Melissa in. When Melissa heard her walking away, she stood up, walked to the wall and sat down next to the bars. 

Melissa's emotions were a tangled mess from the humiliating training under Nala's instruction. She had entered this world with no understanding of its customs or expectations. Each directive from Nala felt like a step further into an alien existence. As she had reluctantly assumed the submissive pose, a strong sense of degradation had washed over her. The physical act of placing herself in such a vulnerable position, her body pressed against the hard, cold floor, was not just physically uncomfortable but also struck a deep chord of indignity within her.


Melissa couldn't shake the feeling she was becoming a trained animal to be handled and restrained at will. This realization was accompanied by a budding fear; the fear of what it meant to live under such conditions, how long this would last. Nala had said she might be held here for two weeks. She couldn’t help but worry to what extent her identity would be reshaped by her time here.


Beneath her outward compliance, anger simmered quietly. The anger was not explosive but a deep, seething resentment that she knew she must keep hidden, for to show it might only worsen her situation.


Melissa was waiting for when she would be released from here so she could reclaim some semblance of control or dignity. She was learning to navigate this harsh reality, but each lesson made her feel a longing for the life of the free woman she had been before. 

Melissa heard the door open and people come in and make a commotion. She couldn’t see them. Although she was sitting against the side wall of her cage near the bars, the side wall opposite from her extended beyond the bars by about two feet and blocked her view. As they came nearer, she saw the cattle prods on their belts. They were pushing a wheelbarrow and using buckets to top up the feed for the animals in the troughs of their stalls.

When they were close to her, they filled up the troughs of the stalls opposite of her although there were no animals in them. One of the workers took a tray that had been in the wheelbarrow and came near her cage.


Melissa tensed. This was for her. Would the worker open her cage to give her the tray? Did this mean she had to go into the submissive pose Nala had taught her to avoid being punished?


To her relief, the worker just pushed the tray through the feeding slot at the bottom of her stall’s door. He gave her a smile and moved on.
  

“Thank you, Sir,” she said.

Melissa took off the aluminum foil and found cooked lentils with cucumber. She had a few spoons of the dish but she was grateful that Nala had brought her good food already earlier.
 

She saw workers bringing animals into the empty stalls. They ignored her.

Later a worker came with a bucket. She had expected him to walk past her cage, but he stopped and took out his keys from her pocket. She looked up at him. He was beginning to unlock her door and looking at her.


Startled, she remembered Nala’s lessons from earlier. Was he expecting her to prostate herself before him? She wondered. The man had frozen with the key in the door and was glaring at her.


Hastily she got up, scurried to her feet and hurried to the wall. Then she laid herself to the ground, as Nala had taught her, front first and palms up. 

The man unfroze and unlocked the door. He entered her cell with the bucket.


“This is for you,” he said and put the bucket in the corner of the stall. “You can use it if you need to go to the bathroom.” Then he went back to the exit. “Well,” he said, “don’t you have something to say?”


“Thank you, Sir,” Melissa replied dutifully from her position on the ground.


The man exited the cage and slammed the door shut, locking her in.


Once he was gone, Melissa got up again and checked the bucket. It was a large bucket with a lid. 

Melissa sighed and went back to sit against the wall near the bars of her cage.


14. Back to the White Hall

Melissa heard the hall door creak open, followed by the sound of footsteps echoing off the concrete. Her heart sank as she saw Killian approaching her stall.

She tensed. Was he here for her? When he appeared at her stall, his gaze fixed on her, she knew he was. The question now was whether he expected her to assume the submissive pose. Uncertainty gripped her; Killian had a twisted pleasure in using the cattle prod on her, and any misstep could provoke him.

Deciding against giving him any reason to use the prod, Melissa chose the lesser of two evils. She despised the submissive pose, but the pain from the cattle prod was worse. So, she resolved to err on the side of caution.

Killian started unlocking the door.


As Killian began to unlock her door, Melissa did not rise to her feet. Instead, from where she sat, she maneuvered her body forward, transitioning to her knees, and then lowered herself onto the cement floor. She positioned herself parallel to the bars, her head pointed towards the door, and placed her hands beside her head, palms up and legs spread as Nala had taught her. 

Killian stepped into the stall.

"Very good," he remarked with an approving tone.

Despite being in the demeaning position she was, Melissa was jubilant on the inside. Killian had praised her. That meant she had made the right decision. She was less likely to be tortured at his hands.

Melissa's ears picked up the sound of his cattle prod being unholstered, the familiar crackle of electricity sparking to life, though out of her sight. He hadn't used it on her yet, merely toying with the device, savoring the anticipation.

He leisurely moved beside her, settling into a half-kneeling position. The cold tip of the cattle prod pressed against the space between her shoulder blades, sending a shiver of fear through her body.

Melissa tensed. He was playing with her, she thought. He would not shock her. Not now, when she had followed the rules. She should be safe.

The prod traced a path down her spine, a mockingly gentle touch, reaching the small of her back without delivering its painful jolt. He shifted his position to continue his torment, the prod now moving from the base of her spine, tracing over her buttocks, still without discharging its electric charge.

Melissa was deeply uncomfortable. She silently pleaded for him to cease this torment. Although Killian hadn't administered a shock yet, the threat of it was enough to torment her. She reminded herself not to move from her position; Nala had been clear that breaking position without permission was forbidden. She suspected that Killian was baiting her, waiting for any sign of an evasive movement that would justify punishment. She was determined not to give him a pretense for torturing her, despite the difficulty.

The cattle prod then moved over her buttocks, tracing them in an up-and-down motion. As it descended, Killian tilted the device so that instead of pointing down, it was angled inward toward Melissa's body. Eventually, he pressed it against her anus.

Melissa couldn’t take it anymore. This was serving no purpose other than to inflict psychological distress on her. Still, she maintained her position, longing for this ordeal to end.

"Killian, please don't," Melissa begged, her voice laced with desperation.
 

"Did you just speak without permission?" Killian questioned teasingly.

"I'm sorry, Sir!" Melissa exclaimed, immediately regretting her mistake. She was concerned; had she just given him the excuse he was waiting for to use the prod?


"May I speak, Sir?" 

"And I'm pretty sure you didn't use 'Sir' before," he noted. "Alright. You may speak. What is it you want to say?"

“Killian, please don’t shock me there,” Melissa implored. The prod still rested against her anus, and fear of punishment kept her in place.

“Why not?” Killian asked.

“Because it will be very painful and I don’t deserve it!” Melissa's words spilled out before she could stop them. She felt the prod tap against her twice, a subtle warning. She hastily corrected herself, "Sir!"

"You did speak without permission," he reminded her.

"I'm sorry, Sir," she pleaded, her voice trembling. "I promise it won't happen again, Sir. Please, take the cattle prod away from there, Sir!"

“You will be on your best behavior then?” he asked playfully.

“Yes, Sir. I’ll do whatever you say. Just don’t touch me there with the cattle prod, Sir.”
 

"Ok, I’ll give you a chance," Killian conceded. “Well done, not breaking position.”

Melissa felt the cold metal electrodes of the cattle prod withdraw from her anus, and a wave of relief washed over her as she let out a long breath.

Melissa felt some pride. She was proud that she had managed not to break position. Killian had tested her and she had passed the test. But she had forgotten to ask for permission to speak and she had forgotten to say ‘Sir’. That had almost gotten her into trouble. She resolved to do better in the future.

“Thank you, Sir,” Melissa whispered.

She heard the familiar crackle of electricity, indicating that Killian had activated the prod. However, it wasn't making contact with her flesh. He simply enjoyed wielding the device. That shock would have been for her, if she had broken position.

Killian rose and moved to the side wall in front of her head, where he casually leaned back.

"You know," he started, "I've been informed that my earlier use of the cattle prod on you might have been excessive."

Yes, Nala gave you a piece of her mind, Melissa thought to herself. She had witnessed that confrontation, but she kept her silence.

"Apparently, it's not conducive to good animal management," he went on. "I will try to use it more sparingly from now on."

You just put me through hell with that thing! Melissa thought bitterly. Even if you didn't deliver a shock, the threat alone was torment enough.

“What do you say, Melissa,” Killian continued. “Are we good?”

No, we are far from good, Melissa thought to herself, her mind reeling. You've just toyed with me for your own twisted amusement, and now you expect forgiveness?

If she were still free, if she had rights, Melissa would have confronted him with the full force of her indignation. She found it hard to believe that only a day ago she had been free. But freedom or rights were no longer hers, and she was compelled to comply. Naked on the ground, at the mercy of her tormentor, she had no option but to give the one response he expected.

"Yes, Sir."

"Excellent," Killian replied with satisfaction.

He took out handcuffs.

Melissa heard the familiar clink of steel. She tried to glance up to make sure, but she couldn’t see that high. He was going to restrain her. Nala had taught her what she must do. She must offer him her hands for binding.

Killian moved closer, positioning himself near her hips. Melissa obediently placed her hands behind her back, attempting to align her wrists as closely as Nala had shown her.

“Very good,” Killian complimented when he saw Melissa wrists positioned correctly for him. Her skin was still marked from this morning's cuffs. “You really are on your best behavior, Melissa.”

“Thank you, Sir,” Melissa hated that she had to say this, but did feel oddly thankful for his acknowledgment and proud that she had managed to follow the slave protocol to Killian’s satisfaction, which she hoped meant he would not hurt her.
 

He snapped the handcuffs around her wrists. Melissa felt the familiar coolness of the steel of the handcuffs tighten around the skin of her still sore wrists.
 

“Stand up,” Killian ordered.

With her hands now cuffed behind her back, Melissa faced the challenge of rising. Without the use of her arms, she rolled onto her side, drew her legs up, and pushed with her bound hands against the concrete to lift her torso over her bent knees. She then leveraged herself upward. 


Killian made no move to assist her. 

“Let’s go,” he said, giving her a playful slap on her bottom.

Melissa stepped out of the stall, the sound of her hobble chain scraping against the concrete floor underfoot. She paused to wait for Killian's lead. Standing upright, her nudity was once again on display, her breasts and vagina no longer concealed as they had been in the submissive pose. She felt exposed and vulnerable, longing for the ability to cover herself, but her cuffed arms prevented any such comfort.

Killian exited right behind her.

“What will happen to me now, Sir?”


“The veterinarian wants to see you. Some checks, I guess. Where’s your leash?" he inquired. 

“Nala took it with her, Sir,” Melissa replied.

“Ok no problem,” Killian responded casually. He hooked a finger through the D-ring of Melissa's collar and tugged it sharply down to his hip.


Caught off guard, Melissa felt the collar's edge press painfully into her neck. The jolt of pain instinctively forced her to follow his motion. She gasped in surprise, her body bending forward as she moved next to him, her head awkwardly turned, her eyes fixed on his crotch. 

The collar, now tight around her throat, made her cough as it momentarily restricted her airway during the abrupt pull. Regaining her balance was difficult without the use of her arms, which were chained behind her back. Anger bubbled within Melissa; she hadn't provoked this treatment, and it wasn't her fault that she was without a leash—Nala had taken it. The stress of the position Killian forced her into made her sweat.

As Killian began to walk, Melissa was compelled to match his pace, her head kept at an uncomfortable angle by Killian’s tight grip on her collar, forcing her to look at Killian’s crotch. Melissa couldn’t see where they were going. The collar prevented her from looking ahead; each time she tried, the collar pressed against her windpipe, causing her both pain and difficulty breathing. She concentrated on matching Killian’s pace to minimize the pain as they walked while hearing the echoing jangle of her hobble chain.


15. Meeting the Veterinarian

Melissa did everything she could to keep her neck steady in her collar as she shuffled next to Killian. His grip on her collar was unrelenting, making her keep her head at an angle where she could only see his crotch. She had to match his pace; otherwise, the top of the collar would jam into her jaw, force an awkward tilt of her head, while the other side would press uncomfortably into her neck.

"Please, slow down, Sir!" Melissa kept pleading as they walked. Killian wasn't hurrying. In fact, he was walking at his usual, leisurely pace. However, for Melissa, his speed seemed rushed as she was forced to move in a bent over posture. Her hands were cuffed behind her back, which impaired her balance and would make a fall disastrous. Her ankles were shackled together. The length of the hobble chain was generous, but it was still a new and intimidating obstacle she feared tripping over. At times, when she fell out of step with Killian, the collar pressed on her windpipe and caused her to cough.

Killian eventually reduced his speed, but only after her requests had become increasingly distressed.

They reached the white room where a workbench stood, a chain dangling from its headboard. There was a sink adjacent to it, from which a hose coiled. Here, Killian released her collar from his grip, allowing Melissa to straighten and breathe freely again.

He unlocked her handcuffs and instructed her to mount the workbench. Once she was settled on it, he fastened the chain to her collar, securing her in place.
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Killian stated that she was sweaty. He was right. It had been the stress of keeping up with him that had caused her to sweat. He detached the hose from the nearby sink and proceeded to hose Melissa down. She instinctively lifted her arms to shield her face from the forceful spray. He instructed her to rise to her knees and place her hands at the back of her head, which she did, allowing him to rinse her front. He then directed her to turn, and he cleaned her back and her feet.

Afterwards, he left, leaving her alone.

Melissa remained chained to the workbench, waiting to be tended to. She squeezed the water from her hair, and it trickled down from the bench in a slow drip.

Eventually, Nala arrived. Upon noticing Melissa's wet state, she fetched a towel and began to dry both Melissa and the bench.

Melissa asked Nala what she would do to her. Nala replied she was prepping Melissa for the upcoming visit from the veterinarian.

Nala stepped away briefly, returning with a set of curved metal plates linked by a hinge. When held together, they created a series of four openings along the plates.

Melissa eyed the device with dread and resignation. She didn’t know what it was but she had a bad feeling about it. She was chained by her neck to this workbench. And her naked body provided ample target surface to shock her into submission with a cattle prod. Whatever it was they had in mind for her, it would be done to her regardless of how she felt about it.

Nala placed the contraption on the workbench.

“What is that?” Melissa asked.

"It's a safety device we use to ensure you remain stationary during treatment," Nala answered. "Sudden movements from animals can jeopardize medical procedures."

By now, Melissa scarcely reacted to being called an "animal," her attention primarily captured by this ominous tool. Her gaze was fixed on it, full of suspicion.

“Kneel and face towards the sink,” Nala instructed.


Eager to remain in Nala's favor, Melissa followed the instructions. 

Nala positioned the device behind Melissa’s feet, aligning the bars from herself to the headboard with the hinge at its side. She then unfolded the device. The lower part stayed on the workbench, while the upper part arched up and then back down, resting against the headboard.

Nala removed Melissa’s ankle chains.

"Place your ankles in the outer holes," Nala instructed.

Melissa glanced back at the apparatus. She inserted her left ankle into the first opening. To fit her right ankle into the adjacent hole, she had to splay her knees wide apart.

"Good," Nala acknowledged. "Now, reach back through your legs and insert your hands into the central holes."

Melissa had never encountered a device like this before, and the thought of being trapped in it filled her with fear. She wanted nothing more than to avoid it, but she knew resistance was futile; eventually, she'd be forced into it anyway. Disobedience would only earn her the painful touch of the cattle prod, and more importantly, it would jeopardize her relationship with Nala, the only one who spoke to her like a human, even if she didn't treat her as an equal. With a resigned sigh, Melissa complied, stretching her arms between her legs to place her hands into the designated slots.

It was too far away, so Nala helped her by sliding the device further towards her so she could reach it more easily.

Once positioned, Nala lowered the upper bar, effectively clamping Melissa's limbs between the two metal sheets. Nala then locked the two plates together.
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Melissa was immobilized. She found herself confined in a device akin to a pillory, with no room to maneuver. Her position left her exposed, her buttocks elevated and legs forced wide, providing unhindered access to her most private areas. Her hands, secured within the device, pulled her shoulders down, her face pressed against the workbench. She could muster just enough strength to temporarily raise her torso to survey her surroundings, but the strain on her shoulders soon compelled her to rest her head back down.

When she attempted to close her legs to shield her exposure, a sharp pain shot through her legs, her limbs were firmly restrained by the restraining pillory.

She sighed audibly.

Nala, noticing her discomfort, approached and tenderly ran her fingers through Melissa's hair, making soothing sounds.

"Try to stay calm, Melissa. It will be alright. The vet is on his way, and once he’s done with you, you'll be let out of the restraining pillory," Nala reassured her.

Nala took out a tube. She gently turned Melissa’s head so she was facing the wall. Then Nala took some cream out of the tube and rubbed it into Melissa’s right ear.

“What are you doing?” Melissa asked.

“Doctor’s orders,” Nala replied. “He asked me to put some on your ear.”

Melissa didn’t ask any further. What Nala was doing wasn’t causing her any pain and that was all she was worried about at the moment.

When she was done, Nala left.

With a sigh, Melissa turned her head to the other side so she could watch what was going on in the hall. She rested her head on the workbench and waited.

After a while the vet arrived with Nala. He had a briefcase that he put on the workbench behind Melissa. He took out a clipboard and went to where Melissa’s head was. He read out “Melissa Maurer”.


Melissa looked up at him from her awkward position and said, “Yes, Sir.” 

The vet reached for her collar. Melissa raised her head up so he would have easier access. She heard the chain drag along the workbench as it got pulled up with her collar. The vet checked the number on the tag that was affixed to her collar and compared it to his notes. Everything seemed to be in order.

“What will you do to me, Sir?” Melissa asked. In her vulnerable and immobilized state, she remembered the “Sir”. It would be too easy to inflict pain on her in this position.

The vet seemed surprised at first that Melissa would ask him a direct question.

“We have to apply identification,” he said. “It is done for all livestock imports these days.”

Melissa didn’t know what that meant.

The vet rummaged in his suitcase. Then he came back to her. She saw him hold what looked like a syringe in his hand. The needle was not long, but it looked unusually thick.

“Please hold still, Miss Maurer,” he told her.

“No!” Melissa said, lifting her upper body up as much as she could, which wasn’t much. “What is that?” She struggled against the restraining pillory but this just caused her pain in her wrists and ankles, which made her hiss in pain. but it didn’t allow her any movement so she gave up.

“Miss Maurer, please stay calm,” the vet said. To Nala he said, “If you could please, Miss Tadesse.”

Nala came around and gently but firmly pushed Melissa’s upper body down. Lifting her upper body up in the restraining pillory was taxing for Melissa and so it took little strength on Nala’s part to gently push her down on the workbench. Nala made calming sounds and stroked Melissa’s head while holding her down.

Melissa heard a spray and felt a cool moisture on her back. A few seconds later she picked up the smell of ethanol that reminded her of hospitals.

A few moments later Melissa felt the pain of the needle between her shoulder blades. The needle was big and inserting it hurt. It felt like the vet was pushing the needle deep into her somewhere next to her spine. Melissa groaned from the pain of the injection.

Finally the vet pulled the needle out. Melissa heard him put the syringe back into his suitcase. Nala let go of Melissa.

“See, it is done now,” she said, stroking her one last time before letting go.

When he came back, he pushed a band-aid on the injection site.

“What was that, Sir?” Melissa asked.


“A microchip, Miss Maurer,” the vet explained. 

“You have chipped me?” Melissa was incredulous, lifting her upper body up in anger.

Nala gently pushed her back down on the table and stroked her hair to calm her.

“Yes,” the vet said, not caring that she had forgotten to use the honorific.

He rested his elbow on Melissa’s upraised buttocks as if it was a piece of furniture, looked at her and lectured, "The chip contains a unique identifier that links to your comprehensive health record. This allows for immediate access to your medical history, including vaccinations, diagnoses, and other pertinent health information upon scanning. This technology eliminates the need for physical files, streamlining data management. Similar systems are utilized in livestock management to maintain continuity of care when animals change ownership, and to prevent identity fraud or theft. In the event of theft, this chip can facilitate the verification of ownership and support in recovery efforts. Additionally, it aids in tracking for breeding and health management programs."

“How could you do that!” Melissa cried out. Her face was red with impotent anger. “My owner did not authorize this!”

"Miss Maurer, the implantation of a microchip is now a routine practice for imported livestock. This procedure has been standard for several years."

“Can it be removed?”

"If your owner desires, the chip can be removed, although it's located near the spinal cord, which complicates the procedure and is generally not recommended. The chip's purpose is to serve as a lifelong identifier, ensuring that any veterinarian can access your complete health records instantly. This not only simplifies medical care but also benefits you by ensuring consistent and accurate medical attention wherever you are. The chip allows for health data to be accessed via a smartphone with the ‘MooTag Explorer’ App, negating the need for paper records which are prone to loss or damage."

Anyone with a smartphone could access all of her health data. “‘MooTag?” she asked.

“It was initially used to track tagged cows but then people realized it could be used for any chipped or ear tagged animal.”

"Allow me a moment to verify,” the veterinarian said to pulled out his smartphone. He tapped around a bit, then he said, “yes, here we are. I've successfully scanned your chip from this distance, which indicates that it's functioning well. These advanced chips are designed for ease of access from several meters away. At present, your health file shows no entries, but we will soon populate it with the data from your upcoming tests."

Nala was making shushing sounds and stroking Melissa’s hair to calm her down.

Then the veterinarian returned with what looked like a pincer and a yellow plastic tag.

“What are you doing to me?” Melissa asked.

“Miss Maurer, please turn your head to face the wall, if you would."

“What is that?” Melissa asked with some fear.

"This is an identification ear tag I will affix to you," the veterinarian replied.

“What?” Melissa was confused. Then she realized what the veterinarian was planning. “No! Please! You can’t do that to me!”


Melissa struggled to pull her hands out of the restraining pillory, but there was hardly any visible movement. Melissa hissed in pain. She felt trapped and was panting as panic built up in her. 

Nala made shushing noises and gently guided her head so she was facing the wall with her right ear up. The vet went to where Nala was standing and Nala moved to make room for him.

“It will be quick,” Nala reassured her. “Just hold still for one more moment and then it will be over.”

The vet gently held her head in place while positioning the ear tagger.

Nala in the meantime moved down to the end of the table where Melissa’s feet were. She held Melissa’s clamped down hands in her own. She pressed them to show her moral support. Melissa tried not to imagine what she must look like to Nala from her point of view.  In her desperation she was clutching to any sign of support regardless how small and held Nala’s hands in return.

Melissa screamed as the ear tagger pierced her ear and affixed the ear tag to her. After the initial shock Melissa noticed that while her ear felt uncomfortable, the pain was not as bad as she had feared. The scream had been out of fear and the knowledge that the ear tag would be stapled to her ear with a short but sturdy metal rod which without anesthetic would have been painful.

She remembered the cream that Nala had applied on the ear after she had locked her into the restraining pillory. It must have been an anesthetic. Still, she was angry about what had been done to her.

“How could you do that to me! I’m not cattle! You had no right to do that!”

Nala let go of one of her hands and stroked her lower leg, the one closest to her, to calm Melissa.

“It is over now,” Nala said to her in a calming voice.

Melissa fell silent, feeling defeated. She was tightly restrained, restricting almost all movement. The veterinarian could do anything he wanted with her, and she was powerless to resist. Nala had mentioned that the ordeal was over, suggesting that the worst had passed and things might improve.

She couldn’t imagine what she looked like now. This was getting worse all the time. From the initial collar, to being stripped naked, and now, being chipped and tagged like cattle. Melissa decided she would ask Arbek to remove the ear tag at the earliest opportunity. She hoped she could get the chip out too.

Nala had let go of her hands and started applying some disinfecting gel to her ear.

“Miss Tadesse, please monitor Miss Maurer to ensure the bleeding ceases,” the vet instructed Nala. “Once you've confirmed that all is well, you may release her from the restraining device.”

“Yes, Doctor,” Nala replied.

“I’ll see you tomorrow, Miss Tadesse,” the vet said to Nala and “Miss Maurer” to Melissa. Then he left.

Nala took out a disinfecting wipe and gently cleaned Melissa’s ear.

“The bleeding should stop soon,” she told Melissa. I’ll be back to check on you.

With that, Nala left Melissa in the restraining pillory on the workbench. Melissa left her head facing the wall so the tag would be on top to avoid pressure on it. And waited. She felt as if her ear was pulsating. She knew the procedure must have been painful, but the analgesic cream was strong and muted the pain down to a discomfort. Still, she knew that she couldn’t rest her head on her right ear at the moment, so she made sure to keep it up.



Melissa’s shoulders were feeling uncomfortable from being held down by the restraining pillory. After what felt like an eternity, but was really just fifteen minutes, Nala returned.

She inspected the ear and seemed satisfied. She cleaned it again with a wipe and applied some more of the analgesic cream.

Then she unlocked the bars of the restraining pillory that was holding Melissa down and folded the upper bar open.

Melissa breathed in a sigh of relief as her hands were released from this device. Her face and her eyes were still reddish from the stress and crying. She placed herself upright and pushed her shoulders back, now that she finally could do that again. Her hands immediately went to her right ear to feel the tag that had been affixed to her ear.

She winced as her fingers brushed against the tender spot. She tried pulling at the tag, but the pain stopped her.

Nala took a hold of her hands.

"Don't touch it. The wound has to heal."

Nala left and Melissa, who was still chained to the headboard, sat up and leaned against the headboard, still struck by what had just been done to her. In any case, there was nothing she could do about it. She was under the control of the Health Office. Once she was with Arbek she would ask him to remove the ear tag. It had to go as soon as possible. Even when Arbek set her free, the ear tag had to go. She couldn’t bear the thought of returning to England with an ear tag for everyone to see.



After about another fifteen minutes Nala returned with a glass of water and two pills.

“Take the pills,” she said, ”they will help with the pain.”

The last thing Melissa wanted was pain, so she complied and took Nala’s pills and washed them down with water.

“Let me check your ear,” Nala said. “Lay down on the table with your right ear up.”

Melissa complied and Nala inspected her ear.

“It looks good,” she said. “The bleeding has stopped.”

Nala cleaned Melissa’s ear again with a disinfectant wipe. “Try not to touch it, Melissa. The wound has to heal, ok?”

Melissa nodded. Then Nala let Melissa sit up.

“You don’t need this anymore,” Nala said and reached to Melissa’s collar to remove the tag she had attached to her collar in the morning. “Your ear tag will be used now to identify you.”

Nala unlocked the chain from the workbench so it functioned as a leash again.

“Come, let’s get you out of here,” Nala said.


16. Back to the Stall

“What will happen to me now?” Melissa asked.

Nala and Melissa were making their way from the white hall through the corridors to the barns. Nala held Melissa's leash loosely, not using it to lead her; instead, they walked side by side. Nala had not handcuffed Melissa. Melissa’s ankle chains clinked on the tiled floor but were more quiet on the carpeted corridors in the rest of the building.

Nala sensed that Melissa had accepted her guardianship over her. The fact that Melissa had cooperated when Nala secured her in the restraint pillory and later was soothed by her in front of the vet meant a lot to her. Melissa, a white woman unfamiliar with the slave culture of Grabesh, had unconsciously acknowledged Nala's authority over her. This acceptance led Nala to forgo handcuffing Melissa, opting to trust in Melissa’s loyalty. Nala took pride in earning Melissa's trust, seeing it as a testament to her skill in managing slaves, especially as a trainee. The head nurse would be proud and it would go a long way toward qualifying her for a job at the Health Office when her apprenticeship was over. She contemplated rewarding Melissa with some delicious food later, partly because she was fond of her and partly to solidify their relationship.

“No other treatments have been scheduled for you today. That is why I’m bringing you back to your stall so you can rest and recover there.”

“What about tomorrow? What else will be done to me?” Melissa asked worriedly. In her wildest dreams would she not have expected her treatment here to be so invasive.

“I haven’t seen tomorrow’s schedule,” Nala said. “Don’t worry, Melissa. The tagging and chipping are usually the most painful procedures and you have those behind you now,” Nala said in a calming voice and gently stroked over Melissa’s back.

When they entered the barn, the inventory clerk there held the device toward Melissa. Even though Nala had removed the tag from her collar, the device beeped, meaning that it had registered Melissa by her chip.

“Nala, why was I chipped and ear tagged? Was that really necessary?”

The clinking of Melissa’s ankle chains was audible again on the hard floor in the barn.

Nala looked at Melissa with pity. “Like the vet said, it is useful to keep track of you. You might be sold a couple of times or lost or stolen. And with the chip it will always be possible to identify you. Anyone with a smartphone can read the chip and use it to retrieve all your data and find out everything about you. That way you don’t need any medical records as paper files to be maintained alongside you and your identity can’t be falsified. This is in your interest as well.”

“But then, what is the ear tag for? If I’m chipped then that is all that is necessary isn’t it?”

“Grabesh is quite a backward country, Melissa,” Nala replied. “You have never been to Grabesh before. I still find that so strange that you have never seen anything of this country. Anyway, we have great equipment here in the city and many people will have smartphones, but if you go out of the city, into more rural areas, there is not much technology. So they will not be able to scan your chip. The ear tag is human readable. So even without any technological aid anyone can read the id from your ear tag.”

“Would an ear tag not have been enough then? Why chip me?” Melissa still couldn’t come to terms with her invasive treatments.

“An ear tag is obvious and if you are stolen, thieves may try to remove it,” Nala explained. “But removing your chip is more difficult. Thieves will not be able to do that without a veterinarian to perform the surgery.”

“This is so invasive,” Melissa complained. “Are all slaves chipped and ear tagged like this?”

“Oh no,” Nala said. “Most are not. We do this here at the Health Office with all livestock imports that don’t have prior certification. But most livestock in Grabesh is not chipped or has ear tags.” With some pride she added, “We use some of the most advanced cattle management technologies in Grabesh.”

They arrived at Melissa’s stall in the barn.

“Do you want your leash off?” Nala asked.

Melissa remembered the cruel walk Killian had put her through when he had picked her up. That would not have happened, if she had been leashed at the time.

“It is ok, you can leave it on,” she said. Having the chain leash hanging from her collar was demeaning, but it was better than risking another walk like the one with Killian before.

“Ok, as you wish,” Nala said.

“Put your hands behind your back,” Nala ordered.

Melissa was surprised, but obeyed.

Nala handcuffed Melissa behind her back. Melissa exhaled in disappointment. “Why, Nala? You will lock me in the stall anyway.”

“I don’t want you touching your ear. I have disinfected it earlier and if you touch it, you might introduce bacteria. It’s too tempting.”

She gently guided Melissa into the stall and slammed the door shut behind her.

“I’ll be back later to check on your ear, and if everything looks fine, the handcuffs can come off. Ok?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”



After twenty minutes Nala returned with a bag at Melissa’s stall. Melissa was sitting near the bars leaning against the wall.

"Hey Melissa, I have something for you," Nala announced.

Melissa knew this meant Nala would enter her stall, so she maneuvered herself into the submissive pose Nala had instructed her to use.

With her hands cuffed behind her back, it was a challenge. She transitioned from sitting to kneeling, then shifted to sit on her buttocks. She twisted to lie down on her back before rolling over onto her stomach. It was tough, but she understood that this was inevitable; she would have to adopt this pose before Nala one way or another.

The act still sparked a pang of embarrassment in Melissa as she demonstrated her submission to Nala. However, her mind was still occupied with her new ear tag and this distracted her. Moreover, she trusted Nala not to mistreat her while she was holding her in this pose, unlike how Killian might have. She held her cuffed hands side by side behind her back and spread her feet apart to show Nala that her chains were still intact and she was restrained as Nala had left her.

"Very good!" Nala said with genuine approval while unlocking the door. She felt a deep sense of achievement from having trained this young woman. She had just a day ago been a free woman without any knowledge of slavery and was now following the slave protocols and submitting to her authority. Nala took pride in her ability to train. "You may rise, Melissa. How does your ear feel now?"

“It feels a bit uncomfortable, but there is no pain,” Melissa replied as she struggled to get up. “I think it is because of the numbing cream.”

Nala didn’t help her up. Once Melissa was standing, Nala inspected her ear again. “Looks good,” she said.

"Turn around," Nala instructed.

Melissa complied, and Nala released her from the handcuffs.

"I've brought the ointment with me," Nala announced, retrieving it from her bag and passing it to Melissa. "Keep it here for tonight. Use it whenever you need to."

“Thank you, Ma’am,” Melissa responded as she turned again to face Nala. Her eyes instinctively went to the cattle prod on Nala's belt. But she knew Nala was unlikely to use it on her.

Nala also gave Melissa pain medication and a water bottle. She then cleaned Melissa's ear once more with an antiseptic wipe.

“Are you hungry, Melissa?” Nala asked.

Melissa was starving. She hadn’t had any food since lunch and the stress of the treatments had worn her down. Nala directed Melissa to sit down and then produced the takeaway containers she had brought along.

Melissa sat down close to the bars, her back resting against the wall. She reached up to touch the ear tag in her right ear, which felt numb thanks to the cream Nala had applied earlier. Any attempt to tug at it sent a sharp reminder of pain, urging caution. Gently, Melissa traced the contours of the tag.

The tag was fixed in the top part of her ear. On the opposite side, there was a button, connected by a pin that pierced through her ear, securing the tag. She visualized this shape; it reminded her of the tags she'd seen on cattle. Now, she had one herself. The pin was inserted into the slender stem of the tag, which expanded into a broader, rectangular form below. The stem was just long enough that the rectangular part didn't interfere with her ear canal, possibly explaining why her hearing seemed unaffected.

They started eating.

At some point Killian came carrying a folded cot for her.

Melissa sighed and started to put her food to her side, ready to get into the submissive pose for Killian.

Nala put her hand on Melissa’s lap and shook her head. “You don’t need to do the submissive pose in this situation.”

Nala got up and remarked, “Ah, the bed for Melissa?”

“Yep, I carried it from storage all the way here,” Killian said while carrying the cot into the stall.

Melissa got up as well. They took the folded cot from Killian and leaned it against the wall. Killian left to fetch a mattress. Melissa and Nala started unfolding the cot.

Nala said, “Killian arrived before, but you didn’t have to go into submissive pose. Do you know why?”

“No, Ma’am.”

“Can you think of a reason?”

“Because I was having a meal with you?” Melissa didn’t believe that, but she couldn’t think of anything better.

“No, Melissa. You go into submissive pose for your handler. If someone goes into your cage, and you are alone, then he is your handler. He will be in control of you. But just now you were not alone. You were with me. And you were under my control. Killian’s arrival didn’t change that. He would not become your handler just by entering the cage. And you were busy eating with me. That is why you didn’t need to go into the submissive pose. In fact you shouldn’t. Because you can’t dismiss yourself from my control and choose to go to someone else. Does that make sense?”

Melissa didn’t like hearing that she was under Nala’s control. But when she thought about it, it really was the case. She would do whatever Nala ordered her to do. When Nala had decided to handcuff her before, she had offered her hands, and when Nala had told her to put herself into the restraining device in preparation for the veterinarian she had done that as well. She was under Nala’s control, there was no denying that. And Killian was only there to drop off the cot, not to handle Melissa. It made sense when she thought about it.

“Yes, Ma’am,” she replied.

“If Killian was here to pick you up, then it would be different. Then, you would have to do the pose for him. But he was clearly here to bring the bed, and you were busy with me, so you should not do the pose. Ok?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“In this case, the situation was clear. But sometimes it might not be clear to you. If the situation is unclear you should go into submissive pose.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“It is the same if you are not busy. If you are under my control but have nothing to do and a free man enters, then you can’t just stand there. Full submissive pose might be a bit much, but you should acknowledge him by at least kneeling, ok? You are enslaved, so you can’t just stand there if a free man enters. It is a bit like a greeting. You don’t have to stay there forever. You can get up again as soon as someone gives you permission. Does that make sense?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“I know this is a lot to take in. You are new to all this. You’ll learn it. And in time it will come naturally to you.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Melissa whispered. What Nala was saying did make sense to her. She could feel the logic behind it, but it seemed to her that this should be the behavioral logic of other people. Not her. This was for slaves, and she was not really a slave.

Melissa couldn’t help but touch her ear tag whenever she didn’t need her hands to spoon food into her mouth. Having this bit of plastic stapled into her ear was a strange feeling. It was fastened at the upper part of her ear and bigger than an earring. And most importantly, she could not remove it. The vet had mentioned it was held in place by a metal rod. Even if she had tools she doubted she could remove it on her own. She carefully played around with it, careful not to move it too much or she would feel the pain over the still-active numbing cream.

While they were waiting for Killian to bring the mattress, Melissa decided to ask a question.

"Ma'am, do you know when I'll get to see my owner? Or at least, hear from him?"

"I don't know, Melissa. Animals are not usually visited by the owners during their stay here."

"I'm not an animal," Melissa contradicted in a meek voice. "I'm a woman, and a human being."

"You're a slave," Nala corrected. "For most purposes that is the same thing. I know it is different in your culture, but here slaves and animals are often treated quite similarly and in those situations it is simpler to refer to them collectively as ‘animals’. In those contexts ‘animal’ in Grabesian can mean both slaves and other animals."

"But I'm not," Melissa protested. “This whole thing was a huge mistake. Getting myself enslaved I mean.”

The thought that was helping Melissa get through all of this, was that all of this was just temporary. She wasn’t really a slave, well, legally here she was, but Arbek would free her. She shuddered at the thought that for some people this was permanent. Some people were permanently treated like animals and everyone around considered them no better than animals.

Melissa cared about what people thought about her. She didn’t like to be thought of as less than human. She didn’t like that Nala, who was the closest she had to a friend around here, was referring to her as an animal as well.

“I might be legally a slave for now, but that is only temporary. My boyfriend will free me once the Health Office releases me."

"Really? I have never heard of such a thing." Nala asked doubtfully.

“Yes,” Melissa affirmed and explained the tragic mistake that got her into this situation.

Nala was incredulous. “I have never heard of something like this. Ever.”

She had to process this. “No free man or woman of Grabesh would ever claim that they are slaves. It is unthinkable. It means giving up their freedom. It means becoming someone’s property. There is no turning back. You’d be at the other person’s mercy.”

“I thought it would be just for a few minutes. Just until we exit the airport. Then we would go back to normal again.”

“Oh dear, nothing goes back to normal once you are enslaved. At least not the normal you were used to as a free woman.”

“Yes, I never imagined that it would be this bad. I can’t wait until I’m out of here and my boyfriend frees me.”

“I have never heard of a ‘boyfriend’ freeing his slave, Melissa. He is not your boyfriend. He is your owner. Your master. And you are not his girlfriend anymore. You are his sex slave.”

Melissa cringed when Nala said ‘sex slave’. That was such a dirty word. She was no one's sex slave. Well, maybe technically, legally speaking, she was Arbek’s slave now. And she wanted to have sex with him. And legally Arbek didn’t need her permission to sleep with her. He could do with her whatever he wanted. Legally speaking. But he would not do that. So she was not his sex slave. At least not in her mind.

“Think about it,” Nala went on. “Why would your boyfriend, or any man for that matter, ever free a sex slave? It only has disadvantages for him. As his sex slave he can take you whenever he wants and in whatever way he wants. And if you no longer satisfy him, it still does not make sense to free you. He can make money by selling you instead. So why would any man free a slave, Melissa?”

Melissa didn’t like where this conversation was going. It was making her uneasy. Arbek would never do what Nala had just said. She wanted to reply that he wouldn’t do that because he loved her. But she didn’t know that. They had only been together for a week and not had that kind of a talk.

“Because he promised to do so,” Melissa replied. The truth was that she had not done this because she placed so much stock on Arbek being a man of his word. He was not a liar, but she only knew him for a week and would not have placed that much faith in a promise had she known how much was at stake for her. No, the truth was that she had believed that being his slave would not be a serious matter, just a thing she said at the airport to get past the checkpoint and then forgotten afterwards. That was why she had agreed to do this.

Nala took Melissa’s hand. “I hope so for you, Melissa. Slaves have been freed before, but it is virtually unheard of. Men don’t free their slaves.”


17. An Unexpected Visitor

Melissa was alone in her stall. Nala had left. Her bed was positioned against the side wall, allowing her to watch the hallway while lying down. She wanted to be aware of any sounds or movements to avoid being caught off guard. If someone approached, she needed time to assume the submissive position to avoid punishment.

She wished she could lay on her side to keep an eye on the hallway through the stall bars, but laying on her right side was uncomfortable due to the recently tagged ear, so she alternated between lying on her back or left side, only turning when she heard someone coming. The cream Nala had provided for her ear tag site was effective, and as long as she avoided pulling on the tag, she felt little pain.

Her sleeping arrangement was simple: just a cot with a foam mattress and a pillow, no blanket. The heat made blankets unnecessary for warmth, but she longed for one for comfort and to cover her naked body. Melissa had been compelled to strip the day before at lunchtime and hadn’t worn clothes since, marking this as her first full day of being entirely nude.

At the end of the day, Nala arrived and took off Melissa's restraints. Melissa was in the submissive pose when Nala entered, and she proceeded to unlock her ankle chains and remove her leash. Now, all Melissa wore was the collar that Mr. Mengistu had had locked around her neck the previous day. She touched the collar, wondering when she would be free of it. It seemed unbelievable to her that only a day had passed; it felt like she was wearing the collar for a long time by now.

As night approached, the inventory clerk, who also doubled as a guard, made his rounds. He walked through the C4 barn where Melissa was housed, ensuring everything was in order among the animals.

Later that evening the lights in the barn were dimmed.

Melissa was drained from the day's events; it had been a long and stressful day. Though she longed for sleep, the reality of her situation made it hard to find rest. Here she was, confined in a barn stall, akin to livestock, stripped naked, handled by strangers, chipped and ear tagged. How could anyone find peace under such circumstances? Anxiety about what might happen next kept her awake. With no control over her fate, trapped in this cell, she feared what might be done to her. Nala had mentioned a potential fourteen-day stay - fourteen more days like this! Her mind wouldn't quiet down enough to let her sleep.

Melissa heard the door to the barn open. She turned so she could get a view, and lifted her head so her ear tag would not cause her pain. She heard footsteps and saw the light cone of a flashlight. The steps came closer and eventually she was able to see the inventory clerk. When he came closer to her stall, she heard him take out the keys. Melissa was alarmed and sat up. He was here for her! She had to get into the submissive pose.

The barn door creaked open, snapping her attention to the sound. She turned so she could get a view while lifting her head so her ear tag would not cause her pain. She observed the beam of the flashlight. Footsteps grew louder as they neared her stall. She saw the man wearing a headlight. Recognizing the approaching figure as the inventory clerk, Melissa's pulse quickened. He was unlocking her stall! She knew she had to assume the submissive pose.

The keys clicked in the lock, and Melissa promptly lowered herself to the cool concrete floor, entering the submissive pose as the door swung open, allowing the clerk to enter her stall.

“Very good,” he said.

“Thank you, Sir,” Melissa meekly replied.

“Get on your bed,” he ordered her.

Melissa was alarmed. Was he going to rape her? They were alone here and there were no witnesses. Nobody would hear her if she screamed. She wasn’t even sure if she had any rights that protected her from being raped. But surely that could not be permitted.

Trembling, Melissa got up.

“Please don’t hurt me, Sir,” she implored.

The man chuckled. “No one is going to harm you, young lady,” he reassured her.

Although his words were comforting, Melissa was still clueless about his true intentions. He would not rape her, and this gave her a small sense of relief. She decided not to question him further and simply comply.

He hadn't told her to lie down, so she took a seat on the bed.

Approaching her, the man retrieved one of the chain leashes that had been used on her earlier. He locked one end with a padlock to her collar and the other to a bar of her stall just over the left side of the headboard of her cot.

Melissa instinctively grasped the chain at her collar with one hand and at the bar with the other.

“Why are you doing this, Sir?” she asked.

“It’s a surprise,” he responded with a chuckle before departing, leaving the stall door open.

Melissa tested the chains, pulling at both her collar and the bar she was attached to. She had limited freedom, able only to lie on her bed or stand and move just over a meter away from the bar she was tethered to.

Her nerves jangled about what this 'surprise' could entail. Would another person come for her? Being naked and chained made her feel like prey, vulnerable to anyone who might walk by. Sleep was now out of the question.

After some time, footsteps echoed again. Someone was coming. Melissa tensed, her eyes fixed on the approaching figure through the bars of her stall.

"Arbek?" Melissa exclaimed in disbelief as she recognized his face. "Arbek!"

"Melissa!" Arbek echoed, hurrying into her stall.

Seeing Arbek filled Melissa with joy. She had feared he might not find her, but here he was, coming to her rescue. He looked as good as ever in his shirt and shorts.

Arbek quickly closed the distance between them. Melissa wanted to go to him as well, but she was leashed to the bars, so she had to stand and wait for him to reach her.

When he did, he enveloped her in a tight hug. Melissa hugged him back, careful to keep her ear tag from being painfully squished. She was so relieved to finally see him.

Eventually, Arbek pulled back, looking into her eyes.

"God, Melissa. It's been hell since we were separated," he said. "How are you?"

"I’ve been absolutely miserable!" Melissa sobbed. “Look, what they have done to me! They have stripped me and chained me to the bars. They are holding me in a barn with animals. And look at this,” she gestured to her right ear, “They have stapled an ear tag to me.”

“Oh, no,” Arbek gasped, his distress evident as he took in her condition. “This is absolutely awful. Melissa, I had no idea that this would happen. Seriously…”

“Careful!” Melissa warned when Arbek reached to touch the ear tag. "It is still raw and hurts if you move it. Arbek, you have to get me out of here! I want to go home with you."

"Melissa, I'm not sure how I can do that," Arbek admitted. “It was challenging enough to track you down. They do not allow visitors. Is that a genuine livestock tag you have there?”

"How did you even get inside, then?" she questioned.

"I bribed a guard at the gate, and then the clerk who let me into the barn."

“Yes, it is a real ear tag. They stapled it on me before. Arbek, I can’t stay here. I can’t. You have to get me out of here.”

Melissa shared with Arbek the ordeal of being tagged like livestock and some of the degrading treatments she had endured, though she omitted the most degrading aspects. She didn't disclose the humiliating experience of being locked in the restraining pillory or how the man had pushed his finger up her anus multiple times. She also skipped mentioning the submissive pose she was forced to adopt. She did talk about the cramped, chained journey in the van but kept silent about the catheter.

She withheld these details not only because she couldn't bear to relive them herself but also because she did not want Arbek to imagine her in such situations. The bits she did reveal should be sufficient to spur him into action to help her get out of here.

"Wow," Arbek responded, visibly taken aback. "Melissa, I had no clue that slavery in this country was like this.

"I guess this wasn't such a good plan after all. But hindsight is twenty-twenty, isn’t it?"

“What? How could you not know this?” Melissa asked. She wasn’t sure if he was joking about the twenty-twenty, after all, they had only known each other for a week, but this was too serious, she suppressed a laugh and kept a straight face.

"I was just a baby when I was last here," he explained. “My parents moved when I was a baby and I grew up in England. My parents didn’t like Grabesh and all they ever told me about it was that it was a backward country. And I’ve never visited myself until now.”

"How did you even know about the slaves here?" Melissa asked.

“Well, my parents did tell me that. They never mentioned that slaves are naked though. Maybe because I was a child when they told me about it. And I remembered how they once told me that slaves were transported as cargo and could be brought in if their owner was Grabesian. That’s why I thought I could just get you in like that.”

Melissa felt somewhat relieved. Arbek hadn't deceived her; he had been genuinely ignorant about the realities of slavery in Grabesh. It was typical of him not to dig deeper into the matter.

She needed to convey how critical it was for him to help her get out of here. The people here had already chipped her and tagged her ear; there was no telling what else they might do over the next two weeks. But Arbek was already holding her hands, drawing her close, kissing her cheek, and trailing kisses down to her neck.

"Property of the State of Grabesh," Arbek read aloud upon seeing the inscription on her collar.

"Yes, they put that on me at the airport yesterday. They said it means... oh!" Melissa was going to explain how the collar could be removed at a police station if Arbek had his own collar for her, and how he could set her free, but Arbek had spun her around and begun to massage her breasts.

"Arbek, we'll have plenty of time for this once you get me out of here," Melissa said, gently moving his hands away from her chest. However, Arbek then moved his hands to her vagina.

Melissa was on the verge of shifting his hands away again to talk, but she reconsidered. It was clear that Arbek wasn't in the mindset to listen. Her nudity was a powerful distraction, especially for him. Whenever she had been naked in front of him before, even just after a shower at home, it always ended the same way.

Now she was not only naked but also collared and chained, essentially presented to him as his captive sex slave. Of course he would want to have sex with her. It was unrealistic to expect him to have a coherent conversation under these circumstances.

Melissa realized she could not go against the tide. She decided to give in, sleep with him to get this out of his system. Once he had satisfied his urges, they could talk. And truthfully, after the ordeal she'd endured—the tasers, the cattle prods, her labia held tightly in some man’s fist to control her, the pain from the ear tagging—her body craved the comforting touch of someone she cared about.

Moreover, if she resisted now, might he lose motivation to free her? Would he simply leave the nagging girlfriend behind in the barn? If he wasn’t motivated, he wouldn’t find a solution and she would be left to suffer here. The door to her stall was wide open. He could walk out anytime he wanted, she was chained here. Instead, if she could make this an experience he'd never forget, he'd surely miss her when he left and would be more eager to get her out of there swiftly. Her best strategy was to provide him with the best sex of his life.

With that in mind, she turned to him and kissed him, indicating her willingness.

Arbek wasted no time in shedding his clothes, letting them fall beside the cot. He stepped close to her.

Melissa recalled why she was drawn to him initially. It wasn't for his intellect, as evidenced by their current predicament. But he had his advantages—tall, with an athletic build and well-defined abs. And his penis was rock hard right now.

Determined to give him the best sexual experience he'd ever known, Melissa decided on oral sex. She believed it was something that really excited men. She knelt down in front of Arbek and took his erect penis in her mouth.



Arbek let out a lustful sigh.

Not because the blowjob was any good; it wasn’t. This girl had clearly no idea what she was doing. She was kneeling before him and had taken his penis into her mouth. She was sliding her lips back and forth over his shaft, which did absolutely nothing for him. Melissa clearly had no idea what she was doing and had never bothered to think about how stimulating a penis worked.

She didn’t need to. Melissa was young and beautiful. Seeing her naked was highly arousing to him. Melissa would never have had to worry about getting a man hard. Even now, as she was fecklessly moving her lips along his shaft, her feeble attempt at oral sex, he was fully erect. At least she wasn’t grazing him with her teeth. She seemed to know that much.

No, what truly excited him, beyond her naked form, was that she had knelt before him intent to sexually please him. She wanted to make him feel good.

When she recounted her ordeal at the airport, how they had restrained her naked and caged her, he had outwardly shown sympathy, but internally, the scenario had turned him on. It was not his fault. It wasn't something he could control. And he did not want Melissa to know about these internal feelings.

Her kneeling position, the collar around her neck, and even her being chained to the bars—it all fueled his arousal. Tracing the chain from her collar to the bars with his eyes, he couldn't help but moan.

Rationally, he knew the treatment Melissa received was abhorrent. But on a primal level, his instincts reveled in the sense of ownership over her. These thoughts were sending powerful waves of desire through him, causing him to moan with the intensity of his arousal.

It didn’t matter that Melissa was totally botching the blowjob. She had never given him a blowjob before and he suspected this was her first attempt in her life. She was clearly also not getting anything out of this. But what fueled his arousal was her willingness to do it for him. The act of her kneeling at his feet, trying to bring him sexual satisfaction, was what excited him.

Enough of this nonsense blowjob, he thought, and he lifted Melissa to her feet. He held her by her upper arm, harder than necessary, and pushed her down on the bed.



Melissa was on all fours on the bed, facing the bars. Her leash was hanging from her collar down to the bed where it ran over the headboard of the cot to connect to the bars in front of her.

Arbek was kneeling behind her, inserting his penis into her.

Melissa had been naked for more than a day by now. She found an unexpected arousal in her constant nudity despite her ordeal. And when she had seen Arbek she had known it would happen and she had looked forward to feeling some warmth for a change. So when he pushed his penis into her, she was ready and it slid in easily.

His penis was average in length but notably thick, and Melissa relished the sense of fullness it provided and how it expanded her vaginal canal.

As he moved his penis back and forth, she could feel the veins and the texture of his penis, her breathing becoming heavy with enjoyment.

Her leash swayed with each thrust, as did her breasts, enhancing the animalistic feeling that her treatment had already instilled in her. Being aroused, she was able to embrace this sensation, imagining herself as an animal in captivity, being bred by a breeding bull.

Melissa usually kept quiet during sex and masturbation, not wanting her housemates or, before that, her parents, to know of her sexual activities. She had prided herself on being a clean and proper girl, always well-kept, and making lustful sounds did not align with the image she maintained.

But her housemates were nowhere near; she was isolated from anyone she knew except for Arbek. Arbek wouldn't judge her for vocalizing her pleasure, especially since he was being quite vocal himself. If anything, he might have found her being too quiet off-putting. Melissa allowed herself to moan with each exhale, ensuring she was quieter than Arbek, which she felt was acceptable.

She gave herself permission to let go of the long-held restraint over her own expressions. Here, where everyone treated her like an animal, she felt it was fitting to act like one. As she moaned again, it was an unscripted, natural response to the pleasure she felt, a whining sound escaping her lips.

Arbek's thrusts grew more intense, perhaps spurred on by her vocal encouragement.

And with the loosening of her self restraint it felt like she had also loosened floodgates of her lust. Her lust, apparently having been restrained, flowed generously through her as if a watergate had been opened. Emboldened, she moaned again, louder this time.

She felt Arbek’s hand on her back pushing her down. She complied by laying down flat on the cot, face down. She quickly adjusted her leash to avoid lying on it. He took her hands in his, holding them against her shoulders as he leaned over her, his front pressed to her back. He shifted her hair aside to uncover her neck, careful not to irritate her ear tag. He kissed her cheek, then moved to her neck, gently biting into her skin, not to hurt but to let her feel the pressure of his teeth before moving down to her shoulders.

As Arbek laid himself on Melissa and held her, she felt warm rays of lust entering her from his skin into hers. An involuntary shiver ran through her, followed by a lustful sigh. The sensation of his teeth grazing her skin sent electric tingles through her.

Her rational mind was submerged by the overwhelming tide of lust, and she surrendered to her primal urges, letting go of all thought.

With Arbek resuming his thrusts, the sexual tension in her vagina escalated. She had the capacity to reach climax through penetration alone, a trait she had always possessed. Now, with her guard down, the sensations were reaching new heights. She voiced her pleasure with whines as he thrust into her.

He gripped her shoulders, continuing his rhythmic motions, and the tension in Melissa reached its peak. An orgasm washed over her, intense, mind-numbing, and prolonged, her breathing turning into deep, satisfied sighs.

Arbek didn't notice. He was too busy enjoying himself and the contractions from Melissa’s vagina.

Melissa experienced a second orgasm, followed by a third. She remained still, not wanting to disrupt the continuous stimulation that was fueling her climaxes. The physical pleasure was a stark contrast to the hardships of her day, and she relished in it.

Arbek, on the other hand, was too caught up in his own sensations to notice.

"I'm close," he announced with a groan.

Then he reached his climax. The sensation of ejecting his sperm combined with the rhythmic contractions of Melissa's vagina from her latest orgasm felt as though she was sucking every last drop out of his penis.

He collapsed onto her and supported himself on his arms so he would not suffocate her.

He was breathing heavily.

"Wow, that was great!" he exclaimed.

When Arbek stopped thrusting it was as if a grandiose orchestra had been playing a symphony and the conductor had waved his baton in the cutoff gesture to bring the music to a sudden halt.

The music had stopped and reality started setting in again.

If this had been some kinky bdsm play, then her boyfriend would now unchain her and let her out of her collar. But this was not a game, Arbek did not have a key to her bonds and Melissa would remain in her chains.

Melissa went from being washed in lust and shaken with orgasms back to the captive girl she was. Naked, collared and chained in her stall next to her boyfriend.

She longed to bask in the afterglow, but her rational mind was reasserting itself, reminding her that there was no time for relaxing. There were pressing issues at hand.

Now that Arbek had ejaculated into her, his sex urge would be muted for a while and Melissa hoped she could use this window of opportunity to have a conversation with him. Perhaps now, even though she was still bound and naked, they could have a meaningful discussion.

He had moved her to the edge of the cot and laid down next to her.

"Arbek," she said, propping herself up. "We need to talk. You need to get me out of here. I can’t take it how they are treating me here.”

“These are the import regulations. Melissa, I had no idea how these things work. But now that you are here, there is nothing to stop this. They have to do their checks on you and then you will be released. Then we can finally let this all behind us and continue with our normal lives.”

“This place is hell,” she started and reiterated again what had been done to her. “You got in here by bribing the guard. Can’t you bribe someone to get me out of here as well?”

“Bribing the guard is one thing. The guard is doing this because, well, he does not make a lot of money in the first place, so bribing him is affordable. But he is also not letting you go. So once I’m gone, everything is back to normal and he won’t get in trouble.

“If he let me take you from here, then people would notice you’re missing and the guard would be in trouble. So there is no way he would allow that.”

“Isn’t there someone else you could bribe?”

“Like who?”

“I don’t know, someone higher up in the Health Office who can decide that I don’t need all these stupid checks. Someone who just signs a piece of paper and I can go.”

“Melissa, I have no idea who I would have to go to to do that. And whoever that is would be an important man. I don’t know how I’d get to someone like that and the bribe will be very expensive. I can’t afford that.”

“So I just have to stay here and be tortured for two more weeks?” Melissa asked incredulously.

“Is it really that bad here? This Nala woman told you that the worst was behind you…”

“Arbek!” Melissa called with indignation. “You would really have me live in a barn for two weeks? Naked? Where they can just chain me up like this?” She rattled her neck chain and pulled it taut. “You said at the airport this would be over quickly! And now you want to leave me here like this for two weeks!”

“Yeah, yeah…” He paused. Then he said, ”Hm, maybe…”

“Maybe what?” Melissa grasped for the bit of hope presenting itself.

“I’ll ask Tariq. Oh, I forgot to mention, Tariq and the others are here too. I’ll see if they can come up with something.”

When Arbek referred to ‘Tariq and the others’ he meant his friend group. Tariq, his girlfriend Amina and Zahara. Melissa had met them and they had welcomed her into their friend group. The three of them had in fact grown up in Grabesh and only moved to England as students. So they would be more knowledgeable about how the system worked in Grabesh.

“So they were here all along and you didn’t ask them how you could get me out?”

“No, they only arrived this morning. They managed to get a flight to Italy and from Italy to here. And of course I asked them. Trust me, they were shocked about what had happened and they have given me a hard time about it. I asked them how I could get you out as quickly as possible and they said they don’t know a way to do it.”

“Ok.”

“But they did know how to find this place, where you are kept and that I might be able to bribe a guard to get in. And it worked! I made it to you,” he said, giving her upper leg a playful pinch.

Melissa felt some hope coming back hearing these words. His words relieved her in so many ways. No, he had not tricked her into becoming his slave to take advantage of her. And he was trying to get her out of here. He genuinely was trying to free her and his friends, who knew the country well, were helping.

Without arousal Melissa’s leash and collar felt like they were trapping her again.

She climbed on Arbek’s front to lay on him. She told herself that this way she could make better eye contact with him to instill the urgency of the task in him. But there was another reason. This position allowed her to press her vagina against him, hoping to reignite her arousal, at which point her nudity and restraints felt less like captivity and more like a kinky game. She straddled him, her legs on either side of his, with his penis lightly touching the entrance of her vagina.

"Do you think they could figure out how you could get me out of here?" she asked, her face close to his, the chain from her collar draping over his neck and then onto the bed.

“We discussed this today,” Arbek said, his breathing becoming more labored. Having Melissa as a human blanket on top of him turned him on a lot and it became harder for him to think straight despite just having ejaculated. “Using bribes is possible in theory, but it would be hard. It would cost a lot of money.”

She adjusted to sit upright on him, causing the chain to pull tight between her collar and the bars. Sitting upright on Arbek’s penis was the extent her leash permitted her to move away from her anchorage at the stall’s bars.

“I’ve started withdrawing money, but there are limits to how much I can get at once,” he went on. “And I used some of it just now to get in here to you.”

Melissa leaned forward to ease the tension on her neck from the collar.

She nodded. “You’ll keep trying, right? You won’t just leave me here?”

“Of course,” Arbek replied. He was hard again. He understood that she wanted to talk, that she needed to be reassured that he was fighting to free her and to understand the situation. That was why he had come. It was important that she knew he had not abandoned her. But if she sat naked on him and her vagina was touching his penis, then he would get hard. And he would do what he had to do.

Melissa disliked the reminder of her limited freedom as the leash hung visibly between her collar and the bar. She chose to lie down on Arbek instead, relishing the extensive skin contact. She loved the sensation.

He embraced her with both of his arms and moved one hand behind Melissa’s head to pull her down on his head for a kiss. It was a kiss in which Melissa surrendered to him, her mouth loosely opened and when she felt his tongue she offered hers and they both touched in a passionate wet kiss.

Arbek pushed his erect penis into the hug of Melissa's still moist vagina with ease.

“Freeing you is a big deal because a lot of people will notice that you are gone,” He said while breathing heavily. He drew her in for another kiss, his focus slipping.

He lifted her head slightly to keep talking. “The guard does not have to worry about such things when he allows me to visit you. He will pick me up later, you will stay here and everything will go back to normal. So it is safe for him to do that. But if you are gone, then everyone will know. You are not just another animal to them. You are the pretty white girl. Everyone knows you. And if you are missing, everyone will wonder what happened to you. People will start asking questions.”

Melissa nodded.

“We will continue looking into how we can get you out,” Arbek assured her. “I will ask them again later.”

“Promise me you will try,” Melissa insisted.

"I promise," he replied, his breath quickening. He held her close, moving his penis back and forth within her.

Arbek meant it. Though he didn’t find it entirely fair that she extracted promises from him in this situation. His rational thought was hanging from a thread again, it was about to be snuffed out because the blood it needed to function was being redirected to his penis to prop up his erection. His basal instincts had decided that this was more important right now. He would have promised her anything she asked for right now. His basal instincts had decided that all that mattered right now was to ejaculate into the pretty white chick in front of him. If she had asked for his kidney, he would have agreed to give it to her as well. It was impossible for him to stop thrusting in her now.

“Promise you will do everything you can to get me out of here,” Melissa whispered, pushing herself against him. She pushed her cheek against his. She had to use her left cheek because she didn’t want the ear tag on her right to touch anything. She lifted her leash so it wouldn’t drape over Arbek’s throat and routed it over his head. Melissa’s lips were close to his ear as she whispered, “Anything it takes.”

"I promise, Melissa," Arbek panted, his voice thick with desire. "Anything it takes."

Melissa felt reassured by his promise. That was all she could hope for. She trusted that he was committed to her liberation. She allowed herself to unwind, her tension dissipating with the assurance she'd been seeking. She could now fully engage in the present.

“I knew you would not abandon your slave girl, master,” she said playfully.

Arbek wasn’t sure he had heard right. Then he realized she was role playing. He was glad that the serious part of their conversation was over. He decided to join in.

“Your master would never abandon his slave girl,” he played along, panting. “And as long as she provides him with sexual satisfaction he shall not whip her.”

Melissa hugged him tightly and enjoyed the thrusting of his penis. It was fun pretending to be his slave girl. The role play transformed her situation into something playful and consensual, a game rather than the harsh reality. She wasn't really a captive; this was just a hot sex game she was having with her boyfriend.

“My master is too merciful,” she continued her role playing game, “This slave girl is honored to provide her love services to her handsome master.”

She must be kidding me, Arbek thought. Is she trying to drive me wild? He was well aware that this was all just an act, she was role playing. Melissa wasn't truly serious about any of it. He felt a wave of relief hearing her playfulness; it was the Melissa he knew. It showed that despite what she had endured, her spirit was unbroken. She was seeking some much-needed fun after the tough couple of days.

But apparently his subconscious hadn’t gotten the message that this was just a game. He was engulfed by the raw, primal thrill of having power over Melissa, the feeling of being her 'master,' possessing her, and the right to command her.

In a few moments, the intensity of his arousal peaked, and once again, he reached climax, and ejaculated into her. He could feel Melissa's contractions, her body seemingly eager to draw out every last bit from him.

After that they lay next to each other.

"You know, the guard or clerk, or whatever he is, thinks you're hot," Arbek remarked.

"Aha," Melissa responded, acknowledging the comment.

"Yeah, he actually asked me if he could, uh, use you," Arbek chuckled.

"What?" Melissa was horrified.

"He wanted my permission to, uh, you know, bang you," Arbek continued, still laughing.

"No!" Melissa looked at him with revulsion. "That's outrageous!"

"Hey, he's the one who said it, not me," Arbek clarified, "And obviously, I said 'no'. I don't share my little sex slave." He kissed and hugged her in an attempt to soothe her.

While Melissa outwardly seemed to calm down, she was inwardly shocked. The realization hit her that in her current position, she no longer had a say over who could have sexual relations with her. Arbek did. As a free woman, men would have sought her consent, but now, they approached Arbek. Because he was considered her owner. Had Arbek given his consent, she would be facing a rape session with the guard later tonight.

The idea was frightening for Melissa, but Arbek had refused the guard's request, so the immediate danger was averted. Arbek was on her side.

Then, they heard the door to the barn open. Arbek jumped up and put his clothes back on. He did not want to be caught naked by whoever was coming.

Melissa had nothing to wear. She wished she could stand and move around her stall, but the leash gave her so little leeway that she opted to remain seated on the bed, grasping her chain near its connection to the bars, while observing Arbek.

“It is probably the guard,” he said. “He told me I’d have to go when his shift ends.”

The sense of safety and intimacy Melissa had just experienced was fading. Arbek was about to depart, leaving her alone and chained in the barn.

But Melissa drew comfort from the fact that Arbek was committed to get her out of here, standing firmly by her side, and had not deceived her. This realization made her situation seem more tolerable. Even if he couldn't get her out of here, they would eventually reunite, and he would free her from her enslavement. However, she faced the reality of spending another thirteen days in the captivity of the Health Office. The slight ache from her ear tag reminded her of her condition. Nala had assured her the worst was over.

And so, even though he was leaving her, she was in a better mood than she had been before.

"Don't forget about your slave girl," she reminded him playfully.

"Oh come on, I could never forget you," he responded reassuringly.

The  guard had arrived at the door, waiting for him to step out.

Melissa longed for a final embrace, but her leash didn't allow her to go to where he was getting dressed.

Arbek, now dressed, approached her. She stood up, taking a small step towards him to bid farewell. The chain tightened, and she knew that another step would yank her collar. She held the chain to prevent this and waited for him to come to her for a hug. They embraced, and as he released her, she looked at him with an intense gaze.

"I know," he said, responding to her unspoken plea. "We'll do everything to get you out. I promise."

With that assurance, Melissa hugged and kissed him once more. Then Arbek departed through the open door of her stall, and she turned to hold the bars of her stall and watch him go.

The guard slammed the door shut and escorted Arbek out of the barn, leaving Melissa locked into the stall and leashed.

Lying back on the cot, Melissa reflected on her time with Arbek, attempting to find some peace. She noticed his semen beginning to leak from her vagina, but with no means to clean herself, she chose to disregard it.

She hoped the guard would return shortly to unchain her.

Melissa also needed to urinate, but the bucket was in the other corner, beyond the distance her leash permitted her to go.

After a few minutes the guard returned.

“Had a good conjugal visit?” he inquired with a smirk.

"Yes, Sir," Melissa answered quietly and submissively, despite the intimate nature of the question. She didn't want to risk any trouble by not answering. Her main wish was to be freed from her leash and left alone.

Without entering her cell, the guard reached through the bars to unfasten the padlock securing the chain. He then pulled the chain out, dragging Melissa to the bars until her collar snagged on them.

Melissa's head was yanked upward, her chin and chest uncomfortably pressed against the iron bars. Although she raised her hands, she kept them by her sides, not daring to resist the guard. She felt helpless anger for being treated like this, but she was also relieved that her leash was being removed.

He continued by unlocking the padlock that connected the chain to her collar, thereby freeing her from its hold.

Noticing the trickle of her boyfriend's semen descending between her legs, he handed her a tissue. "Here, clean yourself up," he said, passing it through the bars.

"Thank you, Sir," Melissa said and took the tissue to wipe away the semen and a wet patch on the mattress. She tossed the tissue into the bucket.

With a nod the guard, who seemed disappointed that Arbek hadn’t given him permission to have his way with her, departed, leaving Melissa for the night. She hated being locked in a barn stall. But she was calmer now knowing that Arbek and his friends were on her side and working to help her. The orgasms had done their part to relax her as well, and it wasn't long before she drifted into sleep.


18. Friday

Melissa stretched, arching her back and feeling a tingle run down her spine. She recalled needing to review number theory lessons to avoid falling behind next semester, and that her bicycle's brakes needed servicing as they no longer gripped well.

Her mind then drifted to a strange sex dream she'd had about a tropical country where she was forced to remain naked, prodded with cattle prods, and subjected to degrading medical procedures. Upon reflecting on that dream she concluded that there was something really wrong with her subconscious.

Reaching for her blanket, she found it missing, and realized she was naked, which was unusual since she always slept in pajamas.

She opened her eyes and tried to make sense of what she saw. It was still dark and only the dim light of a night light provided some orange illumination. She felt her memories rush back like a punch in the gut. She let the events of the last two days pass in her mind and cringed.

She checked again and yes, she was naked. She felt her neck and yes, she was wearing a steel collar. She checked her ear and felt the hard plastic of her ear tag attached to her ear. It was still a bit swollen and hurt when she touched it, but if she left it alone, it was fine. She traced her collar with her hands searching for some way she could unlock or remove it, but she couldn’t find one. She couldn’t get the collar off.

She got up and went to the bars. She tested them, pushing and pulling at them, as if she might be able to dislodge them but they didn’t move. She went to the door and she was locked in. She thought how she had never been locked in anywhere before she had been enslaved.

And even if she had been arrested, she would have had rights, she could have contacted a lawyer or called someone. None of this was available to her here and she was only informed what would happen to her when she asked and even then she didn’t get the full story.

Melissa needed to pee. She walked over to the bucket, lifted the lid, and squatted to urinate. She couldn’t help but notice how convenient it was not having to remove any clothing and not needing to dress after relieving herself. She didn’t have anything to wipe, so she decided to stand at the bars for a few minutes to allow any residual moisture to dry.

She had no sense of the time; the barn was silent and dark, with no clock in sight and nothing for her to do.

Melissa applied some ointment to her ear. Then, she returned to her bed, attempting to drift back to sleep.



Later, Melissa was woken up again by the sound of the barn door opening, followed by some commotion. She was lying on her left side due to the ear tag on her right. She turned and tried to look but the walls of her stall which protruded further than the steel bars that kept her in, obstructed her view.

She stood up and moved close to the bars to get a better look and gripped the bars with her hands.

As they approached, she saw two men. The night’s rest had reset her sense of modesty. She hadn’t minded too much being naked when only the barn's animals could see her from their stalls. But these were two men, they would be passing by her cage and then they would see her naked in here. Her instincts told her to run or hide, but she was caged and her cell was largely empty. She could not avoid them and the anticipation gave her a sharp pang in her stomach.

She watched them shovel feed from a wheelbarrow into the troughs of each stall, a routine she had observed the previous day. When they reached her stall, one man grabbed a food packet and came closer.

The first thing Melissa now instinctively checked for was whether people were carrying cattle prods. These men were equipped with them, but since she was behind bars, she felt relatively safe.

Melissa knew that seeing naked slaves in cages was normal for these people. If she tried to cover herself with her hands, she would only be drawing attention to herself. So she decided to pretend that it didn’t matter to her that they could see her like this and forced herself to resist the urge to cover her breasts and her vagina with her hands.

The men seeing her locked in her cage made her feel like an animal in a zoo. She felt as if she was a captured, naked white woman on display alongside other animals for anyone passing by to look at.

Melissa was hungry. She hadn’t had a meal since the early dinner the day before, and the excitement of her sex session with Arbek had burned a lot of calories as well. Normally, she'd have some chocolate afterwards, but she didn’t have any food in her stall.

She went to the feeding slot in her door in anticipation of being fed. As soon as the man slid the food through, she took it.

The man gave her a nod and said, “Good morning, sleeping beauty!”

“Good morning,” Melissa responded automatically.

He slid a bottle of water through the feeding gap.

“Thanks,” Melissa said.

He then returned to the wheelbarrow to continue feeding the animals in the other stalls.

Melissa opened her meal container to find lentils, beans, and cooked spinach, accompanied by a plastic spoon. The food was bland - no salt, no sauce, no spices, just as Nala had described, adhering to the latest health guidelines from the Ministry of Health.

Sitting on her bed, she began her breakfast. Despite the lack of flavor, her hunger made it palatable.

The men finished their trip to the end of the corridor and she saw them walk past her, out of the barn.

After finishing her meal, Melissa had nothing to do. She paced around her stall before lying back on her bed, feeling bored. She contemplated masturbation, which was unusual for her so early in the day; it didn’t feel quite right, her body not in the mood. Yet, with nothing else to do and being naked, her thoughts kept drifting to sex. If she had been clothed, she may not have masturbated. But in her naked state her clitoris was right there, exposed and available to the touch. The only ones who could see her were the animals in the stalls opposite from her.

Ideally she would have liked to be completely unobserved, but that would have to do, so she masturbated. The climax was underwhelming. Her body wasn’t ready at this early hour. It was a low peak that fizzled out quickly. But she remembered how someone had told her that sex was like pizza, and how even a bad pizza was still pretty good.

She didn’t worry about the smell of her vaginal fluids. The bars of her stall provided plenty of ventilation and it would be overshadowed by the smell of the animals in the barn.

After that she felt relaxed and managed to doze into a light sleep.



She awakened again when she heard the barn door open and turned. She turned to look but couldn't see what was happening; evidently, someone was there for another animal, not her. She heard the sounds of a stall being opened and an animal being led out. She then turned back to her side, closing her eyes.

This happened several times; workers came and went, removing animals from nearby stalls while bypassing hers.

By now, it was much lighter; the morning sun was shining through the glass panels at the barn's peak. Melissa was fully awake.



Finally, the barn door opened again, and the familiar sound of footsteps reached her. Turning with anticipation, Melissa saw it was Killian coming for her, not one of the animals. The barn seemed emptier now from what she could see from her stall; it appeared most of the animals had already been taken for processing.

From her bed, she gazed at him through the bars, and their eyes met. Yes, he was indeed here for her. She rose from the bed and assumed the submissive pose lying on the floor.

Killian unlocked the door and entered. “Good morning, Melissa,” he greeted her.

“Good morning, Sir,” she replied.

“How was your first night here?” he inquired, proceeding to attach her ankle chains.

“It was fine,” she answered from the floor.

“Nala mentioned you were only recently enslaved. So this was your second night as a slave?” he continued, closing the ankle cuffs on her.

“Yes, Sir,” she confirmed. She was chained once more, having spent nearly all of the previous day in chains. And she would likely wear them most of the day again today until she was locked in here for the night.

“What is it like for you?” Killian checked the cuffs around her ankles and tightened one of them.

“It is very difficult, Sir,” she whispered honestly from her position on the floor.

“Do you need to pee?” Melissa had drunk the bottle of water the man had given her earlier. She must have sweat a lot during the night. Her bladder was full now.

“It can wait.”

“Do it now. I don’t want to have to take you to the bathroom once we get started,” Killian insisted.

Melissa sighed and stood up. “Can you wait outside of the stall?”

“Just go,” he commanded, pulling out his cattle prod to nudge her toward the bucket. Melissa dodged the prod as soon as she saw it.

She quickly moved to the bucket, removed the lid, propped it against the wall, and glanced at him, hoping he would look away. He didn't. With another sigh, she slowly positioned herself over the bucket, turning her head away to avoid seeing him. Fortunately, he wasn't playing around with the cattle prod to unsettle her this time, and her bladder was indeed full. She rested her left elbow on her knee, her head in her hand, using her open hand as a shield so she wouldn't have to look at Killian leaning against the wall. She closed her eyes, trying to relax, and managed to start urinating. She hoped she could keep it quiet, but it splashed against the urine that was already in the bucket, making her cringe.

When her stream stopped, she stood up and approached him, ready to be led out for whatever the Health Office had planned for her.

Killian attached a leash to her collar, and they proceeded out of the barn.

Melissa walked behind Killian, led by the leash. His pace was leisurely, and she felt calm since he wasn't playing with his cattle prod today. She didn't mind the leash; she preferred this to him leading her directly by the collar as he had done the day before. The chain was hanging loosely and Melissa followed him at the same leisurely pace. She didn’t even feel the need to protect her neck by holding the chain with her hands.

They left the barn and went down the corridor to the exit of the barn complex. There, the clerk didn't even stand up, just raised his device towards Melissa, which beeped in response.

“These chips are amazing,” he remarked. “They work over several meters. All animals should be chipped like this.”

Melissa recalled the painful chipping from the previous day. Although she no longer felt the chip, the thought that the chip in her could be scanned from a distance made her uncomfortable. She worried that, once she was released from here, anyone could access her medical records. And they didn’t even need to get close to her. She wanted that chip out of her as soon as possible. She was determined to have it removed when she returned to England.

After leaving the barn complex, it was a brief walk to the main Health Office building where medical procedures took place. Near the barn complex, there was an area with numerous faucets, many connected to hoses with drainage gutters.

Killian, leading her outside, said, "Come on, we need to clean you up before your next appointment."

They walked a short distance to the main Health Office building, passing by a wall where faucets and hoses were set up, with gutters for drainage. Another nurse was already there, hosing down a sheep he presumably had just taken from the barn complex.

“How do they manage to get so dirty in the barn,” he complained to Killian as he approached with Melissa in tow.

“I know,” Killian replied. “They are filth magnets, aren’t they?”

"Stand here," Killian instructed, pointing to a spot next to the sheep. He clipped her leash to one of the leashing posts set up there with a carabiner. “Spread your legs as far as your chains allow and put your hands behind your head.”

Melissa faced him, feeling exposed as he turned on the hose.

He held the hose over her head and let the water gush out into her hair. When her hair was drenched, he moved on to her armpits, down her front, a spray to her vagina, down her legs and sprayed off her toes.

"Turn around, face the wall," Killian ordered next, hosing her down from behind.

"Now, spread your legs, bend over, and spread your butt cheeks," he ordered.

Melissa hesitated but complied.

"Wider," Killian said.

Melissa stretched her cheeks apart as much as she could and Killian directed the jet at her anus for a few seconds. One of the many things she hated about being enslaved was how everyone seemed to be entitled to access her intimate areas.

“Ok, turn around,” he said. Killian handed her one of the bottles of shower gels that were on a shelf. “Soap up.”

Melissa complied, lathering her body thoroughly. The humidity of the barn and her perspiration through the night made cleanliness a welcome relief. She would have liked a conventional shower. Being hosed down outside next to a sheep made her feel like a zoo animal again. She worked the soap into her hair, across her body, and into her pubic area. She glanced at her leash, which was simply clipped to a post, not locked. It might hold cattle, but she could easily remove it; however, there was no point in trying to escape. With no place to go and her ankles hobbled by chains, running was impossible.

She noticed a veterinary nurse leading a goat towards the barn, exchanging greetings with Killian but ignoring her.

“Also do your feet,” Killian reminded her.

"Yes, Sir," she replied, awkwardly balancing to clean each chained foot.

Then, he directed her through poses to rinse off: first standing with legs spread and hands behind her head to wash her front. He instructed her to spread her labia so the water could clean between them.

Next was her backside, then she had to bend over, and spread her butt cheeks for him again. As she waited in this position, she watched her neck chain sway, trying to take this as casually as the two men behind her seemed to, while feeling the spray of water from Killian's hose against her anus.

The other guy said: “Thank god it’s Friday. I’m so ready for the weekend.”

Killian agreed and mentioned he wanted to watch the game this afternoon and visit the beach this weekend while still directing the water jet between Melissa's butt cheeks to her anus. Melissa was eager to change her position, but she knew moving without permission would be seen as disobedience. She sensed that Killian wasn't in a punitive mood today, but the atmosphere was relaxed, and she didn't want to risk spoiling it. She remembered that Nala had told her that it was at the discretion of the staff if they wanted to use the cattle prod. So, she remained bent over, holding her position until the two men finished their conversation. Then, Killian instructed her to stand up and turn around.

“Hand me your leash,” Killian said.

Melissa unclipped her leash from the post and gave it to him, feeling like his pet.

Killian clipped her leash with the carabiner hook to his belt. He took out a pair of handcuffs and motioned Melissa to turn around.

Melissa let out a silent sigh. She knew from Nala that this wasn’t necessary. Whether she was cuffed was up to her handler. It was not a requirement of the Health Office. She turned and put her hands on her back, ready for cuffing. She had learned to do this in the submissive pose and she knew it was expected from her here as well.

Killian snapped the cuffs around her wrists and tightened them.

Then, Killian headed towards the main building of the Health Office, with Melissa following, her hobble chain making clinking sounds on the stone floor.

The sun was now high, and its warmth enveloped Melissa. She actually enjoyed the sensation. Back in England, only her face and hands would catch the sun, and sunny days were seldom and it was often cold. Here, the warmth was comforting, and she could be nude without feeling cold.

There was a smoking area just outside the back entrance of the Health Office, equipped with a table, chairs, a sun umbrella for shade, and a vending machine.

"We've got some time," Killian said. He attached Melissa's leash to the armrest of one of the chairs by looping the chain around the armrest and clipping the carabiner to the chain. Melissa would be able to free herself if she had a few moments, but that would only get her into trouble and she would not be able to escape in her handcuffs and hobble chain. She wouldn’t make an attempt to get her leash off the chair.

Melissa was about to take a seat in the chair, but Killian stopped her.

"No, you can't sit there," he explained. "For hygiene reasons."

"Here," he pointed to the ground beside him. "Kneel on the ground."

"It's ok," she responded. "I can just stand."

“No, you can’t stand. Kneel.”

Melissa studied Killian's face to see if he was serious. He took a drag from his cigarette and then glanced away, showing no sign of retracting his command. If she stayed standing, he'd soon see her as disobedient. She continued to look at him for signs that this was a cruel joke while she attempted to kneel on the hard stone, but the pressure on her knees and shins was too much. So, she opted to sit cross-legged, with one leg up, leaning against Killian's chair, hoping he'd overlook the fact she wasn't kneeling. Fortunately, Killian seemed either not to notice or not to care.

Killian rose, went to the vending machine, and returned with a cup of coffee and a pack of trail mix.

"I’m so glad the week is over," Killian remarked. "This has been such a drag."

Was he actually complaining about his week to her, of all people? Melissa couldn't believe it. He was fully aware that she had been enslaved and subjected to the most degrading experiences of her life that very week. This had been the worst week she'd ever known.

“Yeah, for me too,” Melissa replied.

“The Head Nurse has it out for me,” he complained. “She is always stalking me, always nagging. It doesn’t matter what I do, she always finds some problem. I’ll be happy when my time here is over.”

"Me too," Melissa responded.

"You want some?" Killian extended his hand, offering nuts and raisins.

Melissa’s breakfast and dinner had been the bland meals from the Health Office. She saw the nuts and she could clearly see that the peanuts were salted. And the raisins were sweet. Melissa immediately knew she wanted this. Especially the salt.

She looked up at him from her seat on the ground, hoping he would realise she was still cuffed behind her back and free her hands so she could take him up on his offer.

“The Vibrant Vipers are playing the Sky Hawks later this afternoon,” he told her and for the first time he seemed excited about something other than the cattle prod.

Melissa realised he didn’t care that she had no use of her hands. She gave him one last glance, then she exhaled and swallowed. She didn’t want to be fed like this, but the craving for the salt was strong. She moved forward, straightened herself and took the nuts from his hand with her mouth. She couldn’t get all of it at once, so she picked off the nuts and the raisins from his hand separately with her tongue and her lips. Then she settled back down and munched the delicious trail mix. She enjoyed the salt and the sweetness.

Killian continued talking about his football game, lamenting not getting tickets for the Sky Hawks, the local team he supported. He offered more trail mix, and this time, Melissa ate directly from his hand without hesitation. She would be out of here in two weeks and then all of this would be over. No one would know about this, it wouldn’t matter.

Killian looked at her and she said, “Thank you, Sir.”

He mentioned how he hated getting up so early for his internship. On the weekend, he said, he’d have a long lie in and then start the day slowly with some ice coffee and watch YouTube. He took a sip of his coffee.

"Want some too?" He offered her the plastic cup.

Normally Melissa would have never shared a cup with him. But given the circumstances and that she had already allowed him to feed her out of his hand, she straightened and leaned towards the cup. Killian brought it to her lips and tilted it slowly to her.

Melissa took a tiny sip.

The coffee was cheap as one might expect from coffee from an outside vending machine. It had been out for a few minutes by now, so it wasn’t steaming hot anymore. It was nice and sweet.

Finding it palatable, Melissa took a larger sip, enjoying the flavor after two days without coffee, and quickly took a third before he might decide to pull it away.

"Hey, you're a greedy one, aren't you!" he laughed. "Fine, finish up," he allowed, letting her drink the rest.

"Time for the daily grind now," Killian said, unclipping her leash. Melissa stood up, and he led her into the main building of the Health Office.

They entered the white hall where Killian took off Melissa’s handcuffs and chained her to the workbench.
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The head nurse appeared. Killian scanned Melissa's chip with a tablet, and it beeped. Under her supervision Killian measured her blood pressure. Killian put a scale on the table and asked Melissa to squat on it to weigh her. Then he recorded all the measurements on his tablet.

Melissa was taken off the table and made to stand against the wall. The leash was clipped to a ring in the wall. Pictures were taken of her face, then the whole body from the front, sides and back. And a second time with her legs spread shoulder wide and her hands folded behind her head. She asked what they were for and was told that they would go on her file. If her chip was scanned but many chipped animals were in the vicinity, then it was good to have photos so the user could pick which animal he wanted the data from.

Next, she was directed to brush her teeth at the sink. After that, she was back on the workbench for a dental examination by the veterinarian, who praised her excellent dental condition, noting it was better than average, even among free individuals in the country.

She was then placed in the restraining pillory again like yesterday.
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The vet was talking to Killian, but the noise in the hall drowned out their conversation for Melissa. She heard the sound of a spray and felt a cool mist on her left buttock, followed by the sensation of it being wiped clean. After some rustling, she felt a sharp prick in the same spot. She lifted herself and looked between her legs to see what was going on.

"Stay still, Miss Maurer," the vet instructed her.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“Vaccinations,” he replied.

“What kind of vaccinations?”

“Don’t worry, Miss Maurer, your owner will be able to see all the details when he scans your chip.”

She felt another prick in her buttock. Although she assumed these were standard vaccinations, she would have preferred to know exactly what they were. However, she had no choice in the matter. Perhaps it was for the best; never having been to Africa before, these shots might protect her against tropical diseases she could otherwise be susceptible to. Still, she was frustrated that she didn’t know what was being injected into her body, despite asking.

After another prick in her butt cheek she started to feel like a pincushion. She wondered how many more injections there would be.

There was a brief pause, and she glanced between her legs. Killian was entering data into the tablet under the vet’s supervision.

Nala came up beside her, sprayed something on the back of her hand, and then wiped it off. The scent of ethanol, reminiscent of a hospital, soon filled the air. Nala stepped away for a moment, then returned, fumbling with something near Melissa's leg. Raising herself slightly so she could look down between her legs, Melissa tried to see what was happening. She couldn’t see much, but felt a needle prick.

"Ouch!" Melissa exclaimed.

"Sorry," Nala murmured. "It won't take long."

Melissa couldn't fully see what was being done, and Nala offered no explanation. Shortly after, she felt a band-aid being applied to her hand, and Nala walked away with two vials of blood.

Meanwhile, it seemed Killian had finished administering the vaccinations to her. Melissa overheard the head nurse discussing STDs with Killian, explaining how many could be identified through visual examination of the genitals and anus. She felt the head nurse spread her labia for a visual inspection of those areas.

Then, she instructed Killian to do the same. He took hold of her labia, but they slipped from his grasp. He tried again, this time gripping them more firmly, almost pinching, which elicited a groan from Melissa. He pulled them to the left and right, showcasing his inspection to the head nurse. Melissa groaned as her labia were stretched, attempting to move in the direction of his pull to alleviate the discomfort, but his inconsistent directions - pulling one side then the other, or both at once in opposite directions - made it impossible. The head nurse then reprimanded him for being too rough, pointing out how uncomfortable he was making Melissa and noting that she hadn't caused such distress during her own examination.

“All looks good,” Killian reported to the head nurse. “And she seems to be becoming a bit moist around here. At least someone is having a good time.”

Killian's flippant comment sparked anger in Melissa. She felt the head nurse should have reprimanded him for such unprofessionalism. Comments like this would have been unimaginable at her gynecologist's office. She clenched her fists within her clamped down hands but chose not say anything.

"That is an involuntary physiological response," the head nurse corrected him. "Likely due to the repeated manipulation of her labia during your feckless examination."

“Are we done now?” Killian asked.

“Haven’t you forgotten something?” the head nurse asked, her tone laced with a hint of annoyance.

“Oh yeah, the UV thing,” he said, “Where is that?”

He rummaged around the table, searching.

"It's in the second drawer from the top," the head nurse directed him.

Killian fetched the UV flashlight from the drawer and went back behind Melissa.

Melissa felt something being inserted into her vagina, rubbing and causing an uncomfortable stretching sensation. What was this guy doing?

“Urrrrgh,” she moaned.

"Okay, it's in," Killian announced to the head nurse.

"You know, when the patient is vocalizing discomfort like that, you should consider lubricating the speculum," the head nurse told him. "You should be aware of that by now."

“Oh yeah,” he remembered. “Oh well, it is in now. Next time.”

Melissa felt a wave of anger about Killian’s negligence that had caused her discomfort. Strapped down as she was, she couldn’t do anything about it, but the head nurse should have intervened sooner to spare her from this.

The head nurse sighed. "This practice is important. Please make an effort to remember it."

"Yeah, yeah," he replied dismissively. There was a clicking sound, followed by silence.

"Looks like there might be an infection down there," he observed.

“What, let me see,” the head nurse said.

After a brief inspection, she remarked, "Hm, odd." The head nurse moved to Melissa's head. Melissa tried to look but couldn't see her face, so the head nurse leaned down on the workbench.

"Miss Maurer, when was the last time you had intercourse?" the head nurse asked.

“What?” Melissa asked bewilderedly, confused about why she was suddenly being questioned about her sexual history.

"When was the last time you had intercourse? We need this information to assist in making a diagnosis," the head nurse clarified.

Melissa tried to puzzle together what was happening. They had discovered something unexpected with their stupid UV light. She realized it must be a trace of Arbek's semen from the previous night. These perverts had strapped her down, spread her vagina with a speculum and found whatever tiny bit was left of his semen on her cervix. Now, they wanted to know if the unexpected fluorescence was due to a bacterial infection or could be attributed to sexual activity of hers.

Melissa couldn't reveal what had happened the previous evening, so she lied. "Two days ago. The morning before I was enslaved."

"Hm, that seems too long ago to account for the fluorescence," the head nurse mused. "Get the vet, Killian, I want his opinion on this."

Killian hurried away. The head nurse tidied the equipment and departed as well.

They left Melissa on the workbench, still restrained, with the speculum still in place. She rested her head on her left cheek to avoid the ear tag on her right ear touching the table, which also meant she couldn't see what was happening in the room.

“Hey Melissa, good morning!” she heard Nala say.

Melissa raised her head and turned. "Hello," she replied, her voice weary.

Nala walked past, and Melissa turned her head back, resting on her left cheek once more.

She recalled her last visit to the gynecologist, a well-mannered middle-aged woman. At the time, she had found the visit embarrassing. But after her ordeal here, she knew she'd never again complain about seeing her gynecologist; in comparison to this nightmare, it would feel like a walk in the park.



Eventually, the vet arrived with the head nurse and Killian.

Using the UV light, the vet examined Melissa's vagina, which was still held open by the speculum.

“When was the last time you had intercourse?” The vet asked Melissa.

“Two days ago in the morning,” she lied.

"Then it is indicative of some bacterial infection," the vet concluded to the head nurse. "Semen wouldn't be detectable in the vagina after two full days even under UV light."

“It looks like semen to me,” the head nurse said. “That is how traces of semen fluoresce under UV light.”

"Semen typically dissipates quickly in the vagina. If this is from two days ago, Miss Maurer would have had to receive an unusually large amount of sperm. That volume would be far beyond what a single individual could produce. Perhaps her owner worked her quite... thoroughly… as a sex slave."

"According to her records, Miss Maurer has only been enslaved for two days. She was free when she had her last instance of intercourse, two days ago," the head nurse noted.

"It would suggest then, a multiple partner scenario," the vet concluded.

"Did you participate in group sexual activity two days ago?" the head nurse asked Melissa, turning to face her.

"No!" Melissa responded firmly.

"I've seen reports on Western media suggesting that group sexual activities are not uncommon among some Western women," the head nurse reflected to the vet.

"I did not participate in any group activities," Melissa whined from her restraints. “I don’t do these things.”

"Hm, so we're at an impasse then," the vet pondered. "Either she was involved in multiple partner activity, or this is indicative of a bacterial infection."

Other people were seeing the discussion and becoming curious. People passing by would pause behind Melissa to have a look at what this was all about.

“Can I have a look too?” She heard Nala say.

After some consideration, the vet decided, "Given her likely use as a sex slave, we can't afford to take risks. The health of men could be at risk. Let's proceed with vaginal swabs at various depths, including the cervix."

Melissa didn’t like the sound of that. The restraints were making her shoulders ache and she had hoped she would be let out of this medieval contraption soon. And this sounded like it would take time and she would be stuck in this for longer.

She heard Killian murmuring something to Nala. “Ah, I see it.” She heard Nala’s voice again. “Interesting.”

Then the vet continued, "We should also perform anal swabs. It's essential to be thorough in our approach."

This was getting worse by the minute.

"Good thinking," the head nurse concurred. "Should Killian perform these? Learning examination techniques is part of his internship objectives."

"Yes, that would be beneficial," the vet said. "And Nala should take this opportunity to learn these techniques as well. We should make the most of this educational moment."

"I'll demonstrate the procedure," the head nurse stated. “That way we provide a thorough examination of the livestock and we also help these two meet their training objectives.”

“A win-win situation,” the vet agreed.

Melissa didn’t like where this was going at all. Her vagina was still pried open with the speculum for everyone passing by to casually look into and instead of this being over it was getting worse every time these people agreed on something. It was certainly not a win-win situation for her. Fucking Health Office. More like Hell Office, she thought and sighed.

"Okay, but let's take a fifteen-minute break first," Killian suggested.

“Agreed, I need one too. We’ll meet again in fifteen minutes,” the head nurse said.

With some effort, Melissa lifted her upper body from the table and turned towards them.
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“Can I be let out of this?” she begged. “I’ve been locked into this thing for so long now. My shoulders are aching.”

But it was too late. The group had their backs to her and were on their way. There was a lot of commotion in the white hall as usual and they were talking to each other, so they didn’t hear Melissa’s pleas for relief from her bonds.

Melissa tried to expel the speculum they had left in her by contracting her pelvic muscles, but it wouldn't move.

The hall was so busy that, minutes later, another group of nurses arrived with a dog in a transport cage. These nurses were complaining about the lack of available workbenches.

They spotted Melissa on the workbench. She was unattended but still clamped down. One of the nurses checked her ears and found the ear tag. He gently turned her head to the right so the ear tag was on top and tucked her hair behind her ear so the ear tag was readable. He checked the number on it with the papers on his clipboard.

“This is Miss Maurer," he said to the others. “She doesn’t have anything urgent scheduled for today.”

They decided that having her wait on the workbench was a waste of workspace. Melissa should have been put into storage when she wasn’t actively being processed. But her handlers were nowhere to be seen.

They decided to release her from the restraints. One nurse unlocked the restraining device. Melissa sighed with relief, stretching her shoulders as the nurse reattached her ankle chains.

She tried to pull out the speculum, but it was stuck. They had left the speculum fully expanded in her vagina and the blades were slightly bent outward as they went in. So when she tried pulling it out, it was stretching her vagina and that was uncomfortable. Killian hadn’t lubricated it, which made pulling it out painful. She looked down, but couldn’t make out the mechanism that was locking it open in her. She might be able to force it out, but it would hurt.

The nurse noticed her struggle and instructed her to stop. He directed her to go on all fours and spread her legs. From behind, he unscrewed the speculum, and gently pulled it out.

Meanwhile, the dog was released from its cage. Melissa, now hobbled, was released from the leash that was chaining her to the workbench and directed to enter the dog's cage.

The dog’s cage was a generous size for a dog, but it would be cramped for a human like Melissa. She protested, at first. She begged them to chain her to one of the posts instead, but she was told those were not meant for storage and may be needed as well.

Melissa saw the cattle prods on their belts. She hated these devices. The cattle prods only existed to make her feel pain. She had had a taste of them yesterday when Killian had shocked her for his amusement. She did not want to feel them again. So she maneuvered awkwardly into the cage, which was smaller than the transport cage that had been used to bring her here. The cage smelled like dog. She wished they had at least wiped it down before they forced her into it.

The nurse closed the cage door in front of her face and locked it. Then he rolled the cage under the table and they proceeded to process the dog.



When the head nurse, Nala and Killian returned from their break, they saw that the workbench was occupied and Melissa had been caged under the table.

Seeing that all work areas were in use, they decided to delay Melissa's treatment until later when the facility would be less crowded.

Melissa remained caged and forced into a kneeling position with her upper body bent forward, supported by her elbows and forearms. The cage was too low for her to sit up straight. Her legs were tucked beneath her, and the tight space prevented her from finding a comfortable sitting position. The metal floor was harsh on her knees and lower legs. She managed to turn to one side and assumed a fetal position with her side on the floor instead, which spread her weight more evenly and offered some relief.

Once the dog's treatment was completed, the nurses brought in a new cage, secured the dog inside it, and placed it next to Melissa under the table.

Then, a loud beep signaled the start of the lunch break. The staff began to leave the white hall, and Melissa was left waiting in her cage.

In her fetal position the cage's bars pushed into her back, which wasn't an issue at first but became increasingly bothersome. She managed to shift away from them, avoiding contact. However, lying on one side for an extended period was uncomfortable, so she eventually repositioned herself back into the bent-forward kneeling pose before curling into a fetal position facing the opposite direction.

Melissa was anxious. She hated being caged. Adding to her distress was the uncertainty of how long she'd be confined in this small cage. Initially, she had hoped to be released after Killian's fifteen-minute break, but that hope had faded when she saw him return only to leave again. Now, with the lunch break underway, she felt that powerless frustration once more. She realized she would be stuck in this cramped cage, and no one would tend to her, for roughly an hour.



After an hour, another beep signaled the end of the lunch break, and employees began returning. Melissa anticipated being processed next, but another group quickly took over the workbench before the head nurse could.

Melissa spent most of her time waiting in the cage, but every so often, she would shift her position to alleviate the persistent pressure on her body. However, she was unable to stretch her legs or arms, and she desperately needed to stretch her legs and had to pee; the water she had drunk earlier was now pressing for release.



Later, Killian came by and wheeled Melissa's cage to another workbench that had just become available.

Upon releasing her from the cage, she found it difficult to stand since her legs had gone numb. She managed to pull herself up holding onto the workbench, standing unsteadily and feeling pins and needles in her legs as circulation returned. She stretched and urgently requested permission to urinate before any more examination could proceed.

The head nurse decided it was a good time to collect the urine sample that had originally been scheduled for later today. She tasked Killian with collecting it.

Killian handed her two cups, one for the primary sample and another for any overflow.

Melissa stood on the workbench and squatted. She awkwardly tried to position the cup in front of her vagina so it would catch her urine stream but she was unable to get a stream going.

When she finally felt like it was coming, Killian started complaining.

“I’m so fed up with this. The game is starting soon. Why can’t the head nurse have someone else do this crap.”

“I’m sorry, Sir, I’m doing my best here.”

“No, it is fine. It is not your fault. Like she could have asked Nala to do this. I just want the internship certificate. All this just to get a piece of paper. It’s ridiculous.”

"Yes, Sir," Melissa wished Killian would stop talking. His chatter was making it impossible for her to urinate; her bladder just wouldn't cooperate under his watch.

“I’m not even getting paid for this. Can you believe it?”

She tried to focus on how her bladder felt when she had been caged, to feel the urgency, hoping this would trigger the flow. Just as she thought she might succeed, the dog from earlier was walked by her table. Recognizing her, it started barking at her, causing her to freeze up again.

Killian was becoming impatient, “Come on princess, I can’t wait all day for you!”

“Please Sir, I really want to pee, but I can’t with all the commotion around me. Could I not do this in private in a bathroom, Sir?“

"You can do this with a cattle prod," he laughed, poking her side with it, but not turning it on. "Especially if I miss the game 'cause you can't even pee. It's just peeing, for crying out loud."

Melissa shrieked at the touch of the cattle prod. She was so terrified of the sudden touch of the cattle prod that she dropped the cup and started peeing involuntarily onto the table. Overcome with embarrassment, she hastily tried to salvage the situation by picking it up again with her shaking hands and catching the stream in it.

Once the first cup was full, she started filling the second, her hands trembling from self-consciousness and nerves. She knew messing up would mean repeating this ordeal.

“We have enough now, you can stop.”

“I can’t!” She hurriedly emptied out the first cup in the sink so she could reuse it.

“First you can’t start, then you can’t stop,” Killian teased. ”You need a ‘can do’ attitude. At least that’s what the head nurse tells me.”

Killian labeled and sealed the cup with the urine sample. He then used a hose to rinse both Melissa and the workbench, cleaning up the urine that Melissa had spilled during her panic induced by the cattle prod. After that, he took the cup away, leaving Melissa, now wet, chained to the table.



The head nurse stood at the workbench with Killian and Nala, preparing an array of what looked like overlong cotton ear swabs for Melissa's examination.

Killian and Nala took turns swabbing Melissa's vagina at various depths, then carefully placing each swab into a vial and labeling it.

Melissa could tell who was swabbing her by the sensation in her vagina. Nala was gentle, perhaps empathizing due to her own anatomy, while Killian's approach was rougher, scraping more forcefully against her vaginal walls.

The restraining pillory was holding her immobile even when Killian was scratching against her vaginal walls with the cotton swab and even when he was poking it into her cervix. She grunted but she couldn’t move away without hurting herself in the device.

“Fuck. I’m missing the game. Fuck.”

“Killian! You can’t talk like that here.”

“Why not? It’s all because of her gangbangs. If she hadn’t had a gangbang two days ago we wouldn’t need to do this and I could be out of here.”

“I didn’t have a gangbang.”

"We don't know what we're dealing with, Killian. It's crucial we analyze this."

Melissa reflected on how this situation arose. Originally, there had been no plans for these swabs; they were only doing this because they had discovered Arbek's semen in her. He had bribed his way into the facility to have sex with her, and now, where was he? Likely enjoying the beach or having drinks with friends. Meanwhile, she was here, chained to a workbench, subjected to strangers poking her in her vagina. They both had had sex, but this was only happening to her. Why was it always her who suffered the consequences, while Arbek seemed to escape unscathed? Why didn’t Arbek get swabbed for having sex? These were the thoughts swirling in Melissa's mind as she endured the ordeal.

Most of the time was not spent on swabbing Melissa but rather on labeling, note-taking, and organizing the vials on the holding board. Killian grumbled the game would be over by the time they finished. Melissa could feel his impatience by how rough he was when rubbing the swabs against the insides of her vagina.

Her left butt cheek was itching where the vaccines had been injected, but she couldn’t scratch herself. She considered asking them to scratch her, but decided she had not sunken that low yet.

Finally they moved on to do the swabs of her anus. She involuntarily tensed up at the perverse intimacy of a swab touching her there. Even when she tensed her sphincter muscle, she could not stop the swabs from invading her anus. They would just push through. She couldn’t move in the restraint; movement in the restraints would only cause her pain. She struggled not to strain against her bonds, trembling with anxiety over her lack of control, her breaths coming in short, sharp gasps from the discomfort and her anger at her treatment.

Nala and Killian took turns pushing the swabs in at two different depths and Melissa could feel every centimeter of their swabs’ journeys. And even though they only went one and three centimeters in respectively, they felt to her as if they were probing deep inside of her.

Melissa was trembling with the anticipation of this invasion of her being over. She tried to focus on something else, distract herself somehow, but every time another swab touched her anus her mind brought her back into the present, and focused her on how it was being pushed into her.

Once they finished, they summoned the head nurse who inspected their work. She criticized Killian for his illegible handwriting and for not using permanent markers on the vial labels, rendering his samples unusable. Fortunately, Nala's work was acceptable. However, the head nurse scolded him for it and said that he would be doing all of this over again next week. He would not get away with this. She would no longer be tolerating his lackadaisical attitude to work.

“We will practice this over and over until you get it right. I’m not letting you get away with this again,” the head nurse told Killian.

After the head nurse left, Killian shook his head and said “Fuck this, I’m out of here.” And to Melissa, ”See you on Monday,” and left.

Nala released her from the restraining device, and Melissa felt immense relief as she could finally straighten her shoulders and no longer had her private areas exposed for examination. She scratched at her buttock where she had received the vaccines earlier.

Nala shackled her ankles again and unlocked the chain from the headboard. She led Melissa back to the barn, took off her restraints there and locked her in for the night.

In her stall Melissa found two containers, one with her lunch and another with her dinner and four bottles of water. She was hungry and ate the brown rice with sorghum and peppers. She checked the bucket and found that it had been emptied. She laid down on her bed and tried to process the events of the day.


19. The Weekend

Saturday

Melissa awoke from her troubled sleep, plagued by recurring nightmares of the previous day's events: being locked in a cage, secured in the cruel restraining device, subjected to invasive probes, and losing control of her bladder under the threat of a cattle prod. She listened for any footsteps, but there weren’t any. She had been cycling in and out of sleep, each time waking up in a sweat with her heart racing.

The faint light of dawn seeped through the high windows. Thirsty, she uncapped one of the water bottles and drank.

She then moved to the bucket to pee. As she did, memories flashed back to the previous day's ordeal, particularly the moment when Killian had jabbed her with the cattle prod. The sudden shock had sent her into a panic. Even now, just thinking about it made her heart race.

It wasn't just the pain from the cattle prod that disturbed her; the sting was sharp and unpleasant, it was the violation of having to urinate into a cup under someone’s supervision in an exposed environment. She had attempted to block out her surroundings, convincing herself of some semblance of privacy to allow her body to relax and urinate. The cattle prod's shock, therefore, was all the more jarring, and part of her panic stemmed from her involuntary loss of bladder control in full view of others.

Melissa's fingers traced the outline of the collar, thinking about how this was locked on her neck for three days now. She couldn’t wait for it to come off. She was still not used to it, and it was such a strange idea that she had this piece of steel locked on her neck that she couldn’t remove. She wondered how long she would be forced to wear this. If Arbek didn’t find a way to get her out, it would be locked on her for another eleven days around her throat. Eleven more days! When she agreed to the ruse she could not have imagined in her wildest dreams that she would be locked in a collar for two weeks.

The same when she had been forced to strip off all her clothes. It might be eleven days before she got a chance to put some clothes on if Arbek couldn’t get her out of here. She was usually not naked for longer than the duration of a shower. She tried to remember what the longest had been. That must have been when she had tried to sleep naked. It would have been from around eleven in the evening until seven in the morning, so eight hours of nudity. She didn’t manage to stick with the practice because she got cold easily. Whenever a part of her had not been covered by the blanket it would get cold. She did not like it, so she only slept naked the one time. Now she was already naked for three days straight. At least here it wasn’t cold. She was always surrounded by warm air.

When she was done peeing, she got up. As she was naked there was no garment to pull up, just as there had nothing to undress when she had sat down to pee. They hadn’t given her anything to wipe, so she went to the bars and stood there waiting for the residual moisture to dry.

She gripped the bars and felt the cool steel against her palms. The barn was quiet, and she could see the morning light in the window on the ceiling above. Her hearing felt sharp, and she thought she could hear footsteps and some commotion far away, but no one was entering the part of the barn she was in.

Melissa touched her ear tag. The pain was gone, the swelling had subsided, and although it was mildly uncomfortable when she tugged at it, the discomfort was bearable. She examined the tag, searching for any way to remove it, but the metal rod that had pierced her ear was surrounded by hard plastic.

Glancing across the aisle, she noticed a sheep in the diagonal stall watching her. She reached her hand through the bars in a friendly gesture, waving to capture its attention. The sheep, disinterested, lowered its head and ambled away. Melissa then scanned the other stalls, hoping for some companionship, but the other animals were indifferent to her presence, none paid her any attention.

Melissa enjoyed the peace. Yesterday had been stressful for her. She didn’t like that she was caged like this, but at least no one was picking her up today to poke her in her private places.

Her stomach grumbled with hunger, but she had already eaten all the food left for her the day before. She'd have to wait for someone to come and feed her again.

Returning to her bed, she lay down, with little else to occupy her time. She turned to masturbation, using the calm after her climax to lull herself back to sleep and escape the tedium.

She woke up again when she heard the door to the barn open. There was some noise, but she couldn't see the source from her stall. She heard doors creaking and the sound of water spraying.

The workers continued their tasks, and as they drew nearer, she could observe their activities from her stall. They were opening each pen, removing the old hay, and then hosing down the floors to clean them. Eventually, they reached her stall.

One of the men glanced at her and grinned. "Room service!" he called out.

He approached and said, "Stand at the bars."

Melissa complied, moving to the bars. He pulled out handcuffs and instructed, "Extend your hands out of the stall."

She stretched her hands through the bars, and he cuffed them with one bar between her wrists which prevented her from pulling back and forced her to stand at the bars of her stall.

He then opened the door, collected the empty food containers, and placed them in the wheelbarrow with the other trash. He removed her bucket, setting it outside her stall, before entering with a hose to wash down the floor. Melissa watched from her restrained position as the cool water flowed around her feet into the gutter that ran along the corridor.

Next, he sprayed Melissa from behind while she was still locked to the bars. Despite the water's coolness, she didn't mind; it was a refreshing relief from the barn's warmth. Not once since her enslavement has she been able to clean herself. She has only been cleaned by others and then in ways more demeaning than she could have imagined when she was free. He sprayed her hair, then her body from head to toe.

"Spread your legs," he commanded.

The order still felt incredibly rude to Melissa, but she complied, and he parted her butt cheeks with one hand and directed the spray there. Melissa kept her eyes on the ground, silently hoping for this to end soon. As the water hit her anus, she vowed to herself that once free, she'd never take a private shower for granted again. She would savor every moment.

Then, he tugged her back by her hair, stretching her arms as far as the cuffs allowed. He sprayed her armpits, breasts, abdomen, and vagina. After that, he left her standing there, water dripping off her.

While the first man was busy, the second man removed the mattress from Melissa's bed and carried it out of the barn. The first man then took the bucket and walked away, leaving Melissa handcuffed to the bars, dripping wet.

Eventually, the first man returned with the bucket, placing it in a corner of her stall. He also had a roll of toilet paper.

"You should've had this for hygiene," he said, pointing it out.

Melissa replied, "No one gave me one. I didn't know I could have toilet paper. I'm so used to not having any rights, I didn't know what I could ask for."

"You should've asked, obviously everybody needs toilet paper," he retorted.

He moved on to the next stall to continue his work. The second man came back with a fresh mattress and placed it on the bed.

Then he left, closing Melissa's stall door behind him. He intended to uncuff her but was called away by the first man who needed assistance. Only after they finished with the adjacent stall did he return to release her from the bars. Melissa was frustrated at being left standing there so long but said out of obligation, "Thank you, Sir."

The warmth of the barn, combined with the moisture from the hosing, turned the barn into a humid, almost steamy environment.

Melissa pressed her head against the bars, trying to catch a glimpse of what was happening at the next stall, but the walls extending past her bars blocked her view. She paced around her stall for a bit before lying down on her bed with the fresh mattress.

Eventually, the men finished their work in all the stalls and left the barn.



Later, a man came into the barn with a wheelbarrow to refill the animals' troughs, a routine Melissa had observed the previous day. Starving, she was thrilled at the prospect of being fed soon. When he arrived at her cage, she positioned herself by the feeding hatch. He pushed three food containers and six water bottles through the slot.

Melissa was hungry and opened one of the containers. Inside were bell peppers stuffed with cooked lentils, brown rice, and mushrooms. She began eating, her mind wandering to the salted peanuts she had enjoyed from Killian's hand the day before. Oh, she would love to have those again.

She drank water from one of the bottles to wash down her meal.

No one else visited the barn during the day, and it remained quiet, with only the occasional animal noise disturbing the peace. Melissa had expected someone might come to take her outside for some fresh air and a walk, but no one did.

There was nothing to do. During the long hours of the day, she masturbated occasionally and ate the other meals. She spent most of her time lying on her bed. She thought about Arbek and his friends, wondering what they might be up to. Were they still working on getting her out, or were they enjoying themselves?

With some dread, she considered what would happen the following week. No one had given her details, but she knew one thing for sure: Killian would be practicing anal and vaginal swabs on her. She had despised that procedure. She had loathed every aspect of it. She hated the restraining device that kept her in that uncomfortable, humiliating position. She hadn't even known such devices existed until she arrived here. She hated that a man was performing it, and of all people, Killian, a young man her age, the one who had zapped her for fun with his cattle prod, was practicing his examination techniques on her. She hated having her vagina pried open for others to gawk at, and the anal swabs were even worse. Nothing was supposed to go in there; no one should see it. It was delicate tissue, and this guy would be pushing his cotton swabs deep inside her until the head nurse was satisfied he had done everything correctly. She would have done anything to avoid those cotton swabs, to not feel the intrusion. But the restraining device was made of hard steel, holding her tightly so that any attempt at movement caused it to bite into her painfully. Thus, she had no choice but to do her utmost to remain still if she wanted to avoid the pain.

And Killian, who would be performing this procedure on her, was probably enjoying himself at the beach right now, as she had overheard him telling a colleague. Meanwhile, she was spending her weekend locked in her stall in the barn. He was likely having a lie-in and drinking coffee in the morning while she had been cuffed to the bars and hosed down.

She watched the light in the windows above slowly fade until it grew dark.

She hadn't done much that day, but as night fell, she still felt tired and went to sleep.



Sunday

Melissa awoke once more and went through her usual morning routine of urinating. This time, she had toilet paper, which allowed her to clean herself.

She returned to bed. As it got brighter, she got up again and did some stretching exercises, attempting some push-ups to keep her muscles active. She recalled her past yoga classes and tried to replicate the poses she remembered.

She came to realize she enjoyed the liberating sensation of being unclothed. She had heard of nudists who embraced nudity for the feeling rather than for sexual reasons. Previously, she hadn't considered this lifestyle. The thought of undressing publicly just for the experience had been foreign to her; she wouldn't have wanted anyone to believe she took pleasure in nudity, as it didn't fit her self-image of propriety. However, in this place, nudity was not a choice but an imposition. Although she loathed her enslavement, it relieved her of the burden of choosing nudity, enabling her to experience a certain joy in it. She wouldn't have felt this way when initially stripped, but now on her fourth day without clothes, the initial shock of humiliation had lessened, and she began to understand the pleasures that nudists might find in their practice.

Arbek had always enjoyed seeing her without clothes. Even after they had sex, he would mischievously stop her from getting dressed by snatching away the garments and nudging her back onto the bed to keep her unclothed. In the past few days, she had been seen naked by more people than at any other time in her life, which had begun to desensitize her. Perhaps this was beneficial. The feeling of liberation it brought, especially since Arbek liked it too, made her decide to continue this practice even after he freed her from being a slave. She might spend more time naked in his company, and they would both enjoy it.

Two men entered the barn. They were replacing the hay on the floor, working more efficiently than the day before, only updating the hay in select stalls. When they got to Melissa's stall, they cuffed her to the bars once more, and she was hosed down like the previous day. One of the men removed her bucket, leaving her tethered to the bars until he returned.

Upon his return, he set the empty bucket back in a corner, closed her stall door, and released her from the cuffs.

Later, the barn door swung open once more, and two men began distributing food. Although she tried to maintain composure, her stomach anticipated the meal, making her hungry. By the time they arrived at her stall, she was keen to be fed, standing at the bars in anticipation. When the man with the food containers approached, she was at the food slot, eager to receive them as soon as they were passed through the feeding slot.

After they finished distributing food throughout the barn, she watched them leave down the corridor while she sat on her bed next to the bars. She was left alone in her stall.

She wondered if that was all that would happen. Would no one come to take her out? It seemed she would spend the weekend locked in her stall. But then again, none of the animals had been let out either; they were all confined to their stalls, waiting to be further processed on Monday. She thought about calling out to see if anyone would respond, with the intention of requesting to be let out.

Melissa was restless. She couldn't just lie down on the bed all day. She wanted to pace around her stall, but it was too small for that. She needed to move. She did some jumping jacks, but they made her sweat, and she had no way to clean herself. She would have to wait until the next day to be hosed off again.

Boredom clawed at her, pushing her to consider calling out for someone to release her. The thought of being locked away for the entire weekend, utterly alone, was maddening. She strained her ears, hoping for any human sound beyond the animal noises that surrounded her.

The fear of punishment for creating a disturbance made her hesitate, but desperation overcame her caution. She called out tentatively, her voice weak with the hope of being heard. But there was only silence. She then raised her voice and called out again, waiting for any sign of acknowledgment. Still, there was nothing. The animals gave her fleeting glances before dismissing her as no threat. She was just another caged creature like themselves.

She reflected on how just four days ago she had been free, never confined to any space, able to go outside whenever she wished. Now, after being locked in this cell for so long, the loss of that freedom gnawed at her spirit. She vowed to herself that she would never take her freedom for granted again. Losing her freedom had taught her its true value. In her confinement, freedom was all she longed for. Once she regained it, she would value her liberty.

Melissa's thoughts drifted to Killian, likely enjoying the sun at the beach, while Arbek and his friends were probably having their own fun somewhere else. Here she was, confined within her three by three meter cell where her cries went unheard. The stark contrast between their lives struck her as absurd, a bitter irony that brought a wave of mirthless amusement. She felt the urge to laugh, but the laughter that bubbled up inside her was devoid of joy, so she suppressed it.

Melissa went to the bars and did some squats. She couldn’t lie on the bed all day. She felt sad of what had become of her. She was young and should be enjoying her life with her boyfriend. Instead, she was locked away in isolation for an entire weekend. She hadn’t seen anything but the inside of her stall the entire weekend. And when she would be let out on Monday, it would be to bring her into the white hall so Killian could clamp her down with this torture device and practice his demeaning examination techniques on her. Melissa felt despair. She was going to be here for two weeks. Was that what they would be like? She was already losing her mind after only four days. She would have another week of torturous medical procedures ahead of her and then another weekend in solitary confinement like now. She pondered if she would emerge from this place unchanged, or if it would break her in some fundamental way.

She herself couldn’t do anything to expedite her getting out of the Health Office. She had no influence on anything that would be done to her here. Apparently they could just lock her in her stall for the weekend, and she just had to accept it. Her helplessness infuriated her. She pulled and pushed the bars of her stall as hard as she could. She wanted to kick them, but naked as she was she would have hurt herself, so she stopped herself.

She sank to her knees. Kneeling was uncomfortable on the cement floor, so she sat down instead and leaned against the bars with her back. Her hair, damp with sweat, clung to her face, her gaze fixed on the wall, a hollow emptiness filling her.

How did this happen to me? She thought bitterly. She regretted the slave ruse so much. If she had never met Arbek, she wouldn't be in this mess. Her ex-boyfriend would never have led her into such foolishness. He had never gotten her into any trouble. She reminisced about him. They had met in school, been together for years, and her parents had liked him. They had hoped the two would have a future that would bring them grandchildren. Life with her ex was simple, but the spark had faded. She had stayed out of habit, but she had been bored.

Melissa had felt suffocated at home under the watchful eyes of her overbearing parents. They had not allowed her to grow into her own person, questioned the choices she made and wanted to control every aspect of her existence. When her mother started talking about her having babies with her boyfriend at the time, it made her feel she was heading for a future in which her life would be controlled as well.

Upon graduating from school, Melissa secured a place at a university in another town. When she moved, people saw her as dedicated, sacrificing the closeness with her boyfriend and her family. She let them believe this narrative, but in truth, moving was her liberation, not a sacrifice. It was her first taste of real freedom.

University life was like a breath of fresh air. Not because of the lectures, they were boring, but because she enjoyed her newfound independence, her relationship with her housemates, and the absence of her parents' controlling presence. She avoided trips back to her hometown, realizing she didn't miss the stifling environment or even her boyfriend at the time. This revelation was initially surprising, but as time passed, she began to envision a life without him. With her attractiveness, she was invited to parties. But she didn’t sleep around, she simply liked to meet new people.

Then Markus came along. She gave him a chance and went on a few platonic dates with him to see if he would make a good next boyfriend. Markus had wanted more, but he had reminded her too much of her boyfriend at home, and she was looking for something different. So she couldn't commit. It was then that Arbek walked into her life.

Arbek was the opposite of her boyfriend. Not only was he black, but he was fun, vibrant, an excellent dancer with rhythm, unlike her boyfriend's awkward attempts. Arbek was always up for going out. He never said that he was tired and wanted to stay home like her boyfriend. And his physique alone sent shivers of excitement through her.

And so the two contenders to be her next boyfriend were Arbek and Markus. She had to make a choice between them. Markus was too similar to her current boyfriend, and she wanted to experience something else. So she chose to be with Arbek and she stopped seeing Markus. She also ended the relationship with her boyfriend, telling him that they had drifted apart, and it was time for them to move on.

But here in Grabesh, she realized Arbek had other contrasting qualities. He didn't think things through like her ex, and wasn't as intelligent. And without a loving bond, she worried he might abandon her. He had promised to rescue her the day before, which was like a lifeline to her, but without a strong emotional connection, her anxiety about relying on him persisted.

She felt tired and although it was still daylight she went to her bed and laid down. She managed to fall asleep eventually.

When she woke up again she could tell from the orange glow on the ceiling that the sun was setting. She got up and had another container of food.

She went to the bars and called out again for someone to come for her. This time she called as loud as she could. She was unsure if she could be punished for this, but she was willing to risk it for a chance at fresh air, for a brief escape from her cell. Her cries echoed back unanswered.

She fervently hoped her parents would never learn of her enslavement. If they did, they'd force her to return home and never allow her to leave again. They would use this incident as leverage against her for the rest of her life. Any disagreement with her choices would be met with reminders of where her decisions had led. No, she decided, her parents must remain oblivious to this disaster under all circumstances.

She remembered the nude photos taken of her on Friday from various angles. They informed her these images would be stored in her file, accessible to anyone who scanned her chip, along with her medical records. She realized it was even worse: Her file could also be accessed via the ID on her ear tag. It didn’t even need to be scanned. Anyone who saw her ear tag could read the ID. And if they knew what it meant, they could get her medical data and naked pictures of her. She knew she had to somehow remove that ear tag before anyone back home could see it.

If anyone found out that she had been enslaved here, they might try to get hold of these pictures and she would never recover from that.

No, no one at home could know what had happened here. If people found these pictures and they got to her parents, she couldn’t even imagine the nightmare she would be in.

If she had stayed with her ex-boyfriend, this would never have happened. If she had chosen Markus over Arbek, this would also never have happened. She understood that it had been her urge to break away from her old life and her inexperience that had led her here. But she was over it now. Once she was back in England it would be too late to revisit things with Markus. He hadn’t taken it well that she had rejected him. But next time someone like him came around, she promised herself she would be open to him. She had learned her lesson here, she told herself.

No one came for her and it got darker. Melissa was alone in her thoughts, and eventually she fell asleep for the night.


20. Monday

The next morning, Melissa saw Nala come to her stall. She hadn’t left the stall all weekend. She had already received her breakfast container and eaten.

As Nala unlocked her stall, Melissa assumed the submissive position, lying flat on the ground with her hands turned up beside her head and her legs slightly spread.

"Good morning, Melissa," Nala said.

"Good morning, Ma'am," Melissa responded from the cement floor, her gaze fixed on Nala's shoes.

“How are you?”

“I’m fine, Ma’am,” Melissa replied.

She was anything but fine. She had been locked in her stall for the entire weekend, not once had she been allowed out. The men who had cared for her had barely spoken a word to her. Even prisoners in solitary confinement were let out of their cells once a day. But Nala had deposited her into this cage Friday afternoon and she had been locked in here the entire weekend until now.

Melissa knew Nala would take her to the white hall where she would endure more unspeakable procedures. However, before reaching there, there was the outdoor area between the barn and the main Health Office building. She would breathe fresh air and feel the sun on her skin for the first time since Friday. Nala would likely chain her to the post, and while being hosed down, she would savor the outdoors as much as possible.

Nala approached Melissa's feet and fastened ankle chains on her. Melissa knew she was never allowed out of her cage unchained.

“Get up,” she ordered Melissa.

Melissa stood up, and Nala attached a leash to her. After the inventory clerk scanned her chip from his desk, they left the barn. Melissa took a deep breath, savoring the fresh air which was a sharp contrast to the barn's animal odors. The sun's warmth on her naked skin felt comforting. Nala guided her to the cleaning area and fastened her leash to the chaining post.

Nala hosed Melissa down thoroughly, leading her through the standard positions: facing forward with legs apart and hands clasped behind her head, then spreading her labia for Nala to spray in between, followed by turning to face away, standing upright for her back to be cleaned, then bending over to spread her buttocks. After this, Nala provided Melissa with a shampoo bottle from a nearby shelf to apply soap. Once lathered, she was rinsed again with Nala directing her through the poses once more to wash away the soap.

They then headed to the main building of the Health Office. The cleanliness was a refreshing contrast to the soap-free hose-downs she had experienced over the weekend. Melissa looked forward to when Arbek would free her, and she could clean herself in private and being hosed off like this would be unimaginable once again.

There, Nala chained Melissa to a workbench and gave her a towel to dry off.

"Killian will take care of you when he arrives later," Nala informed her and placed the restraining device on the workbench for Killian to use when he arrived later. Then she left.

Melissa dried herself from the earlier wash, then sat chained to the table, waiting. She eyed the restraining device with a sense of dread, fully aware of what awaited her once she was locked into it.



Melissa waited on the table but no one came. Killian was probably late, nothing to be surprised about. She thought how if Killian had been on time, she could probably be halfway through the torturous procedure by now.

Half an hour later, Nala returned.

"Change of plans," she announced, holding transport chains. "Lay on your back."

Melissa did as she was told and asked, "What has changed?"

"It looks like you'll be shipped off," Nala explained as she prepared the travel restraints.

“What?” Melissa brought her wrists together over her abdomen for cuffing.

"The vet just told me you'll be sent to an outstation of the Health Office," Nala said while snapping the cuffs around her wrists. She then moved to cuff Melissa's ankles. The central chain was so short that it pulled Melissa's hands down to her pubic area.

"But why?" Melissa was alarmed. She loathed being at the Health Office, but at least it was a familiar hell. She knew the place and her captors. The idea of being transported to an unknown outstation was disorienting. This sudden change was deeply unsettling, and as always, she was the last to know, discovering her fate only as it unfolded.

“The vet said it would be cheaper to hold you there for the rest of your quarantine period,“ Nala explained while locking her ankles into the travel restraints.

Melissa was now fully restrained, her wrists and ankles cuffed and connected by a tight central chain. This setup prevented her from lifting her hands above her navel, and even that limited movement forced the ankle cuffs to slide up her legs as far as they could go.

“And whatever remaining tests are needed can be done there too.”

Nala unlocked the hobble chain she had been already wearing so only the travel restraints remained. She went back to check Melissa’s cuffs. She pushed the cuffs against Melissa’s hands to see if she could slip the cuffs and was satisfied that they were tight enough so Melissa would not be able to escape the travel restraints.

“Get up,” Nala instructed.

Nala helped Melissa sit up on the workbench and unlocked the chain from the headboard. Then, she helped Melissa get down from the workbench and took the chain to use it as a leash.

"Come, let's go," Nala said, and they left the white hall. The tight hobble chain of the travel restraints forced Melissa to take half steps, requiring Nala to slow her pace so Melissa could keep up.

As they passed by the bathroom, Nala stopped and directed Melissa into it.

"Empty your bladder," she instructed, following Melissa in and secured the leash around a support rail in front of the toilet with a carabiner after lifting the toilet lid.

Melissa was relieved for the bathroom break, though she wished she wasn't in travel restraints for it. She sat on the toilet, and Nala stepped out to afford her some privacy. When Melissa finished, she realized she couldn't reach the toilet paper while seated due to her restraints, so she had to stand, turn around, and grab some to clean herself. She also struggled to reach the flush lever, which required her to move awkwardly to the side of the toilet, but her leash didn’t allow her to reach it. It wasn't locked to the rail, only secured by a carabiner, but she knew tampering with it would lead to trouble, so she just closed the toilet lid. She was unable to wash her hands because of her restraints. She called for Nala. When Nala returned, Melissa explained her predicament, and Nala flushed the toilet for her.

Nala escorted Melissa back to the room where she had first woken up four days prior upon arriving at the Health Office. It was filled with rows of cages. Nala directed Melissa towards an empty one, identical to the cage she had been brought here in.

Nala detached the leash from Melissa's collar.

“It was nice to meet you, Melissa,” Nala said and gave her a hug. Melissa, restricted by her travel restraints, could only lean into the embrace.

“Thanks for the Grabesian food and for standing up for me to Killian,” Melissa replied.

“Of course,” Nala said and smiled. “I hope your owner frees you like you said.”

Melissa nodded in acknowledgment.

Nala then opened the cage door, and Melissa crawled inside. She would depart from the Health Office in the same way she had arrived: chained, naked and caged. Nala shut the door and locked it. She reached through the bars to stroke Melissa's hair one final time. "Goodbye," she said before walking away.

Melissa sat cross-legged with one leg up and leaned against the bars of the cage and waited. Every now and then nurses came in to pick up animals from one of the other cages and took them out for processing.



Melissa spent what felt like hours waiting in the cage, with no way to gauge the passage of time. She changed positions several times, from sitting to kneeling with her head down, but mostly she lay on her back with her legs bent, her feet pressed against the cage bars. She longed for her stall where she had at least some freedom to move. Instead, she was chained and confined to this cramped space, waiting to be transported.

The door finally opened, and someone entered with a dolly. Melissa sat up, peering through the bars.

“Karel?”

"Hey, Melissa!" Karel chuckled upon seeing her. "Nice to see you again!"

He approached her cage, pushing his dolly which carried two cages with animals.

“Time to go, huh?” he said.

"I guess," Melissa replied, her feelings mixed. She had hated her time at the Health Office, but leaving didn't bring relief, only uncertainty about what might await her at her new destination, possibly something even worse.

Karel unloaded the animals from the dolly near her.

"I picked these up from the port early this morning," Karel explained. Then he returned for her.

“Where are you taking me this time?”

"To Zawadi," Karel answered. Melissa had never heard of Zawadi.

He then maneuvered her cage onto his dolly and wheeled her out of the Health Office through the delivery entrance into a parking lot. The sun's warmth touched her skin through the cage bars. The dolly's wheels made a loud, rumbling sound on the stone tiles. Karel pushed her towards his van, parked just a few meters away. He opened the cargo hold, lowered the ramp, and wheeled the dolly up it, then carefully placed Melissa's cage inside, securing it to the side of the van.

He shut the door to the cargo hold, got into the drivers cab and the van’s engine rumbled to life and they left the premises of the Health Office.


21. Reunited

They drove for only a short while before the van came to a stop. It backed up and turned, moved a few meters, and halted again. Karel exited the vehicle. Melissa could faintly hear voices, but she couldn't discern any words. After some time, the cargo door opened, and Karel entered. He unstrapped her cage, placed it on the dolly, and wheeled her out of the van down the ramp. The brightness outside was overwhelming, and the sun's warmth enveloped her.

"Melissa!" A familiar voice called out from behind her. She turned in her cage as best she could.

"Arbek? Arbek!" Melissa was in disbelief. She shifted to a kneeling position to get a better view, though the cage's height prevented her from sitting upright and gripped the cage's bars. She saw Tariq standing beside him.

“Tariq! You’re here too!”

"I see you all know each other," Karel laughed, beginning to move Melissa's cage off the dolly. Arbek and Tariq quickly stepped in to lift it, ensuring it didn't hit the ground.

"Hey Amina, Zahara, come quick, she's here!" Tariq shouted.

"They've come to see you too," Tariq informed Melissa. "They went into the shop over there. I'm so glad we got you."

Melissa watched as two young black women crossed the road. Then, a third figure joined them, and she was stunned at the sight.

"Markus?" she said in disbelief. Melissa felt her muscles tense up involuntarily. She wanted to hide, but caged as she was she could not prevent them from witnessing her in her unfortunate state.

Tariq turned to look at the approaching group.

"Oh yeah, he came with us," Tariq explained.

Markus had dated Melissa a few times before she met Arbek. They had never been intimate, and despite Markus's desire for her to be his girlfriend, his similarity to her ex had prompted her to gently reject him. He hadn't taken the rejection well, especially not when she subsequently started seeing Arbek. Now, here he was, at a low point of her life, witnessing her being delivered—naked, chained, and caged—in what seemed to be a parking lot.

Why was she still locked in the cage, she wondered, why wasn't anyone letting her out? She tore her gaze away from Markus to see what Arbek was doing. He was showing Karel his passport and then signing something on a notepad that Karel held before him, treating her like a package delivery. Which, she realized, was exactly what she was right now. A package delivery by a courier.

Karel pulled an envelope from his shoulder bag and handed it to Arbek.

Meanwhile, Amina, Zahara, and Markus approached. Melissa looked up at them from within her cage.

“Hey guys,” she said, looking at them shyly.

Amina, with her slightly plump figure, had shoulder-length curly hair and a gentle face that reflected her kind nature. Zahara, on the other hand, was slender and athletic. Her hair was braided and went down to her waist. Both were Black Africans from Grabesh. Markus, a German of average build and height, stood by them. They all congregated around Melissa's cage.

Sweat formed on her skin from the stress of their gaze on her naked skin. At the same time she was grateful that her friends had come to her rescue. Yet, she remained shackled and caged, unable to actively participate in her own liberation, waiting for them to let her out of the cage. The women expressed their concern and joy.

"Oh, Melissa, I’m so glad we got you back."

"It is so great to see you again!"

"Are you okay?"

“We were so worried about you!”

“You have to tell us everything that happened to you!”

Markus stood there, his eyes fixed on Melissa as she sat helplessly in the cage, her hands gripping the bars. Melissa felt her stomach clench under his gaze as he was scrutinizing her naked skin, with no place for her to hide within the confines of her transport cage.

“Whoa, Mel, I’m glad they got you out of there,” he said, not really knowing what to say.

“Markus? What are you doing here?” Melissa was befuddled.

"May I, ladies?" Karel interjected gently, stepping between the two women and the cage. He unlocked it and swung the door open.

“Ah, finally,” Melissa sighed and crawled out on all fours, mindful of the tight travel chains to avoid any painful yank on her wrists. She felt the warm sand beneath her hands and legs. Her muscles were stiff as she rose up. She was grateful to finally be able to stand like everyone else even if she was a bit shaky. As she stood up, the central chain pulled her hands down to her pubic area and left her breasts exposed with relaxed nipples and pink areola.

"Is that an ear tag?" Amina asked, reaching to touch the plastic on Melissa's ear.

Melissa instinctively tried to lift her hands, but they were instantly caught by the central chain of her travel restraints.

"It has a number," Amina noted. "And there's something written here," she tilted the ear tag to see the other side.

"Ouch!" Melissa winced as the ear tag moved, pulling the central chain tight once more.

"Unlawful to remove," Amina read aloud.

"Careful, it hasn't fully healed yet. It's still swollen," Melissa explained.

"Oh, sorry, I didn't know," Amina released the ear tag.

"It's ok," Melissa replied.

"Do you guys need the cage?" Karel inquired.

"No, you can take it back," Arbek responded.

"Alrighty," Karel said, loading the cage and dolly back into the van.

"Can you get these chains off me?" Melissa snapped, her patience clearly exhausted as she stood surrounded by her friends, still bound by the confining travel restraints.

"Yeah, about that," Tariq started.

"We discussed this earlier," Arbek continued in a hushed tone. "Listen, Melissa, we took a huge risk getting you out of the Health Office like this, and we've broken several laws in the process. I'll go into the details later, but for now, it's critical we don't attract any attention. And that means you need to act like a slave."

Melissa tugged at her chains, frustration mounting. Arbek had the keys. Why wasn’t he releasing her from these tight chains? Why keep her in these restraints in front of everyone?

She heard Karel's van engine start and then drive away from the parking lot.

"What do you mean?" she asked, her voice laced with confusion.

“We need you to behave like a slave would,” Tariq explained. “I know it is hard for you to be naked, but if people see you with a collar and wearing clothes, this is illegal and people might notify the police. If the police are on our case they will find out that you should be in quarantine at the Health Office. Then they will find out that we got you out of the Health Office and we will all be in really big trouble. It is important that we don’t act suspiciously. And for that it is important that you behave like a slave. Ok? Don’t put on clothes and generally behave like a slave, ok?”

Melissa closed her eyes, letting out a sigh, overwhelmed by the influx of information and emotions. She was free from the Health Office, but standing naked in the sand of some parking lot felt surreal. And for some reason Markus was here, which added to her confusion. She tried to concentrate on what Tariq was saying. Her friends had got her out of the Health Office early, just as she had hoped, but they had risked a lot. They had even broken the law, and now they were asking her to not jeopardize their efforts by behaving in a way that could draw attention. She had to act like a slave because her collar marked her as one. She longed to wear clothes like her friends, but doing so would violate the local laws, potentially summoning the police. If the police came, they'd discover that she was supposed to be in quarantine, and her friends' actions would come to light, landing them in trouble because of her. She understood the rationale, but it was disheartening to realize that even now, among friends, she was expected to maintain the facade of being a slave.

“I see,” she finally said. “Ok, I will pretend to be a slave.”

"You really are a slave," Tariq said with a smile. "We're just asking you to behave like one for the time being."

“For now?” she asked.

“You're supposed to be at the Health Office for fourteen days,” he explained. “So you have ten more days to go. After the ten days your record will show that you have been released from the Health Office. After that, Arbek can free you from your enslavement.”

"Okay, I see," Melissa responded. "I'm really grateful you got me out of that awful place. You guys shouldn't get into trouble because you helped me." She sighed before continuing, "I promise I'll be a model slave for these next ten days then. And thank you for getting me out of the Health Office."

“Awesome. Sorry I had to be so pushy, but it is very important,” Tariq said.

She looked at Arbek. "Can you get these off me now?" She lifted her chained hands as high as they would go, just above her pubic area.

“Right away,” he said and started unlocking her travel restraints.

"What's the big deal with Melissa wearing clothes?" Markus asked.

"If slaves cover up, they could pass as free," Tariq said. "It's illegal."

"Oh, right. But can't she wear something that shows the collar?"

"Slaves were originally kept naked to stop them from hiding weapons," Tariq explained. "But over time nakedness became a sign of being a slave. Even with the collar visible, clothes are seen as trying to hide what they are."

"Interesting," Markus said. "Can't they wear clothes for work, though?"

"Yeah, if there's a good reason," Tariq replied. "Normally, they're supposed to be naked unless they need clothes for something specific."

"That makes sense," Markus nodded.

By then, Arbek had freed Melissa from her restraints. She stretched her arms, enjoying the freedom. She hated being naked in front of her friends, but it was something she had to deal with for the next ten days. She was annoyed that they'd kept her chained until she agreed to play along, feeling like they were treating her as their actual slave. This felt like Tariq's doing; he, Amina, and Zahara had grown up in Grabesh where slavery was normal. None of them had ever spoken out against it. And what did Tariq mean by 'You really are a slave'? Surely, he didn't think her current situation made her a real slave, even for a short time.

“These look fun. They might be useful later tonight,” Arbek grinned as he stowed the travel restraints into his backpack.

“Arbek!” Melissa exclaimed indignantly while her friends laughed.

“Let’s get out of here,” Tariq said. “We can sit down somewhere and have a drink.”

They left the parking lot and ventured onto a street that wasn't paved, covered in sand with simple, rudimentary buildings around.

People were going about their daily activities along the street. Melissa kept her eyes down, feeling self-conscious and as though all eyes were on her nudity.

She absorbed her first outside impressions of Grabesh: The road was merely a well-trodden path of compacted earth, dusted with sand, lined with basic wooden structures and mud huts. Palm trees dotted the landscape.
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Melissa strolled with her friends under the scorching sun as its rays warmed her naked body. A gentle breeze brushed over her skin and reminded her of her nudity as she felt it on her breasts, where it made her nipples harden, between her legs and stirring the delicate curls of her pubic hair. Underfoot, the warm sand shifted and crunched at every step.

Her emotions were in turmoil; relief at being rescued was mixed with the burden of having to continue the charade of slavery to shield both herself and her friends from legal trouble.

“Where are we?” Melissa asked.

"This is a village called Zawadi," Tariq answered. "We only came here to pick you up."

“And where are we going?”

"We've rented places in Ngalawa Bay. We'll take a bus there later."

”Ideally the courier would have delivered you all the way to Ngalawa Bay. But that would have taken him too far off this normal route and caused suspicion,” Arbek explained. “But Zawadi is on his way, so he could stop here to drop you off without conspicuously losing time on his normal route.”

"Okay," Melissa responded, feeling disoriented. All these place names were foreign to her. She'd never heard of them, but the explanation made sense.

She had been naked for five days now, but this was her first time in public. She was anxious and wanted to cover up, though she had nothing to do so with. She could use her hands to shield her breasts and private area, but she knew that in this culture, seeing naked slaves wasn't uncommon. Covering up would just draw more attention. People would notice her less if she acted like she was used to it, so she decided to resist the urge to hide herself and pretend it was normal for her.

"So, where are we going now?" Melissa asked in the general direction of Tariq and Arbek.

"Back home, now that we've got you," Tariq said. "There's a bus every hour, so we've got some waiting to do. I thought we could hit up a café. Are you hungry?"

Coffee sounded amazing to her; she hadn't had any since she was enslaved, except for the few sips from Killian's cup. And even though the heat had dampened her appetite, the thought of real food, not the bland meals from the Health Office, was starting to get her excited.

"Oh, that would be great!" Melissa replied. Then she paused for a moment. "I had to call everyone 'Sir' at the airport and the Health Office. Do I still have to do that for my slave cover?"

"There's no regulation that says you have to," Tariq answered. "But it's kind of expected. People might think you're rude if you don't."

Melissa figured she could deal with that. She didn't much care what these slave owners thought of her.

"And, even worse," Tariq continued, "it reflects badly on us. If we can't even keep our own slave in check, it makes us look like we don't deserve respect."

Melissa nodded in understanding.

"So if you don't act respectfully towards us, it's like you're making us look bad. I know this isn't what you pictured when you thought about getting out of the Health Office, but while you've got that collar on, you need to play the part. Does that make sense?"

"Yeah," Melissa said, still trying to wrap her head around this bizarre culture. She'd promised to play the slave role for them, and they had gotten her out of that hellhole. She couldn't be ungrateful now. "Sir," she added.

"Yes, Sir," she repeated.

"Good, Melissa. Think of it like this: In the West, if someone's walking their dog and it's barking at everyone, running off, not listening to commands, who looks bad? It's not just the dog; it's the owner. In fact, people would mostly blame the owner for the dog's bad behavior, right?"

"Yes, Sir," Melissa acknowledged, realizing once again she was being equated to an animal, just like at the Health Office. Some things never changed.

"And if that dog causes trouble or damages something, who do you think the police will fine? Not the dog, but the owner."

“Yes, Sir.”

"So if you misbehave, it's us who will get in trouble, Melissa. When we ask you to behave like a slave, it's not because we're being mean; it's because we have to adapt to how things work here. We're asking this out of love and care for you, especially when dealing with others. You need to show the respect expected of a slave."

"I get it, Tariq," Melissa said. "It's just for a few more days, and I'll be the best slave girl for you guys." She glanced at Markus, who was watching her with a look of disbelief. This seemed even stranger to him than it did to her. Turning back to Tariq, she added, "Sir."

"Wonderful. I knew you'd understand."

Melissa’s initial feelings of relief from their rescue began to be overshadowed by all these demands made of her. She didn’t like that she had to maintain the facade of subservience. Especially in front of Markus, who she had turned down when he wanted her to be his girlfriend. She had expected freedom upon her rescue, but she understood Tariq and she would do as he had said out of fear of drawing attention to them. Just ten more days, she reminded herself.

They walked along what seemed to be the main road.

Some of the huts had small gardens. A few plants looked decorative, but most were likely herbs or something useful.

Melissa noticed chickens pecking about and the occasional goat sauntering past.

Zahara put her arm around Melissa's shoulder and asked, "So, what's the deal with that ear tag? Slaves don’t normally get those."

"I have no idea. Those sickos at the Health Office just stapled it onto my ear!" Melissa replied, her tone full of outrage.

"Yeah slaves don’t normally get ear tags," Tariq chimed in. “I think they are normally only used in facilities that closely monitor slave health. I thought they were only attached to slaves as-needed.”

"I told them that I don’t want it, but they didn’t care! They just stapled it on my ear right after those bastards chipped me!" Melissa added with outrage in her voice.

"What, they chipped you?" Amina asked, sounding shocked. "What's that supposed to mean?"

"They injected a chip between my shoulder blades," Melissa explained. "You might still see the injection site if you look. It still itches sometimes."

Arbek stopped and held Melissa gently. The group paused as well. He turned her around so her back was to him, moving her hair over her shoulder to look. He brushed his hand across her back.

"There's some redness here," he noted, touching a spot between her shoulder blades. Everyone else gathered behind to see.

Melissa felt a twinge, like someone pressing on a bruise.

"Yeah, that's it," she confirmed. "That's where the vet put the chip."

"The 'vet'?" Markus echoed, disbelief in his voice. "You were treated by a veterinarian?"

"Yes, Markus. A vet. They treated me like I was livestock," Melissa said, her irritation clear. It bothered her that Markus was learning about her dehumanizing treatment.

"That is so odd. I thought slaves were only chipped in larger facilities that have the technology to make use of them. I've never heard of slaves being routinely chipped before," Tariq remarked. "Interesting. I mean, I'm really sorry for you, of course."

They walked a few more minutes until a café appeared at the side of the road.

"Let's go in here," Arbek suggested. "We can hang out until the bus comes."

The café had a sign with a pictogram showing a person kneeling, a lock, a leash, and an arrow pointing downward.

"That means slaves need to be leashed inside," Tariq explained.

Melissa sighed. No way, she thought, she wasn't going to be leashed. That was just too much. Being naked in public was already more than enough. She'd rather skip the coffee than deal with that. It could wait until they got home.

"Maybe they have outdoor seating where that isn't necessary," Zahara suggested, checking around the back of the small wooden building.

Indeed, there was outdoor seating with low tables and chairs under a shade. The group settled around one table. Melissa went to sit on a chair.

"Uh, no," Tariq said, holding her arm. "You can't sit on a chair."

Melissa paused, half-standing, then stood back up. “What now?”

"You can't sit on the chair, Melissa," he clarified. "For hygiene reasons. You're naked, remember?"

Melissa was irked by that. She didn't need to be reminded of her nudity, she rarely thought of anything else. But she wasn’t naked by choice. Now, they were making it out like it was her fault.

"So I have to stand the whole time?"

“No, you can’t stand either. Not, while we are all sitting. You have to kneel next to the table,” he said.

Melissa sighed in frustration and knelt beside Arbek. The table was low enough that she could still see over it.

They ordered drinks and some food.

Melissa was kneeling next to the table, not exactly thrilled about her unique status in the group. But she reminded herself that just half an hour ago, she had been caged and chained in Karel’s van, and now she was on her way to freedom. Without her friends, she'd be stuck in that restraining device in the white room now with Killian shoving cotton swabs where they didn't belong. So, she decided to feel grateful and accept that she'd have to endure ten more days of nudity as her penance for getting roped into this slavery mess.

"How did you guys get me out of the Health Office?" she asked, looking around at everyone.

"Tariq found out where you were, which is how I could visit you on Thursday," Arbek started.

"Yeah, I asked my parents for advice on how to bribe you out," Tariq added. "My parents couldn't believe your story. I had to explain it to them three times!" he said, chuckling. "Anyway, they guided me through it. The only hiccup was getting enough cash for the bribe."

"Which I managed on Friday," Arbek jumped in. "I didn't have that kind of money, so I took out a loan at the bank.

"Then I went back to the Health Office. I got there right before closing and followed Tariq's parents' advice. The head veterinarian took the bribe. It was too late to release you on the spot; they needed to forge the papers and all, but by Monday morning, it was all sorted. As far as anyone knows, you've been sent off to some remote outstation, and in ten days, your records will magically say you're in perfect health and 'A-grade breeding material.'"

"Arbek!" Melissa exclaimed in mock outrage.

"I was just messing with the head vet. I wonder if he'll actually write that in your assessment," Arbek laughed.

"I can't believe it," Melissa said, punching him again, but then she couldn't help but laugh. Her nudity and collar didn't matter at that moment; this was just too hilarious. She laughed and leaned against Arbek's leg.

"'A-grade breeding material,'" she said in an exaggerated, romantic voice. "No one's ever complimented me like that before. You're such a romantic. I've always aspired to be A-grade breeding material."

The group burst into laughter and the atmosphere was light and cheerful. The waiter brought their drinks and some food. The food looked like an assortment of burritos on a large plate that was shared among the group.

As a slave Melissa wasn’t allowed to take anything from the table, but Arbek gave her her cup of coffee and she placed it on the ground next to her where no one would accidentally knock it over. Then, he handed her one of the burritos and she munched on it while kneeling on the ground. It was absolutely delicious, especially after the bland food she was used to from the Health Office.

"And when these ten days of slavery are over, we can get rid of this?" Melissa asked, tugging at the collar around her neck.

"Yep, in ten days, your release from the Health Office will be official," Arbek replied. "Then I can swap it for one I can actually take off."

"Can't we just have someone cut it off now?" Melissa inquired.

"Oh no, that would be illegal," Tariq said. "Even though Arbek's your owner, you're still technically the state's property until he puts his own collar on you. Only then can he do whatever he wants, like set you free. But cutting off the collar? That'd be seen as an escape attempt, which is a crime. And anyone helping you would be charged with facilitating an escape, which is also a crime.”

"But you guys already broke the law to get me out of the Health Office," Melissa pointed out. "Why's this a problem?"

"Melissa, you told me what they were doing to you there," Arbek said. "Think about the chipping and the ear tag. Who knows what else they might have done?"

Melissa knew exactly what else they wanted to do—lots of unwanted swabbing.

"We had to get you out," Arbek continued. "If breaking the law was the only way, then so be it."

“And this is a steel collar, Melissa,” Tariq said, ”You can’t just ‘cut’ through it. You would need someone with special tools and who is skilled. And think about it: He would be sawing into steel close to your neck. It is risky and if you get injured it can be very dangerous. It is not worth the risk.”

Melissa tugged at her collar and sighed. This hated thing was harder to get rid of than she had thought.

"But nobody's hurting you now," Tariq added. "We'll take you home, and you can just wait out these ten days. You can stay in, watch movies, or even study online if you don't want to be seen naked in public."

“True,” Melissa conceded.

“Just wait the ten days and they will take it off you. No need to risk your life."

Melissa nodded.

“Most masters don’t allow slaves to access the internet or phones,” Tariq added. “But I have a feeling your owner will make an exception.”

“Oh, and they want the collar back,” Arbek said.

“What do you mean?”

"It was in the paperwork I got at the airport," Arbek explained. "Remember, I was violating the slave code because I didn't have a collar for you. That's why they put this one on. I have thirty days to get you a new one and do the exchange at a police station, or there'll be fines. So I have to show up and you have to be in that collar for it."

Melissa ran her fingers along the collar. So, having it cut off wasn't an option. Even if they could, they'd still get into trouble because she had to appear at the police station with the collar intact and locked.

"But after the ten days, the collar gets taken off at a police station, right? Why not go there now and bribe someone to take it off?"

"Melissa, if they check your collar ID, they'll see you should still be at the Health Office, remember?" Tariq reminded her. "If the officer isn't open to bribes, we'll all be in hot water for getting you out. They can't know about this."

"Oh, right, I forgot," Melissa said.

"And bribes are expensive," Tariq continued. "The collar would be removed by a judicial officer. That'd be an expensive bribe."

"Yeah, and we don't have that kind of money," Arbek admitted. "I took out a loan for the Health Office bribe. There's no way I can swing that again."

"You're right," Melissa sighed. "Thanks again, Arbek, for doing this for me."

"I still don't get how a bank would give you that much money," Tariq remarked.

"Well, I used my Arbek charm!" Arbek replied with a laugh. "I can get what I want. That's how I snagged a hottie like Melissa in the first place!" Melissa gave him a playful punch on the leg, and Arbek laughed again.

"Don’t worry, Melissa. We'll have fun. Those ten days will go over in no time," Arbek reassured her.

"Oh man, I'm so looking forward to that. I can't wait to get this thing off me," Melissa said, pulling at the collar.

"Oh and that means I actually have to buy you a collar," Arbek remarked. "We'll have to go collar shopping one of these days."

“Collar shopping,” Melissa repeated. In a sarcastic voice she continued “Oh, you are so romantic again Arbek. Yes, I would love to go collar shopping with you. I hope you will get me a really nice one. Like, one made of gold?”

Everyone laughed.

"Yeah, right," Arbek chuckled. "I think I'll get a steel one that says 'Beware: Contains Sarcasm'."

More laughter.

“Or ‘Don’t feed after midnight’,” Markus interjected.

Everyone burst into laughter.

Melissa felt much better; she needed this. She felt like she was among friends again. The fact that she was naked and collared, not sitting like everyone else, didn't bother her as much. She was with friends, and freedom was just ten days away. The worst was over, and maybe she could have some fun with this absurd situation.

She took a sip of her coffee.

"Runs on coffee and attitude," Amina suggested.

"I would like 'Not a Morning Person' inscribed on my collar," Melissa mused.

More laughter.

"Guys, I really want to thank you for doing this for me. I know it wasn't easy, but you all came together to get me out of there. It was hell. And for that, I am really grateful."

"Of course, Melissa. You're not just a slave to us, you're a friend."

"They really put the Hell in Health Office," she said.

Melissa wasn't used to kneeling for so long. Without a chair to lean against, her spine arched awkwardly and her lower back began to hurt. She adjusted her position in an attempt to ease the strain. In addition, she started to feel her lower legs going numb as her weight was impeding blood flow.

"So what are you doing here, Markus?" The question was blunt and maybe a bit rude, but Melissa had been wondering and wanted to know why this guy was here.

"They invited me to come with them," Markus answered. "They'd been talking about Grabesh, and I thought it would be cool to see it for myself."

Melissa recalled that after she had turned Markus down, he still seemed to pop up wherever she was. He frequented the same cafes, attended the same student parties. She wasn't sure if it was just a coincidence or if he was still drawn to her. She remembered seeing him chatting with Tariq, Amina, and Zahara at one of those parties. She hadn't paid it much mind then, but now she wondered if he might have been stalking her. It seemed too coincidental that he would befriend the same African group she'd met through Arbek.

“Was there anything in particular you were interested in?” she asked.

"Yeah, they talked about the amazing beaches, great food, and all at really affordable prices," he said. "But mostly, I was curious about the slaves. I've never seen slaves before. And then they said the slaves are kept naked. I didn't believe it, I thought they were pulling my leg. So they invited me to come next time they went and see for myself. And here I am. Man, was I proven wrong!"

They all laughed.

“And when Arbek told us on Thursday that you had been enslaved I thought he was messing with us,” Markus continued. “But here we are!”

More laughter.

"But how did you get a visa on such short notice?" she asked.

"That's easy," Markus replied. "They issue e-visas online. It's really fast. I got mine an hour after applying."

"E-visas?" Melissa said in disbelief, turning to Arbek. She couldn't believe it. A quick check online before they had left could have spared her this whole ordeal. "Did you know there were e-visas?"

"Hey, why would I know these things? I have a passport; I've never had to look into their visa system."

"How did you know about these e-visas?" Melissa asked Markus.

"Tariq told me. It's also on their website," Markus said. "It's super easy. You just scan your passport with your phone."

"You couldn't have just checked their website?" Melissa asked Arbek, her tone accusatory.

Arbek looked down, his face showing genuine regret. "Melissa, I'm so sorry. I had no idea it would cause such problems. I should have checked this. It's my fault for not looking into it."

Melissa sighed, the anger she felt mingling with relief at his apology. "Hm, ok," she said, her voice softening but still edged with resentment. "I should have checked the visa rules on the website too, but... I trusted you with this, Arbek. And look where it got me. I went through hell, and I’m a slave now."

Arbek nodded, the weight of his mistake clear in his eyes. "I know, and I'm truly sorry for that. I never meant for this to happen to you. I'll make it up to you, I promise."

Melissa looked away, the experience still fresh and her trust shaken, yet she knew that holding onto anger wouldn't change what had happened. "We'll see," she replied, her tone indicating that forgiveness would take time.

"Hey, isn't it time for the bus?" Markus interjected.

They finished their food and drinks. Arbek handed her a glass of tap water and she drank it. Then they paid, and headed out.

Melissa's legs were stiff after kneeling for so long and her feet were tingling with numbness from the lack of circulation. As she rose, the blood rushed back into her limbs, sending a sharp, tingling sensation through her legs and feet like a thousand tiny needles. She wobbled as she got to her feet and grabbed the table for support.

Arbek and Markus noticed her struggle and quickly moved to her side to hold her for balance. After the relative privacy of the cafe, Melissa dreaded being naked in public again. Arbek supported her on her way out. The feeling gradually returned to her legs, and once they were outside she was able to walk on her own again.

They made their way to the bus stop where only a few people were waiting. One man caught Melissa's attention; he had a female slave kneeling submissively beside him. Both of them were black. The group joined them.

The people looked at them and especially at Melissa. Melissa knew it wasn’t her nudity that drew their attention. They looked at her because she was white, and it was rare for people here to see a white slave.

Melissa glanced at the kneeling slave and knew that the same was expected of her. She didn't want to kneel, but she was aware that in this society, she was a slave just like the woman next to her master. The social pressure was palpable. She caught Markus's eye; he was looking around, seemingly unaware of her internal struggle. As his peer, she felt she shouldn't have to kneel while he could stand. Then her eyes met Tariq's, who understood her hesitation and gave her a slight nod. Remembering her promise to be a model slave, she overcame her reluctance and knelt on the sandy ground. The sand initially hurt her knees, but by sitting back on her feet, she distributed her weight more evenly, making it bearable though not entirely comfortable.

She avoided eye contact with her group. The other people waiting for the bus soon lost interest and turned their attention to the passing traffic.

The road wasn't busy, but Melissa noticed the eclectic mix of vehicles: from horse-drawn carriages to male slaves pulling carts, to the occasional car or jeep. One donkey was pulling a carriage loaded with crates and bags while its owner walked alongside.

Finally, a bus came into view, but it wasn't what she had expected. It was an old, rugged vehicle with oversized, tough tires meant for rough terrain, deep treads, and extended side mirrors. An unusual pipe protruded high from one side of the bus, reaching towards the roof, and another that was slightly bent.

"Man, I really hope this bus has air conditioning," Markus said, wiping sweat from his brow, "it's so hot out here."

The bus stopped, and the people began moving towards the entrance. Melissa stood up and followed her friends. When they reached the bus, Tariq bought tickets for everyone, and they boarded. Melissa attempted to follow, but the bus driver halted her. Slaves were not permitted to board unless they were service slaves. Melissa didn’t know what a service slave was, but it was clear that she wasn’t one and she was not allowed inside. Tariq turned to her, explaining that she'd have to go in the back and follow the driver. Markus stayed outside too, curious to see what would happen to her.

Thus, Melissa waited outside with the female slave. Once everyone was on the bus, the driver led them to its rear. There, she discovered a full cage trailer attached to the bus, which she hadn't noticed earlier due to the bus's rugged appearance. Melissa estimated it to be around six feet wide and twelve feet long, or two meters by four meters. It was a white cage on wheels connected to the bus. She saw two black slaves inside, middle aged, a man and a woman, and sighed in disappointment. She had hoped her days of being caged were over now that she was with her friends, but her collar didn’t just mean she had to be naked but also that she would be travelling in this cage trailer like livestock.

She didn’t like that she was being separated from her friends and she hoped it would not be for too long.

The bus driver opened the cage at the back. The two slaves stepped out, and Melissa noticed their collars were locked to a long chain, one end of which was padlocked to the cage.

The slaves exited and stood next to each other, facing the driver. They spread their legs to shoulder-width and held their hands beside their shoulders, palms forward.

Melissa sighed again, understanding she would also be chained to that line. And this idiot Markus still stood there, witnessing her being locked into the slave coffle. She wished there was some way out of this. She looked at the slaves' posture and recalled what Nala had taught her about slave positions. They were designed to control them. The wide stance ensured nothing could be hidden, and the open hands showed they carried no weapons.

It pained her that she had to display her submission so openly, especially with Markus watching. She was furious at the system that subjected her to this, but she knew she had no choice but to line up with the other slaves.

The chain drooped between the two slaves; the man at one end, with the chain extending five meters to the woman, and another five meters to where it connected to the cage, hanging loosely.

The female slave beside Melissa knew the drill. She moved into position between the man and the woman, standing behind the chain with her legs spread shoulder-width apart and her palms at her shoulders facing forward, ready to be locked to the chain.

Melissa followed suit, positioning herself between the woman and the cage. She stood behind the chain and spread her legs, raised her hands next to her shoulders and turned her palms forward, waiting in the hot sun for the bus driver to chain her.

She could feel Markus's disbelieving gaze on her, certain he was eyeing her breasts and vagina. She did not want him to see her this way. His stare added an unwanted sexualisation to her nudity and subjugation. But she could not cover herself from him while she stood and awaited chaining. She tried to avert her eyes, hoping he'd leave, but she couldn't help but look back at him. Their eyes locked; he tilted his head, frowning, scanning her from head to toe, his arousal evident by the bulge in his pants. He had wanted her to be his girlfriend. He probably had fantasized about seeing her naked. If she had wanted him to see her like this, she wouldn't have rejected him. Now he was getting his wish anyway. Although his stare made her uncomfortable, she knew from Nala that once in a slave position, she had to wait to be released from it or she would be punished.

The bus driver grabbed a padlock and first approached the female slave, fastening the chain to her collar.

Then, he approached Melissa. He stood closer than she would have permitted as a free woman. The smell of tobacco was thick on him, intensified by his sweat, which was like the pungent aftermath of a kitchen where onions and garlic had been left to overcook. It was a dense smell that made her feel a wave of nausea as the scent enveloped her. She resisted the urge to step back, knowing she had to hold her position.

She kept her eyes averted and stared forward at his chest hair showing through the open buttons of his shirt. Making eye contact wasn't forbidden, but she didn’t want to risk provoking him. She noticed the sweat shining on his forehead, little beads tracing paths down his temple.

The driver lifted the chain to her collar's D-ring with one hand, and she felt the intimate brush of his hand against her throat. With the other hand he threaded the padlock through both the D-ring and the chain. She heard the click of the padlock locking her to the chain, as he snapped it shut.

Then he stepped back to check the slave coffle. All four slaves were now locked to the cage by the chain, standing in the same position. Melissa glanced up to see Markus watching with disbelief. She wished more than anything that she didn’t have to be here like this, but now she was chained and couldn’t leave her position anymore even if she tried.

With a shout of "Get in!" from the bus driver and two sharp claps of his hands, they were freed from their rigid stance. They shuffled towards the cage with Melissa, being closest, entering first. She climbed in, feeling the warm, nearly hot metal of the white steel cage. She shifted to the left to make room for the others to enter, and they arranged themselves around the cage in the same order they were chained. The cage allowed them to sit or kneel but was too low to stand; the ceiling was a lattice of bars, the floor a solid sheet of steel. She glanced through the bars to her right at Markus, whose eyebrows were raised in astonishment. She broke eye contact and turned to look back, just in time to see the bus driver slam the cage door shut and secure it with a heavy padlock.

She was now caged with two other women and a man, all black and all chained together. She felt like livestock about to be transported. Although her friends had just freed her, it felt like she'd merely exchanged one form of captivity for another.

Markus and the bus driver moved to the front, out of her sight.

The bus's engine roared to life, and their journey began.

In the steel cage, there was nothing to shield Melissa from the sun.

She looked out to her left, causing the chain to wrap around her awkwardly, so she lifted it over her head and adjusted her position so the chain hung in front of her. She then knelt, gripped the bars and peered through them as the bus moved through the village of Zawadi.

Fortunately, there were no exhaust fumes inside the cage. Melissa recalled the pipes she'd noticed on the vehicle before being locked in; they must have directed the exhaust upwards. Regardless, the cage allowed plenty of fresh air, but it was hot and carried the scent of sweat from the slaves sharing the cage with her. Despite its white paint, the cage was exceedingly warm, making it feel like they were slowly being cooked inside.


Melissa’s Story Continues!

Thank you for reading Part 1 of The Making of a Slave. Melissa’s journey doesn’t end here! In Part 2, her fight for freedom continues as she faces the harsh reality of being a slave in Grabesh’s unforgiving society beyond the Health Office’s cages. What new threats will challenge her resilience and dignity? Will her bond with Arbek endure as her situation tests their trust?

Don’t miss what happens next! Continue reading Part 2 now:
https://www.amazon.com/Making-Slave-Part-Enslaved-Against-ebook/dp/B0DY5D62MF

Turn the page to share your thoughts on Part 1—I’d love to hear from you!


Your Feedback Matters!


If you enjoyed Part 1 of The Making of a Slave, I would be grateful if you could take a moment to leave a review or rating on Amazon. Your support in sharing your thoughts not only helps other readers discover this work but also motivates me 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 love hearing from my readers and I’m always eager to improve.

Thank you for reading, and I hope you’ll continue Melissa’s fight for freedom in Part 2!




The Making of a Slave

In the unforgiving tropical nation of Grabesh, where slavery is law and freedom is a distant dream, Melissa Maurer’s life unravels in a harrowing descent into captivity. Seeking refuge from turmoil, she arrives hoping for safety, only to be ensnared by a ruthless system that strips her of dignity and brands her as property. Collared, stripped, and treated as livestock, Melissa faces a world where every step deeper into Grabesh’s oppressive society tests her resilience and erodes her identity.
Across three gripping parts, her fight for freedom becomes a battle for her very soul. From the sterile cruelty of processing centers to the public humiliations of Grabesh’s streets, Melissa’s journey plunges her into a dystopia where power reigns absolute and betrayal lurks in every bond. Will her hope endure as she’s pushed to the brink of submission, or will Grabesh’s unyielding grip break her spirit? Can she find allies in a land that thrives on her suffering, or will those closest to her seal her fate?
This dark trilogy explores themes of dehumanization, resilience, and the cost of freedom in a world determined to enslave.


Part 1: Slaves Don’t Need Visas

Melissa flees the chaos in England with her newly found boyfriend Arbek to Grabesh. The border police want to deport her because she has no visa but Arbek has an idea: Slaves don’t require visas so she could claim to be Arbek’s slave to get past her lack of paperwork and problem solved. What sounds like a simple enough idea spirals into an avalanche of troubles that will change Melissa’s life forever.


Part 2: Enslaved Against Her Will

Picking up where the first part left off, Melissa's accidental slave journey through the tropical country of Grabesh continues. Freed from the Health Office’s cages, she clings to a fragile hope—just ten days until the state collar branding her a slave comes off.

But in a country where slavery is real and legally binding, freedom always seems to slip through her fingers. An entanglement in a debt and a sinister offer unravel her plans, forcing her to stay in a merciless slave system.

Will Melissa be able to regain her freedom?


Part 3: The Slave Academy

In the oppressive heat of Grabesh, Melissa's identity slips further away with every command. Enrolled in The Slave Academy, she faces a grueling regimen designed to forge her into the perfect slave. Stripped bare and collared, her every movement is scrutinized as she navigates a world where obedience is demanded and resistance is crushed. Inside her mind, a storm rages: the woman she was fights against the submissive role she is forced to embody, her thoughts a battleground of defiance and despair.

Markus embarks on a dark journey of his own, shaped by the harsh lessons of Grabesh's culture and the ruthless guidance of those around him. As he learns to assert his will, shedding his innocence for control, Melissa's training deepens, her psyche a battleground where submission and resistance collide and she finds unlikely allies with fellow slave girls who share her naked plight. Can she preserve the fading echoes of her former self, or will the Academy’s relentless conditioning claim her entirely?
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