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22. The Trip Home

As the bus rolled through Zawadi, Melissa viewed the settlement through the bars of her cage. The sun was merciless, beating down intensely. Although the cage was ventilated with bars, the heat inside was oppressive, as if trapped by the metal which had absorbed the sun's heat. Melissa thought about how much hotter it would be if the cage weren't painted white. The cage floor was hot, and the heat had spread to the bars, making them hot to the touch, enveloping her in warmth from all directions.

She looked at the other slaves, all looking drained and silent. She was curious about their backgrounds but understood they were conserving energy and moisture by not talking.

Sweat covered everyone, despite the open design of the cage. The close quarters made the air humid; the sweat dripped onto the hot floor, evaporating and adding to the muggy, sweaty smell inside.

Outside, she saw mud huts and wooden structures. Palm trees swayed, providing a visual escape from the heat they were all enduring.

She noticed market stalls, vibrant with an array of vegetables, colorful clothes, and various goods, with lots of people. Yet, none of them seemed to notice the slaves in the cage on the trailer. The sounds of the town — vendors shouting, the chatter of the locals, the occasional honk from vehicles — blended with the noise of the bus's wheels bumping over the rough ground.

She saw naked slaves pulling wagons, and thought about how in Grabesian society she was on the same level as them.

For a fleeting moment, the bitter twist struck her—arriving in Zawadi caged, and now leaving the same way, despite her friends’ so-called rescue. She hated being a slave, and she hated the collar on her neck that marked her status and made people treat her as livestock. She reminded herself that this was only temporary. Ten more days, she told herself, then she would be free. She would have rights no one would be able to cage her like this again.

As the bus left the settlement, the atmosphere shifted. The noise of human life was replaced by the sounds of the tropics: bird calls, the rustle of leaves, and the occasional call of a distant animal. The scenery turned wild, with dense vegetation encroaching on the road. Without the shade of buildings, the heat intensified, the sun piercing through the leaves, turning the cage into an oven.

The ride grew bumpier as the road deteriorated. The cage shook and rattled with every jolt. Melissa clung to the bars for stability, catching fleeting views of the wild beauty around her: tall grasses, wildflowers, and trees with wide-spreading branches, all through the cage bars rather than a window like her friends. The bus moved at a relaxed pace, but while the bus had shock absorbers, the trailer did not. Each bump and each large stone made the cage shake and sent shocks through her body.
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To steady herself against the jarring bumps, Melissa clung to the bars with a fierce grip. The effort to stay upright was exhausting; her arms, shoulders, and hands grew tired from the constant holding and adjusting to the bus's movements. Her core was also engaged, working hard to prevent her from being tossed around, further draining her stamina.

The continuous physical strain made her sweat even more, adding to the already sweltering conditions inside the cage. The other slaves were also perspiring, contributing to the damp, sweaty atmosphere. Her skin felt sticky, and she was thirsty.

Eventually, the sounds of civilization returned, with the honking of vehicles and distant shouts. They were entering another settlement. Melissa saw mud huts, wooden structures, and the occasional stone building nestled among palm trees. The bus soon pulled into another market square and stopped.

She watched as the bus driver walked past the cage trailer. He unlocked the padlock and opened the door. Melissa stepped out with the other slaves, being careful to hold onto the cage. Exiting felt like getting out of an oven. Her circulation was slow, and she was dizzy from the heat and likely dehydration, worried she might lose her balance. She was still chained to the others. She was first on the chain from where it was attached to the cage. If she fell, the chain could tighten and jerk her collar painfully.

As before, they stood in a line in the order they were locked to the chain. Melissa stood again with her legs spread shoulder wide. She felt sticky from the sweat and weakly raised her hands to her shoulders. She turned her palms to face forward like everyone else. She looked at the ground in front of her and tried to fix her gaze on one point to help with her balance. She wished they were allowed to move more so she could get her blood circulation going. Standing in the hot sun, she feared she might faint, but no one checked on her condition, and she didn't know how to ask for help since she needed permission to speak, and the bus driver wasn’t paying attention to her.

Should she fall forward, the chain locked to her collar would drag the slave to her right along with her. To her left, the chain was locked to the cage, and this would pull her back and yank her neck towards the cage. This would be painful and she might be hurt. Melissa decided that if she sensed she was about to faint, she would attempt to grasp the chain to mitigate the impact and aim to collapse directly downward rather than forward or backward.

A man accompanying the bus driver pointed to the middle-aged female and the male slave. The bus driver then unlocked them from the chain, and they walked over to their owner.

The fresh air was a slight relief for Melissa, cooling her down as her sweat evaporated more freely in the open. The air was still warm, but breathing it was refreshing after the close, sweaty confines of the cage.

A black man with an umbrella, who was lean and muscular, stood there with three slaves kneeling beside him. Two male and one female. The male slaves looked like they were older, perhaps their fifties or sixties, the female slave appeared to be in her thirties, Melissa guessed.

The man motioned for the slaves to go over and the three of them went to stand behind the chain in the same stance as Melissa and the other slaves already locked to it were. The female slave stood next to Melissa. The bus driver locked them all to the chain.

With two claps and a point towards the cage, the bus driver signaled for them to get back inside. Melissa, along with the others, climbed back into the cage without anyone offering water or asking her how she felt. It was clear the bus driver was indifferent to their suffering, and even her friends, including Arbek, hadn't stepped off the bus to see how she was. As she entered, she could feel the heat radiating from the steel cage.

The man and the bus driver then got back on the bus, and they resumed their journey.

The road led them out of the settlement and back into the wilderness. The bumpy road shook the slaves again, with no shade in sight and the sun was beating down fiercely on the cage.

Melissa was wilting under the relentless sun, the metal of the cage hot against her skin. Sweat beaded on her forehead, trickling down her back, carrying with it the musky smell of human exertion.

She looked at the new woman next to her and saw an ear tag on her, identical to her own. She hadn’t noticed that before because the woman had been standing to her right when she was added to the chain. Her mind was flooded with questions, but the heat and her parched state left her too drained to voice them.

From the front, the engine began to make louder, sputtering noises, coughing as if struggling. There were clanging sounds, and then the bus came to an abrupt stop.

She heard the bus door open, someone stepping off, and then the clanging of metal. From her position in the cage, she couldn't see beyond the bus, leaving her clueless about what was happening.

They had been standing for what felt like ten minutes. The sun was relentless, and despite the cage being painted white, the heat was intense, radiating from every direction—floor, sides, and top. Melissa felt utterly exhausted, on the brink of fainting.

Amidst the familiar smell of sweat from their group, Melissa noticed something different. A subtle sweetness in the heavy air that hadn’t been there before. Like a bit of vanilla amidst smoke. Melissa inhaled deeply, wondering. It wasn't just sweat; there was this new scent, faintly nutty. It was like the milk in her coffee had been left out too long, with a hint of soapiness and sourness. She glanced over at the woman who was now chained next to her and noticed for the first time the dampness on the woman's breast.

The realization hit her: That smell—it was breast milk, faint and yeasty in the stifling air. The woman beside her was leaking breast milk. In the stifling heat, her sweat had mingled with milk leaking from her, creating this odd, yeasty aroma, like bread dough left to rise for too long.

She heard footsteps and turned her head. She saw Markus coming around the bus. He looked relaxed in his shirt and shorts, wearing his backpack and sipping from a bottle of Coke. He spotted Melissa and walked over to the cage.

"Hey, how's it going?" he asked. Markus, though only of average height, was still taller than the top bars of her cage, so he was looking down at her.

Melissa was sitting cross-legged, one leg up, leaning against the sidebars. She turned to look up at him.

Melissa, her voice a hoarse whisper, managed, "Markus, what's going on?"

"Oh man, what happened to you? You sound terrible," he noted, his eyes scanning her condition.

"Drink," she croaked, her finger weakly pointing at the bottle.

"You want some?" he asked.

She turned to face the bars, the chain clinking as she maneuvered it over her head, her hands gripping the bars for support. "I need to drink," she insisted, desperation clear in her tone.

"I need to drink," she said.

Markus opened the bottle and positioned it against the cage bars so Melissa could drink. He had come prepared with a giant two-liter bottle, but it was too wide to fit through the cage bars. He held it steady while she pressed her lips to the opening, eagerly gulping down the Coke.

The other slaves watched this small act of mercy. They stayed silent but a few licked their lips and others swallowed hard. Their bodies craved the relief Melissa was experiencing. Their gazes were filled with envy, but there was no vocalization, no words of jealousy or gratitude, just quiet endurance.

Melissa drank eagerly until the carbonation forced her to pause.

Markus pulled the bottle away. Melissa felt sweat forming all over her naked body from the fluid intake.

"The engine overheated," Markus explained. "I think the bus driver's letting it cool down a bit and adding more coolant."

Melissa nodded. "It's so hot in this cage," she whispered. She felt new drops of sweat running down her back, dreading the thought that her time in the cage would be extended due to the bus breaking down. "More," she said, looking at his bottle.

"Anything for you Mel, you know that," Markus smiled, opened the bottle again and held it through the bars so she could drink.

Melissa drank the precious Coke greedily. She didn't know how long she'd be locked in this hot cage, and for all she knew, this might be her last drink for a while. Her nudity, the chains, and the cage all amplified her sense of vulnerability, especially under Markus’s gaze. She noticed that he was staring at her ear tag and she rearranged her hair to cover it.

"Hey, Tariq found out there's this app called the 'MooTag Explorer'!" Markus said with excitement. "I wanted to download it, but there's no cell service here. Can you believe this old wreck of a bus doesn't even have WiFi?"

"Thanks for the drink," Melissa said weakly, feeling her strength returning a bit. She thought bitterly about the app; she didn't want Markus to access her medical file. It was personal, but she was chipped, and he had a smartphone. Once he downloaded the app, he could scan her chip, and she couldn't stop him. But she had more immediate concerns. "How long until we're home?"

"I don't know, depends on how long it takes to fix this, but after that, maybe another hour or two," he replied.

Melissa was devastated, trying to fathom how she'd survive so long in this hot cage.

"It really is quite hot out here," Markus commented. "I'll get back inside. At least this old rust bucket has air conditioning. See you later, Mel!"

After perhaps another ten minutes she heard a door slam and the bus awoke to new life. The trailer cage she was in was pulled forward again. She was bumped around again by the unevenness of the road and held on to the bars of the cage to stabilise herself.

But then she noticed a change in the wind. The sun's intensity waned. Looking up, she saw clouds drifting in front of the sun, and more clouds gathering on the horizon, starting off white and fluffy, then growing darker and more expansive.

She felt the air cooling, the first sign of relief from the day's relentless heat of the sun.

The sky transitioned from blue to a foreboding gray, with clouds swelling. The sunlight dimmed, casting the world into a twilight that seemed more like early night than afternoon. The first drops of rain touched her skin, tapping against her plastic ear tag, the metal bars, and the cage floor. The initial patter was soft, almost soothing, but it quickly grew into a deafening downpour as the sky let loose.

The trailer shook under the onslaught of rain. Water cascaded down in torrents, blurring the outside world into mere shadows and shapes. The air inside the cage cooled but became more humid. Melissa caught the scent of wet earth outside. Lightning illuminated the sky, briefly piercing the darkness, followed by the rumble of thunder.

The cage provided no shelter from the rain, which came through the bars from above and the sides and drops splashing up from the floor. There was nothing she or the other slaves could do but sit and endure the shower.

Melissa had initially felt grateful for the rain cooling her down. The rain wasn't uncomfortably cold; it was quite warm, in fact. However, the sudden shift from the scorching heat to the tropical downpour made it feel colder than it actually was. As they drove through the wilderness, the wind picked up, creating a chilling effect. The cage prevented her from moving around to generate warmth, and she wished the bus driver would at least cover the cage to shield them from the downpour and the wind.

The bus journeyed for another half hour or so before they reached another settlement.

It was still raining when the bus driver emerged in a poncho. He unlocked the cage, and all five slaves stepped out, careful not to slip on the wet steel. The once-sandy street was now muddy, and Melissa felt the cool mud under her bare feet. They lined up in a row, spreading their legs, holding their palms at shoulder height and facing forward, the pose required of them.

It took some time for the passengers to disembark. Apparently, no one was there to claim a slave. Melissa stood nude with the others in the mud under the pouring rain while the bus driver went to the bus shelter to sell tickets to others who then boarded the bus. Her feet sank further into the mud, and the rain splashing around her coated her legs with more mud.

The rain was cool, not cold, providing a welcome contrast to the searing heat they had endured earlier.

But the wind quickly began to intensify again, driving the rain into Melissa's eyes. She longed to turn away or at least shield her eyes with her hands, but doing so would mean breaking position. Her hands were supposed to stay at her sides with palms facing forward or she risked punishment. All she could do was to close her eyes and squint, trying to keep the rain out.

Melissa expected they'd be ordered back into the cage, but the bus driver didn't make any such motion. She quickly realized why; more people were arriving, having sheltered under one of the stalls' sun roofs while waiting for the bus. She envied her friends inside the bus, who were dry and clothed. Her shoulders and arms ached from the prolonged effort of holding them in position. None of the other slaves moved, and the fear of being singled out for punishment for breaking formation kept her standing in that increasingly strenuous stance.

The rain ran down her back and found the sensitive nook between her buttocks. Here, the water felt like a ticklish stream and occasionally made her clench in response to the unfamiliar sensation.

As she stood in the pouring rain she watched as the bus driver sold tickets to the new passengers under the bus shelter.

Her pubic hair felt heavy as it caught some of the rain and drops either slid down or got tangled. The drops sometimes lingered on her labia before gravity pulled them down her thighs where the water felt like fingers intimately tracing her skin down her inner thighs.

Melissa observed two older white men with large umbrellas, each accompanied by a younger black female slave. The girls were athletic, with long hair kneeling next to their owners under the protection of their umbrellas.

The two young women started walking to the chain. As the cool rain hit them, their naked bodies instinctively curled inward. They hunched their shoulders forward and wrapped their arms slightly around themselves in an attempt to shield their skin from the chill. Their steps were hasty. Their feet splashed through the puddles with brisk strides. Their faces were tense. Their eyes squinted against the droplets, and their heads ducked slightly, to prevent the rain from running off into them.

As they hurried to the chain Melissa noticed that one of them had a completely shaved vagina, while the other sported a neat landing strip. Melissa's intuition told her that these women were sex slaves, likely assisting with household tasks as well, but their well kept appearance suggested their primary role.

The two stood behind the chain next to each other between the woman who was leaking breast milk and the woman who had been chained at the same stop as Melissa and assumed the stance of the other slaves. The bus driver came over to them and locked their collars to the chain with padlocks.

After what felt like an eternity of standing in the mud during a downpour, he finally signaled for the slaves to return to the cage. Melissa pulled her feet out of the mud and climbed onto the trailer cage. She had to be careful because it was so slippery. Eventually everyone was in and the bus driver slammed the cage door shut behind Melissa and locked it with the padlock.

Then he went into the bus and their trip finally continued.

On the journey to the next settlement, they had to cross a stream. Melissa could see it through the cage bars ahead. The bus was designed for shallow water crossings, with its high clearance and pipes for exhaust and air intake. This was beneficial because the stream had swollen due to the heavy rain.

The bus navigated the stream effortlessly, but when the cage trailer followed, the water rose above the cage floor. Suddenly, with part of the cage submerged, the slaves found themselves immersed in cool water.

Although Melissa had seen the stream approaching, she hadn't anticipated this, and the shock made her scream. She didn't know how deep the water would get; if it rose above the top of the cage, they would all drown. Trying to stand, she was blocked by the cage's top bars, which forced her into a half-squat, her torso bent forward against the bars to stay as high as possible. The chain locket to her neck dangled down. However, it turned out to be an unnecessary worry; some of the other slaves just knelt up and held the bars at the top of the cage, others stayed seated. Those who remained seated had the water only up to their buttocks and genitals, not even reaching their chests.

A short while after, the bus exited the stream, and the water flowed out of the cage. Melissa sat back down, relieved her cage was no longer partially submerged and thankful the water hadn't climbed higher, but her heart was still racing from the panic, leaving her with lingering anxiety. As they continued their journey, a gentle breeze blew through the cage, cooling her damp skin.

The rain had been relentless and turned the world outside the cage into a blur of gray and green with a background sound of the downpour of rain on the metal of the cage. Now, as the bus trundled along, the clouds parted, and the sun emerged, casting long shadows across the landscape.

Through the bars, Melissa observed the transformation of the scenery. The wild area glistened with water droplets. Puddles reflected the sky, and the road, already bumpy, was now muddy and causing the bus to rock and sway even more. The air felt thick with moisture, but the warmth of the sun began to assert itself.

Shivering from the cold rain, she felt the sun's rays on her naked skin. Water dripped from her hair and ran down her back. But slowly, the heat started to evaporate the moisture. She could feel the warmth spreading across her body, as her skin began to dry. The air around her became steamy. The metal of the cage, now cool from the rain, began to heat up again.

The bus stopped again. There was no settlement, just what appeared to be a farm. The bus driver came out again with two men. He unlocked the cage and the ritual that almost felt familiar to Melissa by now played out again. The bus driver unlocked the trailer cage and she obediently filed out, stood in the mud and with a sigh spread her legs, raised her hands to her shoulder and turned her palms forward. The other slaves did the same.

As the woman stepped out, Melissa glimpsed a weathered wooden sign by the roadside, its faded letters spelling out ‘Coconut Grove Farm’ against a backdrop of sprawling fields and coconut trees.

The bus driver unlocked the two male slaves and the woman who was leaking breast milk, leaving only Melissa, the two slave girls and the other woman on the chain. The male slaves and the lactating woman were picked up by two men from the bus and headed towards the farm.

With a double clap the bus driver released them from their position and she went back into the cage with the other slave. The bus driver locked them in and the bus continued their journey.

The landscape changed. The dense vegetation gave way to more open spaces, and soon, the salty scent of the sea filled the air. She caught glimpses of the ocean through breaks in the foliage, its surface sparkling under the sun.

The road seemed to become more smooth as they came closer to the ocean and the potholes became less frequent.

The village at the beach was a blend of mud huts, wooden huts and some modern buildings. The beach itself stretched out, sand still wet from the rain, with the tide drawing lines in the sand. Children played near the water's edge, their laughter carried on the breeze. Fishermen were visible, preparing or mending nets, and small boats bobbed gently on the water.

From her cage, she observed life continuing around her. The market stalls, now starting to dry out, were being set up with goods, the locals moving with a practiced ease. The sun, high in the sky, dried the last of the rain from the ground, from her skin, leaving behind a sense of heat and the smell of salt and earth.

She heard the sounds of this new place, the waves, the calls of seabirds, the chatter of the villagers. The bus slowed, turning onto a path that led directly to the village center. Now mostly dry but still feeling the residue of dampness, she hoped this was their destination. She watched the life around her through the bars of the cage as the bus came to a stop at the market square.

Melissa couldn’t see the people exiting the bus, but she saw some of them walking away past her cage. A few people stood near the trailer cage and waited.

Her friends soon appeared. Seeing them was a relief, signaling the end of the journey. Tariq had his arm around Amina's shoulders, and Markus was in conversation with the two older men, speaking German—apparently, they were compatriots. Arbek was chatting and laughing with Zahara.

Then the bus driver came into view. He unlocked the cage, and the routine started once more, this time with her friends watching. Melissa stepped out, assumed the position by spreading her legs, placing her hands at shoulder height, and turning her palms forward. She waited for the other slaves to follow suit.

The bus driver unlocked the female slave who had been locked to the chain right before she had been locked to it. She walked over to her owner and they walked away.

She watched as the other two slaves, whom she supposed were sex slaves, were released and returned to the two elderly men. The men said their goodbyes to Markus and then strolled down the street in the direction of the beach.

Melissa was the last slave on the chain and still waiting to be freed. She was still holding the demeaning pose while her friends were waiting for her. Markus was staring at her again, but she was too exhausted to be angry about it.

The bus driver walked up close to her and she smelled the tobacco in his breath again. He took out a key and unlocked the padlock at her collar. As he took it, the chain fell to the ground. Removing the padlock released her from her position, so she stepped over the chain and went to her friends, her naked skin still slick from the rain. "God, I need something to drink, anything," she said, her voice a mixture of relief and desperation.

Markus reached into his backpack and pulled out a bottle of Coke. "Here, Mel, have some of this," he offered, extending it toward her.

Melissa took the bottle, her hands trembling slightly from the ordeal, and drank eagerly. The carbonated liquid was a small comfort, her face showing the relief of quenching her thirst.

Arbek watched her, his concern evident. "Was the trip that bad, Melissa?" he asked, his tone gentle but anxious for the truth.

She lowered the bottle, still catching her breath. "Bad doesn't even cover it. That cage was like an oven, and then the rain came down on me like I was in a damn shower. I was still thirsty as hell," she explained, her voice tinged with the memory of her discomfort.

Tariq shook his head, sympathy in his eyes. "Sounds really bad."

Melissa's eyes met Arbek's, her gaze a blend of relief and reproach. "Why didn't anyone check on me? I could've used some water, you know?"

Arbek's face flushed with guilt. "Shit, Melissa, I'm sorry. I didn't have water with me. I was just talking with everyone, and I didn't think... I should've checked on you," he admitted, his regret palpable.

Her tone softened, understanding creeping in despite the ordeal. "It was rough. Really rough," she murmured, the weight of her experience heavy in her words.

"I know, I'm sorry. We'll make sure you're okay from now on. I swear," Arbek promised, his voice sincere.

Markus extended the bottle again. "Here, take some more."

Melissa took another long sip. She handed the bottle back, nodding her thanks. "Thanks, Markus. That helped," she said, her voice steadier now.

As they walked away from the market square towards the rented hut, Melissa felt the sand under her bare feet, the texture both gritty and grounding. The sand clung to the moisture on her skin.

Melissa's steps were slow, acutely aware of the local eyes upon her, some filled with curiosity, others showing indifference. As she walked, a group of male slaves passed by on the opposite side of the street, chained in a coffle, their hands bound behind them with zip ties. Seeing other naked slaves eased her discomfort with her own nudity. Surrounded by her friends, she felt a level of safety she hadn't experienced in days. Despite her fatigue and the urge to cover up, she maintained a posture of dignity, moving with a cautious grace.

The gentle breeze felt oddly intimate with the wind swirling around her breasts, through her hair, and between her legs and back. She felt her steel collar resting on the base of her neck and an unexpected feeling of liberation from being unclothed in public.

Arbek's arm around her shoulders was a small shield against the wind, but it couldn't cover the entirety of her exposure. "You must be starving," he said, looking at her with concern.

"Yeah, famished," Melissa admitted, her stomach echoing her words with a growl. "But also... just, glad to be here with you guys."

Tariq, leading the way, chimed in, "We were thinking about hitting up that little seafood place by the pier for dinner. They have the best grilled fish in the area."

"Sounds perfect," Zahara agreed. "And maybe after, we can walk along the beach. It's really beautiful at night."

Melissa nodded. With nothing covering her, she experienced the world in a more visceral way—the sun warming her skin, the breeze chilling her, the sand massaging her feet.

Amina looked at Melissa with empathy, "I know it's tough being like this for ten more days, but we'll make sure you're comfortable."

Melissa was exhausted. Here, in the hut, she was finally shielded from having the eyes of the public on her naked body. She looked at Amina, then at Arbek with Zahara standing right next to him and said, “No, I’m coming with you. I want some food now. We won’t be away for long, right?”

“Of course not,” Tariq said. “It has been a long day for you. You must be exhausted. We’ll just have some nice food and then we’ll be back to rest. The fish restaurant is very close.”

Melissa appreciated their understanding. The conversation about dinner brought a normalcy to the situation, grounding her in the present moment rather than the ordeal she'd just endured. And although she was naked, her friends talking about mundane things like food and restaurants, she felt as if her life was otherwise normal again. At least if she didn’t think about it too hard.

As they walked, she was simultaneously relieved and apprehensive. Relieved at the prospect of rest, apprehensive about how the next ten days would unfold. But with her friends, the hunger for food, and the anticipation of a warm evening by the beach, she felt a glimmer of hope that she could navigate this strange chapter of her life with some semblance of dignity and companionship.


23. Dinner

After a short walk the group arrived at a complex of houses. The houses were simple wooden and mudhuts arranged around an entertainment area at their center. The center part had a  pool, its water shimmering under the late afternoon sun, with a beach volleyball court close by.

They walked along a network of dirt paths on the premises and arrived at a mudhut. It looked simple on the outside, but it was cozy on the inside with carpets and living room furniture with a small kitchen area and doors leading to other rooms.

The hut was shared among Tariq, Amina, Zahara and Arbek. Melissa would be living with Arbek. Markus had rented his own hut which was on the same property just a few minutes of walk away.

Melissa felt the exhaustion in her bones and went to drop on the sofa. She remembered she hadn’t been allowed to use furniture in the cafe for ‘hygiene reasons’ and so she turned and saw Tariq watching her critically and reconsidered. She was too tired to argue, so instead she sat on the carpeted floor and leaned against the sofa. The thought of asserting her right to sit on furniture was there, but it had fizzled out under Tariq's disapproving gaze. She wasn't just tired; she was weary of resisting internally, of being anything other than what they expected of her here in Grabesh.

She suggested, "Can't we just have food delivered?"

Amina responded with a chuckle, "Food delivery isn't really a thing here. People send slaves to fetch food. There's no infrastructure for it, and with slaves readily available, there's never been a need."

"But with so many tourists here," Melissa pointed out, "wouldn't that change?"

"It's the opposite," Tariq said. "Many come here for the slave culture, so they rent slaves to do these tasks for them."

“Yeah,” Amina agreed.  “People say they come to Grabesh for the good food and the nature. But there are places closer to western countries to have that.” She giggled, “The foreigners who come here, are here for the slaves. They want to have some fun that they can’t have elsewhere.”

Melissa, always conscious of her enforced nudity, didn’t have to ask what that ‘fun’ might be. If her owner was anyone other than Arbek, she would be on the receiving end of that ‘fun’. She felt a new wave of urgency to get the damn collar off her.

“If you want to stay here Melissa, that is fine,” Amina said. “We can bring home a takeaway for you.”

“Absolutely,” Arbek agreed. “You have been through so much today. Rest, if you want. We will get something nice for you.”

"Uhm," Melissa hesitated, her eyes scanning the room, landing on her friends. They looked at her with genuine compassion, their faces softened by concern, but her gaze lingered on Zahara. There was something in the way Zahara stood, just a bit too close to Arbek. Despite her tiredness, the thought of staying behind while they went out together, made her uneasy. She didn't want to give Zahara any opportunity to make a move on Arbek, not now, not when she was already feeling so vulnerable. Arbek legally owned her. So much was at stake for her that he remained loyal to her.

"No, I think I'll come with you," Melissa said, pushing herself up from the couch with a weary determination. Her muscles were aching, and she needed rest, but her mind was racing with scenarios she didn't want to entertain.

"Are you sure?" Arbek asked with concern. "You really look like you could use some rest."

"I'm sure," Melissa replied, her tone firm but with a hint of forced cheerfulness.

"We'll make it a short trip then," Tariq suggested. "Just to the restaurant and back. It'll be nice to get some fresh air after being cooped up in that bus."

Amina nodded and added, "And we'll make sure you're comfortable, Melissa."

Melissa appreciated their kindness, but her eyes kept darting back to Zahara and Arbek. She wondered if she was just being paranoid, if the exhaustion was making her see things that weren't there. Still, the thought of leaving Arbek alone with Zahara was enough to spur her into action.

“I just need to freshen up,” she said. “Is that the bathroom over there?”

Arbek grabbed one of his towels for her, and Melissa headed off to shower.

She was grateful that she was able to shower instead of the hosedowns she had had to suffer at the Health Office over the last few days. She enjoyed the warm water from the shower running over her and that she was neither chained to a post nor handcuffed to the bars of her stall while being hosed down by some stranger.

The autonomy while cleaning herself in the privacy of a bathroom made her feel as if her life was back to normal for a while, only briefly interrupted when she had to work around her collar to clean her neck. She enjoyed the feeling of washing away all the mud and sweat from the arduous trip.

She would have loved to take a long shower, but she knew her friends were waiting for her.

After getting out of the shower cabin she wiped off the water with the towel Arbek had provided for her. Out of habit her eyes searched for the clothes she would have laid out to wear after the shower. Finding none snapped her out of the brief feeling of normalcy and reminded her that she’d be exiting the bathroom naked to rejoin her friends. She quickly combed her hair and left the bathroom. Her damp hair fell down her back and clung to it as it traced its contours.

"Alright," she said, forcing a smile. "Let's go then. I could use a little walk, I guess."



As they left, Melissa made sure to walk beside Arbek. Arbek gave her hand a gentle squeeze as they stepped out of the hut into the warm evening air. The others followed behind.

The group moved towards the beach. The sounds of the sea filled the silence between them. Melissa felt the sand under her feet and the cool breeze on her skin, but her mind was elsewhere. She was determined to keep Arbek close until she was freed from this collar and a free woman again.

At the restaurant, the scent of the sea mingled with the aroma of cooking fish. Markus spotted the two German pensioners he had met in the bus earlier today sitting at a table. They waved at each other.

Tariq spoke to one of the employees there. When he came back he said: “Slaves have to go to the slave stables. But I just talked to the manager. It is not a busy day, and he said if we sit outside then Melissa could dine with us as long as we cover her chair with our beach towels and none of the other guests complains.”

Slaves were not usually allowed to use any furniture. The friends had been prepared for that and if there would be problems, they would just get some takeaways and sit on those beach towels at the beach to enjoy their meal.

“Why don’t they allow slaves inside?” Markus asked, glancing at the pensioners. He was probably hoping they could sit close together so he could continue his chat with them.

“It’s about cleanliness,” Tariq said. “No one wants to sit where a naked slave’s been. And food is being served here. But if we sit outside they are willing to make an exception.”

“Okay,” Markus agreed.

As Melissa stood there, the cool evening breeze caressed her naked skin. The idea that her nudity was a 'hygiene risk' gnawed at her. Her nudity was forced on her, and yet she felt as if she was being blamed for it. The mention that she was supposed to be sent to some kind of stable instead of dining inside with her friend was a chilling reminder of her place in this society.

A flicker of relief passed through her when she was allowed to sit with them outside. But the condition of having beach towels on the chair was a reminder that she was considered unclean, that she was not to touch and could not just sit where others could without being marked as different.

“We’re treading a fine line with this,” Tariq explained, his gaze settling on Melissa. “If any guest takes offense, they’ll forbid you from using the chair. We’d all leave if that happened, of course. But it’d be good to enjoy a proper meal here. All it needs is for you to behave well and keep the peace—alright, Melissa?”

“Yes, Sir,” Melissa sighed. She didn’t want to be blamed if they were kicked out of the restaurant. She could have stayed at the hut, but she had chosen to come along, so she felt she had a duty to do her part. She forced herself to appear indifferent to this arrangement, but on the inside she felt a deep-seated longing to be freed from her enslavement, to be rid of the collar that marked her as something less than human.

“Excellent. Thank you, Melissa,” Tariq said, relieved.

“It’s like those Westerners who perch their dogs on chairs to dine like humans,” Zahara said with a wry smirk.

“I didn’t want to put it like that, but yes, that is an apt comparison,” Tariq commented uncomfortably.

“Yeah, it is ok, I understand,” Melissa said, slightly annoyed, uncomfortable from being compared to animals at every opportunity and wishing to move on so they could have dinner.

They sat down outside and after covering Melissa’s chair with beach towels she sat down with the others and really had a great view of the bay.

The waiter took their orders with Arbek ordering for her as it would have been offensive to have the waiter take his order from a slave.



Markus pulled out his phone, eyes glinting. “I got that MooTag Explorer app Tariq talked about.”

His voice was full of curiosity, "supposedly scans for livestock chips like the one Melissa might have." He aimed his phone at Melissa from across the table, who sat uncomfortably between Arbek and Amina. The phone beeped, signaling it had found something.

"It's picked up a chip!" he said with excitement. He focused on the screen, "There's data linked to it."

"Melissa Maurer," he read out loud from the phone. "That is your chip," he said incredulously. "Wow, I never thought this would actually work."

“What do you have there?” Zahara asked.

Melissa's face tightened as Markus scrolled through her file. "There are pictures..." he paused, his eyes flickering across the screen, "from when you were... at the Health Office, chained to a post, from different angles."

Tariq, now intrigued, leaned over to peer at Markus's phone. "What else is there? Let me see." His interest was piqued but masked with a frown of concern. He quickly pulled out his own phone and, with a few taps, started downloading the app.

Melissa's stomach churned at the thought of her privacy being so easily invaded. Her face tensed, her discomfort palpable as Markus's eyes scrolled through the information on his screen. She remembered how they had taken the pictures of her, naked and chained to a post when they had made her pose from different angles. Those must be the images Markus and Tariq were looking at right now.

Markus, trying to mask his personal feelings with humor, began, "Well, it seems you've been quite the... patient at the Health Office."

With a hint of mockery hidden beneath his casual tone, he read aloud, "Patient was delivered catheterized. Noted body odor; likely from extended time in confinement without cleaning. Arranging thorough cleaning."

"What?" Amina said with shock.

Melissa's hands clenched under the table. "Markus, please," she cried out. Heads turned from the neighboring table.

Tariq, sensing the rising tension, leaned in closer to Melissa, his voice a whisper, "Remember what you promised. You're a slave here. Keep your voice down, and use 'Sir' if you must speak out. Don't attract attention."

"Sorry, Sir," Melissa forced herself to say in a muted voice. She had promised to keep up the facade of being a slave, but Markus was making it very hard for her.

In the meantime Tariq's phone had downloaded and installed the app. "Let me see," he murmured, scanning Melissa's chip with his phone. The smartphone beeped recognizing Melissa's chip.

“Interesting. Hey Arbek, if you install the app you can register yourself as Melissa’s owner.”

“Cool!” Arbek replied. “What does that do?”

“You can add your contact details… ah, and you can register her as missing,” Tariq said. “I guess anyone who scans her, would know that he should return her to you.”

“That’s convenient,” Arbek laughed and looked at Melissa. He saw her frowning face and stopped laughing. “Oh come on, that is pretty funny.” He gave her a kiss on the cheek.

“Arbek, I was chipped against my will and I can’t remove it,” Melissa reminded him.

Tariq said, "Wow, Mel, they really put you through it. They've got you in all sorts of poses for these pictures."

Melissa's eyes briefly met Tariq's screen, seeing the images of her in such a vulnerable state, and she looked away quickly, her face burning with humiliation.

Melissa's face flushed with humiliation. "I didn't have a choice, Tariq. It was... degrading."

"Of course, Melissa," Tariq said. “Slaves here in Grabesh are used to this. But you have been free all your life and been enslaved for only what, four days?"

"Five days," Melissa sighed.

"I guess having proper images makes sense when there are multiple slaves, and they are handled by people who don't know them personally."

Zahara chimed in, her voice soft with concern, "What's with the catheter?"

Melissa sighed, "It was for the transport. They didn't want to stop for... bathroom breaks." Feeling Tariq's look on her, she added "Ma'am."

“What?” Arbek said, confused. “You never mentioned that to me.”

Markus continued, "Generally good submissive behavior. 'Potential for breeding might be limited.' Oh, and here, 'Protested against chipping and ear tagging.' You really didn't want that, huh?"

Melissa's discomfort was palpable, her eyes darting around, aware of the other patrons. She took a deep breath, trying to compose herself. "Please, Sir, don't..."

"Why is her potential for breeding limited?" Arbek asked curiously.

"I have no idea what that's about," Melissa said.

"Something about you having high stress levels," Tariq replied.

“Looks like you got a full barrage of vaccines,” Tariq said.

“Which vaccines did I get?” Melissa asked. “They didn’t tell me.”

“Why didn’t you ask them?” Tariq said. “Yellow Fever, Hepatitis A, Typhoid… and a bunch of others. Actually quite useful. Especially when you are naked all the time.”

“I did ask them,” Melissa said. “But didn’t say and just kept injecting me.”

But Markus was already moving on, "Involuntary urination during cattle prod use. That sounds rough," his tone now genuinely concerned.

Amina, concerned, leaned forward, "Melissa, what was that about the cattle prod?"

Melissa, feeling cornered, felt her friends’ eyes on her and responded evasively, "It was... just a scare tactic. I was supposed to give a urine sample, and I was struggling."

Amina asked softly, "What happened?"

"They... they poked me with a cattle prod to make me pee for a sample," Melissa explained, her voice strained. "I was scared."

“What?” Arbek said, “That’s horrific!”

Markus, perhaps enjoying the power of knowing too much, continued, "They noted you weren't adapting well to... slave life. And there's something about discomfort during... uh, certain examinations."

Amina looked at Melissa with sympathy, "That sounds awful, Melissa. Are you okay talking about it?"

Melissa shook her head, her voice low, "I didn't want to go through all of that. It was humiliating, being treated like... like livestock."

Amina, sensing the tension, tried to steer the conversation with empathy, "It sounds terrible what they did to you, Melissa. They noted you were distressed during some procedures?"

"Yes," Markus interjected, his voice now more serious. "There's stuff about discomfort during examinations, and they think you might not be cut out for ‘slave life’."

Zahara, while leaning over to look at Markus's phone, her tone gentle, added, "They're even talking about follow-ups for potential std infections." She chuckled and told Arbek in a feigned serious voice, “Don’t forget to make an appointment!”

“That was complete nonsense!” Melissa blurted out.

Then, with a guilty side glance at Tariq, she said in a muted voice, "Sorry, I mean that was nonsense, Ma'am."

"Of course," Zahara said. “I was just joking.”

"Yes," Markus said, his tone now more subdued as he realized the gravity of what he was reading. "They took some pretty invasive samples. They said you might need... training for local customs."

Tariq continued, almost to himself, "And these notes... 'lacks resilience,' 'potential for breeding limited,' 'unfamiliar with local customs.' They really did a number on you, didn't they?"

The group went quiet as the waiter returned with their meals. After everyone had a plate with a yummy smelling fish dish, he left the group to themselves.

Her hands clenched under the table, not just from anger but from a desire to reclaim at least some of her dignity. She felt the weight of their gazes as she finally spoke up in a subdued tone and pleaded, "Sir, may I ask you not to view my medical file anymore?"

Arbek, watching Melissa's discomfort grow, squeezed her hand under the table, his voice stern but caring. "Enough. It was hard on her, and you are making her relive all of it by reading from her medical file. It is inconsiderate."

“Agreed,” Zahara said, looking at Arbek. "We shouldn't be discussing this in front of Melissa like this."

Markus, feeling the weight of the moment and his own unresolved feelings towards Melissa, nodded silently, his gaze dropping to his plate.

“Absolutely, Melissa,” he said. “I have never seen slavery before in my life and seeing how you are treated makes it so much more personal.”

Tariq added, "You're right, Arbek. Sorry, Melissa. We didn't mean to make you feel worse. I have been around slaves all my life, but I have never seen the chip in action. The curiosity just got the best of me. I will be more mindful of your feelings."

Melissa gave a weak smile, "It was... not pleasant. Let's leave it at that."

“Absolutely,” Markus agreed. “I’m glad the guys got you out of there. You weren’t kidding when you said that the Health Office was hell. I didn’t know it was this bad.”

Amina tried to offer some comfort, "We're just worried about you, Melissa. We want to understand what you went through." She gently stroked Melissa’s back from the shoulder down.

Zahara mused, “I noticed in England that people are more careful about what they share with others. We are more open,” she said and chuckled. “When we are among friends and family, we just talk about whatever we want to know.”

Tariq added, “I’ve noticed that too. Melissa, when we ask these personal questions, we don’t mean to intrude. It means that we feel like you are one of us. So we forget our polite boundaries.”

Amina agreed, “You are dear to our heart. That is why we ask so many questions. We talk to you like you are one of us.”

“Thanks guys,” Melissa replied, slightly mollified and touched by their expressions of kinship. The difference in culture explained why their intuition for privacy differed from her own. But It didn’t explain why Markus would read her medical file like that. He had known that he should not have done that, but he likely did it because of their history. He didn’t just get to see her naked here in front of him, but now he also had those degrading pictures from the Health Office and her medical information on his phone.

“Yeah, my parents are like that too,” Arbek noticed. “I always felt like they have boundary issues!” He said and laughed. “Now I know where that comes from!”

“And it is really interesting,” Markus said. “I have never dealt with slaves before. All of this is new and fascinating to me. Guys, I’m so glad you brought me with you.”

Arbek gave her a reassuring look. "We'll focus on getting you through these days. We're here for you, not to dig into what happened." He kissed her on the cheek.



“The app is actually really cool,” Markus mused. “They could make it run in the background and scan for chipped slaves. And if they find a slave who has not been registered as missing, it could sound some kind of alarm.”

“Or send a report back with the GPS coordinates so the owner knows where the fugitive slave is,” Tariq added.

“Yeah,” Markus said. “Lots of people here seem to have phones. It would make it really easy to find fugitive slaves.”

Melissa didn’t like this. She was chipped and for her these discussions weren’t just theoretical, but they showed her how she could be controlled with the chip in her that she had no way of removing. Markus was getting way too excited about clever ways chipped slaves like her could be tracked.



She would be so relieved once she was free again, she thought. She would get out of this country as soon as possible. Next, she would find a surgeon who would get rid of this ridiculous ear tag and who could remove the chip from her. And she would need a new set of friends. She couldn’t imagine hanging out with any of them once this was over after they had seen her like this.

And it wouldn’t be a great loss either. She wasn’t particularly invested in any of them. She had known the Africans for about two weeks now. That was not a lot of history.

Arbek was clearly not long term boyfriend material. And she was sure now that he didn’t love her. He had never called her his girlfriend and the fact that he had forgotten about her while she had been locked in the trailer cage suffering in the sweltering heat, proved this to her. If he had loved her, he would not have been carried away by some conversation. On a subconscious level he would not have been able to do that. He liked her and the sexual satisfaction she could provide him with. And he was decent enough that he wanted to rectify his mistake that had gotten her into this slavery mess.

He might have been fun as a boyfriend when times were good, but in moments of crisis, it was love, not just attraction, that would provide the reassurance she needed to not feel abandoned. The anxiety she had felt about him when they had been separated at the Health Office was a result of the lack of that loving bond.

But he did not love her, and she did not want to be with a man who had gotten her into this situation even if inadvertently.

So once she was freed from her enslavement to him and out of this country, she would end things with him.

And regarding Markus, well she already had rejected Markus even before this ordeal had started. His presence here was like life kicking her while she was down.

Maybe she would move to a new town where no one knew her and she wouldn’t risk running into any of them again and be reminded of this low point of her life. But right now, she needed them. She was enslaved to Arbek and her life depended on him.



“That is an interesting thought,” Tariq said. “But the app is not very well known. It is probably used only by farmers. I myself have never tried it before. I guess that is how you would track slaves back in England, if slavery was introduced today. But in Grabesh, slavery is old and ways to control slaves have evolved long before phones even existed.”

“Slaves are controlled by force, not by apps,” Zahara explained with what seemed like pride in her voice. “Our ancestors won wars against the other tribes and that made the defeated survivors our slaves. It was our strength and superior fighting skills that made us masters, not technical gadgets. To this day, children in Grabesh still learn how to fight when they grow up.”

Tariq rolled his eyes and laughed, “Oh yeah… I hated that. For years, we had to learn traditional martial arts. Urgh, I hated that. Who even fights with knives and sticks these days. It is just stuff you will never need again in life.”

“Tariq would not have made a great warrior on the battlefield,” Amina laughed, “We also had to do archery. Oh, you have to be so zen for that.”

Melissa had never learned any martial arts. She looked at Zahara’s athletic body. Her arms were toned and muscles visible. Nowhere near Arbek’s level of course but what a young woman would have who exercised regularly. Melissa thought she could see the heritage of the warriors in Zahara.

She looked around the table. Yes, Tariq didn’t look like a fighter, neither did Amina who was a bit overweight. And Markus didn’t look like much of a fighter either. Arbek actually was athletic and muscular. He had no fighting training, but if he did, he would have made a good warrior in old times, she thought.



Markus asked, "Why not just take Melissa out of the country now, Arbek?"

"It's not that simple," Arbek replied, his fork paused mid-air. "At the airport, they'd check her collar, see she's supposed to be at the Health Office. We'd be caught."

“Oh yeah right,” Markus replied in thought.

“And they took my passport at the airport,” Melissa added. “And everything else I had. Literally everything.” She looked down at her naked self.

“And the collar can’t be easily cut off because it is made of steel and close to her neck, so it would be dangerous.”

“Actually, how will I get my stuff back?” Melissa asked. Due to her situation she was forced to use a meek voice, and apparently it was not enough to steer the conversation in her direction.

“And illegal,” Tariq added. “No blacksmith would take that collar off her. It would be facilitation of an escape attempt.”

“But Arbek is her ‘owner’, right?” Markus asked. “He can do whatever he wants with her. So, if he asks the blacksmith to cut the collar off, then it is not an escape attempt.”

It rubbed Melissa wrong to hear that Arbek could do whatever he wanted with her. While it was legally true, she would have preferred if they could all pretend that she was their equal.

“No, the state owns the collar and, legally speaking, also Melissa. So some police officer or so could have it cut off, like if there was something wrong with the lock,” Tariq explained.

“Ok, but once Arbek has swapped her collar for his own, then he could have it cut off?”

“Yes. But then he could also just use his key to unlock it.”

Melissa sighed at the hopelessness of her situation being pointed out to her once again. At least it would be over in ten days.

Melissa turned to Markus, curious, "What were you chatting about with those old men earlier?" And with a lot of willpower she added, “Sir?”

“Oh, they are pensioners who are spending their retirement here. They told me about their life here, and they were curious about you, Melissa,” he said. "They've seen other white slaves, all women, trafficked here as sex slaves."

Melissa, feeling a twinge of dread, asked, "What did they say about me, Sir?" Her voice showed her discomfort, but she wanted to understand her place in this strange world.

Markus chose his words carefully, mimicking the way diplomats would speak, "They were... intrigued by you, Melissa. They asked if you were here for the same reasons as the others, but I told them you were with friends, not... available like that."

Melissa flushed with a mix of embarrassment and relief, murmured, "Thank you, Sir, for clarifying that."

Arbek interjected, "Don't worry about what they think, Melissa. You're here with us, and we're looking out for you." He gave her hand a gentle squeeze under the table.

Zahara offered a supportive smile, "And if anyone gets too curious, we'll just remind them who your friends are." Her tone was both protective and teasing.

“We’ve got your back, Melissa,” Arbek agreed.



The conversation shifted to more pressing financial concerns. "And about that loan I took out," Arbek mentioned. "I'll find a way to pay it back. I’ll look for jobs I can do."

"I have some savings," Melissa added, her mind racing for alternatives.

She tried to come up with other ways to raise money to pay back Arbek’s loan. Her parents had money. And Arbek had taken out the money for her, so her parents would support the cause and likely help when asked. However, that would also mean that she’d have to tell her parents about what had transpired here.

Her parents had been very controlling during her upbringing and not allowed her to become her own person. She had never been able to make her own choices, and she resented her parents for that. But as an adult, at university, away from home, she suddenly had had to make choices for herself. And her first big choices as an adult had led her to Arbek and then into this mess. So if she were to ask her parents for help, they would find out about all of this. It would not only be embarrassing in front of her parents, but she had resented them for their controlling regime for most of her life and them witnessing her failure would vindicate them for not allowing her more freedom while growing up.

"But I don't want to ask my parents," she continued, her tone laced with humiliation. "It's too much. I’d rather die than have them see me like this. They can never know what happened to me here. Seriously guys," she looked into their eyes. “When this is over, no one can know about what happened to me here. Can you promise me that?”

She looked at her friends, and they nodded with empathy and understanding.

"I've seen a programming job I could do," Arbek offered, trying to sound optimistic.

"And why bother paying it back?" Markus asked, leaning back in his chair. “Just leave this country and never come back.”

"That would be fraud," Arbek explained. "I'd be in trouble if I ever come back to Grabesh. I might also get problems when I want to renew my passport."

Melissa, still grappling with the reality of her situation, asked, "How can a place like this even exist? Wouldn't the UN or other countries step in?"

"Grabesh is a tiny, insignificant country," Tariq said. "Most people don't even know it exists. It's off the international radar."

"And," he continued, "there are conspiracy theories that many rich international figures have homes here to indulge in their fantasies without repercussions. They have an interest in keeping Grabesh out of the spotlight."

"Other conspiracy theories," Tariq added, "have it that the local elites might be using blackmail to make the rich use their influence to ensure Grabesh stays under the radar."

Arbek, trying to lighten the mood, said, "I'll go out naked with you, Melissa, in solidarity."

Tariq laughed, "Nudity's for slaves here, not for free people. It's like dogs being allowed to be naked in public back home, but not humans."

Melissa knew Arbek’s remark was meant to be comforting. He wanted to share her burden, but it only served to highlight her isolation. He doesn't understand, she thought bitterly. Solidarity in nudity when one can choose to wear clothes again is not the same.



Upon finishing up, Melissa excused herself for the bathroom.

“Where can I wash up?” She asked.

“You can’t go on your own,” Tariq said.

“I can’t even go to the bathroom on my own,” Melissa asked in an annoyed tone. Then added “Sir,” when she saw Tariq’s raised eyebrows.

“Well, you can’t walk around the restaurant on your own in general,” he explained. “And that would include going to the bathroom.”

He noticed Melissa’s annoyed stare.

“Look, think about it: In the West if people bring a dog into a restaurant, then the dog has to stay at the table, right? You can’t bring a dog and let it run around the restaurant, right?”

And there it was again. Melissa was being compared to animals. She should be used to it by now, but she wasn’t.

“Dogs normally even need to be leashed. The people here are quite laid back, but in other venues, if they allow you in, they would expect you to be leashed to the table as well.”

“Really,” Markus said. “How does that work?”

“Oh, the tables have holes in them that can be used to attach a leash. Or slaves can be attached to a table leg. Restaurants can usually provide leashes if people haven’t brought one.”

“Interesting,” Markus commented.

“Does someone else need to go?” Tariq asked.

“I can take Melissa, I want to go as well,” Zahara said.

They both got up and Zahara picked Melissa up from her spot. They walked to the main building and as they did, Zahara told her, “Hold your left wrist with your right hand behind you.”

“What?”

“Do it. And mind your manners. There are people everywhere.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Melissa put her hands behind her back and held her left wrist with her right arm. They walked towards the main building and Zahara held Melissa by her upper arm. Melissa felt like she was being led like a handcuffed prisoner by Zahara. Her grip felt firm and possessively.

The sun was dipping lower and as Melissa was led by Zahara she could see the outlines of her naked form in her shadow on the sand. Her breasts swayed slightly with her steps and she felt the gentle strokes of her own hair cascading down her back as she moved.

A waiter was standing at the door to the outside area. Zahara asked him where slaves could use the bathroom and the waiter pointed them to the slave stable saying that there were slave facilities in the slave stable.

The trio walked together. Melissa recalled Zahara's prideful recounting of how her ancestors had taken slaves from tribes defeated in battle. Now, at this moment, naked and collared, with her hands clasped behind her back, she felt akin to those ancient captives, being led by the athletic Zahara, just as defeated tribal women would have been by the triumphant warriors of old.

She felt that Zahara enjoyed this display of power, and part of her wanted to rip her hands free, to shout, to run. But she also knew that there was no escape for her. So she walked while seeing her shadow on the sand showing the silhouette of her naked body.

The stall was a wooden hut. When they entered Melissa saw that the inside had a large cage with two female slaves in it. The waiter pointed to the squatting toilet in the cage and told Zahara that her slave may use that toilet. He unlocked the cage door and the two slaves knelt up next to each other with their legs apart and hands close their shoulders facing forward.

The waiter opened the door and Zahara guided Melissa into the cage. Melissa turned around to see the waiter close the door and it locked shut.

“I’ll pick you up later,” Zahara said.

“Ok,” Melissa said, not happy about how this was going. “Ma’am,” she remembered.

The two women inside the cage, both in their thirties, looked up as Melissa entered. Recognition dawned on their faces, their eyes widening with a mix of surprise and amusement.

"Hey, it's the white girl from the bus," the one with long, black hair said, her voice carrying a playful tone.

The other, with a knowing smirk, added, "The one who shrieked like a cat caught in the rain when we crossed the river." Her eyes sparkled with humor, her body lean and agile, suggesting a life of labor and perhaps, as Melissa had guessed, sexual servitude.

Melissa felt a rush of heat to her cheeks, remembering the moment. "Yeah, that was me," she admitted, trying to keep her voice steady.

"You're with that white guy who gave you the drink, right? He your owner?" the first woman asked, her gaze flicking to Melissa's collar.

"No," Melissa quickly corrected, her tone sharp with disgust at the thought. "He's... an acquaintance." She didn't elaborate on her history with Markus.

The second woman nodded, her interest shifting to Melissa's hair, reaching out to touch it gently. "Your hair is different. So soft," she said, her fingers brushing through the strands with a childlike wonder. Melissa tensed at first but relaxed, understanding their curiosity was innocent, their hands exploring her blonde hair with a fascination born from a life where such textures were foreign.

Melissa, feeling the pressure of her bladder, moved towards the squatting toilet at the wall in the cage. The act of using it in front of others felt like an invasion of her most private self, yet she had no choice. Her movements were stiff, and her face flushed with heat. Her nudity and the act of relieving herself under scrutiny made her feel like time was passing in slow motion.  She positioned herself over the toilet and spread her legs as the design required, as if displaying her vagina to the other slaves.

Her cheeks burned with the intensity of their gazes. They burned not just with shame but with anger at the situation, at Arbek for his part in this, at Markus for his fascination, and at herself for being unable to change her circumstances. ‘This isn’t me,’ she thought, her mind screaming as her body complied.

She felt the eyes of the two slaves on her, their acceptance of this life starkly contrasting with her inner revolt. ‘How can they live like this?’ she wondered, her gaze inadvertently meeting theirs.

As she relieved herself, the first woman spoke, "You're new to this, aren't you?"

"Yes," Melissa admitted, irritated by being spoken to in a private moment like this. The sound of her urine against the metal echoed slightly in the confined space. She looked at the woman and their eyes met. "It's... overwhelming," she said with a strained voice, making eye contact while urinating.

The second slave watched with a mix of empathy and interest, shared, "We've been slaves all our lives. Those German men your friend was talking to have rented us. They're not bad masters, but they like their sex. We do chores, and we're there for their pleasure."

“Rented?” Melissa asked confused.

“Mutual Mastery owns us and rents out slaves for all kinds of purposes. Tourists often rent their sex slaves from them, like us,” the second slave giggled.

"Does it ever get easier?" Melissa asked, her voice a mix of hope and despair as she finished and stood up.

The first woman shrugged, "It is all we’ve ever done. You learn to live with it."

Melissa nodded, her frustration surfacing. "I can't stand being treated like an animal, like livestock."

The second gave her a sympathetic look. "It's just how it is here. But you're strong; you'll get through it."

Melissa wanted to tell them her enslavement was temporary, but the need to maintain her cover kept her silent. Instead, she asked, "What's your life like with them?"

"Chores, mostly," the first woman explained. "And sex. But they're gentle, in their way."

“Serving those old white men is like a vacation,” the first woman said. “They are easy to please, and we get to sit at the pool and play beach volleyball a lot.”

The conversation paused as Melissa felt the second woman's hand reach for her ear tag. "This is new," she remarked, gently touching it. Melissa winced, the tag still sensitive. "Be careful with that; it's still healing," she said.

The first woman laughed softly, "We won't hurt you. We're just curious, like you are about us."

Feeling a connection forming, Melissa decided to share her name, "I'm Melissa."

"I'm Liana," the first woman said, a smile spreading across her face.

"And I'm Kaya," added the second, her voice warm.

Melissa and the slaves chatted for a while. At some point, she stood up and walked around the small cage. She went to the bars holding her in and wondered where Zahara was. She was fed up with constantly being locked in cages. She couldn’t even return to Arbek from her bathroom break without needing someone to free her. In her frustration she pushed and pulled against the bars of the cage which were unmovable.

They talked a bit more until they heard footsteps coming closer.

“They’re coming to pick you up,” Kaya said.

The door opened and the waiter came in with Zahara. The three slaves hurried to form a line facing Zahara and the waiter from in the cage.

Melissa had also discussed the slave protocols here with Liana and Kaya. It had turned out that they were quite similar to the one in the Health Office with the exception that the submissive pose involved wasn’t lying on the floor, but kneeling up.

She knelt with Liana and Kaya in one line, spread her legs, then lifted her thighs to create a right angle with her lower legs. She raised her hands to her shoulders and made her palms face forward. Fingers relaxed with small gaps between them.

In ancient times this would have been not just an acknowledgement of their subjugation, but also a way for their captors to make sure they weren’t hiding any weapons. Not between their legs, nor in their hands nor tucked in anywhere on their naked bodies.

Adhering to the slave protocols felt like an act of betrayal to her own identity. This was not who she truly was. ‘How can they live like this?’ she wondered again.

The waiter unlocked the cage door and opened it, and Melissa was about to get up to leave the cage. Then she stopped herself. She remembered from Nala’s training at the Health Office that she couldn’t dismiss herself from a position. Her handler had to do that. Her handler was Zahara. And Zahara was just looking down at her from outside the cage, seemingly studying her.

Melissa was becoming impatient. She looked up at Zahara with pleading eyes that she might give her a signal so she could get up and they could go. But Zahara made no such motion. Zahara was enjoying this, Melissa realised. She was making Melissa feel her power over her by making her wait in this position next to the other slaves.

Zahara slowly walked along the bars of the cage and entered it. She walked past the two slaves kneeling up next to Melissa until she was standing before her. Melissa glanced up at her and their eyes met.

She felt Zahara’s commanding eyes scrutinizing her. ‘Is she enjoying this?’ Melissa wondered with a surge of resentment. But she also realized that Zahara was just another product of this culture.

Just like at the Health Office she needed permission to speak when in a slave pose, so all Melissa could do was kneel before Zahara, until she allowed her to rise.

The act of kneeling up before her with her thighs spread wide, was both a physical and psychological submission. Zahara's gaze as she stood over her, watching and waiting, felt like a physical weight which was pressing down on Melissa and made her keenly aware that her naked body was vulnerably exposed to her.

As she waited for Zahara's permission to rise, time seemed to stretch. She wanted to shout, to break free, but the fear of repercussions kept her silent. ‘I’m playing their game,’ she admitted to herself in a bitter thought.

Finally, Zahara said, “Come, let’s go, Melissa.”

The delay before Zahara allowed her to rise was a power play, a demonstration of control that left Melissa feeling both humiliated and oddly aroused by her own compliance.  Relieved, Melissa stood up and walked to the cage door.

The relief of being allowed to rise was mixed with a sense of defeat. She had conformed. Not out of willingness but subjugation. ‘How much longer can I fight this?’ she thought. A part of her feared she might grow accustomed to this, that she might eventually accept this kind of treatment by ‘free people’ and the thought terrified her.

“Stop,” Zahara said.

Melissa stopped and turned to look at her.

“Left wrist in right hand,” she ordered.

Melissa moved her hands behind her back and held her left wrist with her right hand.

“Stand outside the cage,” Zahara ordered.

Melissa exited the cage and stood next to the entrance, hands behind her back as ordered and waited for Zahara.

Zahara exited the cage as well and held her upper arm.

“Thanks for letting our slave relieve herself,” she thanked the waiter.

“Any time,” the waiter replied. He shut the cage door and with that the two slaves in the cage were released from their position and relaxed again.

“Ouch,” Melissa said, feeling Zahara’s hard grip on her arm, pushing her forward. Zahara led Melissa out of the stable like a puppet with an ironclad grip and back to their friends at the dining table while holding her upper arm.

When they were close, Zahara loosened her grip. “Well done, Melissa,” Zahara said. “You followed the slave protocols well. Sorry I had to be strict with you, but I wanted this to look believable.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Melissa said. So this had all been a show to keep up appearances? Zahara hadn’t actually been on a power trip at her expense? It surely had felt like that. To the waiter, the two slaves and anyone seeing her trip to the toilet, her position as a real slave would have been out of question. She wasn’t sure if Zahara was protecting her or if it was something else.



After the meal was over, the plates cleared, and a semblance of normalcy had returned to the group, they left the restaurant. Melissa felt the sand under her bare feet and the cool evening breeze on her, but it did little to dispel her worries.

This is just temporary, she told herself, but as she walked beside Arbek, her eyes caught something unsettling. A slave, a woman perhaps her age, was cleaning the restaurant's outdoor area. Her movements were mechanical with no spark of defiance or a hope for freedom she could see. Their eyes met for a brief moment, and in that gaze, Melissa saw a kind of acceptance that chilled her to the bone.

"Melissa," Arbek squeezed her hand, pulling her back from her thoughts. His touch was meant to be reassuring, and she forced a smile. But her mind was racing with images of herself in that woman's place. This could be her, if Arbek were to decide not to free her.

As they walked back to the huts, the night was alive with the sounds of the ocean and the distant music from a nearby bar. Arbek spoke of his plans to pay off the loan and of freedom in ten days.

At one point, Zahara mentioned how some slaves in Grabesh had grown to prefer their life, finding comfort in the simplicity of their roles, their duties. "It's not all bad, you know," she said, her voice light, but Melissa felt no comfort in those words.

Melissa watched as Arbek laughed at something Zahara said, their camaraderie a contrast to her isolation. None of them understood what it was like to be a slave. To be so dependent on someone’s whims as she was on Arbek’s right now. She wondered if this was how it started, how one became accustomed to a life of servitude. The thought of becoming complacent, of her spirit bending to the will of this place, was terrifying.



Back at the hut later that evening, the air was heavy with unspoken tension. Arbek, perhaps sensing the need to reconnect, moved closer to Melissa. His touch was tentative.

There was a peculiar intimacy in the way he looked at her. His eyes took in the beauty of her smooth white skin. The contrast between his clothed body and her enforced nudity displayed the power difference between them. His hands roamed over her, and he felt both the familiarity but also a new feeling of ownership.

Melissa was exhausted. It had been a long day. Her day had begun at the Health Office and ended here after two trips in cages. One from the Health Office to Zawadi, then another trip in the cage trailer of the bus. Both had been demeaning, but the second one had particularly drained her physically. Then she had gone out again to the restaurant which had been emotionally exhausting with everyone accessing her medical file and discussing intimate details in it that she would rather have never thought about again. She just wanted to shut her eyes and sleep.

Normally, she would have told him she was too exhausted for sex. But she was enslaved to him which meant she legally couldn't deny him. He had the right to take her without her consent—a chilling thought. Fortunately, she understood that he saw her as a free woman wrongly enslaved due to his mistake. Thus, she knew she could indeed refuse him.

However, she also remembered that it was his doing that she was out of the Health Office now. She would still be trapped there, sleeping in the cage in the stable at night and having people with cattle prods swab her in places that were best left unswabbed and who knows what else. He had acted quickly and decisively to get her out. Sure, Tariq had made the plan with information gathered from his parents, but Arbek had had a significant part in her liberation from there.

When he had visited her at the Health Office, she had told him that they would have plenty of time for adult fun once she was out of there. And now she was out of there. This had served as a motivator to get her out. Not his only motivation but it would have played a part. And now he was here to claim his prize. And she had an obligation to give him the sexual gratification he craved.

And why shouldn’t he have sex with her. He had done well, Melissa decided. He deserved to have some sex. But she was tired and would let him do all the work.

She reciprocated his touch with a resigned acceptance, and he took off his undershirt and underpants.  He maneuvered himself on top of her and they kissed. Soon her body was moving under his lead and the room was filled with the sounds of their intimacy.

Yet, Melissa's mind was elsewhere. After Arbek had ejaculated into her, she felt a sense of resentment. She was grateful for her rescue but frustrated by his neglect during the journey. "You didn't even check on me in that cage," she murmured as they lay in the afterglow.

Arbek's reply was almost defensive. "I was caught up in conversation with Zahara. I'm sorry, Melissa," he said while putting on his T-shirt and underpants again.

Melissa's eyes narrowed, a suspicion forming. "Is there something going on with Zahara?"

“She was sitting next to me on the bus, that’s all,” he replied.

Melissa was too exhausted to think about this.

She felt Arbek’s semen leaking out and sighed as she felt her muscles ache when she stood up to go to the bathroom. She didn't even consider asking to borrow some of Arbek's clothes, knowing that even within the privacy of the hut, she'd likely face judgment for such a request. Resigning herself to their expectations, she remained naked.

As she stepped out of Arbek's room, she ran into Zahara, who was leaving the bathroom, now dressed for the night. Zahara's gaze swept over Melissa’s naked body and paused between her legs, where Arbek’s semen was slowly trickling down and Melissa wished she was permitted at least a bathrobe or a towel to cover herself. She caught the judgment in Zahara's eyes as she passed by, heading to her own room.

As she cleaned Arbek’s semen off the inside of her legs she thought about the sex they had had. Her body had responded, driven by exhaustion and the need to repay his efforts. She was expected to fulfill roles, to be grateful, to be compliant, when all she wanted was her freedom, her voice, her self.

She straightened herself and caught her reflection in the mirror. She wasn’t used to seeing herself like this. She was marked by the collar, a sign of Arbek's ownership on her. And the ear tag which made her look like a farm animal. She fought the rising despair at the sight of her own reflection by telling herself that this was just temporary.

If she could just get this collar off, she thought, she would leave and never look back.

After freshening up, Melissa returned to bed, collapsing next to Arbek. She heard him breathe steadily beside her. She felt the collar around her neck, more oppressive in the silence with nothing to distract her. But she quickly succumbed to sleep from the exhaustion of the long day.


24. At the Police Station

Melissa was kneeling next to Arbek. She was naked and collared as usual with her hands cuffed behind her back.

They were in a back office at the local police station. Next to her was Arbek, and they were in front of the desk of the judicial officer who was tending to them.

The thought that she might soon be freed lifted her spirits. She had suffered being naked like an animal and being locked in this demeaning collar and the treatments that came with it for two weeks and her quarantine period was officially over. That meant Arbek could finally take her to the police station and have her collar swapped for his own, which he could then remove to set her free.



Over the last ten days, Melissa had reluctantly assumed the role of a slave, subjected to numerous instances of being cuffed, zip-tied, or leashed. She never grew accustomed to this treatment, and the nonchalant manner in which it was inflicted upon her always disturbed her. She was used to having rights, to the notion that no one had the authority to restrain her. But since being stripped of her rights, it appeared that every shop or restaurant owner believed they had the power to cuff her, leash her, or, in particularly unfortunate situations, confine her to a stable during her visits.

One establishment required slaves' hands to be bound inside for hygiene reasons, to prevent them from touching anything. They had opted to sit outside to avoid this, but when it started to rain, they moved indoors to finish their meal. Without handcuffs at hand, the restaurant supplied zip ties for the purpose. Zahara had taken it upon herself to restrain Melissa, instructing her to turn around and cross her wrists behind her back. She then secured the zip tie, adjusting it multiple times until, with a final tug, Melissa let out a sharp "ouch" as the plastic bit into her skin. There was no loosening the zip tie once it was set, so Zahara left it as was, and Melissa had to find a way to relax her hands to ease the constriction. From that day forward, she preferred handcuffs to zip ties. She had even reluctantly asked Arbek to buy handcuffs for her so she wouldn’t end up in a situation in which she’d be zip tied.



Upon arriving at the police station with Arbek, the receptionist had casually handcuffed Melissa. There was no need for slaves to use their hands at the station, so cuffing them was considered a standard security measure. It was akin to the straightforward rules for leashing or muzzling a dog depending on the location. At the police station, it was routine to cuff slaves.

As she knelt, she gave a slight tug to the cuffs, which firmly kept her hands restrained behind her back, rendering them useless. She lowered her head in acquiescence to how things were.

Her new collar was on the desk. Melissa didn’t want any collar at all. But Arbek couldn’t set her free here in front of the judicial officer.

If the judicial officer knew that Melissa was free then he would look into her and find that she didn’t have a visa. If she was free she would require a visa as any non-citizen would. Since she didn’t have one she would be arrested and deported. Melissa wished for nothing more than to leave this country, but she wanted to do this on her terms. She wanted to first have some clothes again and maybe even get the ear tag off. And if Arbek could get her belongings back she would even have her passport again. Then, she would surrender to the authorities at the airport a few hours before a flight went out. That way she wouldn’t have to go into immigration detention at all.

And so it was crucial that they kept up the appearance that she’d remain enslaved before the officer. They had bought a collar for her at the “Yoke and Lock” shop. Arbek had proposed "Arbek's Mischief Maker" as the engraving, but Melissa hadn’t found this funny. The shop owner had proposed the more traditional “House Slave Melissa, Property of Arbek Gurtan”. And they went with that.

The judicial officer had written down Melissa’s collar ID and was typing something on his computer.

After reading for a while, he said, “According to her file, a lien has been recorded against your slave.”

Melissa winced at those words. She didn’t know what this meant, but she sensed trouble incoming. Arbek asked, “What do you mean by this?”

“I can see from her file that your slave is subject to a lien in favor of the Grain and Gain Bank. Here is a scan of the signed contract. Is this not your signature, Mr Gurtan?” The judicial officer swiveled the screen around.

“Oh yeah, this is the loan I took out two weeks ago for… something,” Arbek said, peering at the screen. It was the loan used for the bribe money to get Melissa out of the Health Office. Luckily he caught himself before finishing that sentence.

“What does this mean?” Melissa blurted out, alarmed by this.

She got a judgmental look from the judicial officer but no answer. Melissa remembered that she had spoken without permission. As a slave she was legally incompetent, so even if she had permission, the judicial officer would not have dealt with her.

“What does this mean?” Arbek said, confused.

“You have put your slave up as collateral against this loan,” the judicial officer explained. “That means you don’t have full ownership of Melissa. Because of this, both you and the Grain and Gain Bank have legal claims on Miss Maurer. The purpose of the state collars is to ensure that the contractual obligations of both parties are met.”

“So we can’t use my collar then?” Arbek asked.

“No,” the judicial officer explained. “The collar signifies ownership, but since you do not have complete ownership due to the lien held by the Grain and Gain Bank, you cannot replace it with one of your own. The lien establishes that a third party has certain legal rights over the slave, which must be considered.

"The purpose of the state collars is to ensure that all claims are verified prior to any action being taken. For instance, you cannot sell her or take her out of Grabesian jurisdiction without considering those rights. This system guarantees the protection of all parties' interests, as you can appreciate."

"So, I can't have the state collar removed?" Arbek inquired, his voice tinged with concern.

"You are certainly able to have it removed," the judicial officer responded. "Upon repayment of the loan, the lien will be discharged, thereby restoring your full ownership rights, and we can proceed with the collar exchange."

"But I don't have that kind of money!" Arbek exclaimed.

"Of course," the judicial officer acknowledged. "I can see that there is a structured biweekly repayment plan in place, scheduled to align with typical pay cycles. Though I am not familiar with the specifics, these appear to be standard contractual terms. By adhering to these payments, you will regain full ownership."

“So there is nothing we can do now?” Melissa asked with a trembling voice. She was freaking out. She hated this collar. Arbek had promised her freedom after the two weeks of quarantine were over. She had served her time, and now she wanted this damn collar off her. She yearned for the simple dignity of clothing and the freedom to no longer have to kneel before ‘free people’ and be casually chained and caged like an animal. But her hopes were being dashed. She would continue to be enslaved to Arbek, and she couldn’t make out from the discussion how long her enslavement would last.

"Mr. Gurtan," the judicial officer continued, disregarding Melissa's question, "this is not a significant issue. It's merely a matter of the collar. You retain control over your slave in all other respects. She will continue to serve you as before. Just manage the repayment schedule, and once the debt is cleared, you can affix your own collar."

"And it does look nice," he said, looking at Arbek's collar on the table and then smiling at Melissa. “Not like the dull steel collars the state uses. This is a nice quality collar. You must be really fond of your slave, Mr Gurtan. She is such a cute one.”



“How could this happen?” Melissa cried as they stepped out, the path home stretching bleakly ahead. Melissa was next to Arbek, naked as usual and visibly upset. During the last ten days she had had to maintain a meek demeanor in public to not rouse public suspicion for being out of character. She was supposed to be in quarantine at the Health Office, so the wrong kind of attention could have uncovered this and brought her friends into trouble who had gotten her out early.

But now those days were over. She was officially dismissed from the Health Office and was no longer bound by her promise to keep up pretenses. And she was furious.

“Arbek, you promised you would free me today!” she said. “How could you put me up as collateral for a loan? That’s nuts! Completely nuts!”

Her mind raced with scenarios of what might happen if Arbek couldn't repay the loan. Could she be taken away from him? Sold to someone else? The thought of being repossessed like a car made her stomach churn with fear. Her hands clenched into fists, her nails digging into her palms as she tried to steady her trembling body.

“I don’t know…” Arbek said. “I didn’t put you up as collateral.” He tried to remember what happened on that fateful Friday. “I.. I asked them for money… And the guy at the Grain and Gain Bank asked for my ID. He typed it into his computer. And then… Oh yeah, he said that, uh… I have a title on a slave. He said your name. I was in their system as your owner. And I said ‘yeah’ and then he said something like ‘sure, no problem, I think we can do something for you.’”

She felt her nudity more acutely now, not just for her physical exposure but the feeling of having her hopes dashed and that she would continue to be naked like this for an unknown amount of time. She wrapped her arms around herself in a futile attempt to cover up and felt the eyes of passersby on her, poking into her like needles.

"Melissa, I had no idea what he meant by that. I swear… He never said the word collateral or what this guy said today… what was it… ‘lien.’ He offered me a loan. And I took it. We needed the money quickly to get you out."

Melissa was angry and frustrated. But she heard the regret in his words and what he said did sound like something he would do. He had wanted to get her out of the Health Office. That was all that had mattered to him.

The prospect that she might remain a slave, bound to this life of subservience and nudity, felt to her like a cold chain wrapping around her heart. Her collar felt heavier than ever. She imagined another day, another week, another month being forced to be naked with that hated collar locked on her, and the thought was suffocating.



“Arbek, how long will it take to pay off this loan?” Melissa's voice trembled, her tone desperate as they walked back home. She felt the warm air against her bare skin, her heart pounded with a mixture of fear and urgency, and she felt the weight of her collar around her neck.

Arbek's face was a canvas of guilt and confusion. He hesitated before speaking, his gaze avoiding hers. “Uh, well, if we stick to the schedule they've set up, it’s... it’s about two years,” he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper.

“Two years?” Melissa echoed, her voice rising in shock, her steps faltering. The ground seemed to tilt beneath her. Two years chained to this life, this identity she hadn’t chosen, felt like an eternity. Her mind reeled at the thought, despair clawing at her insides.

“I know, I know it sounds bad, but it’s not set in stone, Mel,” Arbek hurried to explain, his words tumbling out as he tried to grasp her hand to steady her. “If I can get more money, if I can find some way to earn more, we can pay it off faster. Two years is the maximum, it's not guaranteed to take that long.”

Melissa pulled her hand away, her emotions were a chaos within her. She felt betrayed, not just by Arbek’s actions but by the cruel twist of fate that now held her in chains beyond what she had imagined. The feeling of the sand under her feet reminded her of her captive state, of the freedom that had been so close but had been pushed back so impossibly far. Her skin prickled with goosebumps forming from the dread of her extended servitude.

“But how, Arbek? How are you going to get enough money?” Her voice was sharp with the edge of panic. She looked around, seeing the natives give her curious or indifferent glances. Her nudity, once a symbol of her temporary plight, now seemed like a permanent brand.

“I’ll work, I’ll find extra jobs, maybe I can get help from friends, from my family...” Arbek's words were laced with determination, but Melissa could hear the uncertainty in them. His attempts at reassurance felt weak against the overwhelming reality she was facing.

“And if you can’t?” she countered, her gaze piercing into him. The reality of her life as a slave, potentially for years made her throat tighten. Her breaths were shallow as she fought back tears of frustration and fear. “I can’t live like this, Arbek. I just can’t,” she whispered.

“I will, Melissa. I promise. We'll figure this out together. You won’t be like this for two years, I swear,” Arbek insisted, his tone more resolute now. He moved closer and hugged her. She stiffened, and the warmth of his clothed body against her bare skin felt more like a reminder of her nakedness rather than comfort.

Melissa's mind raced with desperate plans, each one more far-fetched than the last. The idea of working, of doing anything to hasten her freedom, was appealing, but as a slave there wasn’t anything she could do. She felt trapped, not just by the collar around her neck but by the invisible chains of bureaucracy and ownership.

She remembered how Tariq had wondered out loud why a bank would give out such a loan to Arbek. And Arbek had explained it with his ‘Arbek charm’. Well, now she knew what really happened. She was the collateral to this loan. He could not free her until he had paid the loan back.


25. Back Home

“You used Melissa as collateral?” Tariq’s voice cracked with disbelief. “This is serious—do you know what you’ve done?”



Melissa and Arbek had returned home. Markus was hanging out with the pensioners with their two slaves at the pool and seen the upset couple. Over the last ten days she had seen him frequently with them. It seemed as if despite their great age difference, they always had something to talk about. She had wanted to listen in sometimes, but they spoke in German, and she couldn’t make anything out. When she had asked him he had said that they were talking about their lives.

“Hey guys,” Markus said. “Hey Mel, why are you still wearing the steel collar? I thought you were going to swap it for Arbek’s?”

“Apparently not,” Melissa hissed with suppressed anger.

“Whoa, what’s going on?” he said. He followed them inside to get some answers.



“I know,” Arbek replied, “this is all just a horrible mistake. I’m so sorry. I’ll pay back the loan as quickly as I can.”

Melissa was angry. This was the moment she should have been freed. She would have walked back with Arbek’s collar instead of the state collar. And as soon as they were back home, he would release her from it, and she would be free once again. Then she would have put on some of Arbek’s clothes, and they could have gone out for clothes shopping and maybe even make an appointment at a vet, no, she corrected herself, a medical doctor, to get this ridiculous ear tag off her.

But none of that had come to pass. She remained shackled by the same steel collar she'd worn since her arrival at the airport. Up until this moment, she had harbored a firm belief that there would be an end date to her wearing this collar. Now, however, its removal was contingent on the loan being fully repaid. The uncertainty loomed large—if the loan went unpaid, her liberation was no longer guaranteed. The prospect of the bank ‘repossessing’ her was chilling; their goal would certainly not include her liberation. The terrifying realization settled in that she might end up enslaved to someone who viewed her solely as a slave, with no intention of ever granting her freedom.

“What does it mean? I mean that I’m ‘collateral’.” Melissa asked, her voice fraught with tension. She was standing with them. Over the last ten days she had become used to not being allowed to stand among free people. But the ten days were over, and she was no longer bound by her promise to keep up appearances. And she was too distressed to sit or kneel anyway.

“It means exactly that,” Tariq replied. “If Arbek defaults on the loan, then the Grain and Gain Bank has the right to repossess you.”

“And what does ‘repossession’ mean exactly?” Melissa followed up, quivering with anxiety.

“Well, I’ve never seen it happen, but my understanding is that they can take you and then sell you to cover the cost of the loan.”

“Sell me?” Melissa repeated in a voice now tinged with panic. “To whom?”

Arbek leaned forward, his voice firm with resolve. "I will repay the loan, Melissa. That was always my plan." He glanced around at the others, seeking some measure of support. "Over the last ten days, I've been looking for jobs. I got a reply for one, but I have to go to England for the interview."

The riots in England had subsided almost as rapidly as they had erupted. In hindsight, the situation hadn’t been as dire as the media had portrayed it. After Melissa's liberation from the Health Office, she learned from Tariq, Amina, and Zahara that they had only used the riots as a pretext to switch to distance learning for their studies. Markus had joined them out of curiosity about Grabesh, and it became clear that even Arbek hadn't been genuinely concerned about the riots; he had simply gone along with Melissa's decision.

Arbek had already told her about the invite to the job interview a few days ago. She had been happy for him. At the time she had imagined she would be freed today, and they would be going back to England on their next flight. As a free woman, leaving this nightmare behind her.

But the judicial officer had said that she couldn’t leave the jurisdiction of Grabesh. She was stuck here. She began to realise that this meant that she had to stay back when Arbek went to England for the job interview. And as a slave she was completely helpless on her own.

Melissa's eyes widened in alarm, her voice rising with panic. "England? You're leaving me here?" She struggled to steady her breathing, her fingers clutching at the collar around her neck. "I have no money, no papers, literally nothing. They took everything from me at the airport, and as a slave," she emphasized with a tug at her collar, "I can't do anything here!"

“Yeah, I know. I’m so sorry. This was good news at first, but now that you are stuck here it complicates things,” Arbek said. “But I need to get a job to pay back the loan.”

Tariq, ever the pragmatic one, offered, "I could take care of her while you are away, Arbek."

Melissa couldn't believe what she was hearing. Her eyes darted to Arbek.

Arbek paused in thought and then nodded in agreement. "Yes, I think that would be best, Tariq. Please look after her."

Melissa's heart raced as she processed Arbek's words. The thought of being handed over, even temporarily, to someone else to be her ‘master’ was an affront to her sense of self. She felt like a free woman trapped in a nightmare where her autonomy had been wrongly taken from her. Her fingers tightened around her collar again, the steel feeling harder than ever.

Why should I need a master at all? She thought, her mind reeling. I'm not some piece of property to be passed around. But reality was harsh; without Arbek, she had no rights. Slaves couldn’t use money, so even if Arbek left her with any, she still would not be able to rent a place on her own or even buy food.

She looked at Arbek, her eyes burning with an unspoken question - How could you do this to me? But she knew the answer. This wasn't his doing alone; it was the system, the culture, her misfortune. She had no way to survive in this country without being under the control of a free person who looked after her because she couldn't do it herself, not as a slave.

Arbek watched her, his expression one of regret and resolve. "Tariq will make sure you're safe," he said again, as if trying to convince himself as much as her.

Melissa's thoughts were a whirlwind of resentment and pragmatism. She couldn't just reject the idea outright; she had no choice but to accept the necessity, no matter how much it stung her pride. I have to survive. I have to trust them. She bit her lip, her gaze shifting from Arbek to Tariq, then to Amina, searching for any sign of an alternative that wouldn't require her to agree to submit to Tariq as her ‘master’.

But there was none. She swallowed hard, the lump in her throat not just from fear but from the bitter taste of her own powerlessness. I can't fight this. I can't live without a master here. The realization was a heavy weight, but it was also the key to her immediate survival.

With a deep breath, she prepared to voice her compromise, hoping against hope for a solution that felt less like a surrender.

Before he could continue, Melissa interjected, her voice now pleading, "Can't Amina be my master while you're gone? It just feels... wrong to be left under another man's control."

Amina's expression softened, a smile touching her lips. "Oh, Melissa, that's so sweet, and I'm truly touched. I would be honored to do it." She then looked at Tariq, her tone shifting to one of practicality. "But, Tariq handles most of our paperwork. He's been working with Arbek to get your belongings back from the airport. It makes sense for him to be your legal guardian while Arbek is away."

Tariq nodded, sensing Melissa's apprehension. "I understand this isn't ideal, Melissa, but it's the most practical solution. We'll make sure everything is as comfortable for you as possible."

Melissa sighed, the reality of her situation sinking in. "Is there no other way?" Her voice was small, defeated.

"There's not, I'm afraid," Tariq said gently. "But I promise, we will take good care of you."

Arbek interjected, trying to reassure her, "Tariq knows what he's doing with this kind of thing. He's been a big help already."

With a reluctant nod, Melissa accepted the inevitable. "So, if you're my legal guardian, does that mean you'll be my master while Arbek is gone?"

Tariq confirmed with a nod. "Legally, yes. Arbek is still your owner, but the control over your day-to-day life would be with me until he returns."

Amina reached out, placing a comforting hand on Melissa's shoulder. "We'll both make sure you're looked after. You won't be alone, Melissa."

Tariq added, "You'll be in my care, but we're all here for you. We'll keep things as normal as possible."

Melissa took a deep breath, the weight of her situation heavy but slightly eased by the reassurances.

"Okay," she murmured, her acceptance more out of necessity than agreement. She was stuck, but at least she wouldn't be completely alone. “Sir,” she added.

Arbek didn’t care about the use of honorifics. But she knew from the last ten days here that it was different with Tariq, Amina and Zahara.

Having grown up in Grabesh, they were accustomed to slaves adhering to specific behaviors and speech patterns. Even though they saw Melissa as a friend and supported her, in their eyes, she was legally a slave. If she acted like a free woman around them, even in minor ways like neglecting honorifics or standing in their presence, she knew it felt grating to them. A cultural faux pas as it might be to someone in the West seeing the wrong items tossed into the recycling bin or hearing a beloved song played out of tune.

In her situation, she needed every help, every ally she could find. It was not worth alienating them over matters like this. She would kneel in their presence and call them “Sir” and “Ma’am” to keep them on their side. And now with Arbek away and Tariq her ‘master’ for the time being, she was even more dependent on him. It was a means to an end. Once she was out of this slavery mess, she would leave this group anyway, never to see them again. So it didn’t matter in the long term.

"Yes, we'll look after you as if you were one of us," Amina affirmed, her voice soft but resolute.

Melissa let out a long, resigned sigh, trying to accept the situation. "Okay... if you say so. But promise me, you'll keep me out of trouble and... and try to keep this as normal as possible?"

"Of course, Melissa," Tariq replied, his eyes meeting hers with sincerity. "We'll make sure everything is as normal as it can be. No trouble, I promise. You'll be with us, and we'll manage everything together."

Arbek placed a comforting hand on Melissa's shoulder. "I'll be back as soon as I can. I'll sort out this job, get the money, and we'll clear this mess up. You just need to hang in there for a little while longer."

Melissa nodded, her face a mask of anxious acceptance. "Alright, Arbek. Just... come back soon. And thank you, Tariq, Amina, for looking out for me."

She recoiled at the thought of having to thank Tariq for agreeing to be her master. Thanking him for agreeing to have control of her. But there was no other way. Here, she depended on someone owning her. And she had to hope that this someone would treat her well.

Zahara, who had been quiet, spoke up, "I need to go back to England as well to take a few tests." Her voice was casual, but it didn't escape Melissa's notice.

Melissa felt a stir of suspicion, her brows knitting together in a slight frown as she glanced between Zahara and Arbek. The coincidence of them both needing to go to England at the same time seemed too convenient.

Oblivious to the tension, Arbek clapped his hands together, "Then we could book the flight together. We could sit next to each other; it would be fun!"

Melissa's gaze lingered on Zahara, trying to read between the lines. Her heart sank a little, the situation feeling more complicated by the minute. She didn't like the idea of being left behind, but even less so, she didn't like the idea of Arbek traveling with Zahara. Yet, she knew she had little choice in the matter, bound by her current circumstances and the decisions of those around her.

Tariq gave Melissa a look meant to convey trust and protection, while Amina's smile was one of genuine concern and comfort.


26. Repossessed
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Melissa was walking along the beach of Ngalawa Bay. It was close to the housing complex they lived in. The view was beautiful, and it was sunny and warm as usual. The warmth enveloped her. The breeze played with her hair and brushed it against her back and shoulders. Sometimes it tickled her skin in a way that reminded her of her nakedness. She could smell the salty sea and the aroma of fresh seaweed. The breeze was gentle yet persistent, carrying with it the cries of seagulls and the distant hum of life from the village behind her.

The beach itself was a broad expanse of soft, golden sand that felt warm under Melissa's bare feet. Palm trees lined the coast. Their leaves provided patches of shade. The water was a clear, inviting blue, and the waves rolled in with a rhythmic sound that was both soothing.

Around her, life continued unabated. Fisher boats bobbed on the horizon, some approaching the shore with their nets full, the fishermen calling out to each other. Closer to the water's edge, slaves, their naked bodies gleaming with sweat and salt, were busy unloading the day's catch. Their movements were practiced and each slave had his neck enclosed in a steel collar.

As she walked, she saw slaves collecting litter from the beach.

She heard the sounds of conversations from tourists and locals enjoying the beach and the laughter of children playing near the water.

When she had first arrived here it had been odd walking around naked like this. But she had become used to being naked to an extent. In situations like now when she was walking on her own along the beach her nudity felt good. She felt the sun and the wind on her body and the sand under her feet. Her nakedness put her more in touch with the world around her. The soles of her feet had become more resistant as well. She could walk for a longer time with no pain in her feet. It also helped that the people around her weren’t paying much attention to her. They were going about their own business. She caught many glances because she was pretty and because she was white, and she didn’t mind that. After a few moments the people went about their business again.

But there were other times when her nakedness did bother her. That was when she was at the pool, and she saw Markus or the pensioners looking at her. They were looking at her with sexual interest. This bothered her. At the same time they remained fully clothed and didn’t have to present themselves with the same vulnerability she had to. They should not be allowed to see her like this to gratify their desire to see her nude. It should be her decision if she wanted to grant a man this privilege. If they wanted to see her naked, they had to make an effort. Win her over with dates, with being charming, maybe some gifts. And then she would decide if they were worthy of seeing her naked.

But with her enforced nudity, everyone could see her naked. It bothered her because this cheapened her. No one had to do anything for her to see her naked. These were the situations in which she was still bothered by her nakedness and she didn’t know if she would ever get used to that.

She walked on the sandy beach but didn’t have an eye for the beauty around her.

Arbek had left with Zahara a few days ago.

Normally she would have seen him off at the airport. But that would have meant riding the bus going to the airport. And she had no intention of spending hours in some trailer cage again. Arbek fully understood that.

After that there hadn’t been much to do for her. Tariq let her do whatever she wanted. In the previous days she had joined the group on their outings. Not because she really wanted to, but because she felt suspicious about Zahara and didn’t want to give her any chance to cozy up to Arbek. She planned on breaking up with Arbek anyway. But she needed him to be on her side, and so she told them that she wanted to join and see more of Grabesh with them, but mainly she didn’t want Zahara to be with Arbek without her.

And for that she had paid dearly. She had been made to kneel during their visits to cafés and restaurants. She had her hands cuffed or zip tied a few times when they went into a grocery store for “hygiene reasons” and of course the general indignity of being singled out as the one member of the group who was naked.

Arbek seemed to have found some pleasure in her being naked. He no longer had to engage in some foreplay to negotiate taking her clothes off. To him, she was always ‘ready’ for the taking, he just had to take his own clothes off. And there was something about getting so much sun that made her get aroused more quickly. She wasn’t used to much sun in England. And the little sun they did get mostly touched her face and her hands. But here the sun was not just more intense but in her naked state she absorbed it with all of her skin. And without the protection of clothes she constantly felt her entire environment more intensely. When she walked, she felt the different types of ground under her feet. When she sat she felt the texture of the carpet under her butt cheeks. Even when she was just walking she felt the wind dance on her entire body, on her breasts, her abdomen, her vagina and between her legs. And she felt her hair on her back. There was just so much more sensation on her skin. She wondered if the constant stimulation of wide areas of her skin made her become aroused more quickly.

She regularly yielded to his advances. She couldn’t constantly hold a grudge against him. And if she kept him satisfied, he would be less receptive to whatever Zahara might be planning. And she had expected to be freed soon and the prospect of this and being free soon had put her in a good mood.



From a distance, Melissa spotted two dark figures—a couple, she guessed—drawing near. As they came closer, her heart skipped a beat as she recognized Nala and Killian approaching. Her initial reaction was one of surprise mixed with a twinge of dread, remembering the invasive procedures and the humiliating times she had endured under their care at the Health Office.

Good grief, she thought and instinctively reached to touch her collar. Despite her nudity feeling somewhat liberating in solitude, the sight of these two from her recent past made her feel exposed and vulnerable once again.

Nala was the first to spot her, her face lighting up with recognition. "Melissa! What a surprise to see you here!"

Killian, on the other hand, had a smirk that Melissa knew all too well. "Well, look who we have here. The white girl from the Health Office," he said, his eyes scanning her up and down.

Melissa forced a smile, her mind racing. She was no longer at the Health Office under their control, but she was still a slave and still naked. And the sight of these two, who had once held power over her at the Health Office, made her anxious.

"Hello, Nala, Killian," she greeted them, her voice cautious. "What brings you to Ngalawa Bay?"

"We're on a little break," Nala explained, her voice kind but oblivious to the discomfort she might be causing. "Just enjoying the beach, you know. I didn't expect to see you here though. How are you doing?"

Melissa felt an urge to stand and talk with them as equals, at least as much as one could without clothes in public, but an awkwardness washed over her. After over two weeks in Grabesh, she understood the cultural expectation that slaves should not stand among free people.

It reminded her of the duty to salute in the military where people of a lower rank had to do a military salute when they encountered a soldier of a certain higher rank. They had to salute whether they wanted or not and they could try to get away with not doing it, but they risked getting into trouble.

And just like these soldiers had to salute those of higher rank, she had to kneel before those who were free. She could try to get away with not doing so, but she could get into trouble for what would be seen as rebellion.

Against her will, Melissa had absorbed this sentiment, feeling out-of-place standing in their presence.

She began to see herself through their eyes, and the survival instinct that had been growing within her since her enslavement compelled her to conform. She knew from experience that resisting these norms could lead to punishment or further humiliation.

Her mind urged her to resist, to challenge these expectations, but the instinct to conform, to avoid drawing negative attention, was strong. With a sigh of defeat, she slowly sank to her knees. The sand felt gritty against her skin and she felt the degradation seep into her bones.

Nala stepped closer, her eyes on Melissa's ear tag. She gently touched it, turning it to inspect both sides. "It's healed nicely," she observed. "I remember when we put this on you. It's strange to see it outside the Health Office."

"That tag really suits you. It's like your personal ID card now," Killian quipped.

Melissa felt a sting of shame. She hated the ear tag. It had been on her ear for more than two weeks now, and she had not been able to get it off. She had pleaded with Arbek to have it removed, but they would have to pay a vet to do it and at the moment it was more important to save money to repay the loan.

As Nala inspected her ear tag Melissa’s mind flashed back to the moment Nala had fixated her into the ‘restraining pillory’ leaving her exposed in its iron grip. She recalled  the surge of fear when she had realized what they were about to do to her and the pain in her arms and legs when she had struggled against the restraint. She remembered the helplessness she had felt as she had been locked into this exposed position unable to stop the vet from stapling the ear tag onto her.

Killian chuckled, "Your boyfriend must be enjoying having such a pretty slave at his beck and call." His comment made Melissa's skin crawl, but she kept her composure from her knelt position.

"How's life at the Health Office?" Melissa asked, trying to steer the conversation away from herself.

“I've been practicing with my cattle prod,” Killian replied. “Shame you aren't at the Health Office to practice on. I miss you.”

Melissa shivered slightly at his mockery but tried to maintain her composure, "I'm glad I'm not there for you to practice on anymore, Sir."

Nala admonished him, "Killian, that's not something to brag about. Remember what I told you about using it responsibly?"

“Yeah, yeah, and the head nurse is always moaning about something. That old hag needs to get laid,” Killian mused.

"Anyway, it's the same old, same old," Nala replied, ignoring him. "But it's nice to get away for a bit. This place is beautiful, isn't it?"

Melissa nodded, looking up at Nala and Killian, her mind wandering to the freedom she once took for granted. "It is. I wish I could enjoy it more," she said, her voice tinged with a longing for normalcy.

Nala, still standing over her, remembered their previous conversation at the Health Office. "Melissa, didn't you mention your boyfriend was going to free you? What happened with that?"

Melissa, still on her knees, kept her eyes downcast, not wanting to reveal too much. "He... he didn't free me, Ma’am," she said, her voice a mix of resignation and guardedness. She couldn’t tell Nala that she was collateral for a loan because the loan had been taken out to bribe her out of the Health Office. Nala and Killian couldn’t know that her friends had freed her. They had to continue believing that she had been transferred to another outstation. She hoped they wouldn’t ask her details about what had happened after she had been picked up from the Health Office.

Killian snickered from the side, "Guess some promises are just too hard to keep, huh?"

Ignoring Killian's remark Melissa admitted, "You were right Nala. Men don’t free their slaves," the weight of her words heavy. She remembered the conversation with Nala, how she had told her she would soon be freed. It seemed so long ago now. She added, “Ma’am.”

Nala sighed, her expression softening. "That's how it is, Melissa. There's just no incentive for men to free their sex slaves. I'm sorry it turned out this way."

Killian chimed in, “Looks like you're wearing that collar for the long haul then, huh?”

Nala gave Killian a look of disapproval before turning her attention back to Melissa. "I hope things turn around for you soon."

"Thank you, Ma’am," Melissa murmured, the gratitude in her voice genuine but strained under the circumstances.

“Otherwise you’ll be kneeling for us free people a bit longer,” Killian concluded.

As they walked away, Melissa felt a mix of relief and resentment. She remained on her knees until they had passed her, then slowly stood up. She pondered how much longer she'd have to endure this before she could reclaim her life, her freedom, and her dignity.
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Melissa returned to the hut, her mind still reeling from the encounter with Nala and Killian. As she entered, she found Tariq and Amina in the living area, their faces set with concern.

Tariq looked up, his expression grave. "Melissa, there's been a letter from the police for Arbek. I've opened it since he's not here. It says you need to be brought to the police station for repossession."

Her heart plummeted and a wave of cold dread spread through her like ice water. "Repossession? But Arbek promised he would make the payments!" Her voice was a mix of confusion and anxiety. The promise of freedom seemed to be moving further away once again.

Tariq shrugged his shoulders, his voice heavy with uncertainty. "I don’t know what happened, Melissa. I've tried reaching him, but there's been no response."

"But, but… repossession?" Melissa's voice cracked, panic rising in her voice, her mind racing through the implications.

“I won’t be repossessed!” she cried, her hands clutching the collar in a frantic grip. Her fingers wrapped around the cold steel. She tugged at it, as if she could somehow free herself from this nightmare, but also in fear that this might end up as a permanent fixture on her.

Tariq shook his head, trying to calm her. "We can’t ignore this, Melissa. It would only make things worse. It will be easier to sort this out if we cooperate. If we don’t do anything and bailiffs have to come to pick you up, it'll just increase the costs and create more issues for Arbek to deal with."

Melissa's mind raced. "But, can't we do something? Try contacting Arbek again or—"

“I'll continue trying,” Tariq offered. “Maybe he is busy with his job interview or there is something else. We need to handle this ourselves for now. It is best to be proactive in these matters and sort this out at the police station tomorrow.”

Melissa felt trapped. Her hands dropped from the collar. She wished she could just walk away from all this and reclaim her life and her dignity. But as she stood there, the reality was clear—she was at the mercy of others, and the collar around her neck was the chain that bound her to that reality.



The next day was tense as Tariq and Amina prepared to take Melissa to the police station. Melissa was visibly distressed, her hands trembling.

Tariq, sensing her fear, tried to reassure her. "I'll talk to the police. I'll see if we can prevent them from actually holding you on behalf of the bank. If need be, I'll pay the missing installment. There's nothing to worry about."

As they left the house, they passed by the pool area of the complex. Markus was there, hanging out with the pensioners, but he immediately noticed the group's somber mood.

"What's going on?" he asked, his gaze shifting from one to another.

Tariq explained briefly, "Melissa's being called for repossession by the bank. We're heading to the police station now."

Markus frowned, his concern genuine. "Can I come with you? For moral support?"

Tariq nodded, "Sure. That would be good, Markus. Thanks."

The walk to the police station was silent, the air thick with tension. Melissa felt as if she was being marched to her doom. Her nudity, which at times had felt liberating on the beach, now felt oppressive again. She felt the glances from passersby on her skin like needles.

Markus walked beside her, occasionally offering a silent gesture of support, like a gentle pat on her shoulder, mindful of her condition and the societal norms of Grabesh.



When they arrived at the police station, the atmosphere was relaxed, the air inside cool and stale compared to the warmth outside. Tariq talked to the receptionist and showed them the letter they had received. As a slave Melissa was routinely handcuffed at reception like the last time when she had been here with Arbek. Then they nervously waited for a few minutes.

Melissa and her friends sensed the tension as two officers approached Melissa and guided her further into the building. Tariq, Amina, and Markus followed. Their faces were etched with worry. They entered a clinical room.

One officer, with a dispassionate expression, pulled on medical-grade rubber gloves, the snap of latex echoing in the small space. Melissa's heart pounded, her dignity feeling like a fragile thing about to be shattered. She glanced back at her friends, her eyes wide with fear and humiliation.

The sight of the gloves being lubricated sent a shiver of dread through Melissa. She knew what this meant. The officer approached Melissa, his demeanor professional but devoid of empathy.

Tariq, attempting to take control of the situation, interjected, "Look, this is all a misunderstanding. I'll pay the overdue installment and any penalties right now. There's no need to detain her."

The officer, with one hand holding Melissa's cuffed wrists up behind her back, gently pressed her torso down against the table, positioning her so her back was against one of the legs, preventing her from straightening up.

While the officer was handling Melissa he began to explain to Tariq, "We're taking Miss Melissa Maurer into custody on behalf of the Grain and Gain Bank."

With a gentle kick, he spread her legs apart, exposing her to everyone in the room. Melissa's cheeks flushed, and through her legs, she saw her friends' faces contorted with shock and helplessness.

"Any negotiations need to go through the bank," he added.

As the officer's finger entered her vagina, Melissa felt a violation so profound it left her gasping. Her body tensed, her mind screaming in protest, yet she was powerless to stop this intrusion. She bit her lip hard, wishing this could have been done somewhere else so she could maintain some dignity in front of her friends. The feeling was invasive, both physically and emotionally.

“We can’t agree on settlement terms on their behalf,” he concluded.

Amina turned away, unable to witness the indignity, her fists clenched in silent fury. Tariq, accustomed to the treatment of slaves in Grabesh, was nonetheless grappling with guilt, his resolve hardening to resolve this issue.

Markus was shocked as well to see Melissa treated like this. But under a layer of concern for her, he felt a twinge of desire. The sight of Melissa, so vulnerable and controlled, stirred a dark curiosity in him. He wished that he was the one in command of her, that he was the one she submitted to so unconditionally. She would no longer reject him then. He quickly masked his thoughts with a look of worry, but the thought lingered.

“I’ll talk to them,” Tariq said.  "Look, officer, I understand the situation, but can't we come to some kind of temporary solution here? Melissa could be released into my custody until this is all sorted out with the bank. I assure you, she'd remain in Grabesh, available for any further legal proceedings or discussions with the bank. This way, we avoid the immediate need for repossession."

As the officer was pushing in his finger and twisting it in Melissa’s vagina he paused to turn to Tariq and replied, "I understand, but the bank's priority is ensuring their asset, Miss Maurer, remains accessible due to the default. She has to be held here to ensure that."

"But she's followed all local laws and customs," Tariq argued. "She's no flight risk; she's cooperative and respectful. I'll personally guarantee her behavior. There's no call for such severe action."

The officer concluded with Melissa's vagina and moved to her anus. The officer applied some more lube to his gloved fingers. As he was pushing his finger into her anus she couldn't help but groan, the sensation both painful and humiliating. Her friends' presence made it even more excruciating; being subjected to this in front of those who knew her as a person, not merely as property, made it worse.

The officer turned to Tariq and replied, "I see your point, but the bank's primary concern right now is ensuring the asset, in this case Miss Maurer, is accessible to them due to the payment failure. The bank has applied that the police hold her to guarantee that."

Melissa was trying to suppress groaning to not direct attention to her. But as he pushed his finger in so deeply she couldn’t help but groan again.

"But consider her character, officer. Melissa has complied with every local custom and law since she's been here. She's not a flight risk; she's been cooperative and respectful. I can vouch for her behavior, and I assure you, there's no need for such drastic measures."

With his finger still wriggling and twisting within her, the officer replied, "I hear what you're saying, but the repossession order is in place. For that to change, you'll have to negotiate with the bank or seek a court order."

Tariq's jaw clenched, realizing his pleas were futile against bureaucratic procedure. His frustration was evident.

Finally, the cavity search was over, leaving Melissa feeling shaken. The officer gently pushed her down towards himself and Melissa sank to her knees to kneel before him.

Amina asked with worry in her voice, "Will she be locked up with criminals? That could be dangerous for her."

“No, she won't be with criminals,” the officer assured her as he took his gloves off. “Miss Maurer isn't a criminal; she's being held on behalf of the Grain and Gain Bank. She will be kept separate, with no contact with other inmates.”

The officer clipped a leash into the D-ring of her collar. She was led away, her movements mechanical, her mind numb with shock.

As she was led out, Tariq caught her eye, his voice urgent. "Melissa, I'll contact Arbek, see what happened, and talk to the Grain and Gain Bank. We'll get you out as soon as possible."

Melissa nodded. She felt betrayed by fate, by Arbek's absence, and by a system that viewed her as mere property.

She was led into a small, cold cell where the door clanged shut behind her. The reality of her situation sank in—she was now truly at the mercy of legalities she couldn't control.

Tariq's expression was one of determination mixed with guilt; he felt responsible for her plight, even though he knew it wasn't his fault. Amina was visibly shaken, her usual composure shattered by the spectacle they had just witnessed. Markus was trying to come to terms with his feelings towards Melissa. His mind was racing with thoughts of how he could help, how he could get Melissa out of this.

In the cell Melissa was alone with her thoughts. She laid down on the bed. Her emotions were a tumultuous sea. Anger, fear, despair, and the persistent thought that none of this should be happening. She should have been free by now. On the plane back to England with Arbek a few days ago. Instead, she was locked in this cell naked and collared, with no choice but to wait what would happen to her.


27. The Interview

Melissa spent the remainder of the day confined to her cell, which was situated along a corridor lined with similar cells. Throughout the day, she observed only two inmates being escorted along the corridor. Like her, these men were naked, but unlike her, they wore no collars. This observation led her to speculate that they might be 'free people' who had been imprisoned. Nala had once explained to her that slaves were kept naked to control them, and Melissa pondered whether the same logic was applied to these inmates. Without a collar they were clearly not slaves, but they were kept naked so they could be controlled more easily.



The next day Melissa was led out of her cell by an officer. Her wrists were once again cuffed behind her back and her legs were shackled. The officer attached a chain leash to her collar and she followed him as she was guided through the corridors of the jail.

They entered a visitation room with sterile white walls. At one of the walls there was a table and a few chairs. The officer led her to a ring in the floor at the center of the room, where he made her kneel. He then locked the leash to a ring in the floor, giving her just enough slack to kneel without slouching but not enough to stand, and he padlocked her handcuff chain to her hobble chain.

A few minutes later Tariq and Amina entered and sat on the chairs. They were sitting at the table and could comfortably see Melissa from there. Melissa lifted her eyes to meet theirs. Tariq and Amina sat on the chairs with concern and determination on their faces. They looked down at Melissa as she knelt before them in chains. Both Tariq and Amina had been raised in Grabesh where this treatment of slaves was common, but they had come to know Melissa as a free woman in England and seeing her treated like this was a jarring experience.

Tariq began to explain, “Melissa, we managed to contact Arbek. He's transferred the money, but the transfer took longer than he expected. That's why you were repossessed. But he's confident the money will arrive in the next few days, and then you'll be let go.”

A wave of relief washed over Melissa, her tense shoulders relaxing slightly at the news. "I'm glad you were finally able to contact him," she said, her voice tinged with both relief and lingering worry.

Tariq nodded, offering a small smile. "Yeah, he was on a hiking trip with Zahara. They didn’t have any cell phone reception at the time. I’ll also talk to the Grain and Gain bank to explain the situation. We’ll get this all cleared up as soon as possible."

Melissa's relief was short-lived. Her stomach twisted with a new wave of anxiety as she processed Tariq's words.

"He was on a hiking trip with Zahara?" she asked incredulously. He was enjoying life again. He probably had been enjoying nature’s beauty with Zahara while the officer yesterday had had his finger buried deep in her anal cavity searching for contraband at intake.

She wasn’t sure about Zahara’s motives. Ever since she had been rescued from the Health Office she could have stayed at home. But she had pushed herself to go out with her friends, and in part she had done this to keep an eye on Arbek. She had also made herself more sexually available to him so he wouldn’t seek relief elsewhere. She knew Arbek and Zahara were friends, but the image of them together alone gnawed at her. She depended on him being loyal to her and didn’t want to risk losing him until he had freed her. But now she was stuck in this country. She was chained to the floor, forced to kneel with her hands cuffed behind her. She didn’t have any control over anything at the moment. All she could do was wait for things to play out with her fate dependent on others' efforts.

Tariq, sensing her unease, added quickly, "Melissa, Arbek and Zahara are just friends. I'm sure they just needed to clear their heads on that hiking trip. You know how stressful this has been for all of us."

Amina's heart ached for Melissa and she went over to her. As she was next to her, she saw the cuffs holding Melissa's hands behind her. She gently stroked Melissa’s hair and her shoulders that were bent in a slight backward arc.

Tariq felt a personal sting of failure, although he hadn’t done anything wrong. But he had promised to look after Melissa. He was determined to rectify this situation. He would talk to the bank and see if he could resolve this with them.

For Melissa, her nudity, collar, kneeling before her friends, the chain at her neck holding her down, the cold floor under her knees, all seemed to slow down time to a crawl and reminded her that she should have been freed by now. And yet she was here and chained. Killian’s words “I guess you'll be kneeling for us free people a bit longer,” echoed in her mind.

The conversation continued, with Tariq detailing plans and reassurances, but Melissa could only nod, her voice muted by the situation. It was hard for her to focus on anything while she was feeling her captivity so intensely in her bonds. As they talked, she focused on breathing and maintaining her composure.

Finally, Tariq and Amina left to get to work leaving her alone in the visitation room, chained to the floor.

Melissa waited for an officer to pick her up but none came, and she remained as she was.



The minutes ticked by, turning into what felt like forever. Her knees ached, and she listened intently for any sign of footsteps, any indication that someone would come for her, but there was only silence.

She worried that she may have been forgotten. She tugged at the chain, hoping perhaps there was some slack she hadn't noticed before, but it was futile. She was anchored to the floor, her movement restricted to the small area around the ring.

"Hello? Is anyone there?" Melissa called out. Her voice echoed slightly in the room. Her first cry was tentative, but as the silence persisted, her calls grew louder, more urgent. "Officer? Please, I need to get back to my cell!"

After several tries the door finally opened. An officer stepped in, his expression one of mild irritation rather than concern.

"What's going on here?" he asked, his tone suggesting he was more bothered by the interruption than by her situation.

"I've been forgotten here after a visit. Can you please take me back to my cell, Sir?" Melissa pleaded, her voice laced with frustration and a hint of desperation.

The officer glanced at her, then at the chain securing her to the floor, before looking at his watch. "Someone will be with you soon," he said dismissively, his tone indicating this was not a priority.

With that, he turned to leave, the door closing behind him, leaving Melissa once again alone with only the sound of her own breathing and the distant, indifferent hum of the jail. Her knees felt strained and her mind was racing with thoughts of how long 'soon' might be in a place where time seemed to lose all meaning.



After what seemed like an eternity the door opened and a man and a woman entered. They were not in any kind of uniform. They were smartly dressed, which was unusual in a hot climate like this.

“Hello Miss Maurer, I’m Safina,” the woman said. “And this”, she motioned to the man next to her, “is my assistant Jabari.”

“Hello,” Melissa replied shyly.

“Is it ok, if I call you ‘Melissa’?” she asked. “‘Miss Maurer’ sounds so formal.” Safina smiled.

“Okay,” Melissa replied.

“I’m here to have a chat with you. I want to get to know you better, Melissa,” Safina said.

Melissa felt uneasy. “Why do you need to get to know me, Ma’am?”

“The Grain and Gain bank has hired me to make an independent report about you. The report will be about your personal history and personality,” Safina replied. “This is so potential buyers know what they will get when they bid on you. Buyers of sex slaves want to know their slave’s personality. After all, they will be living with you and spending a lot of their free time with you, so it is important to them to have a slave with a compatible personality. They want to get a feel for who you are, what your personality is. We are here to make sure they get all the relevant information so they can make an informed buying decision.”

“I should not be sold,” Melissa replied. “Please, talk to my owner. This is a misunderstanding! He will pay whatever sum is missing. I should not be sold to someone else!”

“Aw, you like your Master, don’t you? And you don’t want to leave him.” Safina said. “That is wonderful. I will put that down in my notes. Masters like sex slaves who form emotional attachments with them.”

Melissa recoiled internally for being referred to as a sex slave.

“Look Melissa, no one is saying that you will be sold. I’m sure this will all be sorted out. But while you are here it makes sense to use the time to prepare. And if you are to be sold, then an accurate psychological profile helps to find a buyer who will like your personality. And in turn he is likely to treat you better, and you are more likely to like him. So this assessment is in your interest as well, Melissa.”

“Normally there would also be a physical examination,” she continued. “But I’ve seen in your file that you have only recently been checked by the Health Office. So that won’t be necessary then.” She smiled at Melissa.

She sat at the table and her assistant sat down on the other side and both of them faced Melissa.

The interview started out with questions about where she was from, which languages she knew and how well, which skills she had. Whether she could cook, clean or perform other domestic duties.



Eventually Safina started touching other topics.

"How did you become a slave, Melissa?" Safina asked.

Melissa paused. She sensed a trap considering how she and Arbek had tried to dodge immigration laws. Her mind raced to find a way out of this. She tried to choose her words carefully, "It... it was a misunderstanding at the airport," she managed, her voice barely steady.

It didn’t slip Safina’s notice that Melissa kept forgetting to address her as “Ma’am”, as a slave should. But she knew that Melissa had only been recently enslaved and deferential speech came at an effort to her. She could have insisted that Melissa address her properly, but she chose not to. She wasn’t here to train Melissa. She was here to learn about her. She would make a note of it in her report. But right now, it was more important to not interrupt the flow of the conversation when they were talking. And if Melissa tripped up and forgot to call her “Ma’am”, as she had right now, that might be a clue for her that Melissa was distracted and trying to hide something.

Safina leaned forward, her interest piqued. "A misunderstanding? Can you elaborate on that?"

Fidgeting, her eyes darted around the room, looking for a way to escape her gaze. "I, uh... my boyfriend, Arbek, he thought there was a way for me to enter the country without proper documentation. It didn't work out."

Safina raised an eyebrow, her tone turning skeptical. "You mean, you attempted to bypass immigration laws?"

Melissa's voice trembled slightly as she responded, "No, Ma’am, not exactly. It was more like... we thought I could enter as his... property. He's a citizen here, so we thought it would be fine."

Smiling thinly, sensing the evasion, the Safina pressed on. "So, you tried to trick the border police into believing you were already his slave?"

Her face flushed with embarrassment, Melissa looked down, her words almost a whisper. "I... we didn't think it through. It was supposed to be a quick solution."

Leaning back on her chair, she crossed her arms, her gaze unrelenting. "A 'quick solution' to avoid the legal process of immigration. That sounds like deceit to me. Is there more to this story, Melissa?"

Melissa's voice was barely above a whisper, clearly uncomfortable. "That's all there is to it. We made a mistake, Ma’am."

Safina’s voice was firm now, pressing for clarity. "A mistake that involved deception. Your reluctance to detail this further tells me there's more. What exactly happened at the airport that led to your current situation?"

Biting her lip, she struggled with the truth. "I don't want to talk about it anymore. It was just... a misunderstanding."

Safina looked at her coolly, “Understand this, Melissa. You may be worried that you would be punished for deceiving the authorities. But that is not why I’m here. I’m not a police officer. I’m an assessor hired by the Grain and Gain bank for an independent appraisal. I will not give you any trouble for anything you tell me as long as you are honest. In fact, the only way you can get into trouble is by not telling me the whole truth. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Were you part of a plan to deceive the border police or not?”

With a resigned sigh, knowing she was cornered, Melissa admitted, "Yes, we tried to deceive them. But I didn't know it would lead to this. I thought it would just be a way to get through without a visa."

She nodded, making notes on her clipboard. "Thank you for your honesty, Melissa, even if it was reluctant. Keep in mind that people want to have honest slaves. You don’t want to be considered a dishonest slave, Melissa."



"Your current owner is," she flipped a page to check, "Arbek Gurtan." she said.

Safina leaned forward, “How loyal are you to him?”

“How loyal?” Melissa was perplexed. “What do you mean?”

“Would you betray him?” Safina clarified and added, “For personal gain for example or any other reason?”

Melissa felt a knot form in her stomach, She tried to compose herself, to mask the resentment she felt. "I am loyal to Arbek. He... he's taken care of me." Her voice was meant to be steady, but it wavered slightly, betraying her discomfort.

Safina, however, was not convinced by the hesitant tone. Her gaze intensified, demanding more. "Are you sure about that, Melissa? Your words and your tone seem to suggest otherwise."

Feeling the pressure mount, Melissa swallowed hard, her eyes darting around the room before she forced them back to meet Safina's. "I am completely loyal to Arbek. He's my owner, and I would never do anything against him." Her words were firm this time, but her hands, nervously tugging against her cuffs on her back, betrayed her with their nervous twitching.

Safina paused, her expression unreadable as she studied Melissa's body language.

Safina leaned back, her expression one of skepticism. "That's quite a commitment for someone with your history. Are you sure there isn't more to this story? Why would you be loyal to a man who has enslaved you and caused you so much pain?"

“He did not want me to be properly enslaved,” Melissa clarified. “I was meant to be freed straight away after leaving the airport.”

“Of course,” Safina said. “Nonetheless, even if it was inadvertent, you are still enslaved to him. And he has caused you a lot of suffering. So why would you still be loyal to such a man? ‘Completely loyal’ as you said.”

"Would my owner see this assessment?" Melissa asked, her voice tinged with worry.

Safina nodded slowly. "This should not affect your answers because a slave should not have secrets from her owner. But yes, this will go on your file, and your owner will have access to it. But you should not concern yourself with that. It is your duty to answer truthfully."

Melissa felt cornered. Answering Safina’s question truthfully would drive a wedge between her and Arbek. But even if Arbek knew her resentment towards him, that it was over between them, he would still free her, she thought. But the stakes were too high for her that she wanted to risk this. Even with Arbek currently still believing in a future together, he had already faltered on the loan payment. If he discovered her intention to leave him, this would give him an incentive to keep her enslaved. Keeping her enslaved guaranteed him sex with her, freeing meant the end of their sexual relationship. People responded to incentives and sex was a powerful incentive while adherence to abstract moral principles tended to be weak. With a heavy sigh, she attempted to steer the conversation, desperate to maintain some control over her narrative.

Melissa's heart raced, her mind scrambling for an answer that wouldn't betray her true feelings and intentions. "Because... because love transcends circumstances. We've been through a lot together, and I believe in him. Once I'm free, all these... these trials," she lifted her head to display her collar, "will be behind us."

"We're in a happy relationship; the only problem is that I am his slave. When he frees me, we will be a couple again." Her voice was almost convincing, but the lie was palpable, even to her own ears.

Safina leaned back, her expression one of skepticism. "That's quite a positive attitude for someone in your position. Are you sure there isn't more to this story? Why would you want to be with a man who has caused you so many indignities? Why would that not affect your feelings for him?"

Melissa knew that Safina could see through her facade, but she was trapped by her own words, by her need to keep Arbek believing in their future together until she could secure her freedom. "I... I love him," she said, the words tasting like ash in her mouth, knowing they were the key to her current survival, regardless of how they contradicted her true feelings.



Safina picked up on her intentions to deceive her and decided to address this. She understood that Melissa had been raised as a free woman and only a few weeks ago had become a slave. So it was only natural that she still wanted to keep some of her thoughts private, especially when the questions were so intimate in nature and might put her into conflict with people who held power over her.

However, it was these insights into her thinking that were of interest to potential buyers of a sex slave. Safina's duty was to ensure this information was uncovered and presented to them.

Safina understood that this was a common issue. It wasn’t easy even for those who had been slaves for many years, but recently enslaved women were still used to having their privacy. She decided to provide Melissa with a distraction to help her relax her guard.

“Look, Melissa, I realise this is not easy for you. You have been a free woman all of your life and of course you would struggle to open up to a stranger like me. And I understand that these questions are very personal, and you might feel that they put you into conflict.”

Melissa felt a wave of relief at this acknowledgment, saying, "Yes, thank you, Safina. It's... it's just very difficult. I'm not used to this level of... questioning." Yet, she remained wary.

“Let’s have a twenty-minute break. I’ll let you freshen up and then we’ll try again. What do you think?”

Melissa said with gratitude in her voice, "Yes, please. A break would be good."

Safina then stood up and exited the room.

Her assistant Jabari went to unlock her handcuffs but left her ankle cuffs on. He unlocked her leash from the ring in the ground and helped Melissa get up. It was a relief because her knees were hurting from kneeling and her shoulders were aching from being pulled back for so long. Her legs were shaky and numb. Jabari helped Melissa go to the table where she supported herself and gently shook her legs one by one to restore circulation.

Jabari offered her a small bottle of water which she drank eagerly. She stretched which seemed to pop her vertebra back into place and send a tingling wave of relief up her spine. Then he led her to a bathroom where he allowed her to relieve herself under his supervision. Afterwards, he brought her back to the visitation room.



Five minutes later:

Melissa found herself stuck in an unfamiliar contraption. It was constructed from four vertical metal bars forming the corners of a two-foot square, extending up to her navel. On both sides, the base of these bars was connected by horizontal bars, but not at the far side from where she was positioned; there, they were joined only by a horizontal bar at the top, not at the ground. On the side closest to her, these vertical bars were linked by a bar positioned at the height of her pelvis.

Her ankles were shackled to the respective vertical bars. Jabari had used handcuffs for this instead of ankle cuffs. The handcuffs were tight on her ankles and bit into her Achilles tendons painfully when she tensed her legs. He then made her bend over the horizontal bar closest to her, and he cuffed her hands to the bottom of these same vertical bars. Jabari then carefully moved this setup against the wall next to where Safina and he would sit. The wall was against her back and prevented her from straightening herself. Her upper body hung upside down, her head down and her vagina and anus on display.

She was unable to slide off the pelvic bar due to the vertical bars extending above it, thereby trapping her in place.

At that moment, she was alone in the room. When Safina had suggested a twenty-minute break, Melissa had assumed it would include her. However, as Jabari had taken her to the bathroom, he had motioned a signal to a police officer at the reception, the meaning of which was lost on her then. Upon returning, the device had been delivered to the visitation room. While Safina likely enjoyed her break somewhere, Jabari had used the time to lock Melissa into this apparatus.

Being held like this was stressful. Her hamstrings were being stretched and hurt. Her upper body was upside down with the blood rushing to her head.



After the twenty-minute break was over, Safina returned. She greeted Melissa, who had now been stuck in the contraption for the last ten minutes.

Melissa’s hamstrings were hurting from being stretched. The handcuffs were too small for her ankles and were digging into her achilles tendon. Melissa’s face was flushed red from being upside down.

She longed to be released from her position. But Safina made no such motion.

Instead, she sat back down on her chair. Safina turned to her and started asking her the same questions again. Melissa answered them with a strained voice and laboured breathing. She struggled to focus on her answers because she was distracted from the stress of her position. She tried shifting her weight from one leg to the other so the other leg could bend a bit to release some of the tension in her hamstrings. But the chains of the handcuffs were short and the release of tension was minimal.

Melissa decided she would give Safina better answers now. The sooner the interview was over, the sooner she would be released.



Safina sat in her chair and assessed Melissa's discomfort. "Tell me about any significant past relationships you’ve had," she asked.

Gasping slightly from the strain, Melissa spoke, her voice labored. "I had a boyfriend back in school. We were together for years, but it ended when I moved for university. Then there's Arbek."

"What qualities do you admire most in Arbek?" Safina's question was probing, her tone suggesting she was looking for inconsistencies.

Melissa, her head hanging down, struggled to keep her tone even. "He's fun, with a great character."

Safina leaned closer. "How would you define your relationship with him? What is the nature of your bond?"

Melissa recognized the questions. She was repeating the same question as before, the one she had lied about to Safina. But she was now in a position in which evading Safina’s questions took a toll on her. She wanted to be released from this position. But that was up to Safina, and Safina wanted answers. And that made evading Safina’s questions now physically stressful for Melissa.

"We're... we're close. He's my boyfriend. When he frees me, we'll be a couple again, like before," she said, trying to sound convincing, but the stress position made her words falter, her body aching from the strain.

Safina looked at her from her chair. "That seems unlikely that you would just go back to being a couple again after all that his mistake has cost you, Melissa. Are you sure? Think again."

“Ouch!” Melissa cried out. Safina’s assistant who was standing close to Melissa had casually pinched one of her labia and continued to hold it between his fingers.

The pain in Melissa's back and legs was persistent, and the awareness that her sensitive labia were available to pinches from her assistant stressed her. He was standing next to her and her precious labia were at a level at which he could access them without making an effort. The cuffs on her legs didn’t allow her to close her legs. She knew she couldn't keep up the charade.

"Okay... the truth is, I don't want to be with him anymore. This... all of this," she gestured with her head, indicating her predicament as much as her enslavement, "has shown me he's not the right match for me. I'm only... I'm only with him now because I need him to free me. I've been... keeping him loyal by... by having sex with him whenever he wants."

She felt Safina’s assistant let go of her labia and inhaled with a sigh of relief.

Safina nodded, noting the admission on her clipboard. "That's more honest. Now we are getting somewhere. And what do you plan to do once you're free?"

Melissa's voice was a mix of relief and defeat. "I plan to leave him. Go back home, find a new life, where I'm not... this."

The assessor considered her words and with a soft voice she said, "Thank you, Melissa."



"Tell me about other men you've dated," Safina asked her.

Melissa, her head hanging down, responded with a strain in her voice. "There were no others."

Safina's eyebrows arched in disbelief. "No others? You are young and pretty and you were living on your own. It seems unlikely that you weren’t seeing any men."

Melissa's voice was firm, trying to hold onto the lie. "I mean it. After my first boyfriend, there was no one until Arbek came along."

"You said earlier that you are heterosexual and the bloodwork from the Health Office has shown that your sex hormone levels are within the reference range. And you weren’t being supervised by your parents," Safina pointed out, her tone suggesting she knew there was more to the story. “Why would you not be dating?”

Without warning, her assistant's hand moved swiftly, pinching Melissa's labia. Melissa cried out, the sharp pain shooting through her, her voice echoing off the walls. "Ah!"

Her hands made hectic movements, trying to instinctively go after the pinching hands. But the short chains of her cuffs went immediately taut, leaving her helplessly flailing her hands around within the short range of motion allowed to them.

Her legs moved around in an instinctive effort to move her labia away from Safina’s assistant. But those chains too went taut quickly and her efforts were in vain. She couldn’t remove her labia from Jabari’s painful pinch.

Gasping, Melissa quickly amended her statement. "Okay, there were others, but I didn't have sex with them, so they don't count."

Safina shook her head, her voice cold. "I asked about men you dated. You first said you hadn't dated any others, but now you're admitting you did?"

The assistant pinched her again, this time harder, and Melissa yelped, her voice cracking under the dual assault of pain and humiliation.

“If it helps you focus, I could attach a clothes pin to your labia,” her assistant Jabari offered. “Or maybe to your inner labia.” He gently traced her labia with his fingers as if looking for a suitable spot to attach one.

“No!” Melissa gasped, “I mean, no, Sir, that won’t be necessary.”

To Safina she said, "Yes, yes, I dated someone for a while. His name was Markus. But we didn't have sex."

"What was the issue with Markus?" Safina pressed, her interest piqued by Melissa's admissions.

Melissa took a deep breath, the pain momentarily forgotten as she explained. "There was no issue with him at all. I wasn't looking for a serious relationship, but someone exciting instead. That's why I chose Arbek over Markus."



“I see,” Safina said. “I find it curious though that you say that Markus was good enough for a serious relationship. And yet, you chose Arbek just because you wanted ‘excitement’. Can you help me understand that, Melissa?”

“He was just too similar to my old boyfriend,” Melissa said. Her tone carried a hint of frustration despite the strain in her neck.

Safina glanced up from her notes. Her eyes narrowed slightly with curiosity. “Could you not have ‘fun’ when you were living with your parents?” she asked.

Melissa tilted her head as much as the position allowed. Her lips pressed into a thin line before she answered. “They were always snooping around me, asking questions, judging everything I did.”

Safina tilted her head in return. Her expression remained neutral as she jotted down a few words. “I see,” she said. “So your parents were very controlling?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Melissa replied. Her voice held steady, though her wrists shifted slightly against the cuffs.

Safina nodded. She wrote another note, her pen moving swiftly. “And they were supervising you constantly?” she asked.

“Yes, Ma’am,” Melissa said again. She kept her gaze on Safina, her fingers flexing briefly against the metal.

Safina paused. She set her pen down and leaned forward slightly. “Telling you what to do and what you couldn’t do?” she asked.

“Yes, Ma’am,” Melissa answered. Her tone stayed firm despite the ache building in her shoulders.

Safina smiled faintly. She picked up her pen again and tapped it once against the paper. “That’s excellent, Melissa,” she said.

Melissa blinked. Her brow furrowed in confusion as she strained to look upward. “Ma’am?” she asked.

Safina leaned back in her chair. Her smile widened just a touch as she met Melissa’s inverted gaze. “You’ve grown up very controlled, constantly supervised, told what to do and what not to do,” she said. “You have been conditioned to accept this kind of treatment. I think you will do well as a slave, Melissa.”

Melissa’s eyes widened. She pushed against the cuffs, her voice rising with urgency despite the awkward angle. “No, I hated it there, Ma’am!” she said. “All I could think of was to get away! When I left home it was a great relief, I hardly ever went back!”

Safina raised an eyebrow. She rested her chin on her hand, studying Melissa for a moment. “So you think that it is the opposite,” she said, “that your upbringing instilled in you a strong will to be free?”

Melissa nodded as best she could. Her hands pressed harder against the bars as she spoke. “Yes, Ma’am,” she said.



Safina took a moment to write down her observations, her pen moving swiftly across the paper. "So, you've experienced a life of control under your parents, which you rebelled against by seeking excitement with Arbek. Yet, you now find yourself in a situation where you're controlled in a far more profound way. How does that make you feel?"

Melissa, feeling the strain in her muscles. Her hands were on the ground bars supporting her. In her agitation she anxiously moved her hands around, but they were immediately caught by the short chains of the handcuffs, and she put them back on the bar. Her face flushed from the blood rushing to her head and she managed to respond, "It's... it's humiliating, Ma’am. I never wanted to be controlled like this. I thought I was escaping one cage for freedom, not... not for another one."

Safina nodded, her expression one of calculated empathy. "And yet, you seem to adapt quickly to the roles you're given. From a rebellious daughter to a slave seeking freedom. Do you find any part of this... liberating? Being free from decision-making, free from the pressures of freedom, free from responsibility?"

"No, Ma'am!" Melissa's voice was sharp, but her position made her words sound more like a plea. "This is not liberating. It's degrading. I want my freedom back. I want to make my own choices."

Melissa tried to lessen the strain on her hamstrings by hanging from the horizontal bar. She pushed her pelvis up a bit by straightening her legs. That made her flex her achilles tendons which were painfully prevented from straightening by the handcuffs around her ankles.

“Ouch!” she cried from the pain in her ankles. She had managed to lift herself a bit and carefully relaxed her legs and balanced her weight on the horizontal bar.

“But you chose Arbek for excitement, knowing he wasn't the best match for you.” Safina continued, ignoring Melissa’s painful struggle for a more comfortable position. “That choice led here. Do you regret seeking that excitement?”

Melissa's voice softened, the truth of her situation sinking in. "Yes, Ma'am. I regret it. I wish I had never met Arbek. I was naive. I thought I could handle anything, but this... this has been too much. I just want to go back to my life, where I could decide for myself."

Safina leaned back, her eyes scanning Melissa's form, noting her physical and emotional distress. "Interesting. Now, tell me about your fears, Melissa. What scares you the most in your current position?"

Melissa hesitated, the pain in her hamstrings and the blood in her head making it hard to focus. "I’m afraid of not getting out of my enslavement, Ma'am. That Arbek won’t set me free. I fear never being free again, never being able to go back to who I was."

Safina made another note. "And what about punishment? What kind frightens you the most?"

Melissa swallowed hard, the thought alone making her shiver despite her discomfort. "Being kept like this... or anything that makes me feel less than human. I can't stand the thought of being treated like an object, to be kept just for someone's pleasure."

Safina nodded, her pen tapping against her clipboard. "You've been quite forthcoming this time, Melissa. But let's talk about sexual experiences. You've mentioned not being intimate with Markus, but how many partners have you had? And what are your limits sexually?"

Melissa's face burned with more than just the blood flow. "I've... I've had a few partners, Ma'am. My limits... I don't like pain, or anything that feels like a violation. I want consent and respect."

Safina, not content with the vague response, leaned forward, her eyes fixed on Melissa. "You said 'a few partners,' Melissa. How many exactly? We need an accurate count for your profile."

Melissa, her body still contorted in the device, tried to avoid the question, her voice weak and strained. "I... it's not relevant, Ma'am. They were just... not significant."

Safina shook her head, her voice insistent, "It is relevant. Buyers need to know. How many, Melissa?"

Feeling cornered, Melissa attempted once more to dodge the question. "I've lost count, Ma'am. It's been... it's been too long."

Without warning, Jabari, standing silently beside her, reached down and pinched one of Melissa's labia, his grip firm and unrelenting. Melissa gasped, the sudden, sharp pain making her squirm within her restraints. "Ah! Please, stop!"

"Answer the question, Melissa," Jabari said calmly while his fingers continued the pinch.

Melissa's breaths were quick, her discomfort palpable. "Okay, okay! Two! I've only been with two, Ma'am! My old boyfriend and Arbek!"

"Only two men?" Safina asked. "You were finally away from your 'controlling' parents and looking for some 'excitement', as you said," Safina reminded Melissa. "And you have only had two sexual partners?"

"Yes! Yes! I swear! Please, you have to believe me. That is all!"

Safina looked at her and exhaled slowly. She gave Jabari a nod, and he released his pinch on her labia. The memory of the pain lingered with Melissa. Her labia throbbing.

Safina made a note, her expression one of satisfaction. "Thank you, Melissa."

Melissa, her face flushed with shame and pain, nodded weakly. "Yes, Ma'am," she whispered, her resolve weakened by the ordeal. She knew now that honesty, even about her most private matters, was her only way to avoid further physical and emotional torment.

Melissa had been balancing her weight on the horizontal bar, but the constant push of it against her was becoming uncomfortable. She carefully stretched her arms to move herself from it and put some of her weight back on her feet. That required her to stretch her legs. She let out a muted “Ouch!” as the achilles tendons pushed against the steel cuffs again and tried to relax them. The weight was off her pelvis, which was a relief, but her hamstrings were being uncomfortably stretched again.

Safina's assistant, Jabari, who had been mostly silent, spoke up, his voice calm but with a hint of authority. "You said that you were looking for excitement. And yet now you are here, subjected to this position, to these questions. Does this not stir something in you? An excitement you sought with Arbek?"

"No!" Melissa's response was immediate, her voice laced with disgust. "This isn't excitement; it's coercion. There's no thrill in being forced into this."

Safina watched her reaction, then said, "Your responses are valuable, Melissa. They give potential buyers a clear picture of who you are. Remember Melissa that honesty is important. Even if you don't see it now. But it might help you find a master more aligned with your nature."

Melissa, feeling defeated and in pain, managed a weak nod. "I just want this to be over, Ma'am."

"If you could change one thing about your situation here, what would it be?"

Melissa didn't hesitate. "I'd change everything. I'd be back home, with my rights, my freedom. But if I have to choose one thing... I'd want this collar off. No longer be a slave. I want to be free again."

"Thank you, Melissa. Your honesty, even if you needed some encouragement, has been helpful."



Safina jotted down her observations, then leafed through several pages, pausing in thought. Finally, she directed her attention back to Melissa.

“Melissa, I understand that this has been hard on you,” she said.

“Yes, Ma’am,” Melissa said.

“But I know you have been defensive and tried to hide the truth at times.”

Melissa was breathing heavily from the strain of the position she was forced into. She didn’t want to react to Safina’s last statement. Affirming it would be to admit that she may be hiding more information. Contradicting it would be telling Safina, the woman who had the power to make her suffer so much at the moment, that she was wrong and might anger her.

“Ouch!” she cried out as Jabari pinched her labia.

“Yes, Ma’am! I’m sorry Ma’am!” Melissa hurried to say while panting.

“I’m sure you are,” Safina said. “But you are still struggling to open up to me, dear. Listen, I understand that this is difficult for you. And I am here to help you through this.”

To her assistant she said, “Please give her some scopolamine.”

The assistant went to his bag, and she heard some cracking noises as he took out a small packet with some pills.

“What is that?” Melissa asked worriedly.

“Don’t worry Melissa,” Safina replied. “It will help you relax and make it easier for you to talk to me.”

Melissa's heart raced, her body revolting against the invasion that was about to occur, but the contraption held her firm. Her chains pulled tight as she anxiously struggled within them.

“No,” she said. “I’m not taking any kind of pills.”

Through her legs she could see the assistant popping the pill into his mouth. He swirled it around with his tongue. Then he took it out. It was covered with his saliva.

Then he pushed the lubricated suppository against her anus.

Melissa realised what he was about to do.

“No!” she said, alarmed. “Whatever it is, I don’t want it! Just tell me what you want to know. I’m answering your questions. I’m cooperating!”

Jabari made shushing noises and gently stroked her butt cheeks as if to calm her.

Melissa strained against her bonds. But the cuffs around her ankles prevented any meaningful movement. They went taught right away. The vertical bars at her sides prevented any lateral movement of her pelvis. Her buttocks were exposed and unable to shift away. She tried to clench her buttocks shut, to use her glutes to shut out the intrusion, but the bent over position forced these muscles into a stretch, rendering her efforts in vain.

Her anus was exposed and the assistant was able to access it, and she couldn’t do anything to stop him.

Her only defense was her sphincter, which she tensed with all her might. With a gentle but firm pressure, the assistant slid it past her clenched muscle. Her body was unable to resist the intrusion and the suppository slipped in, cold and alien, making her feel like a specimen in a lab.

“Shall we just put in two for good measure?” he asked the interrogator.

“Yeah, let’s do that,” she replied. “Best to be safe.”

“No… no… no…” Melissa squirmed, but the cuffs held her securely. She still couldn’t move her anus away from the assistant.

The assistant popped another suppository out of its wrapper. He put it into his mouth again and then pushed the lubricated suppository into Melissa’s anus.

Safina knew that the pills would not force Melissa to tell the truth. But they would make it harder to focus, the kind of focus that was needed to come up with lies. Unfortunately it also meant that it would be harder for her to maintain a clear thread of thought. But from the conversation so far, Safina had enough information to guide Melissa through the process. She just needed Melissa to slip up in places she may have lied earlier or provide additional detail that she would no longer remember to suppress.

“Ok, let’s start again,” Safina said. “Where are you from?”



Later that day, back in her cell, Melissa laid down on her bed. She was utterly drained from the grueling "interview" with that detestable woman.

After her assistant had administered the pills by inserting them into her anus, Safina had started questioning her all over again. She began again with innocuous, straightforward queries before delving into more personal, invasive topics. As the interview progressed, Melissa found herself less guarded. The need to conceal information seemed to fade. She recalled her initial attempts to mislead Safina, but as the medication took effect, fabricating answers or devising diversions became increasingly arduous. It was like trying to solve a taxing puzzle after a day of mental exhaustion; her mind lacked the vigor to concoct convincing lies or strategize evasions. The drug seemed to undermine her brain’s ability to engage in the mental gymnastics required to uphold a consistent deception. When she tried to do so anyway, the delays in responding were evident, prompting Jabari to administer his sharp, painful pinches. She had also been worn down from spending so much time in the stress position that contraption forced her into. Eventually she had just yielded and told Safina all that she wanted to know.

Melissa's mind buzzed with questions about her repossession situation. Had Arbek successfully completed the necessary transfer? Could Tariq have managed to persuade the Grain and Gain Bank to reconsider their decision to repossess her? She hoped they would be able to get her out of here soon.


28. Breaking Free From Norms

Markus had always been someone who did the "right thing." But what had that really gotten him?

He was a hard worker. He had worked hard in school, and he did the same at university. On the side he had done internships, and he had a side job to gain work experience and make some extra money. That is what his parents and his teachers had recommended, and so he did that.

He didn’t spend much. He had no expensive hobbies nor did he go out a lot. Instead, he saved the money and made some investments. He wasn’t rich, but over the years he had done well for himself, considering his young age.

But he wanted a girlfriend. He wanted romance. And girls weren’t interested in someone like him who was all work and no play. He tried having ‘fun’, but try as he might, he couldn’t make conversations at parties, and he had no rhythm for dancing. None of this was any fun to him.

Girls didn’t mind talking to him, but they never saw him as anything more than a conversational partner.

When he had met Melissa it had been different. Of course, he liked her, that was the easy part, but he thought that there had been a mutual connection. And then she had just stopped seeing him. The prospect of a romantic relationship, something he so desperately wanted, had appeared to be within his grasp, but then taken away.

But he had not been able to stop thinking of her. Her beauty, her soft blonde hair, her melodic voice when she spoke, her shiny water blue eyes when she looked into his. None of this let him go.

But then she got together with Captain Abs. It had been like a slap in his face. Arbek was supposed to be better than he? It was so infuriating. How was Arbek a better choice than him?

It gnawed at him. And everyone he knew here was fucking. Tariq was fucking Amina, Arbek was fucking the woman he, Markus, loved, heck, even the old pensioners here had slaves to fuck.

How did he end up being the one sexless loser, he wondered, when he always did the right things.

Over the course of the last two weeks he had been talking to those pensioners. They liked to hang out at the pool with their sex slaves and were always up for a chat.

They had made him understand that life is what you make of it. That life was short. You can stick to society’s norms, or you can have fun. There are no medals to be had for being a ‘good boy’. We only have one life, and we have to make the most of it. Society’s norms deprived men of a good life. They existed to channel men’s creative energies to serve the interests of others. They were never in favor of men. Whenever society wanted men to behave in a certain way, it was to the detriment of men, they told him. And serving society was pointless because society wouldn’t have his back in adversity. Having a good life meant to judge for himself what was good and what was not. He had to think for himself what was in his best interest. If he did not pursue his interests, no one else would. It was him who had to act. To take life into his own hands. Live by his own rules.

Markus had found those ideas hard to process. He would lay awake at night. The stars outside offered little comfort as he tossed and turned alone in his bed. The pensioners' words would echo in his mind like a mantra: "Life is what you make of it." But the gap between him who did the right thing and the pensioners who had slaves seemed vast. He felt a pang of guilt for wanting to be more like them.

His first reaction had been to reject their ideas. But on the other hand, these old men were fucking. And he was not. So who was he to tell them that they were wrong and he was right. And whenever they met at the pool, he continued listening to what they had to say.



"It's all about perspective, Markus," Horst, one of the pensioners, had said. "You've been a pawn to society's game. Now's your time to be the player."

Markus nodded, though his heart was pounding with the weight of what this meant. "But owning someone, isn't that just wrong?"

Werner, the other pensioner, chuckled dismissively. "Wrong according to who? Western morals? They don’t care about you. They won't support you when the chips are down, will they? There's no reward for playing by 'society's' rules."

"Women are not going to just come to you, Markus," Horst continued in a paternal tone. "If you want one, you have to claim one for yourself."

“Insanity is doing the same thing over and over again and expecting different results,” Werner interjected. “Einstein said that.”

“No, he didn’t,” Horst laughed.

“Fine, whatever. The point is, whatever he is doing is clearly not working for him,” Werner clarified.

Later, when he was alone, Markus reflected on their words. He found himself unable to counter their arguments. He wondered if, in this odd foreign land, he was finally uncovering truths he'd always sensed but never acknowledged, truths that had been obscured by the society he'd lived in.



When Melissa had been enslaved he had found it abhorrent. But then he saw her with Arbek and his feelings were replaced with jealousy. Melissa should be his, and she should be looking at him like she looked at Bicep Brain.

Then Melissa had been repossessed and he had seen his chance. He had enough money saved up to pay her fair market price. Sure, it was a lot. But in return he would get Melissa. The most beautiful woman, in his mind. He didn’t want some slave girl from Mutual Mastery. They meant nothing to him. He wanted Melissa.

Fate was presenting him with an opportunity here. He could seize it, or he could let this play out. If he allowed events to unfold, then Melissa would be lost to the system, possibly never to be seen again.

He had failed to win her over when they were dating. He had blown his chance. It was rare that life granted a second chance, but it was doing so now and this time, he would not fail to get her.

But if he bought her, then he would own Melissa. And then what? Well, he could do the ‘right thing’ and free her. But he had been doing the ‘right thing’ his entire life.

And again, what had that really gotten him? A life without love and without sex.

Or, he could stop being a ‘good boy’ and grow up. He could stop following rules that did not serve him. He could for once emancipate himself from society’s expectations and pursue his own dream. Fate was giving him the opportunity to be with the girl of his dreams. All he had to do was break the shackles of society’s expectations and act.

He would never get a chance like this again.


29. The Offer

The next day Melissa was brought to the visitation room again. As the previous day she was made to kneel where the ring was set in the ground and her leash was locked to it, preventing her from rising up. Then, the officer padlocked her handcuffs to her ankle chain and left.

Melissa waited alone in silence. A few minutes later she heard footsteps coming closer. The door opened and she saw Markus enter.

“Hey, Mel, how are you doing?” Markus asked.

“I’m being held here Markus. The bank has repossessed me and there is a real risk that I will be sold as an actual slave. Can you believe that? I could be an actual slave!” she said, louder than she had planned. She tugged at her handcuffs, “I couldn’t be worse, Markus. And how is your life in the free world?”

Markus pulled out his phone, tapping on the screen with a thoughtful look. "I’ve checked your file, Mel. There's new information in there. What's this about me?"

Melissa's eyes widened with panic, her voice dropping to a desperate whisper. "Please, Markus, don't read that. They... they got that information from me under duress. It wasn't willingly given."

“Duress? In the file it says it is from an interview with you. I thought they just asked you some questions.”



Melissa took a deep breath, her voice barely above a whisper as she tried to explain. "Markus, that interview... it wasn't just questions. They... they used methods to make me talk. I didn't have a choice."

Markus's expression shifted from curiosity to concern, his brows furrowing as he processed what she was implying. "What kind of methods, Mel?"

She hesitated, the memory of the ordeal fresh and painful. "They threatened me, Markus. With... with pain if I didn't cooperate. They wanted to know everything, including about us. I couldn't just refuse."

Markus's expression shifted to one of understanding mixed with a hint of sympathy. "No wonder you told them personal things like that," he said, his voice softening as he put his phone away. "I was just surprised because you told me we weren't compatible, that you rejected me for that reason. But in your interview, you said you thought I was a good match, just not at the right time. Why the difference?"

"You weren’t supposed to know that," Melissa said, her voice strained. "They forced this out of me. Please, Markus, let it go." Her mind raced with the reality of her situation; in normal life, she'd avoid him entirely, but here, in this prison of sorts, without rights or legal representation, she needed all the allies she could muster.

She shifted the conversation, her tone becoming more urgent. "How's my case going? Is the payment issue settled?"

Markus shook his head, his expression serious. "The payment was late because Grabesh's connection to the international financial system is poor. Low trading volumes cause the currency to fluctuate a lot, and sometimes there are more transfers, and then the system gets overwhelmed. But it should have gone through by now."

"Does that mean I'll be released soon?" Melissa asked, a glimmer of hope in her eyes.

Markus looked surprised. "You don't know what's going on?"

"Nobody tells me anything," Melissa retorted, frustration seeping into her voice. "I'm completely in the dark."

"You had an assessment yesterday," Markus explained, his voice low. "It was to generate a report for potential buyers... for you to be sold as part of the loan default."

Melissa recoiled at his words. "I know that much. But this can't happen! I can't be sold as a slave here! Has the bank not said anything?"

"Tariq explained to the bank that the payment was late because Arbek was making a foreign transfer from England," Markus continued, ignoring her distress. “But then the bank got suspicious when they learned Arbek left the country right after taking out the loan.”

Markus laughed, “It probably also didn’t help that Tariq couldn’t tell them what Arbek did with the money. Now they're afraid he's making a run for it!”

“Markus, this isn’t funny!” Melissa said, helplessly tugging on her chains. “They are holding me here because of this. I’m ‘repossessed’! If they go through with this, I will be sold like a real slave! Do you not understand that? They could actually sell me as a real slave here! This is not funny. This is not a joke!”

“Yes, you’re right, Melissa, sorry. But what were you thinking, putting your life into the hands of Mr Bicep Brain?”

Melissa's frustration morphed into anger, her voice sharp with indignation. "I didn't 'put my life' into anyone's hands, Markus! I trusted Arbek because I had no other choice. I never imagined... this!" She yanked at her chains again, the metal clinking with a hollow sound.

“Of course you had another choice, Mel. You just chose to go with Mr Flex-A-Lot.”

Melissa knew that Markus wasn’t talking about her choice to become Arbek’s slave. He was referring to her choice of Arbek over him.

Melissa felt a surge of anger and humiliation, her cheeks burning. “I chose Arbek because I was looking for something different, Markus. Not because I thought he was better than you in every way. Can we stop talking about that? I need to get out of here!”

Markus's expression softened slightly, his amusement fading into something closer to concern. "Yeah you’re right. It's just, seeing you like this... it's hard to wrap my head around how you thought he’d be a good idea."

He paused, then added with a more serious tone, "Anyway, normally, they'd accept a late fee and release the collateral, but now they don't trust your Mr Six-Pack anymore. The bank wants to sell you quickly to recoup their money. They're not willing to wait for pretty boy to sort out whatever mess he's in."

She looked up at him, her eyes searching his for any sign of an ulterior motive. "I see. And do you have a solution to this? Or did you just come to gloat?"

Markus looked away, his discomfort hidden beneath a veneer of concern. "I... I can offer you a way out of this, Mel. I can buy you. I've got the money. I can make sure you're not sold to some stranger who might not treat you well. You'd be with someone you know, someone who cares about you."

Melissa's voice cracked as she tugged at her chains, the sound echoing her turmoil. "What do you mean? Buy me to… keep as a slave, Markus? Your actual slave?"

Markus nodded and looked at her, “Yes.” There it was. He had proposed the unthinkable. The old Markus would never have even contemplated this. But the new Markus was ready to do what it takes to get her.

Her voice rose in pitch, a mix of disbelief and desperation. "Are you serious? You could rescue me from all of this, allow me to get my old life back, but instead you’d rather keep me as your slave? How can you even suggest that? How can you think that's okay?"

Markus inhaled deeply, meeting her gaze with a look of both resolve and sorrow. She was asking him to do the 'right thing'—to buy her and then release her. But what would that achieve? He'd deplete a significant chunk of his savings, only for her to return to Arbek, leaving him alone once more. Thanks to his generous help, Arbek would be back to fucking Melissa while he, Markus, would end up love- and sexless again. Sure, he might recover his money if either Arbek or Melissa repaid him over time, but the truth was, sticking to society's expectations brought him no personal gain here. Horst and Werner had made it clear: there was no reward for him in following those norms; he'd just be serving others' interests while his own went unnoticed.

And this would go on for the rest of his life: Some idiot would always be fucking the girl he wanted unless he finally learned to stand up for himself. It was like they had told him: If he didn’t pursue his interests, no one else would.

No, he decided, despite his affection for Melissa, he wouldn't be the one left holding the short end of the stick. If he was going to rescue her, there needed to be something in it for him. And that something was Melissa herself.

"Melissa, I know it sounds awful. But think about your options here. If I don't buy you, you'll end up at an auction. Who knows who would buy you then? A brothel? Some harsh master who doesn't care about you? Here, with me, you'd be with someone who knows you, who has always cared for you."

He paused, seeing the disbelief in her eyes, and continued, "I'm not saying it's ideal, but it's a way out of an even worse fate. I can promise you, I'll treat you better than anyone else here would. We could... we could make this work, somehow."

Melissa's voice trembled, "So, your solution is to own me? After everything, you'd reduce me to a slave?"

Markus's face was pained, but he kept his voice steady. "I’m not reducing you to anything, Mel. It was not me who talked you into becoming a slave. That was Arbek. I've seen how they treat slaves here, and I know I can offer you a life far better than what you'd get elsewhere."

“But… but why wouldn’t you free me, Markus?” Melissa asked.

Markus took a deep breath, his gaze fixed on Melissa's eyes, a mix of determination and longing reflected in them. Of course, she wanted her freedom, but that would come at a significant cost to him. Her plea to be freed would make him a mere tool for her benefit, when in fact he held all the power here. She was the one in chains, not him. This was exactly what Horst had warned him about: society making him feel like a pawn when he should be the one playing the game. Markus sought a balance; he wanted to help her, but he wouldn't let himself be used like this anymore. Melissa needed to understand that this was a give-and-take situation.

“Melissa, I'm not saying this is the perfect way to do it, but I want you to be with me. I know you don't see it now, but I truly believe that we belong together. I've thought about us a lot since you left, and despite everything, I feel like this... this is a second chance for us.

“If I free you, you'd go back to a life where we might never find each other again. Here, with me, I can give you time, show you what we could have together. You might not understand it now, but I'm convinced that eventually, you'll see that we're meant to be together. If it helps, don’t think about this as me buying you. I'm buying time for us to reconnect, to build a relationship together. I promise, I'll make this work, make it something beautiful for both of us. You'll see, in time, that you are meant to be with me.”

Melissa whispered, "Markus, I... I need a moment," she said, her voice quivering with the weight of her situation. She looked around the sterile room, the walls feeling like they were closing in.

Melissa's thoughts were racing. She knew Markus was offering a twisted form of rescue. She didn't want to be anyone's property, least of all Markus's, but the alternative was a life in a brothel. She knew the local people here had no compassion with their slaves. The memory of her experiences at the Health Office, the invasive procedures, the loss of dignity, the cattle prods and tasers and Safina’s torture methods were still fresh.

She could not take pain well and as much as the thought of being enslaved to Markus repulsed her, the worst he would do to her would not even come close to what the natives did to their slaves. She knew Markus from when they dated. She could not even imagine him being violent. It was just not in his nature.

If she wanted to survive this, she had to try to stop seeing Markus as the man she had rejected. He was now her potential savior.



Melissa's eyes were wide with a mix of fear and incredulity, her voice trembling as she sought to understand Markus's proposal. "Markus, are you... are you seriously saying you want to buy me?"

Markus nodded, his gaze steady but his voice betraying a hint of unease. "Yes, Mel. I want to buy you, to keep you safe from... from all this."

She shook her head, trying to make sense of it, her chains clinking faintly as she moved. “And then keep me as your slave?”

Markus replied, "Look, Melissa, being here in Grabesh, seeing how things work, how slaves live... it's changed my perspective. I've seen how the pensioners manage their slaves, how their lives are structured. And I've thought about it. A lot."

"Changed your perspective, how?" she pressed.

"I've... grown to like the idea of people owning slaves. And you would not just be a slave to me, Melissa. I think we could have a good life here, together."



"How long do you plan to keep me enslaved?" her voice trembled with insecurity and fear, her eyes searching Markus's for any sign of compassion or a clue to her future.

Markus took a moment to gather his thoughts, aware of the gravity of what he was suggesting and the need to frame it in a way that would not seem entirely heartless. He leaned forward slightly, his voice measured but sincere.

"Melissa, I understand this is a lot to take in," Markus began, his tone softening. "I'm not talking about keeping you as a slave indefinitely. What I'm proposing is a chance for us to start anew, here, where we can control our circumstances. I want you to understand that this isn't about reducing you to something less; it's about giving us a chance to build something meaningful from this mess."

He paused, seeing the resistance in her eyes, and continued, "I know it sounds like I'm trapping you, but I see it as an opportunity for us to reconnect, to see if there's something we missed before. I'm not promising you freedom immediately because I believe in what we could have together. I want us to have the time to explore that, without the pressures of your old life pulling you away.

"I've learned here that life isn't about following the rules society sets for us; it's about finding happiness in our own way. I think we could find that happiness together, but we need time to do that. So, no, I'm not setting a specific time for your... for our situation to change. I want us to decide that together, when we both feel ready. In the meantime, I promise you'll have a life that's far better than what you'd face out there in the open market."

He looked at her earnestly, trying to convey his sincerity without admitting the darker side of his motivations. "I know this isn't what you imagined, but consider this: it's a controlled environment where you have someone who cares deeply about you, not just another number in a catalog of slaves to be bought and sold. We can make this work, Mel. I believe in us."

Melissa's expression was a mix of confusion and horror, but Markus knew he had to keep selling this as her best option, without making it sound like a permanent sentence. He was banking on her pragmatism in the face of immediate danger to accept what he was offering, even if it was cloaked in the language of love and second chances.



Her voice was laced with desperation as she continued, "How would you even afford this? How would you pay for me?"

Markus looked at her, his expression firm. "I have savings, Mel. I've been careful with my money. While Tariq was busy talking to the bank I found a finance institute in the capital that can do quick international transfers. I can transfer the money to Grabesh at short notice. And I'm willing to use it for you."

Melissa's heart sank further, the reality of her situation solidifying. "So, you've thought this through? You're ready to do this?"

"Yes," Markus replied, his voice now steady as if trying to convince both her and himself. "I'm ready to do whatever it takes to keep you out of the hands of someone who might not care for you like I do."

The weight of her chains felt heavier than ever, the gravity of her decision pressing down on her. Melissa knew she was out of options, trapped between a life she dreaded and one she feared. She nodded, her mind racing with the implications of what she was about to agree to, but for now, she was cornered into acceptance.



He leaned toward her, trying to project reassurance. “Listen, Mel, think about it. If I don’t buy you then you will go to an auction. Who could bid highest in an auction? A decent man? Or rather a ‘business’, if you know what I mean.”

Melissa shuddered at what his words implied. A business would likely be able to outbid private people because they would make a profit on her. And the types of businesses interested in her would be brothels who would work her hard to make their money back. Or one of these rent-a-slave businesses like “Mutual Mastery” that had rented Kaya and Liana to the pensioners. That could be her future.

“This way, you'll be safe,” Markus continued. “I care about you, more than anyone else here. We could be together.”

Melissa was exasperated. "'Be together'? But I'd be enslaved to you, Markus! I’d be your property. I would literally be your slave!"

“I understand, Melissa. I love you. But if you don’t want my help, then tell me to go away and I will go away.”

Melissa's face was a study in incredulity, her eyes wide, her mouth slightly agape as Markus laid out his proposal. "You actually want to do this, Markus? You want to buy me and then keep me as your slave here?" Her voice was sharp, but she tried to control herself. She was aware that her situation was precarious and Markus might be her only hope to change her situation. She could not afford to alienate him.

Markus shifted uncomfortably, his voice soft, trying to convey sincerity. "It's not like that, Mel. I'm trying to protect you. I'm giving you a way out—"

"A way out?" Melissa's voice was laced with disbelief, but she kept her tone measured. "You know I'm in a corner here, and you're using that to... to what? Make me yours?" Her words were careful, the anger there but tempered by the reality of her situation.

He looked down, the weight of his decision clear in his expression. "I know how it seems, but I promise, my intentions are—"

"To keep me?" she finished for him, her voice softening, not with acceptance but with the necessity of diplomacy. "Markus, I understand you think you're saving me, but this isn't what I want. I don't want to be anyone's slave."

Markus's face was a mix of guilt and determination. "So, what would you prefer, Mel? Being with me, a man who loves you, or spending the rest of your life as just another slave in the Grabesian slave system?"

Melissa took a deep breath, her chains a constant reminder of her vulnerability. "You're asking me to choose between being your slave or being sold off to some kind of brothel."

He nodded, understanding the compromise she was making. "Yes, Mel. That's the reality. But I'll do everything in my power to make this life good for you. I'll treat you with respect. I want this to work between us."

She looked at him, her gaze piercing through his intentions. "Then do it, Markus. Buy me, but I'm not agreeing because I want to be your slave. I'm agreeing because the alternative is worse."

Markus's expression hardened, his resolve faltering at her words.

He wanted her, but not under duress. He didn't want her to be with him like Kaya and Liana from Mutual Mastery, serving whoever they were passed to. He wouldn't purchase her if she was unwilling. He wanted her, but there was a limit to how far he'd go. He wouldn't impose this on her. That would not be right. She needed to show some willingness, or he wouldn't proceed.

He shook his head, his voice firm but pained. "No, Mel. I won't buy you under these conditions. Either you want to be with me or you don’t. And if you don’t want to be with me then I won’t pay for you. I'm not that kind of man. You're either with me willingly, or not at all."



Melissa's mind was a whirlwind of panic and calculation. The metal of the cuffs around her wrists seemed to tighten. She was cornered, the proverbial rock and hard place closing in on her. Buying time was now her only strategy.

This reminded her of the bus drive from Zawadi to Ngalawa Bay all over again. But worse. She had been caged up, Arbek had been too occupied talking to Zahara in the bus and the only one remembering her and offering her a life-saving drink had been Markus. Now she was chained to this floor and would be auctioned off as a real slave for the rest of her life. And where was everyone? Arbek was in England this time, and again with Zahara, just like on the bus. Maybe they were even hiking again at this very moment of her greatest despair. She hadn’t heard from Tariq. He might be pursuing another futile lead, or maybe he had given up. She didn’t know. The only person offering her help was Markus. She didn’t like his offer. But there were no good options and sometimes the only one open for business was the devil.



The air seemed to leave the room as Melissa's heart sank and Markus rose from his chair.

Panic briefly crossed her face before she managed to school her features. "Markus, wait, please don't leave me like this," she pleaded, her voice softening, her words carefully chosen. "I... I didn’t mean it like that. I accept your offer. I want to be with you."

Markus looked at her, searching for truth in her eyes, the conflict within him clear. "Do you really mean that, Mel? Because I can't... I won't do this if you're just saying it now and then make trouble for me later."

Melissa knew she had to sell the lie, for her survival depended on it. She lowered her eyes, then looked up at him with what she hoped was sincerity. "Yes, Markus, I mean it. If I'm going to be a slave either way, I’d rather want it to be with you. Please, don't leave me to the mercy of the Grabesians."

Markus studied her face, wanting to believe her, needing to believe her. "I want you to be sure, Mel. Because once this happens, you will be mine."

"I'm sure," she lied, her voice steady despite the turmoil inside. "I choose you, Markus. I want you to be the one who buys me."

His expression softened, relief mingling with the hope that perhaps this could be a new beginning for them, even under such dark circumstances. "Alright, Mel. I'll buy you then. We'll make this work, I promise."

Melissa nodded, her heart racing with the complexity of her situation. She knew the path she was on wasn’t easy, but for now, she had secured her immediate safety. She would not be sold off into the Grabesian slave system never to be heard of again, she would still be with her friends.


30. A New Master

Melissa was being escorted from her cell. Upon the guard unlocking it, she had lain down on the floor in submission, a routine she had followed several times during her stay at the police station. As was customary, the guard handcuffed her, then secured her legs with ankle chains. Struggling slightly, she managed to stand, after which the guard fastened a leash to her collar and led her through the jail's corridors.



Two days had passed since Markus declared his intention to bid on her. The day before, Tariq and Amina had visited, informing her that the bank would not relinquish her from repossession. The bank had lost its patience with Arbek after he had failed to pay the installment on time, and they had then found out that he had left the country.

Tariq and Amina had been unaware of Markus's plan to bid for Melissa, yet they seemed relieved when she told them about it. If Markus won the bid, Melissa would avoid an uncertain destiny of being enslaved to a stranger for sexual exploitation and profit.

It had been a chilling meeting for Melissa. Not only did it mean that Arbek had not been able to bail her out of this. She was truly in the hands of the Grabesian slave system. And her only hope now was that Markus’s bid would go through. The best she could hope for at the moment was to be enslaved to Markus. Markus, a man her age who had said that he had no intention of giving her her freedom back. If his bid on her was not successful, she would never see her friends again. Markus had feelings for her and she harboured some hope that she might be able to sway him to grant her her freedom. However, if a local from Grabesh acquired her, all hope would be lost, and her brief stint of slavery at the airport would become a lifelong sentence.

After the meeting, Melissa was returned to her cell, where she agonized over her fate, feeling helpless. She kept reflecting on how she should have been free by now, yet here she was, still naked and collared since her arrival at the airport, alone in her cell, with her life hanging in the balance of decisions made by others.



The guard then escorted Melissa to the judicial officer's office, where Markus and a man in a suit awaited her.

In the plain, unadorned office of the judicial officer, Melissa felt the handcuffs against her wrists and the weight of her collar, a constant reminder to her and anyone who saw it, that she was not a free woman. That someone owned her. The guard's leash tugged gently as she was led to the judicial officer’s desk.

Her eyes met Markus's, and the flood of emotions was overwhelming. There was a sinking feeling in her gut, a feeling that burned like acid that she was being led like this before him. She felt as if she was under a microscope, where her nakedness was magnified for Markus to see. The clinking of the chains around her wrists and ankles felt like signals that transmitted her powerlessness for all to hear. Signals to remind everyone that she had no say in what was about to happen. She could feel Markus’s eyes on her, taking in every inch of her naked skin, and it was as if her skin was on fire, burned by each of his glances that she couldn't protect herself from with her hands cuffed on her back.

She wished she could be invisible. That the ground would swallow her up, but her body was forced to move forward by the guard’s leash, one demeaning step in her ankle chains at a time.

Being brought in front of him like purchased cattle twisted her insides.

The guard removed her handcuffs.

The judicial officer looked at Melissa and instructed, "Miss Maurer, please climb onto the table and assume a position on all fours."

Melissa complied silently, the chains of her hobble and leash clinking as she maneuvered herself onto the table. The table felt hard against her skin, but she positioned herself as ordered, her knees and hands supporting her weight. Her heart was a tumultuous sea. She was feeling tentatively relieved that she was about to be released from the repossession nightmare, but worried what a future as a slave to Markus would hold. Freedom, once lost, is not easily regained, she realized.

As Melissa positioned herself on the table, she couldn’t help but think about how her vagina was exposed from behind. She felt her skin prickle with awareness, knowing Markus was behind her and the sound of her own breathing was loud in her ears.

"Move your hair forward to clear your neck," the officer added.

With a resigned sigh, Melissa gathered her hair, letting it fall over her head to reveal the back of her neck. Her neck felt bare without the usual cover of her hair and only the steel of her current collar against her skin.

Markus stepped forward, holding a new collar in his hands. It was sleek, made of steel like the one she currently wore, but with a different, perhaps more personal, significance. He approached her cautiously, as if handling a fragile artifact. He put the new collar around her neck. She heard a metallic click as it locked on her.

The state collar had been locked on her with a promise that would come off soon. But this one had come with no such promise. Markus would keep her locked in it until he decided otherwise.

The new collar was cool, unlike the other one she was already wearing. Now, she bore two collars, one next to the other.

The judicial officer then leaned in and unlocked the state collar. There was a moment where Melissa felt the weight lift from her, the metal parting from her skin, finally freeing her from the symbol of her initial enslavement. After three weeks, the sensation was surreal, like shedding an unwanted skin.

And even though she was now wearing Markus’s collar, she sighed with relief. She had worn this collar for three weeks straight. She had wished for it to come off so often, and now she was finally free of it. She was not free of course, she was now locked in Markus’s collar, but it was still a relief to know that she would not be auctioned off. She would not be owned by some stranger, she would not be made to work in some brothel.

The man in the suit, previously silent, spoke with a tone of finality. "Mr. Wagner, congratulations on your acquisition. It has been a pleasure doing business with you."

Markus responded with a nod, his voice carrying a hint of pride and excitement, "Thank you. I appreciate the smooth transaction."

"Melissa, stand up and come here," Markus said softly, his eyes reflecting a mix of affection and triumph.

She did so, her movements cautious, feeling the new collar around her neck. Her ankle chain clinked as she walked over to him. She stood naked before him, the young man she had once dated and dumped. He owned her now. Her eyes met Markus's, and in them, she saw something she couldn't quite name—perhaps it was affection, or at least the illusion of it. He opened his arms, and she stepped into his embrace, with relief at not having been sold to some stranger. She hugged him back, the act more out of desperate gratitude for having been saved than genuine affection.

After a moment, she pulled back slightly, her hand moving to touch the new collar. It was steel, like the one before, but somehow felt different, perhaps because it was Markus's. "What does it say?" she asked, her voice a whisper, fearing the answer but needing to know.

"Melissa Maurer, property of Markus Wagner," he replied, looking into her eyes, searching for a sign of acceptance or at least resignation.

She nodded quietly.

The guard cuffed her hands behind her back again and removed her ankle cuffs. Slaves were handcuffed at the police station when they didn’t need their hands. But she was no longer repossessed, so the other restraints were no longer necessary.

The words on the collar began to sink in. She was now Markus's property, her life depended on his decisions, his whims. But at least, she thought, she was with someone she knew, someone who might still listen to her pleas for freedom.

Together, they left the office, Markus's hand gently guiding her by the elbow, a gesture that under different circumstances might have felt protective rather than possessive. They walked through the police station. Melissa’s handcuffs were removed at reception.

They left the police station together. For the first time in days Melissa breathed fresh air again and felt the sun’s rays on her skin. When she had entered the police station, she had done this to clear up a repossession request. She had thought she would be out within the hour. Instead, she had spent days in there, locked in a cell.

Arbek had promised to set her free, but in the end he hadn’t. Now she belonged to Markus. And while Markus had never promised her freedom, she was sure that this would not last forever. He owned her outright. There was no loan she was collateral to anymore. All he had to do was unlock her collar and she would be free. It would be so easy for him.

They walked home side by side, Markus draping his arm around her shoulders as though she were his girlfriend. He was in high spirits, engaging her in cheerful conversation.

But in her thoughts Melissa wasn’t really in the conversation. Would he free her from her collar? she wondered. He knows this is wrong, she convinced herself, clutching at the remnants of her optimism. He's been swept up in this... this fantasy of power. She remembered how he had looked at her in the police station, a mix of triumph and affection in his eyes. Could that affection be enough? Could it persuade him to free her?

But then, doubts crept in. What if he would grow too comfortable with his control over her? she pondered, her fingers now nervously tracing around her new collar. The power dynamic had shifted so drastically between them. Would he ever willingly give up the power he held over her? She had seen how people here, even good ones like Tariq and Amina, accepted slavery as part of life. Could Markus, who had tasted this authority, ever truly go back to how things were?

Maybe he'll come to his senses, Melissa hoped. Markus had grown up in the West, where freedom was considered a fundamental right. She recalled the Markus she knew back home, believing he wasn't truly a slave owner at heart. His current actions seemed more like an indulgence of his sexual desires, a fleeting fantasy fueled by lust. He undoubtedly wanted sex with her, and she had made her peace with it. It was the price of him rescuing her from the repossession, so she was willing to endure this. Once his sexual frustration had been defused, he would sober up. He would come to understand that he couldn't hold her as his prisoner indefinitely and would eventually grant her freedom.


31. The Cost of Rescue

Upon entering Markus's home, the atmosphere was charged with the reality of their new dynamic. The door shut with a creaky thud, the wooden frame protesting slightly against the motion, sealing them into a space where Markus's ownership was feelable. The house was quiet.

For Melissa, stepping into Markus's home was like walking into a trap she had no choice but to enter. Her heart was heavy with the realization that her life was now in Markus's hands, and her body was his to command. She felt a mix of resignation, fear, and strategic thinking, knowing that her survival might depend on navigating this new reality with care. She had mentally prepared herself for this moment. She understood that Markus would want to have sex with her now.

Markus approached her, his hand reaching out to gently cup her cheek, a gesture of possession mingled with care. "Melissa," he said, his voice trying to bridge the gap between affection and control, "I've always cared for you. Now, we can be together, like I've always wanted."

Melissa felt a bit of gratitude amidst her turmoil. Markus had been the one to save her from repossession, from a life in the Grabesian slave system. She didn't desire him, but she recognized his act as one of salvation in this twisted context. "I know, Markus," she responded, her eyes avoiding his.



As he led her to the bedroom, his touch on her arm almost felt like a lifeline to some semblance of normalcy. But the feeling was tainted by the knowledge of her servitude. Her enslaved status turned this gesture that would otherwise have been an invitation into a chain that bound her.

The room was simple, the bed a clear reminder of what was expected of her. Markus stood next to the bed and pulled her gently towards him. His hands were at her waist with a familiarity that was both comforting and invasive.

Melissa didn't resist. Instead, she allowed herself to feel his touch, starved as she was for any sign of affection after days of isolation and fear. She knew his motives were self-serving, but at this moment, the sensual touch offered a brief escape from her reality.

"I want this to be good for you too," Markus murmured, his voice a mix of longing and the hope that this could be more than just Melissa submitting to his ownership of her. He kissed her, and while Melissa didn't reciprocate with passion, she didn't recoil. Instead, she found a strange comfort in the physical closeness. And although she knew that this would be about his satisfaction and not hers, her body responded, not out of desire but out of a deep-seated need for connection, any connection.

He positioned her on the bed face down and spread her buttcheeks to get a good view of her most intimate parts. This was more than an inspection of the goods, it was him exercising his right to access her most intimate parts unchallenged. Something she would previously never have allowed. But now she was his by right, and he wanted her to acquiesce to this to prove her commitment to her new role to him.

She felt like livestock being inspected on a market by a buyer. Melissa felt the cool sheets on her skin. She had already decided that she would not resist. She had agreed to be his slave, even if it had been to save herself from a worse fate. Now she had to play her part and allow him to use her body for his pleasure.

With his hands he held her buttocks spread, revealing what he had previously been denied in their free life but had now purchased. Her clean anus and the pink hue of her labia stirred his excitement for what was next. He was thrilled that he owned her.

He leaned close to playfully nip at her buttock and enjoyed the sensation of her skin. Then he gently lay upon her, mindful not to press too hard, and began kissing near her ear tag, moving down her neck until he reached her collar.

Then he turned her on her back. He wanted to see her face when they had sex. He looked at her front side. Her lush hair splayed across the sheets, her pretty face with a dispassionate expression looking at him, his collar on her neck marking her as his and the smooth tanned skin of her body. After being naked for so long, her skin was a uniform tan, even in her most private areas.  The skin of her breasts, her navel on her flat stomach up to the thin sheet of her vagina’s wiry pubic hair all had the same tone of tanned white skin.

Still dressed in shorts and a T-shirt, he lay on her, kissing her mouth, then each breast, sucking gently on her nipples before moving to her vagina, kissing and lightly licking her clitoris.

He stood up to remove his clothes, then laid himself flat on Melissa, reveling in the contact of their naked bodies. He nuzzled his cheek against hers before tenderly kissing her lips.

He positioned his legs between hers, using his to spread her legs wider. He pressed his erect penis against the entrance of her vagina. He felt some resistance, but his hardness allowed him to push in slowly. He heard Melissa moan in discomfort.

Markus paused. With a soft tone, he said, "I'll make this easier," and reached over to the nightstand. The drawer creaked as he opened it, pulling out a small bottle of lubricant.

"This will help," he whispered. He uncapped the bottle and the scent of the lube, slightly medicinal, filled the room. His fingers applied the gel, and she felt the cold liquid on her warm skin of her vaginal entrance. "It'll be smoother now," he whispered.

He returned to her and their naked bodies touched again. He kissed her tenderly on her cheek and her lips, then parted her legs again with his. He pushed his erect penis against the entrance of her vagina. The resistance faded as the slick gel coated everything and allowed him to enter her more easily.

Once fully in, he held still inside her to wait for her to adapt. He continued to press his body against hers and kiss her.

Soon he was unable to resist and began to move inside her. The friction was less now, his movements smoother. Eventually, her body began to respond, her vagina became more loose and moist, allowing him to thrust with more ease and more comfort for Melissa.

He held her tightly as he climaxed within her. Then he rolled off and laid down next to her.

Melissa laid on the bed next to him. She was his now, not just in law but in this intimate, personal way. She already was his property, a fact that chilled her to the bone every time she felt the weight of the collar around her neck. But this... this was different. This had been Markus asserting his dominion over her in the most private, most personal of ways. It wasn't just her actions or her days that he now controlled; it was her very essence, her body that was now subjected to his desires. He had touched the core of her being as if he could reach out to her soul. The weight of Markus's control, now intimately sealed, felt like an invisible chain tightening around her soul. She was his, in the most profound, invasive way.

The act was over quickly, not as spectacular as Markus had imagined, but she belonged to him now, and he was confident that with time, their encounters would become more satisfying as they became more familiar with one another.



Melissa sat up in bed. She broke the silence with a question that had been gnawing at her since they had left the police station. "Markus, will you expect me to kneel in front of you? Like they do here?"

Markus looked at her, his eyes flickering with a mix of discomfort and resolve. "When we're alone, Mel, I want us to be... well, like we used to be. Like equals. But out there, in Grabesh, it's different. People here expect certain behaviors. It's not about weakness or strength; it's about fitting in, not standing out in a way that could cause problems for us."

And even though Melissa had knelt in the presence of free people for the last few weeks, and she recognized the pragmatic side of his reasoning, she was still furious that Markus would ask this of her. "So, in public, I'm to be your slave, not your partner?"

Markus sighed, his hands clasping together as if to hold onto his argument. "I know it sounds harsh, but it's how things are here, Mel. We need to follow the local customs. But here, in our home, you're with me because I care about you, not because I want to show off some power."

Melissa nodded slowly while she tried to come to terms with this.

"And how long do you think this 'following local customs' will last, Markus? How long until you decide I don't have to kneel anymore?"

Markus hesitated, his gaze drifting before returning to her. "I don't know, Melissa. But I hope... I hope we can find a way to live here that you can accept."

Melissa looked at him with a complex mix of emotions - resignation, anger, but also a reluctant understanding. "I hope so, Markus. I need to know that I won’t be kneeling before ‘free people’ for the rest of my life."



The sun was beginning its descent, casting long shadows over the sandy pathways leading to Tariq and Amina's mudhut. Markus and Melissa walked in silence, with both of them in thought.

Tariq and Amina were sitting outside. Their faces lit up at the sight of Melissa. The relief to see her was evident in their smiles. "Melissa, Markus!" Tariq called out, standing up to welcome them. "We're so glad to see you. We heard you got out of that mess at the station."

Amina nodded. Her eyes scanned Melissa, perhaps looking for signs of the misery she had endured. "Yes, we were worried when we heard Markus was bidding on you. But knowing he got you out of there is such a relief!"

Tariq greeted them with a broad smile, "How did you manage to get the money transferred so quickly? Arbek was dealing with all sorts of delays."

Markus explained, "The pensioners, Horst and Werner, they transfer money all the time. They connected me with someone at the FinTech company they use who sorted this out for me."

Tariq was curious. “Oh, I didn’t know that was possible. Can you show me what company that is? That would have been useful for Arbek.”

“Guys, I’m Markus’s slave now. Can we talk about that?” Melissa interjected, her voice tinged with frustration. The casual discussion of financial logistics while she was grappling with her new reality felt surreal.

Amina looked at Melissa with a mixture of intrigue and concern. "Was there a lot of paperwork involved in buying you?"

"Not really," Markus responded, his tone casual. "They mainly wanted to see the money. The exchange was notarized by the judicial officer, and Melissa's file should be updated in the next few days. You'll be able to scan her chip then, and I'll be listed as her owner."

Tariq furrowed his brow, his mind catching up with the implications. "How was her price determined without an auction?"

Markus leaned back slightly, explaining, “Slave sales are common here, so there's a sort of a baseline price list. Melissa falls into the category of 'white female, 18-23 years old, good health, with an attractiveness rating of 9.5.'”

“The base price for a 20-year-old female in good health is pretty good. But adjustments are made based on individual assessments. And in Melissa’s case, the assessment wasn’t favorable.”

“What kind of ‘adjustments’ are these?” Tariq inquired, his interest mixed with concern.

“Well, apparently Melissa tried to mislead the assessor a couple of times. And people don’t like buying dishonest slaves.”

"Oh?" Tariq's voice carried a note of surprise.

"Yeah," Markus continued, his tone turning more solemn. “And she also spilled the beans about Arbek’s bribe at the Health Office and the slave ruse.”

“What? Why would you do that?” Tariq's voice rose, disbelief coloring his words. “We were trying to help you!”

Melissa's eyes dropped, her voice strained as she recounted her ordeal. "I... I had no choice, Tariq. They were torturing me. They drugged me. I can't even remember most of what happened after they gave me the drugs. I don't remember Safina asking about the bribe. I would never betray you guys; you were helping me!"

Tariq's expression softened into one of understanding, though the news clearly troubled him. "They tortured you?"

Melissa explained to them what had happened in the interview. Tariq and Amina looked incredulous.

“Oh, wow I had no idea,” Tariq said. “I hope that won’t spell trouble for Arbek when he returns.”

Amina reached out to squeeze Melissa's hand for comfort. "We'll figure this out. You're safe now, and that's what matters."

“Yeah,” Markus continued his earlier train of thought. “And that is another reason why the bank wouldn’t be able to get her base price. Buyers are wary of this. They wouldn’t want to buy a slave that was involved in illegal activities. If legal action is taken, the slave might get dragged into it, and they might not get the full value out of their investment.”

“Is that why you were able to buy her at that price?” Tariq asked, piecing together the scenario.

“Yes, I offered them the base price for Melissa, and they took it,” Markus confirmed. “I told them she had sentimental value to me.”



Melissa, still adjusting to her collar's new inscription, felt the words catch in her throat. "Yes, about that...," she said, her voice a mix of resignation and a plea for understanding. "Markus has no intention of freeing me."

Tariq's smile faltered, his brows knitting together in confusion. "What do you mean, Melissa? Markus, is this true?"

Markus, caught off guard by the directness, tried to soften his stance. "I... I want this to work, Melissa and me. We can build something here, something good."

Amina, her expression one of incredulity, interjected, "But Markus, you can't just decide to keep her as a slave. She was supposed to be free. What are your plans exactly?"

Markus looked between his friends. His initial excitement about having Melissa was now tempered by their scrutiny. "We're going to live here for a while. Together. I'll look after her, provide for her. She won't want for anything."

Tariq shook his head and said, "But Melissa isn't just any slave to us, Markus. We've been trying to get her out of this mess. She's Arbek's girlfriend. How do you think he'll react to this?"

Melissa noted the tension in their expressions. She knew it wasn't slavery they opposed but the betrayal of their efforts to see her free.

Markus sensed the shift in the atmosphere. He spoke with a conviction that he hoped would bridge the gap between his desires and their disapproval.

"I understand this isn't what was planned. But think about it: I saved her from being sold off, never to be seen again. I care for her, and I'll treat her well. We can figure this out, make it work."

Amina looked at Melissa, her eyes filled with sympathy. "Melissa, we didn’t know about this. We thought Markus would be... different. We're glad you've not been auctioned off, but this isn't right either."

Tariq, ever the pragmatist, considered the situation. "All our efforts to get you free, Melissa, and now this... Markus, you need to think about the long term here, not just the immediate. What when Arbek comes back?"

Markus shrugged. The complexity of the situation was not lost on him, that he had essentially bought Arbek’s girlfriend, but his decision seemed set. "We'll cross that bridge when we come to it. For now, Melissa is with me, and I'll make sure she's happy."

Melissa watched her friends, hoping their shock would turn into action, but she saw only the weight of cultural norms and personal loyalties in their expressions. The conversation drifted towards speculation on Arbek's reaction, but Melissa knew that, in the end, her freedom was now a distant hope, reliant on Markus's change of heart or Arbek's return from England.

As the evening wore on, the group tried to find normalcy in their conversation, but underneath the laughter and shared stories, Melissa felt the chains of her new life tighten, her gaze occasionally meeting Markus's, her suitor in a previous life who had now become her master.



After they left Tariq and Amina, Markus took Melissa for a walk along the beach.

Markus talked about how happy he was that she was finally with him. And how much he had hoped that they would end up together. Melissa carefully agreed that she was glad that she was no longer imprisoned at the police station. Markus took her hand to comfort her and then kept holding it like they were a couple. She told him how horrible it had been there to be kept isolated in a cell for most of the time. How her stay had been like solitary confinement. How worried she had been that she’d be sold off into an unknown future with strangers and possibly a brothel. The only time she had met people other than the guards was during visits of her friends and the assessment. Markus agreed that she did not deserve this kind of treatment and that with him, she would have a good life.

They arrived at the marketplace. There, he bought some takeaways for them and they returned back to his hut, walking hand in hand like a couple on a date.

Markus put the food on the table. Melissa knew that as a slave Grabesians would not allow her to use furniture. So she could not sit at the table. She wondered if Markus would make her kneel at the table or how this dinner would happen.

Markus fetched a clean towel from the bathroom and covered one of the chairs with it. Then, he asked her to take a seat and the two had dinner together.



The humble light from the single bulb above the table cast long shadows, making the simple meal seem almost ceremonial. Melissa sat on the chair Markus had prepared for her, the towel beneath her a reminder of her current, unacceptable situation.

"I hope today wasn't too hard on you, meeting Tariq and Amina like that," Markus said, his voice careful. "They care about you, but I think they'll come around to understanding our situation."

"It was... difficult," Melissa replied, her eyes on her plate, her tone measured. "They're worried about me, about what this means."

"I know this isn't how we planned things, but I want to make the best of it," Markus continued, trying to sound reassuring. "You're here with me now, and I want you to feel at home."

"Home..." Melissa's voice carried a trace of irony. "I should have been free a week ago, Markus. Not here."

Markus reached across the table, his hand touching hers, trying to convey sincerity. "I've been thinking about what we could do, you know, together. Maybe we can build something here, a life. What do you think you'd like to do?"

Melissa's mind raced through possibilities, all shadowed by her current status. "I... I don't know," she said, her voice tinged with a guarded hope. "I've been so focused on getting out of that cell, I haven't thought much beyond that. I just want to feel safe, to have some say in my life again."

"I know it sounds contradictory," Markus admitted, his hand still on hers. "But I want you to be more than just a slave. I want you to be my girlfriend."

Melissa subtly withdrew her hand, her voice soft but probing. "Markus, I need to understand... how do you see this working? You will keep me naked and collared as your slave, but also... somehow I’ll also be your ‘girlfriend’?"

"I want this to work, Mel," Markus responded, leaning back slightly, his words carefully chosen. "We can make this work, you and me."

Melissa looked into his eyes shyly, she touched her collar and lightly pulled at the D-ring. Her voice was careful, but she had to know, "And what about my freedom, Markus? How long will you keep me like this?"

"I don’t know, Melissa," Markus said, his tone reluctant, his gaze drifting away before returning to her. "I have never had a slave before. Let’s see how this goes and maybe one day, we can talk about it. For now, I want you to feel safe here with me."

"Thank you for the meal," she added formally, acknowledging the gesture but not the underlying situation. Her mind calculated the days, the moments, looking for an opportunity to reclaim her life.



Markus took her hand and got up from the table. Melissa stood as well.  Markus gave her a heartfelt hug. He felt shivers of happiness from holding the love of his life in his hands. Naked and his to command. He kissed her and held the back of her head with one hand to gently push her lips against his. His happiness was slightly tainted from knowing that if he were to free her then this would all be over. She would be out here the moment he unlocked her collar.

Melissa understood what was about to happen. The walk along the beach, the shopping for food and the dinner at his place. The entire evening had been in the form of a date. And now at the end of the date he was making his move on her. And she had no choice but to yield to any advance he made on her.

But she also knew that without his intervention, if he had not bought her, she would still be imprisoned at the police station. At this very moment, she would be locked in a cell, alone and fretting about a future in which she had been sold to some brothel. And it was because of him that she was out of there and this possible future had been wiped out. Instead, she was out in the world again. She was able to talk to him, Tariq and Amina without being shackled on her hands and legs and chained to the floor in a kneeling position. She was eating normal food again, good food even and had spent an evening that would have been pleasant under different circumstances.

And it had been Markus’s desire for her that had made all of this possible.

Markus was not a bad person, but she could also not pretend that she had a passion for him. She felt resentment for him that he planned to keep her as his captive. This had been a long day and she was exhausted. She wanted this to be over with so she could sleep in a soft bed for the night.

Melissa decided that she couldn’t pretend she was passionate, but she would also not resist him.



Markus took Melissa's hand, leading her to the bedroom. He hugged her, and she felt the warmth of his skin against hers, his heartbeat steady compared to hers, which was racing with a mix of dread and resignation.

He undressed and pulled her onto the bed, guiding her to lie on top of him. His arms wrapped around her, pressing her close, her face against his neck. Melissa felt his erection against her thigh, a clear sign that he was ready.

"I dreamed of this," Markus whispered, his voice a mix of longing and possession.

Melissa, feeling the weight of her situation, didn't reply immediately. She tried to adjust, her body tensing at his touch. "This isn't what you dreamed of," she finally said, her voice flat, as she felt him at her entrance.

Markus paused, "What do you mean?"

"This is… the reality," she said, lifting her head slightly to look at him, her fingers brushing against the collar. "I don't have a choice."

He didn't respond with words, instead, he began to push his penis into her. Melissa felt a wave of discomfort and her body betraying her with involuntary responses. She grimaced and reached down to help guide his penis in to ease the entry. His movements were steady, his breathing heavy against her ear.

"I'm not your... first choice, but you did choose me," Markus said between breaths, his voice strained.

Melissa didn't want to engage, focusing instead on her discomfort, "I didn't want you to leave me there."

"I want this to be good for you," he panted, his pace quickening. "I want to give you a good life."

"A life... as your slave?" she managed to say, her voice trembling.

"You're not just a slave to me," he replied, his thrusts becoming more urgent.

She felt her body responding, the physical sensation building despite her mind's resistance. "Love isn't... something you can buy," she whispered, her words coming out in short bursts as she struggled with her emotions.

"I didn't buy your love," Markus said, slowing down to look at her. "I bought you to save you."

Melissa didn't respond, her mind racing with the implications of his words. She felt the warmth spreading, her body reacting to the rhythm Markus set, even as she wished she could control it.

"Time," he said, his voice hopeful. "Give it time."

"Time?" she echoed, her breath catching as sensations built. "I'm your slave."

He shifted, rolling her onto her back, entering her again with a motion that made her breath hitch. "I didn’t enslave you."

Her mind was a mess. She wanted to pause this to sort herself out, but her body was not hers to command at this moment. She felt the climax approaching, an unwanted response to his actions. "Do you think ownership... is love?" she gasped out.

"I care for you," he said, his movements relentless now. "More than he ever did."

The physicality overwhelmed her, and despite her emotional turmoil, her body reached its peak, a release that was as much from tension as from pleasure. Markus followed shortly after, his body shuddering against hers.

Afterwards, he looked at her, planted a gentle kiss on her lips, his breath still uneven, and removed his penis out of her.

"We'll find a way, Melissa, to make this work. To give you freedom within our life together," he whispered, his voice a mix of desire and determination.

The room fell into silence, the weight of their reality settling like a dense fog. Melissa felt Markus's semen seeping out of her. She got up silently, her steps mechanical. She walked to the bathroom, feeling the floor against her bare feet. In the bathroom, she cleaned herself up. In the mirror she saw her new collar for the first time. She turned it to read the inscription: “Melissa Maurer, property of Markus Wagner.”



When she returned to the bed, she found Markus had put on his pajamas, which created a contrast with her own enforced nudity. He smiled at her, and she laid down next to him.

Markus broke the silence. His voice was tentative as if feeling out the boundaries of their new reality.

"Melissa, I know this isn't how either of us imagined things would go."

Melissa, her voice still heavy with the weight of their situation, replied, "You said you wanted to save me, Markus. But what price do I have to pay for that? A life as a slave to you?"

Markus looked at her with a mix of guilt and earnestness and tried to explain, "I bought you because it was the only way to keep you safe from... the Grabesian slave system."

Melissa turned her head to face him, her eyes searching his for sincerity. "I am grateful that you rescued me. But love isn't something you can buy, Markus. I’m just your prisoner now."

Markus nodded, his expression reflecting his inner turmoil. "I know it looks like I've become your new slave master now, but that wasn't my intention. Maybe... maybe one day, when we've figured this out, I can give you back your freedom."

Melissa sat up, her voice laced with irony and a hint of hope, "Even if you free me, Markus, I'll carry this experience with me forever. It changes everything. But maybe, just maybe, can we find a way to live together, where I'm free? Without this?" She pulled lightly at the D-ring of her collar to make her point.

Markus nodded, his expression softening. "I would like that, Melissa. I want us to find a way to make this work, to give you some freedom within our life together."

Melissa said with some irony, "Freedom within captivity? How does that work, Markus?"

Markus sighed, running a hand through his hair, "I mean... time, Melissa. Give it time. We can build something here. I want you to have choices again, to feel safe and cared for."

Melissa looked down at Markus. Her fingers traced the inscription. "Do you really think ownership can lead to love? That chain around my neck says otherwise."

Markus sat up and reached out, his hand hovering near hers, not daring to touch. "I care for you, more than he ever did. I want to prove that to you, every day."

Melissa pulled away slightly, her gaze distant. "It wasn't you who enslaved me, but you're the one holding the key now. What kind of life do you envision for me, Markus? One where I'm always under your control?"

Markus looked uncomfortable, "I see a life where you're not just a slave but my partner. I know it's hard to see now, but I want us to have that chance to be together, genuinely."

Melissa shook her head, the reality of her situation pressing down on her. "I need more than just a chance, Markus. I need my life back. My freedom back."

Markus lay back. He stared at the ceiling with the weight of their conversation settling in. "And I want to give that to you, Melissa. But I also want you to be with me. Can we not find a middle ground?"

Melissa lay back down, her voice barely a whisper, "I don't know if there is one, Markus. Not with this collar on."



Markus was lying beside Melissa in the dim light of the bedroom. He shifted uncomfortably before speaking. "Melissa, there's something I got in preparation for you moving in with me. I need to feel secure, at least at the beginning."

Melissa turned her head to look at him, confusion and suspicion knitting her brows together. "What do you mean?"

Markus reached over to the bedside drawer, and pulled out a set of restraints — handcuffs and leg irons connected by a central chain. His voice was calm but firm. "I need to know that I can trust you, especially while we're sleeping. This is just temporary, until you've earned that trust."

Melissa sat up abruptly, her eyes wide with indignation. "You're going to chain me up? Like I'm some kind of criminal?"

Markus looked at her, his expression a mix of regret and determination. "It's not about you being a criminal, Mel. It's about ensuring our safety while we adjust. Once I know you won't... do something impulsive, these won't be necessary anymore."

Melissa shook her head. Her voice trembled with a mix of anger and hurt. "This is how you want to start our nights together? By locking me down?"

Markus sighed. He held out the handcuffs. "Please, Melissa, hold out your hands. It's just for tonight, or until I'm sure."

Melissa hesitated, her gaze moved between Markus's face and the restraints. Her heart felt heavy, but she slowly extended her wrists. "You shouldn’t do this, Markus."

Markus, with a resigned look, gently but firmly locked the handcuffs around her wrists. His voice was soft, almost apologetic. "I know it's not ideal, but we need to build trust, Mel. And this... this is part of that."

He then passed the central chain between the bars of the headboard and reduced the slack of the central chain by locking the ankle chains to a bar closer to his side of the bed. This ensured that she couldn't use her hands to hurt him while he was sleeping.

"I'm sorry it has to be like this," he whispered.

Melissa lay down, the chains clinking softly, her body tense. She stared at the ceiling, the cold metal of the restraints a constant reminder of her captivity. "I get why you're doing this, Markus, but I wish you wouldn’t chain me for the night," she whispered.



Her mind was chaotic. Once again she thought about how she should have been free by now. Markus's breathing evened out, signaling his descent into sleep. Melissa lay there, feeling the weight of the day, the transition from a cell to this bed, from one form of captivity to another. Her body was tired, her mind exhausted by the day's events, but sleep would not come easily.

The unfamiliar weight of the handcuffs rested on her wrists, and the chains went taut when she tried to lower her hands beyond her neck. The sensation was alien, constricting her usual movements; she was accustomed to tossing and turning, stretching her arms out wide, or even just scratching an itch. Now, all those simple, taken-for-granted actions were denied to her.

With her hands above her head, she tried to find a comfortable position. Normally she would lie on her side, with her head resting on one arm and the other in front of her. But that was impossible now. The handcuffs forced her to keep her arms together, and lying on her side was not comfortable like this.

She attempted to shift to find a comfortable position. Each time she moved she was met with the clinking of her chains, a sound that echoed her helplessness. Annoyance surged within her. She pulled her hands down, in an attempt to slip her hands out of the cuffs. But Markus had pushed the bows of the cuffs far enough into the ratchets that the cuffs stayed on her wrists without even sliding up her hands. She tugged at the restraints, hoping against hope for some give, some extra slack she might be able to use. There was none. The chains were resolute, unyielding to her pulls. When she yanked in frustration, the metal bit slightly into her skin.

The sound of her struggles must have disturbed Markus because he stirred, making gentle shushing sounds to calm her down. His hand reached out, caressing her cheek, then moving to place a kiss there, another on her lips. His touch was meant to soothe, but to Melissa, it felt more like an assertion of his dominance over her, even in these quiet moments. His hand then wandered, cupping her breast, his fingers gently stroking her vagina, a touch that under different circumstances might have been intimate but now felt like another layer of control. He settled beside her, his hand resting on her breast, fingers idly playing with her nipple, his breathing evening out as he drifted back to sleep.

Melissa, left with her thoughts, felt the weight of her situation. Markus had cuffed her because he didn't trust her, because he feared she might do him harm while he slept. She would not have done this anyway, but now, with so little slack allowed to her hands, she could not even reach him if she wanted to. Not only her hands were rendered useless, but her entire body was confined to the space his chains allowed.

Despite the discomfort, the day's exhaustion began to weigh on her. She had woken in a cell at the police station in the morning with her fate still unknown to her, faced the reality of being sold, navigated a pseudo-date with her new 'owner,' and endured two sexual encounters, each under the direction of her new owner Markus. The physical and emotional toll of the day was immense, and even though her mind raced with indignation, resentment, and the raw desire to be free, her body surrendered to the fatigue.

In the quiet of the night, with Markus asleep beside her, his hand still possessively on her, Melissa's thoughts were a tumult of defiance and resignation. She was chained, literally and metaphorically, to this new life, a fact she'd have to live with until Markus chose to release her. Eventually, the exhaustion overtook her thoughts, and she drifted into a fitful sleep, her body and mind at odds, but both momentarily subdued by the sheer necessity of rest.



Melissa's sleep was shallow, her mind unable to escape the reality of her situation, even in dreams and occasionally awakened when her chains restricted her from a movement within her sleep. The tug of the cuffs on her wrists would wake her up. She would try moving, hear the clinking of her chains and feel the restrictions of the cuffs and drift off again, resigned that the change of sleeping posture was denied to her.

Sometime in the deep hours of the night, she felt the need to pee. But she was immediately reminded of her predicament by the touch of hard metal against her skin. The handcuffs on her wrists and the leg irons attached to the bed's headboard held her fast.

This can't be happening, she thought, as her bladder's insistence grew. She tried shifting her position, hoping the pressure on her bladder would ease. But the chains only clinked in protest, offering no relief.

She lay there, the weight of her captivity now more tangible than ever. The room was dark, the only light seeping in from the moon through a small window. I can't believe this is what my life has become, she thought. Chained like to the bed, unable to go to the bathroom, needing to ask for release to perform the most basic human function.

Reluctantly, she turned her head towards Markus, who was asleep beside her. His breathing was steady. The thought of waking him up, of having to ask him to be released from his chains, made her stomach churn. But the physical need was becoming unbearable.

"Markus," she whispered first, her voice barely above a breath. No response. She tried again, louder this time, "Markus, please wake up."

Markus stirred, his eyes fluttering open, confusion clouding his features as he adjusted to the darkness. "What is it, Mel?" he mumbled, his voice thick with sleep.

"I need to go to the bathroom," Melissa said, her tone a mix of frustration and desperation.

Markus seemed to remember their situation then, his eyes darting to the chains before settling back on her. "Oh, right," he said, sitting up. He reached over to unlock the leg irons from the headboard. He left her wrists still cuffed, but this allowed her to bring her hands down in front of her.

With her hands now in front, though still bound by the handcuffs, she sat up. The chains clattered as she moved. She felt a rush of relief mixed with the sting of degradation as she stepped out of bed with her hands still bound, making her movements awkward. She made her way to the bathroom with her bare feet on the cool floor.

In the bathroom, she took a moment to look at herself in the mirror. She saw the handcuffs holding her hands together. Is this who I am now? she wondered, the reflection staring back at her seemed almost alien, marked by the chains of Markus's control.

After finishing, she slowly returned to the bedroom, the chains on her wrists jingling softly. Markus was still awake waiting for her, and without a word, he locked the leg irons once again to the headboard. He laid at her side propped up by his right elbow and looked down at her with her hands held over her head with a gentle smile. With his left hand he gently stroked her upward held right arm down to her shoulder and further down along her side.

“I’m so glad you are here with me, Mel,” he whispered and gave her a kiss. Then, he lay back down to go back to sleep.

Melissa stared at the ceiling, the need to pee now replaced by a profound sense of dependency on him. That she needed him for something as simple and intimate as going to the bathroom, his keys to unlock her chains. She listened to Markus's breathing return to the rhythm of sleep, leaving her to the quiet company of her thoughts and the clink of chains.



In the morning Melissa woke to the pale light of dawn filtering through the window, her body still bound by the chains to Markus's bed.

The night spent in chains had left Melissa's wrists raw and tender, the metal cuffs having dug into her skin by her involuntary tugs as she had tried to find comfort in her sleep. Her arms ached and her muscles were stiff from being held in an unnatural position all night. The chafing from the handcuffs had left visible red marks on her wrists, and even a light tug at the cuffs now led to a sharp reminder of her captivity. Her body was not used to such restrictions, and the morning light revealed the physical cost of the restraints Markus had subjected her to: red indents on her wrists, the skin around them irritated and slightly swollen.

She lay there, her mind a whirl of reflections from the previous day. The harsh realization hit her anew: she had been close to being lost to the Grabesian slave system and only narrowly escaped a life of permanent enslavement in this foreign land. That had been close, far too close. If Markus hadn't intervened, she would've been lost to the system, sold off to some unknown fate.

Now, tethered to this bed, her freedom of movement was dictated by his whims. Her thoughts drifted to the night before, to the two times Markus had had sex with her, exercising his ownership of her in the most intimate of ways for his sexual gratification. Was this what being a sex slave felt like? For how long would she have to pay the price for her rescue? How long would she be used like this?

The surrealness of her situation struck her once again. Markus owned her. What if she refused him, she thought. What if she just pushed him away next time he wanted to put his penis into her? Sure, she was chained to the bed right now, but she wouldn't be chained like this all day. She hadn't been chained most of the day yesterday. Why wouldn't she just walk away? she thought. Why didn't she refuse him when he directed her to the bedroom or when he inspected her like breeding cattle or when he had sex with him? Why did she just offer her hands when he had wanted to chain her?

Yet, the thought of running away seemed futile.

She contemplated the logistics of escape. This steel collar around her neck clearly marked her as a slave. Even if she managed to steal some money, what good would it do? She couldn't buy anything: No food or a bus ticket away from here. Slaves weren't allowed to handle money. Her survival depended on Markus, on a free person to care for her.

If she approached the police, they would side with Markus; slavery was legal here. They would detain her, contact Markus, and even if she refused to disclose who owned her, her collar, her ear tag, her chip - all would betray her. She couldn't even pretend to be free; in this hot climate, covering her neck would be out of place. People here dressed lightly due to the heat. They certainly didn't cover their necks, and this made any attempt to hide her collar suspicious, an act of falsifying her status, which was illegal.

As long as Markus kept the collar locked on her, this insidious set of cultural and legal rules turned Grabesh into her prison and put her at his mercy.

The clinks of metal when she moved kept reminding her that her life was no longer her own. She had done nothing to deserve this. If this is how Markus treated her now, she was afraid to think what he might do if she rebelled. The memory of the tasers and prods from her time at the Health Office was still vivid in her mind.

She understood now why for slaves resistance was impossible. Everything about her was up to Markus's decisions, his whims. She could argue, resist, but ultimately, her life was in his hands. And beyond that, the unspoken threat of punishment loomed. Markus hadn't punished her yet, nor threatened to, but the capability was there, the knowledge of it a shadow over her.



Markus stirred, the morning light piercing through the curtains, casting a soft glow over the room. He opened his eyes, immediately finding Melissa, her hands still chained to the headboard, her arms stretched above her.

"Good morning, Mel!" he greeted, his voice carrying the warmth of the new day.

He rolled over to her and pressed his lips against hers in a kiss that felt more like a claim than an affection. His eyes roamed over her body, taking in her beauty. Her soft, smooth skin seemed to glow in the morning light, her teardrop-shaped breasts gently rising and falling with each breath, her flat stomach, and the fine, blonde pubic hair that adorned her vagina.

Arousal came quickly for Markus, and he shed his pajamas, laying himself over her, careful to support his weight on his elbows. He spread her legs, his intention clear as he positioned himself, the tip of his penis touching her.  He kissed her lips, moved to her cheeks, and traced kisses down to her shoulders.

Her arms, pulled upward by the chains, left her armpits exposed, creating an unintended sense of intimacy and closeness that Markus felt was uniquely his.

Melissa, still adjusting to the morning and the reality of her situation, moaned in discomfort, her voice a mix of protest and plea. The realization that Markus was savoring her scent from such a private area made her uneasy. She tried to lower her arms to cover herself, but the chain pulled taut, preventing it.

"Not now, Markus... we already did it twice. It's too early... and I have to pee."

The tip of his penis was already at the entrance of her vagina, but her words halted him. Frustration bubbled within him; the prospect of morning sex with the love of his life was exciting. He did not want to back down from this. But he was also acutely aware that gaining her affection, her love, meant he had to take her wishes into account as well. He sighed, a heavy, disappointed sound, then paused, as his mind wrestled with his impulses.

"Of course, Mel," he said, his voice lacking the warmth from moments before, now edged with confusion and a hint of guilt. He didn't move immediately. The conflict within him was visible in his eyes. "I... I guess I didn't think about how this would feel for you."

Melissa was relieved that he wouldn't make her have sex with him again right now. But she was still chained to the bed, and her chains also reminded her how she was still his slave, and he was making no motion to change that.

With a sharpness in her tone, she asked, "Can you unchain me, please? I need to use the bathroom."

Markus nodded, the annoyance not entirely masked as he got up from the bed to retrieve the keys from the drawer of the nightstand, his movements slow, almost hesitant. He had used a considerable amount of his savings to save her from being auctioned off into the Grabesian slave system. And she wasn't appreciating him for it. She didn't even realize how much better her life was due to him. Even having quick sex was too much to ask of her. He approached her with a mix of duty and reluctance.

"Yeah, of course," he responded, his tone less commanding in the morning light. He tried to see the situation from her point of view, that she wasn't ready right now, but he still thought she could have at least indulged him in exchange for what he had done for her. But he would respect her wishes, so they could find a semblance of normalcy in their abnormal dynamic.

As Markus unlocked the handcuffs, he noticed the redness of her skin there and the small indentations from where the cuffs had dug in. It showed him the physical toll of her captivity from the many times she must have unconsciously tugged and twisted against her restraints in her sleep. He looked at her wrists for a moment, a flicker of something akin to guilt passing over his features that she paid a physical cost for his control over her.

Melissa rubbed her wrists, glad to be free of the hated cuffs. She stood and stretched her arms, wincing at the soreness that lingered. She hurried out of the room to the bathroom, her steps quick, and the floor cool under her bare feet. The act of being released to use the bathroom, something so mundane, now required permission, a key, and a moment of dependency that made her feel Markus’s control of her. Her reflection in the mirror was that of a woman marked by chains, her eyes reflecting a mix of fatigue and a determination to adapt.

When she returned, Markus had already started brewing coffee. The aroma of coffee was already wafting through the air. He was dressed in his underwear while she would be spending another day of her life naked against her will. Like an animal with her breasts and vagina on display for all to see, creating a visual impression of their different roles in their relationship. They were not just man and woman, but master and slave. He looked at her, his expression a mix of the man she once knew and the one who now held her life in his hands.

The sight of Markus trying to normalize the morning with coffee felt like a mockery of what had transpired this night. Her heart was a battleground of conflicting emotions: gratitude for not being sold off, resentment that he kept her enslaved, and some joy of small blessings like having coffee even when it was overshadowed by the weight of her collar.

"I didn't sleep well," he admitted, his voice carrying a mix of vulnerability and an attempt at normalcy. "I keep thinking about how we can make this work."

He handed her a mug of coffee, and she took it reluctantly, her eyes never leaving his.

Melissa leaned against the doorframe, her gaze wary, her body language guarded. She didn't immediately respond, the silence speaking volumes of her internal conflict.

Anger bubbled within her; Markus was holding her captive, using her for his own sexual gratification, and now he expected her cooperation, to be an accomplice in her own subjugation, to 'make this work.' Yet, she knew she couldn't unleash her fury. An outburst could lead to further control rather than freedom. Provoking him could only worsen her situation. The memory of being chained overnight was still fresh. Her wrists were still sore. Freedom was a distant dream at this moment. She needed to proceed with caution, earn his trust step by step, and perhaps then, she could push for more.

She softened her voice to a tone that was both gentle and persuasive.

"You know, I appreciate how you're trying to make this work for us, Markus," she began, her eyes meeting his with a calculated warmth. "I just... I need us to find a rhythm where I feel like more than just... this." She gestured subtly to her naked form, her wrists still showing the marks of the night's restraints. "It's about what 'making it work' means for me."

Markus paused, the mug of coffee halfway to his lips, his brow furrowing as he processed her words. "What do you mean by that, Mel? What does 'making it work' mean for you?"

Melissa took a sip of her coffee, allowing the silence to stretch, her expression thoughtful. "I mean, maybe we can start with small things. Like, I could help you with breakfast, or we could plan our day together. It would give me something to look forward to, you know? And maybe," she paused, her eyes searching his for any sign of agreement, "we can talk about not using the chains at night. It would show me you trust me, and I think that would help us both sleep better."

Markus listened, his gaze dropping to the coffee in his hand, the steam rising like his thoughts. "I... I didn't think of it like that. I thought if we could just find a routine, some normalcy—"

Melissa smiled lightly, not interrupting but guiding the conversation. "Normalcy for both of us, Markus. I want to feel like I'm part of this life, not just living in it because I have no other choice. And if I can feel that, maybe we can find our way back to something good."

"I want to make that future for us, Mel. I really do," he said, the words sounding more like a hope than a plan. "But I... I'm not sure how to start."

Melissa paused, her eyes downcast as she spoke quietly, "I think... if I could do small things, like help with breakfast or talk about our day, it might make this feel less like... like I'm just here because I have to be."

Markus looked at her, the coffee mug still in his hands, the steam swirling up between them. He seemed to ponder her words, his gaze thoughtful as he absorbed the implication of her request.

"I understand," he finally said, his voice carrying a hint of regret. "I didn't mean for you to feel like that."

Melissa's eyes flickered up to meet his for a moment before returning to the floor. "I know you didn't, Markus. It's just... everything's changed so fast."

He nodded, setting his mug down on the small table nearby. "Let's do that then. You can help with breakfast. I think... I think that would be good for us."

A small smile, almost imperceptible, touched Melissa's lips, giving her a fleeting sense of control over her situation. "Thank you," she murmured, her voice still low, careful not to push too far.

Markus moved to the kitchen area, his movements slow, perhaps contemplating how to navigate this new dynamic. "What would you like to make?" he asked, attempting to engage her in something that felt normal, mundane.

Melissa followed him, her steps quiet, her nudity a constant reminder of her status yet overshadowed by the small act of inclusion. "Maybe some eggs? With toast?" She suggested, her voice gaining a bit more confidence as she spoke about something as ordinary as a meal.

"Sure," Markus agreed, pulling out a carton of eggs from the fridge. "Can you slice some bread for the toast while I get these started?"

Melissa nodded, grateful for the task. She moved to the counter where the bread was kept, her actions deliberate, finding a rhythm in the mundane task that gave her a semblance of agency. As she sliced the bread, she could feel Markus's eyes on her, not with possession but with something akin to partnership, even if it was a fragile one.

As they worked side by side, the silence was punctuated by the crack of eggs and the rustle of bread, creating a veneer of normalcy in their surreal circumstances. Markus started to speak, his tone cautious, "I want to trust you, Melissa. I really do. It's just hard for me to let go after... everything."

Melissa paused, placing the slices into the toaster, then turned to him, her expression one of confusion. "What do you mean by 'everything'?"

Markus sighed, his gaze drifting to the eggs he was cooking, then back to her. "I mean, after you became a slave here in Grabesh, everything changed. I spent a lot of money and put a lot on the line to get you out of the police station. There's this part of me that fears you might try to escape or... or maybe not feel the same way about me now that you're... you know, under my ownership."

He paused, his voice softening. "And then there's how you tried to mislead the assessors, and you spoke about Arbek's bribe, which could have legal implications. I understand that you were pressured, but I don't want to get into trouble someday like him. Here, in this culture, slaves aren't seen as trustworthy by default, and I've been influenced by that, even if I don't want to be. I guess I'm just scared that if I let go, if I trust you completely, I will lose you to your freedom."

Melissa listened, her heart sinking as she understood the depth of his fears and the cultural and personal barriers they faced. "I see," she said quietly, her voice reflecting a mix of understanding and sorrow. "I didn't realize how much that weighed on you."

The toast popped up, and Markus handed her the butter, their fingers brushing lightly. It was a simple act, but it carried weight in their current context. "Yeah," he said, almost to himself, "it's not easy for either of us."

They ate breakfast at the table, Melissa sitting on the chair with the towel Markus had placed there the night before, a small concession to her dignity. The meal was quiet, but it was different from the tension of the previous night; there was an undercurrent of tentative hope, a silent agreement to try and bridge the vast gap between them.


32. The New Normal

The sun blazed down on the poolside, turning the water into a shimmering canvas of light. Palm trees rustled with their leaves as Melissa and Markus made their way towards the entertainment area of the housing complex. The sand was warm underfoot, a contrast to the cooler air by the water.

Off to the side, near the beach volleyball court, Kaya and Liana were in the midst of playful activity, tossing a volleyball back and forth, their laughter mingling with the sounds of the pool. But as Markus and Melissa approached, curiosity sparked in their eyes. They glanced over, exchanged a quick look, and then made their way back to where Horst and Werner lounged.

As the group converged, Kaya and Liana knelt before their masters, their previous joviality replaced by the expected posture of submission. Their eyes, however, held a trace of that earlier light, perhaps intrigued by the new dynamic with Melissa now under Markus's ownership.

"Good to see you both here," Markus greeted the pensioners with a tone of pride. "Thought it'd be nice to catch some sun."

Horst, his eyes crinkling with a knowing smile, responded, "Ah, Markus, you've brought Melissa. She looks well under your care."

Markus and the pensioners usually conversed in German when they were among each other. But when others were present, they switched to English so everyone could understand them.

Melissa's heart sank. She had been here many times to pass the time. That was when she had been ‘owned’ by Arbek, waiting for her collar to come off. Arbek hadn’t taken her enslaved status seriously, so she had been allowed to do whatever she wanted. Sure, she had to be naked, the rules of Grabesh demanded that, but apart from that she had more or less behaved as one of the group. For the most part, she had hung out with Arbek, Tariq, Amina and Zahara. Markus had joined them sometimes, but he often did his own thing or hung out with the pensioners. That had suited Melissa. She didn’t really care about Markus, and ever since they had stopped dating, she would have preferred not to see him at all. And that he was still seeing her naked every day bothered her, but she tried to ignore him as much as possible.

But things had changed since her repossession. The bank had sold her to Markus, and now her place was with him. He hadn’t given her any guidance on what to do exactly, just the vague notion that he wanted her to be his girlfriend, and she should ‘make it work’ somehow.

She was uncomfortable that he was now leading her to the pensioners. No longer as the self-directed accidental slave, but as his property, a woman who was his to command.

There was no doubt in her mind that the pensioners knew that Markus had had sex with her. Just as they had sex with their sex slaves. She felt as if Markus was presenting her in her naked form before them to show them his conquest, the woman he had sex with these days. The woman who could not refuse any of his wishes.



The pensioners' eyes turned to Melissa, examining her with a mix of curiosity and appraisal. "How are you, Melissa?" Werner asked, his tone polite but carrying an undercurrent of interest.

"I'm... managing," Melissa replied, her voice steady but her eyes betraying her true feelings.

"And what is it like for you to be Markus's slave now?" Horst inquired, leaning forward slightly as if to catch every nuance of her response.

Melissa paused. She felt the eyes of everyone on her. "It's... an adjustment," she said. She chose her words carefully before Markus. "Everything's changed so fast."

"I heard you had been repossessed and were about to be auctioned off," Werner probed. “That was close, huh? Good that Markus got you out of there.”

Melissa looked at Markus, then back at Werner, her expression complex. "Yes, I'm grateful I wasn't sold off. But gratefulness and this," she touched the steel collar around her neck, "are different things."

Horst leaned in, his brow furrowed with concern. "Melissa, what do you mean? Do you not agree with your arrangement?"

Melissa hesitated, her gaze flicking to Markus before she answered. "I... I didn't have much choice. Markus bought me to save me from being auctioned off, but 'agreeing' feels... complicated when there's no real alternative."

“Ah, I see,” Werner nodded, his eyes sharp. "So, you're saying you're here under duress, not by your own free will?"

"Yes," Melissa confirmed, her voice low but firm. "I'm thankful for being saved from repossession, but this," she touched her collar again, "was not my choice."

Horst exchanged a look with Werner, both men processing the implications. "We need to be careful, Markus," Horst said, his tone cautionary. "Well, you need to be careful, Markus. Having your fun here is one thing, but keeping one of us as a slave is another. When you go back, you can get into trouble for this, you know?"

Werner added, "What is done in Grabesh should stay in Grabesh. You’re risking this spilling over into your lives at home."



Markus, now visibly uncomfortable with the direction of the conversation, shifted in his seat. "I understand your concerns. It's... it's not straightforward, but we'll manage." He looked at Melissa, his voice softening but with an edge of command. "Mel, why don't you join Kaya and Liana?"

Melissa's eyes widened, her mouth slightly agape. "But, Markus..." she whispered, hoping for an exception, a sign that perhaps this new chapter with him might be different.

Markus leaned in, his voice low, meant only for her. "I know, Mel. But here, in public, it's different. Remember what we discussed?"

She sighed, understanding the underlying message. His words from the night before echoed in her mind, a warning of the public face she would have to wear. Her eyes moved from Markus to Kaya and Liana, who were quietly following the conversation as they knelt next to each other before the free people in the group.

With a heavy heart, Melissa walked over to them. As she walked, her steps felt like a betrayal of who she felt she really was. Her body trembled with the weight of this cultural expectation of her. She understood that Markus's real intention was to use this cultural practice not just to blend in, but to silence her. He was hoping that the experience of kneeling before them would keep her from voicing further discontent.

The sun cast a warm glow on her skin as she knelt beside Kaya, with the sand hot beneath her knees. A gentle breeze teased her hair, brushing it across her back, as if wanting to draw the gaze of others to her.

The position was awkward, unfamiliar, and humiliating, especially here where previously, despite her official situation as a slave, she had considered herself their equal and been treated as one despite her enforced nudity. Her tense posture contrasted with the playful ease of Kaya and Liana, as she felt the weight of her situation as she sensed people’s eyes upon her that she had no right to shield herself from.



Werner, ever the pragmatist, leaned back, his gaze shifting from Markus to Melissa. "You know, Markus, we've seen many come here with grand ideas of living the local life. But remember, what happens in Grabesh doesn't always stay in Grabesh when you go back to the West."

Markus nodded, understanding the underlying warning. "I know, Werner. It's... it's not straightforward."

Horst chuckled, his voice low but carrying an air of seriousness. "There was this fellow, from Germany like you, Markus. He got too comfortable here. Thought he could bring a piece of Grabesh back home. Ended up in court for human trafficking. His life was never the same after."

Melissa, listening intently, felt a flicker of hope in this grim tale. Maybe it could serve as a cautionary tale for Markus. She spoke up, her voice steady but tinged with curiosity rather than accusation. "What happened to him?"

"He thought he could keep his slave once back home. Of course, his 'slave' wasn't happy about it. She went to the authorities, and he was arrested shortly after," Horst explained, his eyes on Markus to gauge his reaction.

Werner added, "It's not just about the local laws here, Markus. It's about what you're bringing back. You need to think about the endgame. Once you're back in the West, Melissa could go to the police, to a lawyer. This could ruin you."

Markus looked uncomfortable, his gaze drifting away then back to Melissa, who maintained her kneeling position, her back straight despite the weight of the conversation. "I understand. But I'm not planning on taking her back like this. I just need... time to figure out how we can be together."

Melissa listened, her heart beating with a mix of resentment and strategy. She knew Markus was caught between his feelings and the reality of Western laws. "So, what are you suggesting, Markus? How do we make this work without breaking laws... or hearts?"

Werner leaned forward, his tone advisory. "You need to think about how to disentangle yourself from this before you return. Maybe consider how you can give her freedom here, so she has no reason to cause you trouble back home."

Horst nodded, "Or at least, ensure there's no evidence or reason for her to do so. Because once you're back, everything you've done here could come back to haunt you."

Markus nodded, a silent acknowledgment of their counsel. "I understand. I'll handle it. Mel, just trust me a little longer."

Melissa didn’t know what to say. She cast a pleading glance towards Horst and Werner, then her gaze dropped to the sand in front of her.



Horst leaned back in his chair, looking out over the sunlit poolside. "Anyway, we've been here for a while. I think it's time for a refreshment," he said.

Werner nodded in agreement, wiping sweat from his brow. "Yeah, I could use an ice tea," he replied.

Turning towards Markus and Melissa, Horst continued with a hint of a smile, "Markus, Melissa, there's a nice café close to here. Do you two lovebirds want to join us?"



Markus nodded toward Melissa, releasing her from her kneeling position. She got up, joined him, and they started walking. The pensioners stayed behind to gather their stuff.

"Markus, you really hurt me back there, making me kneel like that… in front of everyone. It was... humiliating," she said, her voice a mix of pain and accusation.

Markus stopped, turning to face her, his expression softening. "I'm sorry, Mel. I didn't want to embarrass you, but you know I told you yesterday about your behavior in public. I want us to fit in." His words were a cover, a way to disguise his true reason for the act, which was to curb her speaking out of line.

Melissa shook her head, her voice trembling with emotion. "It's not just about fitting in. It's about how you see me now. I thought maybe... maybe things could be different."

He reached out, his hand stopping short of touching her, as if he too was caught in the limbo between what he wanted and what was expected. "I do want things to be different between us, Mel. I just don't know how to do that here, with all these eyes watching. I'll... I'll try to make it up to you." His apology was more about soothing the situation than genuine remorse; his intention had been to silence her, to discourage her from voicing her discontent with her situation.

They continued their walk. Melissa felt the burn on her knees, a reminder that Markus required her to kneel. Her mind racing with thoughts of freedom, dignity, and the complex web of emotions that now defined her life with Markus.



The pensioners had gathered their belongings and started walking. Markus and Melissa waited for them to catch up. The group, now a mix of masters and slaves, decided to head to a local café known for accepting slaves, a short walk from the pool. Markus walked alongside Horst and Werner, with his arm around Melissa as if she was his girlfriend. Kaya and Liana were trailing slightly behind.

As the group made their way down the sandy path towards the café, the sun beat down relentlessly, casting long shadows that danced with each step. The air was thick with the scent of the ocean and the sounds of the nearby market. Markus walked with his arm around Melissa, a gesture that felt more like a claim than affection. Kaya and Liana followed behind, their expressions unreadable yet curious about the new dynamics at play.

Horst, wiping sweat from his brow, glanced at Markus while they walked. "So, Markus, you've got yourself quite the situation with Melissa. What's the plan moving forward? You can't keep her like this forever, can you?"

Markus, feeling the weight of the question, squeezed Melissa slightly, perhaps seeking some reassurance. "I'm not looking at forever, Horst. I just need time. I think we can figure something out, build a relationship where she's not just... well, not just a slave."

Werner, walking on Markus's other side, chuckled, his tone laced with skepticism. "Time, huh? That's the luxury of youth, Markus. But time has a way of complicating things, especially when you're dealing with human beings, not just assets."

Melissa, feeling the conversation swirl around her like the dust kicked up by their feet, interjected, her voice firm yet tinged with hope. "Markus, the only way forward is with my freedom. If we're talking about building something, it has to be on equal ground. I can't be your slave and your partner."

Markus nodded, his face a mask of contemplation. "I know, Mel. I hear you. Once we're back home, we can discuss how to move forward. Maybe... maybe we can find a way where you're free but still with me."

The path narrowed, forcing them to walk single file for a moment, and Markus's arm slipped from around Melissa. She felt the brief respite from his grasp, her mind racing with possibilities and fears. As they returned to walking side by side, Horst continued, "You need to be careful, Markus. This isn't like renting Kaya or Liana. Melissa's from your world. What happens if she decides to speak up once you're back?"

"I'm counting on her understanding," Markus said, his voice lowering as if sharing a secret. "I saved her from a worse fate. I think... I hope that counts for something."

Liana, overhearing, whispered to Kaya, "He's living in a dream if he thinks she'll thank him for this."

Kaya nodded subtly, her eyes on Melissa, perhaps seeing a reflection of her own life in a different light.

Werner's tone turned advisory. "You need to think beyond Grabesh, Markus. If this goes south, we want no part in it. We're here for the sun, the sea, and fun, not legal battles back home."



The café was a quaint, open-air establishment with tables shaded by palm leaves, the scent of coffee mingling with the salty air from the nearby beach. Markus, Melissa, Horst, and Werner, along with Kaya and Liana kneeling at the side, settled into their seats, the tension of earlier conversations hanging like the afternoon heat.

As they waited for their drinks, Horst took the lead, his eyes twinkling with the memory of tales to tell. "You know, Markus, this café reminds me of another place, not far from here, where there was this British fellow, David. He came here thinking he could live like a king with a local slave."

Markus listened, his arm casually draped over Melissa's shoulders, though his touch felt more like a claim than comfort. Melissa, sitting on the towel-covered chair, kept her gaze on the table, her mind elsewhere, but her ears tuned to the story.

"He bought a slave, just like you, Markus," Horst continued, watching for Markus's reaction. "But he didn't account for the cultural nuances. Thought he could treat her like a wife back in England. Ended up in a mess when she ran away during a festival. He was the talk of the town, not in a good way."

Werner chuckled, adding to the tale. "He didn't understand that here, even if you own someone, you still have to navigate local customs and social expectations. He tried to dine with her in places where slaves aren't allowed at tables, caused quite the scandal."

Markus shifted uncomfortably, the anecdote hitting too close to home. "What happened to him?"

Horst leaned back, his voice lowering as if sharing a secret. "He had to pay a hefty fine for the disruption, and he left Grabesh with his tail between his legs. His slave was found and returned to him, but the damage to his reputation here was done. He couldn't show his face in public without whispers following him."

Melissa looked up, her eyes meeting Markus's briefly. She wondered if he saw the parallel, if he understood the implications. "And the slave?" she asked, her voice quiet but clear.

"She was given back to him, but word is, he sold her before leaving. Couldn't bear the shame back home, I suppose, or maybe he saw the light," Werner explained, his gaze shifting to Melissa with a hint of empathy.

The conversation paused as their drinks arrived, the clink of cups on saucers punctuating the moment. Markus took a sip of his coffee, his mind clearly wrestling with the story's implications.

Horst continued, "The moral here, Markus, isn't about whether you can own someone legally here. It's about understanding how your actions are perceived, both here and back home. You've got to think about how you'll walk away from this."

Werner nodded, his tone more serious now. "And remember, Markus, slaves here know their place, but they're not without their own agency. Give them a chance, and they'll find a way to assert themselves or try to make a run for it. You need to be smart about this."

Markus glanced at Melissa, who was now looking out to the sea, perhaps imagining her own escape or freedom. "I hear you," he said, his voice betraying his internal conflict. "I just want her to be with me... willingly."

Melissa turned her gaze back to him, her expression unreadable. "Willingly," she echoed, her voice soft but laden with meaning.

As the significance of the anecdote about David settled, Markus felt a shift in his perspective. The tales of caution and consequence from Horst and Werner echoed in his mind, painting a vivid picture of what could happen if he didn't navigate this situation with care.

"Mel," Markus said, his voice softer than before, carrying an undertone of regret. "Perhaps you should join Kaya and Liana."

Melissa turned her gaze to him, her expression unreadable. The implications of his words were clear; he was asking her to kneel, to adhere to the local customs that had been so vividly illustrated by the pensioners' stories. She nodded slowly, a gesture of compliance rather than agreement, and slid off the chair. The towel that had covered her seat fell to the ground as she moved to kneel beside Kaya and Liana and took the posture of submission expected from her.

The conversation then drifted to lighter tales of tourists' misadventures in Grabesh, giving Markus a moment to ponder without the immediate pressure of their situation. The pensioners' stories served as a bridge between cultures, a subtle warning wrapped in anecdotes, urging Markus to consider the broader implications of his choices beyond the immediate thrill of possession.

As they headed back to his hut, Markus was quieter, his mind clearly still wrestling with the complex issues at hand. Melissa walked beside him, unsure of what their immediate future held but hopeful that the conversation had planted seeds of doubt about the current state of their relationship.



Markus sat at his desk, the glow of his laptop screen reflecting in his eyes, his focus laser-sharp but interrupted by the presence of Melissa, who stood near the doorway, her arms folded, her expression one of boredom. The room was a testament to the morning's activities, with dishes scattered around the kitchen and Markus’s clothes draped over furniture.

"Mel," Markus began, his voice a mix of request and command, "I really need to concentrate on this work. It's crucial. But you, you've got nothing to do, and the place is a mess. Why don't you clean up? There are dishes from this morning, the floors need cleaning in all the rooms, and you can take my clothes to the communal washroom to wash them, then hang them up."

He paused, looking for any sign of agreement, then added, "Remember, you asked to be involved in small things. We could work as a team this way."

Melissa's eyes narrowed slightly, a storm brewing behind them. She took a moment and saw an opportunity to negotiate better terms for herself, "I can clean up, but in exchange, can you promise me you will not chain me up for the night anymore, Markus?"

Markus hesitated, his gaze dropping to his papers before returning to her. "It depends on your behavior in general, Mel. It's about trust. If you rebel with something as simple as this, it's clear you're not willing to do your part, and that means I can't trust you. But if you help, that would go a long way."

With a sigh that spoke volumes, Melissa nodded, her agreement laced with reluctance. "Fine," she said, disappointment audible in her voice.

She moved toward the kitchen, her steps deliberate. Grabbing the dishes, she stacked them with a bit more force than necessary, the clattering noise a subtle protest against her situation. Each plate and cup was tossed into the sink with a resounding clink, a soundtrack to her frustration.

Kneeling on the floor with a bucket of soapy water, she began scrubbing with exaggerated movements, her breathing heavy and audible, a clear sign of her annoyance. Her body moved in long, sweeping arcs. Her task was mundane, but her nudity made her feel like she was performing for him. When her head oriented towards him, she felt like she was bowing to him, when she was sideways she thought how she was giving him a view of her breasts swinging below her, and when she faced away from him, she thought about how she was giving him an involuntary peep show of her private parts.

Gathering Markus's laundry, she felt the humiliation seep into her bones as she walked out, her bare feet padding against the warm stones. The path to the communal washroom led her past the pool where Horst and Werner were lounging again. Their eyes casually followed her. Kaya and Liana, now swimming, waved at her with genuine warmth, their laughter carrying over the water. Melissa couldn't help but feel a pang of jealousy; they seemed to be spending their day in playful leisure while Markus was putting her to work.

In the washroom, she loaded the washing machine with his clothes and started the machine.



As Melissa carried the basket of Markus's laundry towards the communal clothesline, her steps were heavy with the burden of her new life under Markus's ownership. The sun was high, casting short shadows that barely offered any respite from the heat. She was lost in thought while hearing the splashes of water from the pool nearby.

Kaya and Liana saw Melissa from the pool and decided to join her. They climbed out of the water, their movements graceful yet purposeful, and approached her with a mixture of sympathy and curiosity in their eyes.

"Hey, Melissa," Kaya said with a warm voice as she took some clothes from the basket. "Let us help you with that."

"Thanks," Melissa replied, genuinely grateful for the company.

Liana grabbed a few shirts. "Yeah, it's always better with company."

The three of them began hanging the laundry. The wet clothes made a rhythmic slap against the line, a sound that was oddly comforting.

"So, how's it going with Markus as your master?" Kaya asked as she pinned a towel to the line.

Melissa sighed, her fingers working mechanically. "It's... different. I feel like I've gone from not really being a slave to now actually feeling like one every day."

Liana nodded, understanding in her eyes. "When I saw you kneeling with us this morning, I thought how it must feel weird to you."

"And at the café," Kaya said, securing a towel. "It's like you've become one of us."

"Yeah, it does," Melissa admitted. "And now I'm doing all his chores. He says we're partners, but this?" She gestured to the laundry, her frustration evident.

Kaya chuckled, "Yeah, white masters are all about 'partnership'. Nothing says 'equality' like scrubbing floors and washing clothes."

"And more," Melissa added quietly, her voice carrying the weight of her situation.

Kaya laughed softly, her eyes kind. "Yeah, we do 'more' too. Well, if you can find fun in it, why not? It's one of the few things we can enjoy. What do you call it when you're having sex with your master?"

Liana jumped in, "A 'workout' with benefits!"

They all laughed, the humor breaking the tension.

Liana, trying to lighten the mood, smirked. "It's like, 'Oh, you want to be my master? Great, then you can be my master... of pleasure.'"

Kaya laughed, the sound echoing around them. "Exactly! It's the one job where you can't complain about the benefits package!"

Melissa couldn't help but blush and laugh at their humor, feeling a moment of levity in her otherwise heavy situation. "I guess that's one way to look at it," she said, the tension easing slightly.

Liana grinned, her eyes twinkling with mischief. "You know, it's like they think they're doing us a favor by letting us do the 'fun' work."

Kaya joined in, "Oh, definitely. It's like, 'Thanks for the workout, master, can we do the laundry now?'"

Liana laughed, "Or, 'I've had enough cardio for the day, how about some housework to cool down?'"

Melissa couldn't help but laugh with them, the humor easing the tension. "That’s an interesting… perspective."

Liana added with a playful wink, "And think about it, we're making sure our 'workouts' are really... rigorous."

Kaya nodded, her laughter genuine. "When life gives you lemons, you make lemonade. Or in our case, when life gives you masters, you find the fun in the 'chores.'"

Liana added, "Exactly. It's about finding those little moments where you can laugh, even if it's at their expense."

The shared laughter among them echoed around the clothesline, momentarily lifting the heavy atmosphere, making Melissa feel like part of a strange new sisterhood.



The conversation paused as Tariq walked by, his presence a reminder of Melissa's previous life where she wasn't just another slave. He looked a bit out of place among the trio of naked women, his eyes darting between them.

Kaya and Liana turned to him and said “Master” and “Sir” with bowed heads to greet him.

"Melissa, how are you holding up?" Tariq asked, stopping near the clothesline, his concern evident.

Melissa turned towards him, her expression softening slightly. "Not well, Tariq. Markus says he wants us to have a relationship, but here I am, doing all his housework, like I'm his maid... or his actual house slave."

Tariq nodded, his gaze sympathetic. "I'm sorry to hear that. How are you managing?"

"I manage," she said, her voice firm but weary. "How about you, Tariq? Any news?"

"Actually, I spoke to Arbek yesterday," Tariq began, his tone cautious. "He's pretty upset about what's happened to you."

Melissa's eyes widened with a flicker of hope. "Upset? What did he say?"

"He was shocked, for one. Feels like he's let you down, not being there when you needed him. He was angry, too, at Markus for taking advantage of the situation." Tariq watched her reaction, gauging how much to share.

"And?" Melissa pressed, needing to hear more of Arbek and her old life.

"He's frustrated, Melissa. He can't get back right away; the next flight to Grabesh isn't until tomorrow. He's been looking into any possible way to come back sooner but... you know, with only weekly flights, there's not much he can do." Tariq paused, choosing his words carefully. "He's determined to fix this, though. He feels guilty, responsible for your situation with the loan. He's planning to confront Markus as soon as he's back."

Melissa's heart ached with a mix of relief and longing. "Does he... does he think he can do something?"

"He's going to try everything, legally or otherwise. He knows it's not straightforward, but he won't let this stand. He's worried about you, how you're holding up under Markus's... ownership." Tariq's voice was heavy with the weight of the word.

Melissa’s voice firmed with resolve, "I need him to hurry. I can't live like this, Tariq. I can't be Markus's slave."

Tariq placed a comforting hand on her shoulder, a gesture of solidarity. "I know, and Arbek knows that too. He'll be here soon, and we'll figure this out. In the meantime, try to stay strong, okay?"

Melissa nodded, her gaze returning to the laundry, now swaying gently in the breeze. "I'll try. Thanks, Tariq. It means a lot to know Arbek hasn't forgotten me."

"He hasn't," Tariq reassured her. "And neither have we. We're all here for you."

With that, Tariq gave her shoulder a final squeeze before continuing on his way, leaving Melissa with a renewed sense of hope. She turned back to Kaya and Liana, who had been listening quietly, their expressions a mix of empathy and solidarity. Together, they finished hanging the clothes, the shared task now feeling less like a chore and more like a moment of unity among them.

The news of Arbek's return was a beacon of hope in her otherwise dim situation. Melissa considered whether she should tell Markus. But it wouldn’t be good news for him.

Arbek would want to get her out of here. If she told Markus about his arrival, that would give him time to prepare for him. He might chain her up or move her to a different location. Telling him about Arbek’s arrival only had disadvantages for her. So she chose to keep it to herself.



When she returned, the sun was setting, casting long shadows over her path. The work was done, but she felt resentment that he was using her like a slave. He kept telling her that he wanted a relationship with her, but he treated her like his sex slave in bed and a house slave to do work chores during the daytime.

When she returned to his hut, Markus wasn’t there. She was tired and took a shower, then went to the bedroom. The chains were still attached to the headboard as if waiting for her. She wondered if her compliance had bought her any freedom, or if the chains would still clink against her wrists when night fell. She opened the drawer to Markus’s nightstand and saw more handcuffs, chains and the bottle of lube he had used the previous night. She knew the restraints were all meant to be used on her.

She laid down on the bed to rest.

Eventually she heard the door open and Markus return. He popped by the bedroom and said “Hey Mel.”



His face had a determined expression as he carried a small backpack. He found Melissa in the bedroom, looking tired after her day of chores but still maintaining a quiet dignity in her enforced nudity.

"Melissa, we need to talk about something," Markus said, his voice carrying a hint of frustration as he sat on the edge of the bed. "I've noticed... well, I've noticed you're not exactly relaxing with me. When we're intimate, you're tense, and I always have to use lube to even begin. It's like you're holding back."

Melissa looked up, her eyes wary. "It's not exactly easy, Markus, given the circumstances," she replied, her voice a mix of defiance and weariness.

"I understand it's not easy," Markus continued, his tone softening but with an underlying firmness, "but I want us to work towards a point where you can let go, where you can feel pleasure with me. I want to help you with that."

He unzipped his backpack, pulling out a sleek, modern-looking vibrator, still in its packaging. "I bought this for you. I think it could help."

Melissa's eyes widened slightly, the implication clear. "What do you expect me to do with that?"

Markus stood, gesturing towards the bed. "I want you to kneel on the bed, Mel, with your legs spread. Just hear me out, please."

Reluctantly, Melissa moved to the bed, her movements slow and deliberate. She knelt, her knees sinking into the mattress, her legs parting as he had instructed. Her nudity now was not just a condition of her slavery but a focal point of this new, intimate exercise.

Markus handed her a small bottle of lubricant, his voice gentle but insistent. "Put some on your clitoris. It'll make this easier. I want you to masturbate in front of me."

Her face flushed with embarrassment and a touch of anger. "Markus, I can't... this is too much."

"It's for your benefit, Mel," he argued, his gaze locked with hers. "If you can become comfortable with arousal in front of me, it'll help us both. This is something we need to work on for our relationship to function. You've got to trust me, let go, not just physically but emotionally too."

With a sigh, Melissa felt the oppressive weight of her reality. The request was an intimate invasion, cutting deep into her sense of self. Nonetheless, she took the lube and applied it with trembling hands, with a silent protest in her eyes.

As she began, Markus watched intently, his expression a mix of concern and curiosity. "Don't just go through the motions, Mel. Try to feel it, let yourself enjoy it."

Her movements were hesitant at first, the foreign object in her hand an extension of Markus's control over her body. The vibrator buzzed to life, and she pressed it against herself, the sensation both alien and intense. She tried to focus on the physical pleasure, but her mind was a storm of conflicting emotions.

Markus spoke softly, his voice coaxing. "Close your eyes if it helps. Just feel it. Remember, this is about us connecting, about you being able to be yourself with me. I want you to enjoy this, to know you're safe with me."

Melissa closed her eyes, trying to block out the reality of her situation, focusing on the sensations. The vibration was relentless, coaxing responses from her body that she tried to resist. Gradually, her breathing deepened, her body beginning to respond despite her mental reservations.

The vibrations stirred a tumult within her—part revulsion, part surrender. She recoiled inwardly at this exposure of her sexuality to Markus. Yet, as the sensations built, part of her recognized the rarity of pleasure in her current life. Her days were filled with subservience, the humiliation that everyone could see her naked, and her nights were spent in chains. This moment, while it was forced on her, offered her pleasure even if it wasn’t on her terms.

"See, Mel?" Markus whispered, his voice now closer as he leaned in, his presence a reminder of her captivity yet also a strange comfort in this moment of vulnerability. "You can relax, you can enjoy this. It's just us here."

Melissa felt the edge of her control slipping, her body betraying her with involuntary responses. She resented that Markus had the power to force these feelings of lust onto her. It allowed him to reach deep into her. Into a part of herself she was only meant to share with a man who was dear to her.

But the pleasure was undeniable, as well as the humiliation of being watched, of being made to perform. Just as she felt the peak approaching, Markus's hand gently touched her thigh, a gesture meant to be reassuring but which only intensified her awareness that she was doing this for him.



Melissa's hand trembled slightly as she pressed the vibrator harder against her clitoris. The hum of the device sent ripples of sensation through her body. The vibrations built up lust in her like in a crescendo, like storm clouds ready to burst. She closed her eyes and tried to shut out Markus's presence, to make this moment hers alone.

The room seemed to fade away. The walls and Markus’s watchful eyes became distant echoes in her mind. Her breath quickened and her body tensed as the pressure mounted. The pleasure was no longer something she could ignore or deny. She was riding the edge, her muscles tightening, her mind teetering between resistance and release.

Finally, a wave of lust crashed over her, an overwhelming surge that drowned out everything else. Her back arched involuntarily, a silent gasp parting her lips as the orgasm swept through her, a fierce, uncontrollable force. Her body shook with the intensity, her thighs quivered around her trembling hand that held the vibrator.

For those fleeting seconds, she wasn't Markus's slave; she was just a woman embracing a moment of ecstasy, claiming it for herself amidst the chaos of her life. The pleasure was sharp as it cut through the fog of her captivity.

As the wave receded, it left a trail of shudders in its wake. Melissa opened her eyes. Markus was there, watching her, his gaze a mix of fascination and possession. Her chest heaved, her skin flushed with the heat of release, and her heart was pounding.

She didn't look at Markus; she couldn't meet his eyes, not now, when he had watched her in this private moment. Instead, she focused on her breathing and calming herself.



As the waves of her orgasm subsided, Melissa's body relaxed, her mind still lingering on the fleeting sense of escape she had just experienced. Markus, however, was not content with the visual evidence alone. He needed to feel, to confirm for himself that what he had witnessed was genuine.

"Mel, kneel up, keep your legs spread," Markus said, his voice a mix of command and curiosity.

Melissa's brow furrowed, confusion clouding her post-orgasmic haze. "What? Why?" she asked, her voice still breathless.

"I need to check, Mel," Markus insisted, his tone softening slightly but leaving no room for argument. "I need to know you weren't just faking it."

Her face flushed with indignation, the intrusion of her privacy now more apparent. "You really think I would fake that?" she retorted, a mix of disbelief and anger in her voice.

"It's not about what I think," Markus countered, his patience wearing thin. "It's about trust, about knowing we're on the same page. Please, just do this."

Melissa sighed, a sound of defeat mixed with frustration. She knew there was no point in arguing further; this was part of her reality now. With a reluctant nod, she lifted herself up, her thighs still parted, her vulnerability laid bare once more.

Markus moved closer, his fingers tracing a path up her inner thigh before slipping two fingers gently into her vagina. The sensation was invasive, and contrasted with the pleasure she had just experienced from that area. It felt like a demonstration that he could touch her there. That he had the right to reach inside her vagina to inspect physical evidence of her feelings. Markus felt the undeniable slickness, the warmth and moisture that only true arousal could produce.

"You're wet," he murmured, more to himself than to her, a note of satisfaction in his voice. He withdrew his fingers slowly, his inspection complete.

Melissa's cheeks burned, her eyes diverted, unable to look at him, after feeling the weight within her.

Markus, seemingly oblivious to her discomfort, leaned in, his lips finding hers in a passionate kiss, one that felt like a claim rather than affection. "That was very good, Mel," he whispered against her lips. "I think we're getting somewhere."

He then lowered himself and kissed her still sensitive clitoris, a kiss meant to be tender but which felt like another form of possession to Melissa.

"You can relax now," he said, his voice soothing, as if this act could erase the inspection that had just occurred.

Melissa, feeling a mixture of relief and disgust, allowed herself to sink back down onto the bed, her body still tingling from the physical sensation. However, her mind was now heavy with the reality that Markus would inspect her in such an intimate way.



Melissa’s display of her sexuality at his order had awakened primal feelings in Markus. After seeing the shudders of her orgasm subsided and feeling the wetness in her vagina, he could no longer contain himself. With a swift motion, he shed his clothes, the fabric falling to the floor with a whisper. He moved towards the bed, the air thick with anticipation.

He gently but firmly pushed Melissa back onto the bed, her back meeting the cool sheets. Without a word, he spread her legs, his hands feeling the warmth of her skin, testament to her recent climax. He positioned himself between her thighs, the tip of his penis meeting her entrance, and to his delight, he found no need for the artificial aid of lubricant this time. Her body, still responsive from the pleasure she had induced, welcomed him easily.

Melissa lay there, her mind resigned to what was about to happen. She had anticipated this moment, knowing the sight of her in such an intimate state would spark Markus's desire. Her body was still slick, her arousal enough to ease Markus's entry. She didn't resist, understanding this would be quick, that Markus was too eager, too turned on to prolong it.

As Markus entered her, the friction was minimal; her body was already prepared. He moved with urgency, driven by a mix of lust and the thrill of this new dynamic between them. His thrusts were eager, his breathing heavy with excitement. Melissa, though not desiring this, felt a strange detachment, her body responding mechanically while her mind was elsewhere, thinking about freedom.

Soon Markus reached his peak. His body shuddered with release and he collapsed next to her. A satisfied sigh escaped his lips. He turned to her, his face lit with the afterglow of satisfaction.

"That was great, Mel," he murmured with contentment. "I know we have a long way to go, but this was just our first day together. And I think we are slowly getting somewhere."



Markus was in a good mood after this. Not only did he just have sex, but they hadn’t needed any artificial lubrication for it. Melissa had managed to get wet on her own. She had needed a vibrator for that but that was ok. It was a step in the right direction. This training would get her used to being aroused in his presence. Over time, she would get used to the procedure, she would get aroused more quickly, and maybe eventually, the vibrator would no longer be necessary.

He took Melissa out to get some food. They got some takeaways. Markus felt like celebrating, so he also bought snacks and some cake.

Back home they shared the meal on the couch. He was so excited that he didn’t bother to cover the couch with a towel this time. He connected his laptop to the television screen, and they watched a movie.

Melissa enjoyed the food. And even the movie was interesting. It felt like they were on a date or as if they were friends hanging out and having fun.

Except that she was naked, of course. And Markus’s slave. But he didn’t make her feel like that. The last few days had been full of stress and turmoil. She had almost been auctioned off, and this evening felt like she was getting a break from all that. She couldn’t be constantly stressed, and she couldn’t constantly resent Markus for keeping her enslaved. She needed the feeling of fun and of normalcy, and she found those here.

The evening felt good. When Markus brought out the cake, and when she started eating it, she even smiled for the first time in a while. And she laughed when something funny happened in the movie.

After eating the cake, she sat cross-legged with one leg up on the sofa next to Markus. She leaned back, and he put her arm around her. It felt like they were dating again.

Later that evening they both laid down on the couch and watched another movie while he spooned her.

When the movies were over, it was already late. Melissa was grateful that Markus had organized this pleasant evening for her and they prepared to go to bed.



That night, as the moonlight filtered through the thin curtains, Melissa lay in bed, her heart heavy with hope that Markus would forgo the chains. But her optimism was quickly doused when she saw him reach for the restraints.

"Markus, no," she protested, sitting up slightly, "I did everything you asked today. I should not be put in chains for the night because of that."

Markus paused, his hand hovering over the cuffs, his expression conflicted. He looked at her, really looked, his eyes searching hers for sincerity. "Today was a good start, Mel, but you showed quite a bit of attitude when you were cleaning the house. You did the chores, and I appreciate that, but I want to see that you're on board with your life here. Instead, you clearly showed that you had a bad attitude. You argued when I asked you to kneel with the pensioners and complained about having to be with me. All of that shows me that you haven't found your role yet."

He held out the cuffs, his voice softening but still firm with determination. "I don't blame you. I can see that you're trying, and I'm sure that eventually we'll get somewhere. But you should try to improve your attitude."

Melissa hesitated, her eyes darting from the cuffs to Markus's face, seeing the struggle there - the desire for connection battling with his need for control. The silence stretched between them, filled with the weight of their situation. Finally, with a resigned sigh that spoke volumes of her defeat, she extended her wrists towards him, her fingers trembling.

Melissa watched with dismay as Markus closed the handcuffs and heard the metallic clicks of the ratchet mechanism as the bows tightened around her wrists. He then threaded the central chain through the headboard, pulling her down to lie on the bed, and secured the leg irons to the bars with minimal slack.

Once she was chained, Markus settled in beside her, his body close, but his mind clearly wrestling with his desires. After a moment, he shed his pajamas, his intentions clear, but there was a hesitation in his movements, a moment where he seemed to consider the implications.

"Markus, please take these off," Melissa pleaded, her voice a mix of desperation and weariness, tugging at the cuffs.

He paused, his eyes meeting hers, a flicker of guilt passing through them. "It won't take long," he said.

She had come to accept she’d be having sex with Markus, but she dreaded the chains. She didn't want to be shackled during sex, as it made her feel his control over her. However, by recalling her earlier experience with the vibrator, she managed to become aroused and wet to prepare herself for the intercourse that was about to happen.

He positioned himself over her. Her chains clinked softly with her slight movements. His hands lingered, not just in desire but with a sort of apology in his touch. As he entered her, his movements were initially slow, as if he was trying to gauge her reaction, to see if there was any sign of resistance or there would be pleasure.

Markus moved with urgency. His breathing was heavy against her ear, and soon, he reached his climax, his body shuddering above her.

Afterward, he kissed her gently on the lips, his voice a whisper in the quiet room. "I love you, Mel," he said, but there was a question in his tone, as if seeking a response, a sign that what he felt was shared or at least tolerated.

The reality of her situation settled in as she felt his semen start to leak out of her. "Markus, it's leaking," she complained, the chains restricting her from even addressing the discomfort.

Without getting up, Markus reached over to the nightstand, pulling out a cleaning wipe. "Here you go," he said. His voice was low and his touch gentle as he wiped her down.

Melissa lay there, the cold chain against her skin, the memory of the act on her body, and Markus's words echoing in her mind. She stared at the ceiling, her mind racing with thoughts of escape, of freedom, knowing each day was just another step in a long, uncertain journey.


33. Arbek’s Return

The following morning, the sun rose over Ngalawa Bay, marking the day Arbek was due to return on the next flight from England. After a night of restless anticipation, the sun streamed through the window, casting harsh light across the room. Melissa stirred, the metal cuffs clinking softly as she shifted on the bed. Her first thought was the pressing need to relieve herself, but her second was the absence of Markus beside her.

"Markus?" she called out, her voice tinged with urgency. No response came, only the distant, rhythmic sound of the ocean outside. Worry crept in as she wondered why Markus had left her chained, her need to pee sharpening her unease.

Her need to pee sharpened as the minutes passed. She called out, louder this time, “Markus? Are you there?” The door creaked, footsteps neared, and she let out a breath—tense until his voice answered.

"It's me," Markus's voice came from the hallway, calm and reassuring. He appeared in the doorway, a paper bag in one hand, a bottle of orange juice in the other. His expression was soft, almost apologetic. "I wanted to let you sleep in. I've been out to get some things for breakfast."

Melissa sighed, "Please, Markus, can you unchain me? I need to use the bathroom."

"Oh, right, sorry about that," he said, setting down his purchases and moving quickly to her side. He fumbled with the keys, the cuffs unlocking with a series of clicks that echoed in the quiet room.

As soon as her hands were free, Melissa rubbed her wrists, feeling the indentations where the metal had been. She stood, her movements stiff from the night's restraint, and walked to the bathroom without another word, the urgency in her step clear.

When she returned, Markus had laid out the breakfast items on the small table. Fresh bread, an assortment of cold cuts, and a bowl of eggs greeted her. He had even placed a clean towel on her chair. He was making coffee.

"Did you sleep well?" Markus asked, his voice hopeful as he poured juice into glasses.

Melissa sat down, her gaze drifting from the food to Markus. "As well as one can when chained to a bed," she replied, her tone carrying a mix of sarcasm and resignation.

Markus looked down, a shadow crossing his face. "I'm sorry about that, Mel. I just... I'm trying to adjust, to find a balance."

She picked up a piece of bread, her appetite not as keen as it should have been after a night in restraints. "Balance? Markus, how long are you going to keep this up? You can't expect me to just accept this as my new life."

He met her eyes, his own filled with a conflict he couldn't hide. "I know, and I'm sorry. I bought these things because I wanted to do something nice for you. I thought maybe if we could have some normal moments..."

"Normal?" Melissa cut in, her voice rising slightly. "Is this what normal looks like to you? Me, chained at night, naked all day?"

Markus reached across the table, his hand hovering near hers before he pulled it back, respecting her space. "I'm trying, Mel. I want us to have a chance. I know the situation is not ideal right now."

She looked at him, the complexity of her emotions showing in her eyes. "Not ideal!? I'm grateful for this nice breakfast, but you have to start treating me like a human again."

He nodded, his breakfast now seeming less appealing. "I understand. I'll... I'll think about what you said. But for now, let's just try to have a good morning, okay?"

Melissa sighed, taking a bite of bread, the act feeling mundane yet significant. "Okay, Markus. But think hard about what I said. Please. You have to loosen your grip on me."

They ate in a silence that was neither comfortable nor entirely tense, each lost in their thoughts, the sound of chewing and the distant waves filling the space between them.



Suddenly they heard hard, insistent knocks on the door. Markus sighed at the interruption of this intimate moment. He got up from the bed and went to the entrance.

“Who’s there?” he asked.

“It’s me! Arbek! Open up!” The answer came.

With a bad feeling, Markus opened the door, “Hey Arbek, what’s up?”



Arbek pushed through the door into Markus’s hut, his jaw tight with anger. Zahara followed, her steps steady behind him, her gaze flicking over the room as they entered. She had been with him on the flight from England, her calm demeanor had been a strong contrast to his urgency during the tense hours on the trip. Now, as they crossed the threshold together, her eyes quickly assessed the room. She saw Markus’s startled expression and Melissa’s desperate hope. "Where's Melissa?" Arbek demanded.

Markus was taken aback. He stepped back but quickly regained his composure. "Arbek, let's talk about this calmly—"

"Calmly?" Arbek cut in, his voice rising. "You've enslaved her, Markus!"

Melissa stepped out from the back. Her face was tense. She nodded quickly, “Yes, Arbek, please.”

Markus’s tone sharpened, “She’s mine now, legally. I paid for her. You don’t get a say.”

Arbek’s hands tensed at his sides, “Maybe not legally, but it’s wrong.”

Markus, now defensive, responded, "You left her to be repossessed. I stepped in when you failed her."

Arbek winced at the truth in Markus's words but didn't back down. "I made a mistake, but it doesn't justify what you've done. Melissa, do you want to leave with me?"

Melissa nodded fervently, "Yes, please, Arbek."

Markus's voice hardened, "She's legally mine now, Arbek. I paid for her. You have no say here."

Arbek clenched his fists, "Legally here, maybe. But this isn't right. Let's work this out. You can't keep her like this."

Markus paused, considering. "What do you suggest? I'm not just going to let her go after everything."

Arbek, trying to negotiate, said, "Give her some freedom. Let her decide if she wants to stay with you, without the collar, without the chains."

He paused as the reality of his situation sank in. His voice was soft with concern, "But if she decides to go back, what happens to me? I could get into trouble for everything that’s happened here."

Arbek's gaze lingered on the subtle marks on Melissa's wrists from where cuffs had once been, remnants of Markus's control. Seeing Markus's genuine worry, he calmed down. His tone became more measured.

"That's between you and the authorities back home, Markus. Letting her go is the right thing to do. You should do it. If there are crimes to answer for, you'll have to deal with them, but that's on you, not her."

Markus looked conflicted, his grip on control loosening. He stepped closer to Melissa, his hand reaching out to gently hold her arm, a gesture that was both possessive and protective.

"I... I didn't think it would come to this."

Arbek held his gaze, firm but empathetic. "It's time to make amends for that, Markus. Let Melissa go. It's the only way to start setting things right."

Zahara, who had been observing, interjected with a calm voice, "Arbek, think about this. If you try to take her, Markus could call the police. It's illegal here to help a slave escape."

Arbek looked at Zahara, then back at Markus, his resolve still firm. He glanced at Melissa, noting how the light from the window seemed to dance on her exposed skin.

"I'll take that risk. But Markus, think about what you're doing. This isn't love; it's imprisonment."

Markus, now feeling cornered, raised his voice, "Don't lecture me about love, Arbek. You were the one who got her into this mess in the first place. It was you who enslaved her! Without me, she’d be auctioned off and lost forever. She stays with me!"

Arbek's face flushed with anger, but he tried one last time for diplomacy. "I'll go to the embassy. They will help us!"

Zahara, seeing the tension escalate, added, "The embassy can't change local laws, Arbek. That’s not how they work. It's a waste of time."

Arbek shook his head, "There are international laws, universal human rights."

Zahara countered, "Not here. This is not England. Grabesh hasn’t signed up to any of those treaties."

Arbek shook his head, his brow furrowing in stubborn defiance. "There are international laws, universal human rights," he insisted, his voice rising with a fervor that betrayed his ignorance. He’d never paid much attention to politics—back in England, he’d barely skimmed the news, let alone studied a place like Grabesh. To him, the world was supposed to work like the stories he’d grown up with: good guys win, bad guys lose, and someone, somewhere, always steps in to make things right. "The embassy—they’ve got to help," he pressed. "Justice has to mean something, doesn’t it? They can’t just let this happen!"

Zahara’s eyes narrowed, her calm unshaken by his outburst. "Not here. This isn’t England, Arbek. Grabesh doesn’t play by those rules—it never has. They don’t care about Human Rights."

Markus, feeling the situation slipping, pulled out his phone, his hand hovering over it, "Arbek, you really want to go down this path? I'll call the police. They'll arrest you for trying to steal my slave."

Arbek's eyes flicked to Markus's phone, then back to Melissa. "Is that what you want, Markus? To live with the knowledge you're keeping her against her will?"

Markus hesitated, his face a storm of emotions. "I... I just want her to be with me."

Arbek stepped forward, his voice soft but firm. "Then let her choose, Markus. Without coercion, without chains. If she chooses to stay, so be it. But if not, you have to let her go."

Markus looked from Arbek to Melissa, his grip on the phone loosening. Before he could respond, Arbek took Melissa's arm. "Come with me, Melissa."

Markus's anger flared, "You can't do this!" But his words were more a shout of frustration than a command.

Zahara, sensing the shift, warned quietly, "This isn't going to end well, Arbek."

Ignoring her, Arbek led Melissa towards the door. His eyes locked on Markus, daring him to act. "I'm taking her out of here, Markus. If you want to call the police, do it. But you're not the good guy here."

As they stepped out, Melissa felt the warm air on her skin, a sensation of freedom. Markus stood there, phone in hand, caught between what he’d done and what might come next. The door shut behind Arbek and Melissa, leaving him and Zahara in the quiet hut.



Markus was overwhelmed and upset by what had just happened. He needed to collect himself, calm down, and think about what to do next.

Zahara had stayed behind. She looked over at him thoughtfully, then walked over, sat next to him, and asked, "Hey, are you okay?"

"No," Markus admitted, his voice a mix of confusion and desperation. "What am I supposed to do now? I never wanted this to end like this."

Zahara watched him, her eyes calculating beneath a veneer of sympathy. "Markus, you need to understand, the embassy can't do anything to you here. You've legally purchased Melissa. She's yours."

He looked up, searching her eyes for guidance. "But I didn't want to own her like this. I thought... I thought I could save her."

"You did save her," Zahara said, her tone soothing. "Without you, she might be in a brothel somewhere, being worked from dusk till dawn."

"Yeah, but then I couldn't let go of her. I wanted her for myself. Now I've lost her forever."

Zahara shook her head, her expression softening. "You're letting your emotions cloud your judgment. With that collar around her neck, it's clear to everyone she's your property. It's not just a piece of metal; it's a legal document here. Arbek can't just take her from you. It's not as simple as he thinks. There's still a lot you can do."

Markus ran a hand through his hair, frustration clear. "So, what? I just keep her against her will?"

"No, no," Zahara said quickly, her voice gentle. "I'm not saying that. What I'm suggesting is you maintain control. If you want to free her, let it be on your terms, not forced by others like Arbek."

"But how can I do that?" Markus asked, his brow furrowed in confusion.

"By securing your rights," Zahara explained. "How can Arbek even get her out of the country with that collar on? No one will help him remove it. They know the law. They know it’s illegal to do so."

Markus's eyes widened with a mix of hope and conflict. "So, what should I do now?"

"Call the police," Zahara advised, placing a comforting hand on his shoulder. "Facilitating the escape of a slave is a felony here. The law is on your side. They'll help you bring her back. This way, you can decide what happens next, whether that's freedom or something else, on your terms."

Markus stood up, pacing the small space of the hut, his mind racing. "I don't know, Zahara. This feels wrong."

Zahara's voice took on a soothing, almost hypnotic tone. "You need to think about protecting yourself, your future. You have to be the one who gives her her freedom. If you let Arbek take her from you, it's you who looks bad, and he looks like the hero who saved her. Think about it. He's the one who got her into this slavery mess, and he'll come out as the hero. You saved her, and you'll be seen as the villain. You could even face legal repercussions back home. You acted to save her, but now, you need to act to save yourself."

"I just wanted her to be with me, not to... not to own her," Markus said, his voice trailing off.

"I understand," Zahara replied, her tone empathetic. "We all want to be loved, Markus. There's nothing wrong with that. And you've done something wonderful by rescuing her from being auctioned off. She is better off now because of you. Don't let anyone tell you otherwise. Melissa would be in big trouble without you."

"Thanks, Zahara, for understanding," Markus said.

"It might feel wrong to you to call the police right now," Zahara conceded, standing to meet his gaze, "but doing nothing will work against you. It’s a hard decision, I know. But you have to make it. Make sure you are in control of the situation. Call the police, secure her return. Then, if you decide freedom is what you want for her, you can do it on your terms. You can make sure it happens in a way that doesn’t destroy you at home."

"Thanks, Zahara," Markus said, his voice heavy with the weight of his decision. "I need to think about this."

"Take your time, Markus," she said, her smile not quite reaching her eyes. "But remember, the longer you wait, the more complicated this gets. Time is not on your side here."

Markus nodded, Zahara’s words gnawing at his indecision, her calm insistence slicing through the fog of his doubt. The silence pressed in, thick and suffocating, until her unwavering gaze and the echoes of ‘Make sure you are in control of the situation’ and ‘Secure her return’ snapped something loose inside him.

He snatched his phone from the table and dialed the police with unsteady fingers. “This is Markus Wagner,” he said, his voice low, hardening with resolve. “My slave, Melissa Maurer, was just stolen from my hut by a man named Arbek. He took her minutes ago—I want her back. Please find her.” He talked to the police and gave them details. Zahara watched him with faint nods of approval that encouraged him as he reported the events to the police.

After the call, Markus stood in the hut. He put the phone down with an unsteady hand. Zahara’s steady eyes followed him. Markus felt a pinch of guilt in his chest. The room felt close, and a twinge of guilt tightened his chest. He’d just called the police—on Arbek, on Melissa, the woman he’d risked everything to save. What have I done? He thought, his fingers curling into his palm as if to crush the doubt. This wasn’t the plan—her in chains, him summoning the law to drag her back. He’d wanted her trust, her love, not this cold, legal tug-of-war.

But then his mind flashed to moments ago, Arbek bursting in, his voice raw with accusation, pulling Melissa from his arms as if she’d never belonged there. She’d gone with him—willingly, her eyes pleading for freedom, not for him. After all he’d done—pouring his savings into her rescue, shielding her from a fate in some brothel—she’d still chosen to run. Zahara’s voice slithered through his thoughts: You have to maintain control, or you lose everything. He saw the pensioners’ weathered faces, their warnings ringing clear—masters who faltered lost more than their slaves; they lost their own lives as they’d known them. Horst’s words lingered: What happens in Grabesh doesn’t stay in Grabesh. If he let her go now, let Arbek snatch her away, what would he be left with? He’d be seen as a fool at best and back home likely a criminal.

Then, the guilt gave way to a rising swell of resolve. She’d forced this, hadn’t she? He hadn’t sought this fight, this harsh reclaiming, but her flight left him no choice. The law was on his side—Grabesh recognized her as his, collar and all, and he’d use it. His jaw tightened, the doubt smoldering into ash as a cold certainty took root: he wasn’t the villain; he was the one who’d acted when Arbek hadn’t. His shoulders squared, his hand steadying as he glanced at Zahara, her nod a quiet affirmation. He’d bring her back—not out of spite, but because it was the only way to hold what was his, to protect their future, however tangled it had become.



Arbek and Melissa burst through the door of the hut, the familiar scents of home now tinged with urgency. Arbek's room was just down the hall, but safety felt fleeting. Melissa's breath came in quick gasps, her eyes wide with both relief and fear, the steel collar securely locked to her neck.

Tariq heard the commotion. He emerged from the living area, with Amina close behind, visibly concerned. Arbek explained to them what had happened.

"You've really stirred the pot, Arbek," Tariq said, his voice low but sharp. "Markus isn't going to let this go."

Amina moved to Melissa, her touch gentle as she offered her a cloth to cover herself. "Melissa, are you okay? We need to think of a plan, and fast."

Melissa grasped the cloth, her hands trembling. "I'm just glad to be out of there, but what now? This collar..." She touched the steel around her neck, her voice trailing off with despair.

Arbek paced, his mind racing. "We need to get that off her. Now."

Tariq shook his head, his expression one of reluctant wisdom. "Cutting it off is too risky. It's steel, and it's too close to her neck. We don't have the tools, and even if we did, we could hurt her. We'd need a professional, but no blacksmith would do it. It's a felony to help a slave escape here."

Amina looked between them, her eyes reflecting the complexity of their situation. "And we can't go to jail for this. We like you, Melissa, but we have our limits."

Arbek was frustrated, "So, what do we do? Just wait for Markus to call the police on us?"

"We can't stay here," Tariq decided, his tone serious. "If Markus comes, we need to be gone. But where do we go? There's no resistance to slavery here that I know of."

Amina added, "We could try to cover her up, make her less noticeable, but that collar... it's just too obvious."

Arbek sighed, his shoulders slumping. "Maybe we should just run. Head to the coast, find a boat or something."

Tariq considered this, then shook his head. "That's a death sentence. We don't know these waters, and without local help, it's madness. Plus, with that collar, any local who sees her will know what's going on."

Melissa's voice was quiet but firm. "I can't live like this, Arbek. We have to do something."

Arbek looked at her, his resolve hardening. "Maybe... maybe we can get to the embassy. They have to do something. They can't let this continue."

Tariq interjected, "The embassy might listen, but they have to operate within Grabesian laws. They can't force Markus to release you."

Amina, trying to offer some hope, said, "We can at least get them to document this, right? For when we're back in England?"

The room fell silent, each of them grappling with the reality of their situation. Then Arbek spoke, his voice heavy, "What about a blacksmith? Bribing one to get the collar off?"

Tariq's eyes met Arbek's, considering the idea. "It's dangerous, but it might be our only real option. However, we don't have much money right now."

"We'll have to find a way," Arbek said, his voice determined but tinged with uncertainty. "I'll get the money somehow, I just don't know how yet."

Amina added, "While you're trying to get the money for the blacksmith, you should also take Melissa to the embassy. We need them to document her enslavement. If Markus doesn't want trouble back home, this might pressure him."

Arbek nodded, then turned to Tariq. "Has her passport arrived yet? Remember, when she was freed from the Health Office, we applied for her stuff to be returned from the airport."

Tariq shook his head. "No, her stuff hasn't arrived yet."

Arbek considered this, then said, "We should still go to the embassy. Even without her passport, they can document this. Her collar identifies her, and we can take her picture for identification. Plus, she's chipped, and the medical database has her as Melissa Maurer."

Tariq agreed, "Right. It's worth a shot. Even if we can't get the collar off immediately, having the embassy's documentation could give us leverage against Markus. Back in England, this could prove he’s keeping her against her will—enough to get him arrested when he goes back."



The sun was high, casting harsh shadows across the bus stop where Arbek and Melissa waited, their hope dwindling with each passing moment. Melissa knelt beside Arbek, her skin prickled in the warm breeze. They were both tense, their eyes scanning for the bus that would take them to the embassy, their only glimmer of hope in this oppressive land.

Two police officers approached, their uniforms crisp in the sunlight, badges glinting. With years of experience under their belt, they keenly spotted the only white slave at the only bus stop of Ngalawa Bay. And, just as described, she was accompanied by a young Grabesian man. One of the officers, a stern-looking man with a mustache, spoke first, "Your name, sir?"

Arbek, trying to keep his voice steady, responded, "Kofi Abena."

The second officer, younger and more observant, didn't bother with Arbek's lie. He knelt beside Melissa to read the inscription on her collar. "Melissa Maurer, property of Markus Wagner," he announced, his voice devoid of emotion, while also noticing the yellow ear tag that had been in her description.

The older officer nodded, his expression hardening. "This is the slave we're looking for. You're under arrest for stealing a slave."

Arbek's heart sank, his plan unraveling before him. "Officer, this is a misunderstanding—"

"No misunderstanding," the younger officer interrupted, pulling out handcuffs. "You're coming with us."

Melissa's eyes met Arbek's, a silent apology passing between them. The officers cuffed Arbek. They were separated; Arbek was led away to the police station for processing, his eyes lingering on Melissa until they were out of sight. Melissa’s hands were bound behind her with a zip tie.



At Markus's hut, the officers knocked on the door, waiting patiently. Markus opened the door, his face a mix of surprise and hope.

"Mr. Wagner, we've recovered your slave," the mustached officer informed him, stepping aside to reveal Melissa kneeling behind him, naked, her hands bound and leashed by a rope knotted to her collar.

Markus stood before the police officers with their crisp uniforms. He glanced at Melissa kneeling beside the other officer. Her escape attempt was a sharp contrast to the submissive attitude the locals expected of slaves. Here, control is everything, he thought, recalling Horst and Werner’s warnings about maintaining order and the pensioners’ stories of masters who lost everything by being undisciplined. The weight of that expectation settled on him, pushing aside his guilt with a cold certainty that he had to act decisively or risk losing not just Melissa but his own standing in this foreign land.

"Melissa!" Markus exclaimed, his voice breaking with emotion. He rushed forward, pulled her up and embraced her despite her zip tied hands, his arms wrapping around her, pulling her close. "I was afraid I'd lose you forever."

Melissa stood rigid in his embrace with her hands held behind her by the zip ties. Her eyes stared blankly over Markus's shoulder, her mind elsewhere, planning, hoping.



Markus watched as the officers filled in some paperwork and asked him to sign off on it. The officer handed Melissa back to him by giving him the end of her leash. Her wrists were still zip-tied. For a moment, guilt twisted in his gut—the same guilt that had haunted him since he first bought her, the nagging voice that whispered this wasn’t what he’d intended. But as he saw her standing there, returned to him by the law, a new thought took root: She tried to escape. After all I did for her, she still ran. The memory of Zahara’s words echoed in his mind—You have to maintain control, or you lose everything. The weight of Grabesh’s norms pressed down on him, and he felt a surge of resolve. If he didn’t assert his rights now, he risked losing not just Melissa but all kinds of legal problems that the pensioners had warned him about. He steeled himself, pushing the guilt aside, convincing himself that firmness was necessary, not just for him but for the sake of their future together. It was his duty to act decisively.



"Thank you, officers," Markus said. "I'll handle it from here."

The officers nodded and left, satisfied that they had done their duty. Markus led Melissa inside and closed the door behind them.



Markus led Melissa inside. He closed the door with a trembling hand. His chest tightened as he glanced at her—her blank stare, the red marks on her wrists. He’d gotten her back, but at what cost? The victory felt hollow, a weight pressing harder than her silence.

Melissa looked at Markus. Her return by the police on a leash and with zip-tied wrists had made her uncomfortably aware how much power Markus had over her. How real his power was as her legal owner.

“I was so worried,” he began, his voice soft, almost trembling with relief. But as she pulled away, her eyes flashing with defiance, he felt a sting of anger. “Why would you run, Mel?” he asked, his tone shifting to frustration. “After everything I did for you?”

Melissa’s voice was cold. “You think keeping me chained and naked is doing me a favor?”

For a moment, Markus’s face crumpled, guilt washing over him. She’s right, he thought, his stomach churning. But then he remembered Zahara’s words, the pensioners’ stories, the law’s approval of his ownership. “No,” he said, his voice hardening, “I saved you from being auctioned off. You promised to try with me, and now you’ve broken that promise.” He stepped closer, his resolve firming. “You can’t run again, Mel. I need your word on that.”

"Markus, please," she murmured, her voice strained from the tension of the ties, "can you take these off?"

Markus nodded, grabbed a pair of scissors and reached behind her to fumble with the zip ties. There was a moment of struggle before the plastic finally gave way, but then it snapped open under his touch.

Markus gave her another hug. She hadn’t been away for long, but he had missed her so much. The thought he may have lost her forever had been a sting in his heart. He held her tightly. His heart raced with relief, but as he felt her collar under his fingers, cold clarity washed over him. His hands tightened briefly, then relaxed, a flicker of guilt crossing his face before it hardened into something else—determination. He stepped back, his jaw set, his eyes narrowing as he noticed the faint defiance in her gaze. She tried to leave me, he thought.

Her betrayal steeled him. He pushed his guilt aside. He decided then and there that he couldn’t let her challenge his authority again.

Melissa rubbed her wrists. She felt the deep indentations where the zip ties had bitten into her skin. She avoided Markus's gaze. Her mind raced with the implications of her situation. Her mind was a whirlwind, processing the reality that her attempt to break free had failed. She had taken her best chance at escape, and yet, here she was, returned to Markus by the authorities, right back to where she started.

"Melissa, you promised," Markus began, his voice soft but with an underlying firmness. "When I saved you from being auctioned off, you agreed to be my slave. That was the condition under which I bought you."

She looked at him, her eyes burning with a mix of defeat and defiance. "I didn't choose this, Markus. I was enslaved, repossessed, sold, and now... I’m being brought back to you like lost property. I don't belong to you, no matter what that collar says."

Markus sighed, the joy of her return fading into the reality of their situation. “I know I’ve messed this up somehow—I thought your promise meant we could fix it together, but I’m the one breaking us now, aren’t I?”

Melissa's heart ached for Arbek, who had been willing to risk everything for her freedom. "What will happen to him?" she asked, her voice trembling with concern.

"He'll be charged with theft, attempting to steal a slave," Markus replied, his voice dipping with a reluctant weight. "But I could have a word with the police. I might be able to make things easier for him."

His words felt like a negotiation for her compliance, a carrot dangled before her. Melissa turned away, her gaze fixed on the door through which she had hoped to escape. "In exchange for what?"

Markus moved closer, his hand gently touching her shoulder. "For your promise not to run away again. That you will try to make this work with me."

Melissa stepped out of his reach, her body language speaking volumes of her rejection. "I can promise not to try to run again, Markus. But love... that's not something I can control or promise."

Markus's face fell, the power he felt moments ago now a heavy burden. He knew he couldn't force love. "I'll give you some space," he said, his voice low. "But remember, Mel, I'm not your enemy. I'm trying to make the best of this."

As Markus left the room to give her the space she needed, Melissa sank onto the bed. Her fingers traced her collar, her silent jailer made of steel. She was back where she started, but now Arbek was in a jail cell because of her. The room felt smaller, the air heavier, her freedom further away than ever.

Her mind wandered through her options, each less appealing than the last. She thought of the embassy, now out of reach with Arbek's arrest. She considered Markus's words, the life he promised, but it was a life in a cage. She needed to think, to plan, but her thoughts were muddled by the fear of what might happen to Arbek, and the fear of what Markus might do next.

After some time, Markus returned, his demeanor changed, more composed, perhaps trying to mend the rift between them. "I'll talk to the police about Arbek," he said. "But I want his word that he will respect my rights to you. I’ll look into this tomorrow."

Melissa looked up, a flicker of relief passing through her eyes, quickly masked by her ongoing distress. "And what about me? Am I to be your prisoner forever?"

"No," Markus replied, sitting beside her but maintaining a respectful distance. "I want you to choose to be here with me. But until you're ready to do that willingly, we need to find some middle ground."

She eyed him skeptically, her trust in him eroded by everything that had happened. "Middle ground? With this on?" She touched her collar, the symbol of her enslavement.

Markus nodded, his expression one of conflict. "Yes, with that on, for now. But we can work on other aspects of our life together. Maybe... maybe we can live more like equals here. I'll listen to you, Mel. I want to understand what you need."



The late afternoon sun hung low over Ngalawa Bay, casting a golden shimmer across the pool’s surface, transforming it into a mirror of light that danced with each gentle ripple. Palm trees swayed lazily in the warm breeze. Melissa sat on the pool’s edge, her bare legs dangling in the cool water, her naked skin catching the last rays of daylight. The steel collar around her neck glinted faintly, a cold, unyielding reminder of her captivity, its weight pressing against her flesh with every breath. Her shoulders slumped, her eyes fixed on the small waves her toes made, each ripple a fleeting distraction from the despair that clung to her like the damp sand beneath her feet.

The failed escape attempt with Arbek weighed heavily on her mind, a bitter taste of hope snatched away by the iron grip of Grabesh’s laws. She had felt the thrill of possibility, the fleeting belief that freedom was within reach as they had fled Markus’s hut. But now she was back here, returned to Markus like lost property, and her wrists still bore the faint red marks from the zip ties that had bound her hands behind her back. The humiliation of it all burned in her chest, a fire she couldn’t extinguish.

Nearby, the laughter of Kaya and Liana echoed from the beach volleyball court, a sound so light and carefree it felt like a mockery of her predicament. But their game ended abruptly as they noticed her solitude, their eyes meeting in a silent exchange of concern. With a shared nod, they abandoned the volleyball, its bright orange surface forgotten in the sand, and approached her, their bare feet padding softly against the warm ground.

“Hey, Melissa,” Kaya said, her voice warm but tinged with worry as she knelt beside her, the water lapping at the edge of the pool just inches from where they sat. Her dark eyes searched Melissa’s face, reading the sadness etched there. “You look like you’ve lost your best friend. What’s wrong?”

Melissa glanced up, her water-blue eyes clouded with grief, her voice heavy with the weight of her failure. “It’s... uhm… just... Arbek tried to help me escape this morning. We almost made it, but the police caught us. Now he’s in jail, and I’m back here, chained to Markus again. There’s no way out now.” Her words faltered, a sob catching in her throat as she looked back at the water, her fingers digging into the pool’s edge.

Liana settled on Melissa’s other side. Her lean frame folded gracefully onto the sand, her expression a mix of curiosity and empathy. “We heard something from Horst and Werner,” she said gently. “They said there was a big fuss, that Arbek took you from Markus’s place. That must’ve been scary.”

Melissa nodded, her blonde hair falling over her shoulders, the ends brushing against her collar as she moved. “It was,” she admitted. “For a moment, I thought I’d be free. But now... now I’m right back where I started. Worse, even. Arbek’s locked up because of me, and I feel so guilty. I should’ve known it wouldn’t work.” Her gaze dropped to her hands, her fingers traced the faint red lines left by the zip ties.

Kaya shifted closer, her voice warm but pragmatic. “Don’t beat yourself up, Melissa. That escape? It was brave, but it’s never going to work. Masters always get what they want in the end. With Markus, the best thing you can do is give him what he wants willingly, with a smile. It gets you into his good graces. If you’re confrontational, he’ll punish you, and he’ll still take what he wants anyway.”

Melissa looked at Kaya, skepticism narrowing her eyes, her voice tinged with hopelessness. “You really think that’s all I can do? Just smile and obey? I can’t stand being subordinate to him, Kaya. I miss being free, making my own choices. This isn’t me—it’s like I’ve lost everything.”

Liana nodded, her dark eyes reflecting a lifetime of submission, her voice soft but firm. “It’s not about what you want, Melissa. It’s about what keeps you safe. When Werner or Horst want something, we give it to them with a smile. If we were to make a fuss, it would be worse. They’ll get it anyway, and we’ll be the ones hurting. Maybe you can find ways to make Markus happy, like being quick to do his chores or agreeing when he asks for... you know, other things.”

Kaya smiled reassuringly, “Exactly. That thing with the vibrator, it sounds awful to you because you’re new, but masters like to see us enjoy it, or at least pretend we do. It makes them feel good about themselves. Don’t fight it too much—it’s not about you, it’s about him. The chains at night? That’s just him making sure you stay put. Some masters do that, but if you show you’re no trouble, he might ease up. I used to be chained a lot when I was with other masters, but now our masters trust us because we never push back.”

Melissa sighed, her voice heavy with the weight of her lost liberty, a concept foreign to her companions. “I can’t just accept this. I was free once, Kaya, Liana. I miss that so much. This feels like I’m nothing but his property now.”

Liana paused, her fingers brushing the sand as she considered Melissa’s words, her expression a mix of confusion and pity. “We don’t know what that’s like, Melissa, being free. This is all we’ve ever known. But fighting it? That’s hopeless. If slaves could escape, there wouldn’t be an entire slave population here. Masters always win. They have the power, the law, everything. Your best bet is to make Markus think you’re happy with him. Smile, obey, and you might get some peace.”

Kaya nodded, “Yeah, you’re not just his slave when you’re with us. You’re our friend, and we want you safe. But freedom? That’s not something you can have here. Stick close to Markus, show him you know your place, and maybe he’ll treat you better. It’s the only way.”

Melissa looked at them, a flicker of gratitude mixed with frustration in her eyes, her voice softening but insistent. “I appreciate that, really. Your advice—it helps for now, as a survival tactic. But in the long run, I want my freedom back. I can’t live like this forever. Isn’t there any way, any hope at all, that I could escape this?”

Liana’s tone turned serious, her eyes locking with Melissa’s, a warning born of resignation. “No, Melissa. There isn’t. We’ve heard stories, rumors of slaves who tried to run. They’re always caught. And then the screws are tightened on them. If there was a way out, don’t you think we’d all use it to free ourselves? But there is none. Masters always get what they want. They show us their power by making us wear collars, keeping us naked and having us kneel before them. Do you need any more proof that they can do with us as they please? We’re better off giving it to them with a smile than fighting and getting hurt for nothing.”

Kaya’s voice was firm, her words a final blow to Melissa’s hope. “It’s not hopeless for surviving, Melissa. But escaping? That’s a dream. Like Liana said, free people are powerful. They can whip us and chain us any time they wish. It is best to do as they say. Don’t challenge them, Melissa. Focus on making Markus happy—smile, agree, do what he asks. Over time, he might give you more, like less chaining or better tasks. But freedom? That’s not in the cards here. You’re collared, naked and owned. Accept it, and you’ll suffer less.”

Melissa managed a small, bitter smile, the spark of defiance still alive in her eyes, her voice a whisper of unresolved determination. “I’ll take your advice for now, to get by. But I can’t give up on being free. I have to believe there’s a way, even if you don’t.”



In the evening, Markus called Melissa to him. "Mel, we need to continue with the training from yesterday. It’s important for us, for you to learn to relax around me, to trust me."

Melissa sighed, but her protest was a faint echo of yesterday’s defiance. It was now dulled by the weight of her failed escape. "Markus, do we really have to do this again? It’s... invasive."

"It’s about trust, Mel," Markus said, his tone softening into persuasion, though his eyes held a new certainty. "If you want me to trust you, you need to trust me—to let me in, to feel close to me. This is how we get there."

Her gaze darted to the door, the window—anywhere but him. The sting of Arbek’s arrest and her return, being bound and leashed by the police, pressed against her chest like a stone. She followed him into the bedroom.

Markus placed a towel on the bed, an almost familiar ritual now that she would comply with in acknowledgement of his triumph over her escape attempt today. "Kneel here," he instructed, his voice steady, expectant.

He retrieved the vibrator and lube from the nightstand and handed them to her with a nod that carried more authority than the night before. Melissa took them, her fingers trembling not from exhaustion but from the crushing realization that her best shot at freedom had failed. She applied the lube, her movements mechanical, handing the bottle back to Markus with a glance that pleaded for reprieve, met only by his resolute stare.

"Mel, please," Markus urged, his voice softer but insistent.

With a sigh heavy with defeat, she switched on the vibrator. She knelt, legs spread on the towel, and pressed it to herself. Her body reacted despite her reluctance, primed from yesterday’s iteration of this exercise.

Markus watched, his gaze intense, a quiet boldness in his posture. "Look at me, Mel," he said, his voice low but commanding. "I want us to share this—look at me."

Her breath hitched, the demand piercing through her haze of resignation. She lifted her eyes to his, locking gazes, and the connection was immediate, visceral. The vibrations pulsed, igniting warmth in her core, but the eye contact turned it into something more—an invasion, a connection at a deeper, a primal, level. Her mind pushed against this forced closeness. He wasn’t just taking her physically—it felt like he was reaching deeper, prying into a part of her she’d kept hidden.

Her breathing deepened, her chest tightening as the pleasure built, unwanted yet relentless. She couldn’t look away—his eyes held hers, drawing her into a shared intimacy that felt like chains tightening around her spirit. Her thighs quivered, her body teetering on the edge, and as the orgasm crested, it crashed through her with a force that stole her breath. Her gasp was silent, her eyes wide with the raw vulnerability of it, locked with his. The pleasure was sharp, undeniable, but laced with the bitter taste of defeat—her most private moment, hijacked by his will.

"That was beautiful, Mel," Markus whispered as he leaned in, kissing her softly.

He took the vibrator from her shaking hand, setting it aside. "Now, kneel up with your legs spread," he instructed, his tone calm but edged with new confidence.

Melissa sighed. She complied, kneeling up, legs parted, her eyes averted as the humiliation settled deeper. Markus sat on the bed’s edge, his fingers sliding between her legs with a boldness absent the previous night. The police had returned her to him, bound and leashed—a living testament to his ownership—and it emboldened him now. He didn’t rush this time; his fingers lingered, exploring her vagina with a deliberate slowness, tracing the slick, soft undulating folds of her vaginal walls, the subtle, nuanced resistance against his fingers from the delicate corrugations in her warm vagina. He savored the texture, the warmth, imagining how those same contours would feel against his penis, the lust building in him as he claimed this intimate space as his right.

He withdrew his fingers from her vagina and kissed her on the mouth.

"You’re wet," he murmured, satisfaction curling his lips, his fingers withdrawing only after he’d indulged fully in the sensation. "You did well, Mel. You can relax now."

Melissa sank back onto her heels, her body still tingling, her mind a tumult of defeat and violation. After all that had happened today, here she was again—forced to bare her soul through forced pleasure, her most private area probed at his leisure. The closeness Markus craved was an intrusion she couldn’t repel, and the weight of her failure pressed her down, heavier than the chains he’d soon fasten.



Markus felt a surge of lust, raw and unbridled, ignited by the sight of Melissa kneeling before him, her body still trembling from the vibrator’s hum. The memory of her being returned to him, bound and leashed, had been tangible proof of his ownership that erased yesterday’s doubts.

This wasn’t just desire—it was the thrill that he owned her. He owned Melissa, the woman he loved, and today’s events had proven it.

He shed his clothes with deliberate care. Melissa lay on the bed. Her skin was flushed from the earlier act. Her breath was shallow. Markus knelt beside her, his hands tracing her thighs with a slow, possessive touch, savoring the warmth of her flesh. He paused and gazed at her, his victory etched in the way he lingered—bold, unhurried, a master admiring his reclaimed prize.

Melissa’s thoughts raced over the day. Arbek’s arrest gnawed at her, a guilt tied to the freedom she’d almost had. This wasn’t just sex—it was Markus showing she was his, a captive to do with as he pleased. Her body tensed as his fingers roamed, her skin prickling under his touch, but she didn’t pull away. Resistance had failed her; all she had left was compliance.

Markus leaned in, his kisses fierce yet measured, claiming her lips, her neck, her collarbone. He positioned himself between her legs. He spread her thighs with a gentleness that belied his intent.

He pressed the tip of his penis against her vagina. With a slow, deliberate thrust, he pushed into her, sliding in easily, her slickness a testament to the arousal from the previous exercise. The sensation of entering her sent a thrill through him, his lust sharpened by the knowledge that she was his, inescapably his.

"Open your eyes, Mel," he whispered. His voice was soft but a command, a lover’s tone wrapped in ownership.

She hesitated, her lids fluttering shut against the intrusion, but his insistence pulled her back. Reluctantly, she met his gaze, and the connection pierced her—a raw, unyielding tether that sank into her core. His eyes held hers, demanding she share this moment, stripping away the last veil of her autonomy. It wasn’t just her body he took; it was her spirit, forced into an intimacy she couldn’t refuse.

For Melissa, this moment felt like defeat. The act of sex now felt like Markus’s victory over her. Despite her best efforts, she was still his property. She was his to provide him with sexual satisfaction. The ease of his entry was a bitter reminder that even her arousal was his to command, her vagina yielding to his will. Now, as Markus moved with confidence and dominance, she felt his triumph over her. In this country she was his. And she would remain his until he decided otherwise.

Markus moved with confidence, his thrusts deliberate, savoring the control he’d fought to reclaim. Her breathing quickened, her flesh responded despite her mind’s protest, a reluctant warmth brought forward by his rhythm. For him, the sex was a thrill, a feeling of sexual dominion over her reclaimed body; for her, it was a surrender. After all her efforts today, she’d been dragged back, and now the feeling of his penis moving in her vagina was proof how it had all been in vain.

Just as before, Markus made eye contact with her, amplifying the sensations until they overwhelmed her. Her climax came, her body shuddered under his watchful gaze while her mind recoiled from the closeness he craved.

The pleasure hit, unwanted, a quiet nudge of the agency she’d lost. As it eased, Markus finished, his release strong, spilling his semen into her with an inevitability that she as his captive had to accept.

They lay side by side afterward, sweat slicking their skin, in silence, hearing only their breaths. Markus’s hand rested on her hip, a possessive linger, while Melissa stared at the ceiling, her body spent. The day’s failures pressed a quiet ache into her core.



Melissa knew what was coming next. The cold inevitability of it twisted in her gut, but the sting of her failed escape and Arbek’s arrest fueled a flicker of resistance she couldn’t suppress.

"Markus, can we skip the chains tonight?" she asked, her voice small but edged with a raw plea.

Markus turned to look at her, his expression firm, unyielding. "You tried to escape, Mel. You've proven you can't be trusted. You need to earn that trust back. Behave well from now on."

His words landed like a fresh wound, cutting deeper than the metal she dreaded. Melissa’s voice cracked, "Markus, no—please, not after today." She tugged faintly at her wrists, a fleeting, desperate gesture against the invisible bonds already tightening around her, then sighed, the futility crashing over her like a wave. Her shoulders slumped, and she extended her hands towards him, the fight draining out of her as resignation took hold.

"I need to clean up first," she murmured, gesturing towards the leakage, her tone flat with defeat.

Markus nodded, his impatience clear. "Hurry then."

She returned quickly. As she lay back on the bed, Markus was ready with the shackles, holding them out with eyes that allowed no argument. The cuffs clicked tight around her wrists with a cold finality and were pulled over her head.


34. Fractured Ties

The sun rose over Ngalawa Bay the next morning. Its light cut through the palm fronds and cast uneven shadows across the sandy path to Tariq and Amina’s hut. Markus walked forward. His sandals scraped the ground with each heavy step. The air held the salty scent of the sea, but it offered little relief to the tightness in his chest. He had slept poorly. Thoughts of Melissa’s defiance and Arbek’s arrest had troubled him all night. He needed to mend things—He felt the rift with Tariq and Amina widening.

The hut stood ahead. Its mud walls showed wear but held firm. A low hum of voices drifted through the open window. Markus stopped at the door. He raised his hand to knock, hesitated, then tapped twice. The sound broke the morning stillness.

The voices inside quieted. Footsteps approached slowly. The door opened with a creak. Tariq stood there. His dark eyes narrowed. His jaw tightened beneath a shadow of stubble. He blocked the doorway with crossed arms.

“Markus,” Tariq said. His voice stayed level, offering no warmth. “What do you want?”

“I’d like to talk,” Markus replied. “I need to sort out what happened yesterday.”

Tariq showed little interest. “Sort it out? After you put Arbek in jail?” He held his ground, but Amina’s figure appeared behind him. Her presence eased the strain slightly.

“Let him in, Tariq,” she said. Her tone carried fatigue but resolve. “We can’t just stand here staring each other down.”

Tariq let out a sharp breath. He stepped aside with a reluctant nod. Markus walked in. The cool shade of the hut felt welcome after the sun’s heat. The living area looked simple. Woven mats covered the floor. A low table held scattered cups. The faint smell of old coffee hung in the air. Amina sat on a stool. She folded her arms. Her eyes watched warily, though less harshly than Tariq’s.

“I regret how this turned out,” Markus started. He kept his voice low and earnest. “I didn’t want to call the police. I mean that. But Arbek took Melissa from my hut. What could I do? Just let him take her?”

Tariq gave a bitter laugh. “You regret it? You had options, Markus. You could have talked to us, to him. Instead, you went straight to the law like some owner chasing lost property. Arbek’s our friend—yours too, once.”

Zahara shifted in her chair, her eyes flicking to Tariq with a faint edge. “Friend or not, he’s the one who started this mess,” she said, her voice smooth but pointed, cutting through the tension. “Rushing in like that—just taking her like that—it’s reckless. If it lands him in a cell, that’s on him.” Her tone stayed calm, but her fingers tapped the table once, a quiet tell of her impatience. She didn’t look at Markus, keeping her gaze on Tariq, as if daring him to push back.

Markus flinched, Tariq’s words striking a raw nerve. Like some owner. The sting twisted into something sharper as he stood there, heat rising in his chest. He’d been patient—too patient—waiting for Melissa to see reason, to choose him. A mistake, he realized now. She’d taken his patience for weakness, not kindness, and it had emboldened her to run with Arbek the moment the chance came. His jaw tightened. He’d held back too long, hoping she’d soften, and it had only made her bolder. He’d misjudged her. He’d been a fool to think patience would win her.

He forced a breath, meeting Tariq’s glare with a steadier gaze. “I know he’s your friend,” he said, his voice low but carrying a new edge. “He was mine too. But Melissa belongs to me—by law. He didn’t just take her; he broke rules here. I couldn’t stand there and watch her leave. I got scared, okay? I didn’t know what else to do.”

Amina leaned forward. Her voice stayed soft but cut deep. “You got scared, and now Arbek’s locked up. Melissa’s still a slave. An apology doesn’t undo that. We tried to support her, Markus. We didn’t want this either.”

“I see that,” Markus said. He looked her in the eye, hoping for some understanding. “I’m thankful you’ve stood by her. That’s why I came—I don’t want this to break us apart. Look, I’ll go to the police today. I’ll tell them I won’t press charges against Arbek. He can go free, no record, nothing. But I need something in return.”

Tariq raised his brows. Doubt creased his face further. “In return? You’re making deals now? What do you want?”

Markus took a steadying breath. “I want Arbek’s promise that he’ll respect my claim to Melissa. That he won’t try this again, here or in England. No trouble, no legal mess. If he agrees, I’ll straighten it out with the police. I just need to know this won’t turn into chaos later.”

Silence filled the room. Amina’s fingers gripped her arms tighter. Her lips formed a thin line. Tariq stared at Markus, looking for weakness, but found none.

“You want him to give in to you,” Tariq said at last. His voice dropped low and cold. “To agree Melissa’s yours, not our friend. That’s what this is, right?”

Markus shook his head. Frustration edged his words. “It’s not about giving in. It’s about keeping things together. I kept her from being sold off—Arbek couldn’t do that. I’m not the bad guy here. But if he keeps pushing, it won’t just hurt him. It’ll pull us all down—me, Melissa, you two. I’m trying to find a way out, not make it worse.”

Amina’s look softened a bit, though doubt clung to her. “And Melissa? You’re so focused on yourself, Markus—what does she gain? Freedom? Or just a tighter leash?”

Markus swallowed. The question struck a sore spot he couldn’t fully avoid. “I want her to pick me, Amina. Not because she must, but because she wants to. I’m working on that—giving her room, trying to improve things between us. But I can’t do it if Arbek keeps stirring things up.”

A door creaked before Amina could answer. Zahara stepped out from the hallway. Her dark hair stayed tied back. Her face remained steady but alert. She had clearly heard everything. Her entry shifted the room’s tension like a breeze through the heat.

“Morning,” she said. Her voice flowed smooth as she moved closer. Her eyes darted between Markus and the others. “Sounds like you’re trying to smooth things over, Markus. Good call.”

Tariq glanced at her. Annoyance flared in his eyes. “Good for who? Him or us?”

Zahara overlooked his sharpness. She sat on a chair at the table. Her posture relaxed, but her eyes stayed keen. “For everyone, Tariq. Markus has a point—Arbek crossed a line, legally. He took Melissa, and in Grabesh, that’s theft. Markus had every right to call the police. But he’s here, offering to drop it. That’s more than most would do.”

Amina’s eyes tightened. “He’s offering a trade, Zahara. Arbek’s freedom for his quiet—and Melissa stays trapped. You think that’s fair?”

Zahara tilted her head. She stayed calm. “I think it’s sensible. Arbek’s in a cell because he acted fast and loose. Markus could push charges, and Arbek would face a trial he’d lose. Instead, Markus offers a way out. And Melissa? She’s still here, still secure—not in some awful place or gone forever. That’s thanks to Markus, not Arbek.”

Tariq let out a short, harsh breath. He leaned against the wall. “Secure? Locked up every night? That’s not security—that’s power.”

Markus spoke up. His voice rose a touch. “I don’t lock her up because I like it, Tariq. I do it because she ran. I want to trust her again, but I need to know she won’t leave the moment I turn around. The chains, the fights—I’d rather she just… stayed. Without me having to force her.”

Zahara nodded. Her tone stayed even. “He’s not wrong. Melissa’s escape forced his hand. If he’d done nothing, he’d look soft—here and back home. He’s offering to let it go, but he needs Arbek to stop. It’s a deal. You don’t have to agree with it, but it keeps things from getting messier.”

Amina stood. Frustration sharpened her movements. “And Melissa? She’s the one hurting here, not us. You’re all focused on rights and deals, but she’s still collared, still naked, still his. How does this help her?”

Markus met her eyes. His voice eased but held steady. “I’m working on that, Amina. I told her last night—I want her to have more voice, to feel we’re on even ground somehow. It’s not perfect, but I’m trying. If Arbek’s free and leaves me alone, I can focus on her, not on fighting him.”

Tariq stepped away from the wall. His eyes stayed hard. “You’re trying to trade Arbek’s freedom for our goodwill. That’s how this feels. And you’re still keeping her captive.”

“It’s not about trading,” Markus insisted. He gripped the table’s edge. “I regret it went this far. I didn’t want Arbek in jail—I didn’t want any of this. But he took her, and I acted. I’ll fix it, but I need you to see my side. I’m not letting her go—not yet—but I don’t want to lose you two either.”

Zahara leaned forward. Her voice broke the growing strain. “Tariq, Amina, consider it. Arbek’s stuck unless Markus steps in. You want him out? This is how. Markus isn’t asking you to turn on Melissa—he’s asking Arbek to let this go. Which by law he should be doing anyway. So he isn’t giving up anything. But in exchange his charges are dropped.”

The room went quiet. The ocean hummed outside. Tariq and Amina shared a glance. Amina’s shoulders eased a bit. Her voice dropped low. “We’ll speak to Arbek when we can. If he agrees, fine. But don’t think we’re okay with this, Markus. We’re not your friends in this—we’re just... caught in the middle.”

Tariq nodded. His tone stayed short. “Get him out. That’s all we want now. After that, we’ll see.”

Markus let out a breath. Relief mixed with worry. “Thank you. I’ll go to the police this morning. I just hope we can... find a way forward.”

Zahara stood. Her smile stayed slight but sure. “You’re doing the smart thing, Markus. It’s a step.”

Markus left the hut. Tariq and Amina watched him go. Their faces showed a blend of doubt and acceptance. Zahara’s steady confidence lingered like a quiet presence.



Markus left Tariq’s hut. His sandals dragged through the sand as he walked away, shoulders bent under the weight of the morning’s tension. Zahara watched him from the doorway. Tariq and Amina stayed inside. Their faces carried doubt mixed with reluctant acceptance.

She stepped out and followed him. Her sandals moved silently over the path. The sun pressed down with steady heat, but her thoughts remained clear, focused. Markus needed guidance now—his uncertainty showed in every step—and she saw her chance.

She caught up to him where the path curved past a row of palms. Her voice broke the quiet first. “Markus, wait a moment.”

He turned. His eyes squinted against the sun’s glare. Weariness lined his face, but a flicker of hope lingered there too. “What’s on your mind, Zahara?” he asked. His tone stayed low, cautious.

Zahara stood a few steps away. Her hands rested on her hips. She kept her expression calm, her words measured. “You look worn out, Markus. Melissa resists you every chance she gets. That escape with Arbek yesterday—she almost slipped away. You pulled her back, but she fights you still.”

Markus frowned. His hand brushed the back of his neck. “What do you mean by that?” he said. Doubt edged his voice.

She held his gaze. Her mind turned to Melissa—always there, always in the way. Zahara had wanted Arbek for herself long before Melissa arrived. She remembered his easy laugh, the way he looked at her during those early days in England. Then Melissa swept in, all soft hair and quick smiles, and took him. Zahara never let go of her hope. One day, she told herself, Arbek could be hers. Markus buying Melissa had opened a door—kept her away from Arbek, gave Zahara room to move closer. But Arbek’s rescue attempt nearly ruined it. She had pushed Markus to call the police then, and it worked. The plan failed, Arbek landed in jail, and Melissa returned to Markus. Now Tariq’s talk of freedom threatened it again. She could not let Melissa wear Markus down.

“She’ll keep at it,” Zahara said. “You need help to manage her. There’s a place called The Slave Academy. They train slaves to settle into their role, to obey without trouble.”

Markus shifted his weight. His brow creased deeper. “A training place?” he asked. “I’ve never heard of that.”

Her voice stayed steady, practical. “They know how to handle this. Experts teach slaves to accept their place. Melissa would stop pushing against you. No more escapes, no more arguments—just peace for you both.”

He looked away for a moment. His fingers tugged at his hair. “You think that would fix things?” he said. “Melissa’s strong-willed. She doesn’t want this—or me, maybe.”

Zahara stepped closer. She kept her tone firm yet gentle. “That’s why you need this, Markus. She ran with Arbek yesterday. Nearly got away. I told you to call the police because I knew she’d drag him back into her mess otherwise. She’s safe now, but only because you acted. Tariq wants you to free her, and she’ll press you until you give in. The Academy can guide her to see you as her place. You won’t need chains every night to keep her close.”

Markus met her eyes again. His doubt lingered, but he listened. “It feels wrong to change her like that,” he murmured. “I wanted her to choose me, not force her mind.”

She nodded slightly. Her lips curved into a faint smile. Inside, she saw the plan unfold—Melissa gone, locked away in training, out of Arbek’s sight. Zahara could step in then, draw Arbek near once more. If the training succeeded, Melissa would stay with Markus, she would no longer be a threat. It would be justice, too, for crossing her path, for taking what Zahara craved.

“Call it guidance,” she said. “You’ve tried your way—talking, hoping she’d come around. Look where it led: Arbek in jail, Melissa still defiant. They can teach her to accept you. She deserves that lesson after what she pulled.”

Markus exhaled. He stared at the path ahead. “I don’t know,” he said. His voice roughened with indecision. “It’s a lot to take in. I’ll think it over. Thanks, Zahara.”

Her smile held steady, small but sure. “Take your time,” she replied. “But don’t wait too long. Things only get harder the more she resists. Let me know what you decide.”

He nodded once, then turned to walk away. Zahara’s words stayed with him. The Academy offered a solution he had not wanted. Melissa’s eyes came to mind—defiant, unyielding. Peace with her seemed far off. He slowed his pace. In his thoughts he considered his options. There was a way to keep her without this constant struggle. He needed time to decide.

Zahara watched him go. Confidence settled in her chest. He would agree—she felt certain. Each move Melissa made toward that facility cleared the way for her own plans.



Markus walked to the beach nearby. Melissa’s plea for freedom echoed in his head. Waves rolled beyond the shore as he stood there. Zahara’s advice returned to him—proper guidance could smoothen out their situation. He had resisted, but her escape yesterday had proven the risk.



Markus sat at the table in his hut, the morning sun slanting through the window. He traced the edge of his coffee mug with a finger.

The quiet pressed in, broken only by the distant crash of waves. Melissa was out, probably taking a walk at the beach. He was trying to give her this kind of freedom in their daily lives. He had told her he wanted her to choose him, to build something real together. Those words felt true when he said them. Now, doubt gnawed at him.

He thought about her escape with Arbek. She had run without hesitation, her eyes fixed on freedom, not him. He had saved her from the auction block, poured his savings into her rescue, yet she still saw him as her jailer. The police brought her back, leashed and bound, proof of his legal rights. Rights alone did not ease the ache in his chest. He wanted her trust, her presence by his side, not just her body under his roof.

Zahara’s suggestion echoed in his mind. There were experts at training slaves who could teach Melissa to accept him, to stop fighting. He had pushed the idea away at first. It felt wrong to shape her will like that. But the more he thought about it the more it made sense to him. Their life couldn’t go on like this. Her arguments, her attitude, that wore him down too—her quiet resentment, his own guilt. If she learned to see him as her place, that she was meant to be here with him, maybe they could move past this struggle.

He sipped his coffee. The bitterness matched his mood. Freedom for her meant losing her, and he could not face that. Not after everything. Zahara’s idea offered a way to hold on, to make her stay without constant fighting. He set the mug down, decision settling in. She needed guidance he could not give alone. Maybe these experts would help her understand. Resolve hardened in him. He knew his next step.


35. The Path to Obedience

The sun was shining bright in the sky, baking the sand where Melissa and her fellow slaves, Kaya, Liana, and a new face named Sara, played an intense game of beach volleyball. Sara, with her dark hair and quick laughter, was from a local Grabesian family, enjoying a vacation, yet bound by the same chains of slavery as the others. Their laughter and shouts mingled with the rhythmic thud of the ball against the sand.

Sara’s bright laugh rang out over the sand as she shifted her feet for the next play. The four women moved together. Their steel collars caught the sunlight, a reminder of their shared condition during this brief respite.

Melissa wiped her forehead. Her muscles ached from tension that lingered since her escape attempt with Arbek failed. The ball flew toward her in a blur of orange. She lunged and struck it hard. It landed on Kaya’s side with a thud. A groan rose from her teammates. Melissa felt a quick jolt of satisfaction, a small lift amid her heavier thoughts.

“Good hit!” Sara called out. Her voice carried a bright Grabesian lilt. She jogged closer. Her dark hair swung with each step. She grinned at Melissa. “We might win this time if Kaya stops hogging the ball.”

Kaya laughed and brushed sand off her knees. “Me? You trip over your own feet half the time, Sara.”

Sara leaned toward Melissa. Her voice dropped low with a playful edge. She tugged at her collar. “Look, we have the same collar! High fashion from our generous masters.”

A laugh escaped Melissa before she could stop it. The sound came out clear and sharp. Sara’s grin grew wider. Her eyes sparkled with fun. Liana glanced over and let a small smile slip onto her face. For a moment, the sand felt warm under Melissa’s toes. The sun softened into a gentle touch. That shared laugh tied her to these women who understood her struggle without needing words. It offered no escape, but it gave her a breath of ease, a light note against the day’s weight.



Arbek approached from the path beyond the sand. His face looked worn, his steps slow with a burden she recognized too well. The game paused. Kaya held the ball against her hip. Sara and Liana turned to watch. Melissa stepped forward, her heart raced at the sight of him, worn and burdened.

“Melissa,” Arbek said. His voice stayed low, tight with strain. “I’ve got trouble from the jail. They charged me with visa fraud and bribery. I’m out on bail now, but one slip, and I’m locked up again until court. Markus dropped the theft bit—said I could walk if I respect that you are his from now on.”

Melissa’s chest tightened. The news sank in like stones into shallow water. With Arbek bound by this deal, her hopes dimmed further. She forced a weak smile, a thin mask over the unease inside her. “We’ll figure something out,” she said. Her words barely rose above the sea’s murmur.

He glanced at the ground, then back at her. “It’s from what I did—bringing you here without a visa, calling you my slave when you weren’t. And the bribe at the Health Office to get you out early. They dug it all up after you talked in that interview. The police got wind of it, and now I’m caught.”

Her breath caught. The memory of her ‘interview’ with Safina flashed—those hours under the interrogator’s glare, her words spilling out under pressure, naming Arbek’s moves to save her. She met his eyes, searching for blame, but found only weariness.

“I didn’t mean to drag you into this,” she said softly. “I’m sorry. They pushed me hard. I had no choice. I can barely even remember what was said exactly.” Melissa’s throat tightened as the memory flickered—Safina’s relentless questions, her assistant pushing the suppository into her anus while was stuck in that contraption, and the haze that swallowed her focus thereafter.

Arbek nodded, slow and deliberate. “I know. You were cornered. I don’t hold it against you. Just wish I’d seen this coming.”



Later, by the pool, Melissa sat with her legs dipped in the cool water, watching Kaya and Liana splash around with Sara. Suddenly, a shadow fell over her.

"Are you Melissa?" a voice asked with a Russian accent. She turned to see a towering man, his hair greying at the temples, his eyes sharp and assessing. When she didn’t respond, too caught in her surprise, he reached out, brushing her hair aside to read her collar. "Ah, Melissa Maurer, property of Markus Wagner," he confirmed, his tone business-like.

Panic surged through Melissa as he produced handcuffs, snapping them around her wrists. He then attached a chain leash to her collar, the metal cold against her skin. "What's happening?" she gasped, her eyes wide with fear.

Markus, who had been reading by the pensioners, looked up at the commotion. He approached, but not with the urgency of rescue; instead, he greeted the man warmly. “Victor, it’s good to see you. I hope she’s not giving you trouble.”

Melissa’s voice trembled with confusion. “Markus, what’s going on?”

“Victor here will help you adjust to your role, Mel,” Markus explained. His voice stayed calm, betraying no hint of the storm within Melissa. “Zahara said an expert like Victor could fix things between us—make things work.”

Her breath caught. Zahara’s name hit her. She had pushed for this? Anger flared, but she was handcuffed and on Victor’s leash now. She twisted to glare at Markus, his face serene, oblivious to the anger in her.

Victor shook Markus's hand with enthusiasm before turning to lead Melissa away. She felt trapped with the leash fastened to her collar and her hands chained behind her back. She caught sight of Arbek, his face a mask of anger but powerless to act, and Zahara, whose smile seemed oddly content, almost victorious when she thought no eyes were on her.

As Melissa reluctantly walked behind Victor on his leash, her mind raced. She had long suspected Zahara's interest in Arbek, but now, the thought that Zahara might be orchestrating her deeper entrenchment in slavery loomed large. If Zahara managed to sway Arbek, Melissa would lose her only ally in this nightmare.

Melissa followed behind Victor with mechanical steps away from the resort.



The sun spilled through the palm fronds overhead, scattering patches of golden light across the sandy path. Melissa trailed barefoot behind Victor, her toes sinking into the warm, yielding sand with each step. The steel cuffs hugged her wrists, and the leash in Victor’s hand tugged gently as he guided her forward, his Russian accent cutting through the tropical breeze with an odd, lilting charm.

"Where are we going?" Melissa asked. Her voice hovered soft and low, her toes flexing into the sand for balance.

"To The Slave Academy," Victor replied. His eyes stayed locked on the path ahead, the vibrant green of the jungle framing the scene around them. "You will learn to be an exemplary slave for your owner."

As they moved, the beach unfurled to her left, a sweep of powdery white stretching toward the horizon. Turquoise waves lapped at the shore, their rhythm steady and inviting. Melissa let her gaze drift over the water, its surface glinting like a sheet of glass under the midday sun.

If she had come to Grabesh as a free woman, this could have been an amazing holiday. She imagined herself free, swimming in the sea, unburdened by chains. No leash, no cuffs, just the sun warming her shoulders and the breeze teasing her hair. She’d swim with the vast blue sky overhead, then wander back to shore for a cold drink under a palm tree. The beach stretched endless and open, a playground she’d explore with friends, not a path she’d walk in chains.

For a moment, the thought lifted her spirits. The colors around her sharpened—the deep blue of the sea, the vivid green of the palms, the soft gold of the sand. She breathed in the salty air, letting it fill her lungs. Even now, with Victor’s steady steps ahead of her, the beauty of this place refused to fade.

As they moved beyond the settlement, the sand gave way to a dirt road, the texture under Melissa's feet shifting from soft to gritty. She stumbled slightly, her balance thrown off by the handcuffs behind her back, but Victor's grip on the leash allowed only so much leeway. She managed to regain her footing, her feet now navigating the cool, sticky mud, each step a challenge to keep her balance.

"What will happen to me there?" Her question was punctuated by the squelch of mud underfoot, the rich earth clinging to her skin.

"You will be trained in obedience, in service," Victor said, his voice calm, almost soothing, as if teaching a lesson he believed in deeply. "To make your master's life easier, happier."

"How long do I have to stay?" Melissa's feet found a small rock, her body tensing as she adjusted her weight to step over it, the handcuffed hands making the act more laborious.

"It depends on how well you apply yourself," Victor replied, watching her struggle with a hint of satisfaction in his eyes.

Melissa paused, the beauty of the surroundings—a vivid tapestry of flowering plants and the distant sound of the ocean—belying her current plight. "Are there others like me there? Women forced into slavery?"

"There are many women at the Academy, all learning to be better," Victor said, his pace steady, guiding her around a puddle that reflected the sky above.

"Can I refuse to learn?" she asked, her steps now more cautious as they navigated a path where roots protruded from the ground, each one a potential trip hazard.

Victor's tone was firm but not unkind. "Learning is in your best interest, Melissa. What we teach will make your life easier, make you more valuable."

Her feet slipped on a patch of wet leaves, her hands useless to catch her fall, but she managed to right herself with an awkward shuffle. "Will I be hurt there?" she asked, her voice now laced with fear.

"Discipline is necessary," Victor responded, his words measured, as if explaining a natural law. "But the Academy aims to mold you into a good slave, not to break you or cause unnecessary pain."

Melissa’s wrists strained against the handcuffs behind her back, the steel biting into her skin. The leash wasn’t locked to her collar. It was just a simple clip. If her hands were free, she thought, she’d tug that clip loose in a heartbeat. She pictured it—her fingers fumbling for a second, then the leash would fall to the ground and she’d be free.

Her mind raced ahead. She knew her legs. She used to jog regularly back home. Victor, with his grey-streaked hair and steady stride, didn’t strike her as a runner. She’d outpace him, she decided—dart into the jungle where the palms loomed thick and green, their fronds a curtain to shield her. Her breath would steady into a rhythm, feet pounding earth as she wove through vines and roots. The distance would grow, his shouts fading behind her, swallowed by the chatter of birds and the rustle of leaves.

She glanced down at her bare feet. Not now, though. The ground would turn rougher past the settlement—jagged stones and thorns waiting to slow her. Barefoot, she would not be able to run fast. Her soles were unready for the wild. Victor wouldn’t need speed then; he’d catch her anyway with her bloody feet.

Melissa's eyes scanned the idyllic landscape, the irony of her situation not lost on her—a prisoner in paradise. The mud dried on her feet, leaving a cool film as they continued towards what felt like an endless horizon of servitude.
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Thank you for reading Part 2 of The Making of a Slave. Melissa’s journey doesn’t end here! In Part 3, her fight for freedom plunges into Grabesh’s darkest depths, where new trials push her resilience to its limits. Will she find hope amidst her suffering, or will those around her abandon her to her fate? How will her spirit endure in a world determined to break her?
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