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36. The Slave Academy

Victor had always enjoyed the raw thrill of violence. From a young age, the act of brutalizing others had been his catharsis. It was as if the blows he delivered were a release, a way to quiet the chaos within him. Naturally, a career in organized crime beckoned him, and he thrived in that shadowy world where his penchant for violence could be both a weapon and a source of income.

When the Russian state began its crackdown on his former employers, Victor saw the writing on the wall. He transitioned to trafficking women, a move that kept him ahead of the law by allowing him to travel abroad frequently. His new clients were often the wealthy and depraved who sought women for their pleasure. They paid handsomely, but often came back dissatisfied when their acquisitions resisted or fought back. They needed these women 'softened,' and Victor was more than willing to provide that service, enjoying both the brutality that came with it and the generous pay he could demand.

Victor's business frequently took him to Grabesh, where he found a unique demand among wealthy expatriates. Initially, these men engaged with the local black slave girls, but over time, they grew weary of this and sought the familiarity of white women from their own cultures. Victor catered to this shift by trafficking white women into Grabesh. Trafficking was illegal in Grabesh, but the local police were largely indifferent as Victor's activities posed no threat to them or the stability of the Grabesian state. Instead, his presence was seen as an opportunity for extra income through bribes, making him not just tolerated but almost welcomed among the local authorities. Victor liked the Grabesian authorities. At no point did they make him feel at risk of being charged or even arrested. All they wanted was for him to put some money in their hands. Victor was no stranger to this practice. He had paid off local authorities many times in Russia, at least the Grabesians were grateful when he handed them the money. They made him feel valued and welcome.

As he aged, the constant travel began to wear on him. So, Victor decided to establish a permanent presence in Grabesh. He would create a business that catered to the needs of his clientele by preparing women to be more pliable, more submissive to their new masters. This venture, the slave workshop, would allow him to escape the Russian winters, reduce his exposure to legal risks, and indulge in what he loved doing most.

However, transitioning from the criminal underground to a legitimate business brought new challenges. The market in Grabesh was already crowded with local slave schools, driving down the prices he could charge. His clients now had the audacity to have preferences. They demanded he make their slaves obedient but also wanted the women to retain some semblance of spirit, to be enjoyable companions as well as compliant slaves.

This shift was more complex than Victor had anticipated. In the underworld, he had been setting the pace and the price. Now, in the open market, he had to adapt, to refine his methods. It wasn't just about breaking spirits anymore; it was about sculpting them with precision. His years of experience with violence were a good starting point, but now he needed to go from being a butcher to being a chef. He had to be a virtuoso, a surgeon of the soul, or perhaps somewhat of a ‘spirit chiropractor’ who molded these women into what his clients desired while keeping as much of their spirit intact as possible.

Victor embraced this challenge. He saw it not as a decline but as an ascension in his profession. He was no longer merely a brute; he would become an artist, a master craftsman of obedience. His age brought not a decrease in his desire for violence but a transformation in how he applied it, a testament to his skill and experience.

Victor carved out a niche for himself by specializing in reconditioning women who had been recently thrust into slavery, a stark contrast to the local slave training establishments. These local shops primarily focused on enhancing the skills of slaves who had already accepted their fate. Additionally, there were businesses that trained black slaves captured during raids; these slaves were natives, fully aware of their captured status and resigned to their lack of escape. This segment of the market was Victor's nearest competition.

However, Victor's unique angle was in dealing with women from outside Grabesh, predominantly white and Asian, for whom the concept of slavery was entirely alien. His background in trafficking women taught him how to unravel their resistance and reshape their minds for their new life in Grabesh. He would train these women in English, guiding them through a rigorous process designed to shift their mindset, to acclimate them to their new reality as slaves. His methods were tailored to break down their resistance and help them find their place in their new home. And so while The Slave Academy subjected their charges to rigorous discipline, it wasn’t just drills and whips. Victor had carved a system—including daily recreation to keep spirits alive, lessons in massage and Grabesian cooking to mold them into assets. Clients wanted obedience, yes, but also women who could ease a day’s strain or serve a meal with skill. He balanced rigor with reward, ensuring they bent without breaking entirely.

And so, The Slave Academy was born. Victor was proud of how he had turned his life of crime into a legitimate business. An old dog could learn new tricks after all.



After their walk to The Slave Academy, Victor had sat Melissa down in his office to talk to her. He asked her details, she knelt before him and told her everything he wanted to know. Victor was trying to get a feel for Melissa, who she was and what training she should receive. He nodded, jotting down notes, then sent her to join the others.

Dinner followed outside. She sat with other slaves on the grass and had traditional Grabesian food. It looked like tasty burritos. Melissa was surprised how well slaves were fed. They ate under the stern gaze of an old black woman who barked orders at about twenty collared girls. One had passed her a burrito with a steady glance, another smirked at the commands, but no one spoke.



After dinner, the taste of Grabesian burritos still lingered on Melissa’s tongue as she set her empty bowl aside, the stern gaze of the old black woman—Zuri, they called her—still heavy on the group. The other slaves began to rise, gathering their bowls to stack them by the serving table, when Zuri’s voice rang out, sharp but weary. “Take those bowls to the washroom and clean them—now,” she ordered, her tone brooking no argument. Her stern face bore lines of exhaustion, the day’s heat and relentless drills weighing on her aged frame.

Melissa moved to comply, stacking her bowl with the others. As the slaves gathered the dishes, a lanky figure emerged from the shadows of the courtyard, his boots scuffing the dirt with a lazy rhythm. He was young—barely older than Melissa, maybe seventeen—with a mop of dark hair and a distracted air, thumbs swiping across a phone screen, earbuds dangling loosely around his neck. His faded t-shirt clung to his frame, the faint scent of engine grease lingering on the fabric, and his pale skin stood out against the Grabesian sun, a stark contrast to the tanned slaves around him.

Zuri turned to him, her posture stiff, but her voice softening slightly, a hint of deference in her tone. “Dmitri,” she said, her Grabesian accent clipping the name with authority, “I need a rest—these old bones can’t keep up all day. Watch them while they clean up. Don’t let them slack.” She gestured toward the slaves with a tired wave, her whip still coiled at her hip, then shuffled toward a shaded bench, her steps slow and deliberate.

The boy—Dmitri—glanced up from his phone, his blue eyes flashing with mild annoyance, but he pocketed the device with a dramatic sigh. “Fine, fine,” he muttered. He shoved the earbuds into his pocket and ambled closer, slouching as he surveyed the group with a bored expression. “At home, we go to banya to, like, survive the ice-age vibes, but here I’m living in banya all day,” he grumbled, more to himself than anyone else.

Melissa watched him, as she lifted the stack of bowls with the others, heading toward the washroom. Dmitri’s gaze swept over the group, lingering on her bare form a beat too long, and a lopsided smirk tugged at his lips. “Come on, new girl—move it, you’re the slave here, not me,” he said, his tone teasing but edged with curiosity, his eyes glinting with a mix of boredom and interest.

Jennifer, walking beside Melissa with her own stack of bowls, caught her look and leaned in, her voice a low hiss. “That’s Dmitri—Victor’s nephew. Kid’s a mess, always on that phone, but don’t let him catch you slacking. He’s got a petty streak when he’s in a mood.”

Melissa nodded, filing the warning away as they reached the washroom, the clatter of bowls against the stone basin echoing in the small space. Dmitri lingered at the doorway, leaning against the frame, his phone back in hand as he swiped lazily, barely watching them. The faint hum of music leaked from his earbuds, and Melissa exchanged a glance with Jennifer, a flicker of opportunity in her eyes—maybe, with him distracted, they could whisper without Zuri’s whip looming. But Dmitri’s wandering gaze kept her on edge, a reminder of the new overseer she’d have to navigate in this hellish place.

Melissa followed the others into the basement dorm. The rough weave of her mat prickled her knees as she settled in.



“Kneel!” Zuri snapped. Her voice cut like a blade. The girls dropped to their knees in unison. Melissa stumbled to copy them. Her legs folded awkwardly as she sank beside them. She glanced at the others. Uncertainty gripped her.

“Lock!” Zuri barked. Her stern face showed no mercy. Her eyes glinted with cold authority. Each girl reached for a chain beside her mat. Short, heavy links held an open padlock, attached to a ring bolted into the wall. They lifted the padlocks to their collars’ D-rings. Their hands moved with steady precision. Clicks echoed as they snapped the locks shut. They chained themselves for the night.

Melissa froze. Her breath caught. She stared at the chain beside her mat. The metal looked cold and dull. She was supposed to lock herself to the wall? This was madness! The other girls acted fast. A pale girl clicked her lock shut. A sharp-featured one secured hers without a flinch. Melissa’s hands hovered. She hesitated. Lock herself? She didn’t understand. Once shut, the padlock offered no escape—no key, no release until Zuri allowed it. Her stomach twisted. She’d trap herself all night.

She looked up. Zuri’s coal-black eyes fixed on her. The stare carried impatience, a silent dare to falter. The other girls tilted their heads upward. They offered their locked collars for inspection. Melissa’s chest tightened. Everyone else obeyed—swift, silent, like routine. She didn’t want to stand out. Not here, not on her first day, when fear already choked her. Zuri’s boots thudded closer. That pressure forced her decision.

Her fingers grasped the padlock. The cold metal chilled her skin. She lifted it to her collar’s D-ring. Her breath stayed shallow. She paused, then pressed the lock shut. A sharp click sounded. The chain’s weight pulled at her neck. She had chained herself for the night. No way back. Her throat tightened. A shiver ran through her.

Zuri paced the line. Her gaze swept over each raised chin, each locked collar. She stopped at Melissa. A grunt of approval escaped her lips. The padlock held secure. She moved on. Satisfied, she stepped back. “Worship!” she ordered.

The girls bent forward. Foreheads pressed to the floor. Hands settled beside their heads. Melissa followed. The chain clinked with her shift. Zuri’s boots thudded past, slow and firm. The door creaked shut behind her. Silence fell over the room.

This released the slaves from their pose, and they laid down on the mats to rest for the night.

“Hey, new girl—still awake?” Melissa lifted her head slightly, chain clinking faintly. A young woman on the next mat met her eyes, her face pale but softened by a tired half-smile.

“I’m Hannah. What’s your name?”

“Melissa,” she replied, her voice hushed, glancing toward the door to ensure Zuri was gone.

A rougher voice chimed in from a few mats over, sounding weary.

“Jennifer here. So, Melissa, how did you end up here?” She propped herself on an elbow, her sharp features catching the dim light.  Melissa shifted, the chain tugging her collar.

“I… was enslaved at the airport… I didn’t understand what was going on… My boyfriend tried to free me multiple times, but it didn’t work, and I was sold off to someone. He’s in legal trouble now, and I’m here.” Her throat tightened, the memory bitter.

Hannah nodded, her eyes heavy but warm.

“I get that. I was an au pair—signed up online for a summer in France, nannying for some rich family. Plane landed, and a guy met me—said he was the dad. Drove me to a house, locked me in a basement with other girls. Next thing, I’m in a shipping crate, sold to a bar owner here who liked my ‘energy.’”

She sighed, rubbing her neck where her collar irritated her skin.  Jennifer snorted softly, her smirk fading into exhaustion.

“Mine was a photoshoot gig—London, quick cash. Ad said ‘kinky poses,’ £200. Got there, they had me strip, and put me in chains for pictures. Then they told me to get into a cage for more photos. But then they never let me out. Brought me to a warehouse. From there I was shipped to some millionaire’s mansion in Grabesh. He sent me here when I wouldn’t play slave quiet enough.” She yawned, her voice trailing.

“Yeah,” Melissa murmured, their stories sinking in. “Promised one thing, trapped in this instead.”

Voices rustled faintly down the line—other girls whispering names and snippets, a quiet chorus of introductions Melissa only half-caught in her haze.

“Sophie… backpacking…”

“Lila… job offer…”

Their words blurred as Hannah leaned closer, her breath slowing.

“We’ve all got a tale—keeps us human, I guess. Rest up, Melissa, tomorrow’s another day in this crazy place.”

Jennifer grunted, already sinking back. “Sleep’s the only escape tonight, new girl. Take it.” Her eyes closed.

Melissa lay back, the mat hard beneath her, their names—Hannah, Jennifer, the others—settling in her mind like stones in a stream. A fragile link to who they’d been, shared in the dark. Exhaustion dragged at her, and she let it pull her under, their whispers fading into silence.



A few days earlier…

The sun dipped below the horizon, painting the sky over Ngalawa Bay with streaks of orange and pink. Markus walked along a narrow dirt path, his sandals crunching against the gravel, the air thick with the scent of salt and blooming jasmine. Zahara’s words had led him here, to The Slave Academy. She had pulled him aside, her voice low and certain, telling him about places like this—places that could train Melissa, make her compliant, solve the problems tearing him apart. Now, desperation and a flicker of hope drove him to this low, sprawling building half-hidden by palm trees, its walls blending into the dusk.

He approached the entrance, a simple wooden door weathered by years of sea breeze, and hesitated. Sweat beaded on his forehead, not just from the heat but from the uncertainty clawing at him. Melissa’s voice echoed in his mind—her sharp demands for freedom, her arguments that left him speechless, her flight with Arbek that had nearly undone everything. He felt out of his depth, a man drowning in a role he was never meant to play. With a steadying breath, he knocked.

The door creaked open, and a tall man emerged, his hair graying at the temples, his broad frame filling the threshold. His eyes, sharp and blue, studied Markus with a calm curiosity. A faint smile curved his lips, revealing lines etched by time and experience.

“Yes?” the man said, his Russian accent rolling through the word like a slow tide. “What brings you here?”

Markus cleared his throat, his hands fidgeting at his sides. “I’m Markus. I’ve got a problem—a slave problem. Someone told me you might help. Can we talk?”

The man’s smile widened slightly, and he stepped aside. “I am Victor. Come in.”

Markus stepped inside, the cool shade of the room a relief after the evening’s warmth. Victor gestured to a sturdy chair across from a desk. Markus sat, his hands clasped tightly in his lap.

“So,” Victor began, settling into his own chair. He leaned back, his posture relaxed, but his gaze intent. “Tell me about this slave of yours.”

Markus exhaled, the words tumbling out before he could refine them. “Her name’s Melissa. She won’t stop fighting me. She argues all the time, demands I let her go. She even tried to run once, with a friend who’s in jail now because of it. I don’t know what I’m doing, Victor. I thought I could handle this, but I’m in over my head.”

Victor nodded, his expression softening with a fatherly warmth that caught Markus off guard. He steepled his fingers, resting his chin against them as he listened. When Markus finished, Victor leaned forward, his voice steady and measured.

“Let me guess,” Victor said. “She wasn’t born a slave, was she? Came into it later in life?”

Markus nodded, his brow furrowing slightly. “Yeah. She wasn’t always like this. She has only recently become a slave.”

“And you,” Victor continued, his tone gentle but probing. “You’re not from here, are you? A Westerner, maybe? New to owning someone?”

“Yeah,” Markus admitted, his shoulders slumping. “I’m from Germany. This whole thing—it’s not what I’m used to.”

Victor tilted his head, his eyes narrowing thoughtfully. “So you want her to obey you, but you don’t know how to get her there. You feel lost in this role—unsure what being her master even means?”

Markus let out a short, rueful laugh. “That’s it. Exactly. I’m trying, but I don’t know how to make it work.”

Victor leaned forward, his voice steady and measured. “What you describe is common, Markus. I see this often—slaves who come to it late, fighting against it, and masters like you, new to the game, struggling to find their footing. You’ve come to the right place, then. The Slave Academy can fix that. We train women to be obedient, to understand their duties. But it’s not just about her.”

He paused, letting the silence stretch for a moment before continuing. “It’s a bond that needs shaping—she submits, you command. We’ll make sure you both learn your parts.”

Markus leaned back, his fingers loosening their grip. The idea rolled through his mind, a mix of relief and intrigue washing over him. “That sounds… interesting,” he said, his voice cautious but curious. “Training her to obey, teaching me how to manage her—it could solve a lot. I’ll need to think it over.”



Victor stood, crossing to a shelf and pulling down a leaflet. He handed it to Markus. “Take this. Read it when you have time. It explains what we do, how we work. But before you go, would you like a tour? See what we offer firsthand?”

Markus paused, the leaflet firm in his grip. “A tour? Yeah, I’d like that. Thanks.”

Victor nodded, his smile steady, and led Markus out of the office. They moved through a narrow hall, the air cooler here, tinged with the faint scent of sweat and dust. Victor pushed open a heavy door, revealing a training room. Inside, an old black Grabesian woman named Zuri stood before a lineup of fourteen slaves—all female, all either white or Asian. She clutched a whip, her voice sharp as she called out commands.

“Attention!” Zuri barked. The slaves straightened, feet shoulder wide apart, hands locked behind their heads. “Kneel!” They dropped to their knees in unison. “Worship!” Heads bowed to the floor, hands beside them.

Zuri’s eyes scanned the line. She stopped at one girl whose hands weren’t positioned correctly, stepped forward, and delivered a quick stroke with the whip. The girl squealed, corrected her posture, and held the pose. Zuri moved on, the routine relentless.

“Stand!” They rose swiftly. “Turn, spread, ankles!” The slaves faced away, legs apart, hands grasping their ankles for inspection. “Face me, flat!” They turned back and lay prone before her.

Victor gestured toward the scene. “This is where they learn discipline,” he said, his tone calm. “Details matter.”

Markus watched, his stomach tightening at the whip’s crack, but he stayed silent as Victor led him to another room. The classrooms sat empty, desks in neat rows, a chalkboard marked with faded lines. “Here, they study theory,” Victor explained. “Most are new to Grabesh—don’t know the land or its ways. We teach them some history, the role of slaves here. They also learn practical skills—cooking, serving food.”

Next, Victor took Markus down a dim stairwell to the basement. The sleeping area stretched wide, a communal space with thin mats laid out on the floor. Before each mat, a ring bolted into the wall held a chain. “They sleep here,” Victor said. “Chained at night. Keeps order.”

Markus frowned, the harshness of it sinking in. Part of him recoiled—Melissa here, treated like this? He thought of how he managed her, softer than this, and yet she resisted, ungrateful. Maybe a taste of this would shift her view, make her see how easy she had it with him.

Victor guided him to the adjacent showers and bathrooms, an open area with no doors or partitions. “Hygiene’s a priority,” Victor said. “No slave lets herself slip. They groom daily—inspections every morning ensure they stay clean and neat.”

Markus nodded, approval creeping into his thoughts. Cleanliness made sense—orderly, practical.



Victor led Markus outside. The slaves rested on the grass just a few steps away under the sun, sweat clinging to their skin after a tough drill.

Markus looked at one of the slaves. Her sweat drenched hair was plastered to her forehead, beads of sweat rolling down between her breasts as she caught her breath. She looked up, and their eyes met. A young white man, who looked like a teenager, paced near the slaves, with a stick in his hand. He lightly poked a girl with his stick and told her to sit straight.

Victor crossed his arms. “Rest keeps them sharp—disobedience isn’t allowed even now,” he said, his voice firm with a slight Russian edge. Markus nodded, the booklet steady in his grip.

“Thanks for the tour. I’m impressed. I’ll think it over,” he told Victor. Victor clapped his shoulder, grip strong. “Good. Let me know your choice. We help here.” Markus turned and walked into the dusk, the slave girl’s sweaty, tired look burned into his mind, a decision taking root.

Markus observed, the physical toll clear in the slaves’ taut faces. He turned to Victor. “Thanks for the tour. I’m impressed. I’ll consider your offer.”

Victor clapped him on the shoulder, his grip firm. “Good. Let me know what you decide. We’re here to help.”

As Markus walked back into the fading light, the leaflet in his hand, the Academy’s walls loomed behind him. He thought to himself: this could work for Melissa. A stint here, under this rigor, might make her value the lighter days with him. The life with him with beach volleyball, pool swims, nice food and a soft bed were a life far kinder than how slaves were treated here. The path ahead felt less uncertain now, a choice taking shape.


37. Crossing Borders

Markus felt uneasy. The thought of someone in England noticing Melissa’s absence troubled him. He understood the risks—questions, investigations, maybe legal trouble if anyone traced her back to him. He decided on a solution. Switzerland offered a place to study without the threat of English authorities.

With Melissa kept at The Slave Academy, Markus had the time to organize his move. He packed up his life in England. Memories and belongings filled boxes unevenly. Then he relocated to Switzerland’s safety.

Markus stood in his new flat in Zürich. Boxes piled high around him. The faint hum of the city drifted through the window. He wanted to mend things with Melissa—perhaps free her or at least restore some piece of their old life. Yet her defiance always cut deep. Her voice demanded what he couldn’t give. He had spent most of his savings to save her from the auction block, to keep her with him. Still, she only wanted to get away from him. Victor’s advice echoed in his mind—she had to learn her place, and he had to learn to lead her. Those ideas clashed with the man he once was. Could he turn into the master Melissa needed him to be? His hand gripped a taped box. Guilt clashed with a cold, settling resolve. Maybe Victor had a point—maybe she needed to feel his authority to find her place, to view him not as a peer but her master.

He shifted, uneasy. The thought of her under a whip—her eyes pleading like they once did—twisted his gut. He’d saved her from the auction, not to break her himself. Victor’s way worked, but he’d leave the harshness to them. His hands stayed clean.

He set up his studies and living arrangements for remote work. This allowed him to return to Grabesh without losing his academic progress.



Two weeks later, Markus stepped onto Grabesh’s soil again. The place felt both familiar and strange. He went straight to The Slave Academy. Victor greeted him there. The man’s manner blended fatherly warmth with firm control. “Come, see what we do,” Victor said. His slight Russian accent rolled the words. He led Markus to the training room.

Inside, an old black woman, her face set in stern lines, commanded a line of slaves. The slaves came from outside Grabesh—white, Asian, all female and all collared. Among them was Melissa, her eyes catching Markus's but her body remaining disciplined, unmoving.

The trainer's voice was harsh as she barked commands. "Attention!" she called, and in unison, the slaves stood with feet wide, hands locked behind their heads. "Worship!" followed, and they knelt, heads bowed to the ground, hands beside their heads in a gesture of submission.

Markus watched Melissa. She obeyed now, so different from the woman he remembered. He wasn't sure how he felt about this. Guilt stirred in him. But a part of him—a quieter, darker one—felt relief. She seemed to accept this new life.

Victor showed Markus the courtyard where a few slave girls kicked a ball in the evening sun with occasional laughter. “A little fun ensures they bend, not break—clients want that spark,” he said, his accent rolling the words.



Victor guided Markus to his office after the display. There, he spoke at length about mastery.

Victor settled into his chair, the wood creaking under his bulk, and fixed Markus with a steady gaze. “So, Markus, you see her now—obedient, yes? But you didn’t get her there. Tell me, what you do when she fights you?”

Markus shifted, his hands tightening in his lap. “I… I tried talking to her. Made a deal—she’d work with me, like a relationship. Didn’t work. She kept pushing, arguing.”

Victor’s lips twitched, a flicker of disdain quickly masked by a fatherly nod. “Talking. Deals. This is your mistake.” His voice rolled low, the Russian accent sharpening each word. “Being master is not negotiation. You don’t beg her to like you. You set rules—hard, clear. She breaks them, you punish. She follows, you give a reward. Simple.”

Markus frowned, the words jarring against his instincts. “But I thought if I treated her… I don’t know, decently—sitting at the table with me, going out—she’d come around.”

Victor leaned forward, elbows on the desk, his blue eyes narrowing. “Decently? She’s not your girlfriend, Markus. She’s your slave. You sit her at your table, she thinks she’s equal. You take her on dates, she forgets her collar. No. She kneels at your feet, calls you ‘master’—that’s her place. You make her feel it, every day, or she never submits.”

Markus’s jaw tightened, a flush creeping up his neck. “I get that, but I can’t treat her like a slave—not fully. She was the woman I wanted to be with before all this.”

Victor’s gaze hardened, his tone cutting through like a blade. “That’s why you have problems, Markus. She is your slave—law says it, collar says it—but you treat her like a girlfriend. Mixed signals. She fights because you let her think she can be that girl again. She can’t. Not while she’s yours. And as long as she’s your slave, she’ll never be your girlfriend.”

Markus blinked, the weight of it sinking in. “So I just… define it? Make her see it?”

“Da,” Victor said, nodding sharply. “It’s your duty as master. She needs you to lead, to show her where she stands. You send clear signals—rules, punishment, reward—she follows. You waver, she rebels. We don’t just train slaves here, Markus. We train masters too. You learn this, she learns her place.”

Markus leaned back, his brow furrowing as he chewed on the thought. “Her place… I can see that. She can’t be my girlfriend while she’s my slave. And I can’t free her—she’d ruin me back home.” His voice dipped, almost to himself. “But what about love? I wanted that with her.”

Victor let out a short, gruff laugh, shaking his head slightly. “Love, Markus? It’s a trap. Fades fast and leaves you soft. Women use it like a leash—get you running their errands, bending to their whims. You’ve seen it back home, all those guys jumping through hoops just to keep someone happy.”

Markus shifted in his seat, his brow furrowing. “I used to think that’s how it worked—what I grew up hearing. Do the right thing, and it all pays off. Guess I was wrong.”

Victor’s eyes narrowed, a faint smirk tugging his lips. “Pays off how? You’re twenty, a student, and where’s it got you? No girl, no sex—just rules you followed like a kid hoping for a prize. That’s what they teach you over there, right? Be good, wait your turn?”

Markus nodded slowly, a flush creeping up his neck. “Yeah. And it’s left me with nothing.”

“Exactly,” Victor said, leaning forward, his voice low and firm. “It’s a lie they sell you—keeps you weak, chasing something that’s not there. Power, control, obedience—that’s real. You can hold it, build on it. Time to grow up, Markus. Leave that Western fairy tale behind.”

Markus went still, Victor’s words striking a chord. He’d heard echoes of this before—those pensioners at the resort had talked to him about society’s norms drained men by making them serve the interests of others. Love as another trick, another leash. His fingers tapped the armrest, slow and deliberate. “Pursue power instead of love,” he murmured. “Maybe that’s the way to go. I should pursue something I can actually get.”

Victor’s smile curled, approval glinting in his eyes. “Exactly. Rational man picks what he can get, not what always slips away. Start there—command, don’t ask. Show her you’re her owner, not her lover.”

Markus nodded, the logic settling into place despite the ache in his chest. Victor’s certainty anchored him, pulling him from the tangle of his old hopes. “Command, not ask,” he said, voice firmer now. “I’ll try that.”

Victor leaned back, satisfied. “You learn this, she learns too.”



Before he left, Markus requested another look at Melissa. Victor led Markus to the outdoor exercise area, where slaves crawled across the grass under the hot sun, Zuri pacing with her stick.

Melissa moved with them, her knees digging into the earth. Rage pulsed in her chest for making her to inch along, as a naked slave at Zuri’s mercy.

Jennifer, nearby, hissed under her breath, “Feels like we’re worms racing a bird—thanks, Zuri for the experience.”

Hannah, crawling beside her, leaned close and whispered, “She’s just jealous how fast we can crawl.” Her voice carried the steady calm Melissa remembered from that first night.

Their words faded into the group’s shuffle, unheard by Zuri, and Melissa let out a faint huff of a laugh, their quiet sarcasm lifting her spirits a bit.

Victor crossed his arms. “This teaches obedience. We push them hard—relentlessly hard. Orders stand, no matter how tired they are, no matter the pain. That’s their life now: obedience above all.”

Markus’s gaze drifted to the line of girls crawling through the dirt—naked, collars glinting in the sun, their bodies slick with sweat, shining like polished stone. Low moans escaped them, exhaustion dragging at their limbs, and a few glanced up, eyes pleading, hollow with strain. His chest tightened as he pictured Melissa there—her beautiful frame bent under the same sun, skin glistening, panting through cracked lips, those eyes he loved begging for reprieve. He swallowed, voice low.

“Why so harsh, Victor? They look really exhausted.”

Victor’s eyes narrowed. “Because free women expect their feelings to matter—if they’re tired or in pain, they think someone should notice, give them a break. This is not the case with slaves. We train them hard, so when an order comes, their exhaustion or misery doesn’t stop them—they obey anyway. They still feel everything, but we teach them those feelings don’t change what they have to do. Day after day of this, it becomes more than just following rules—it turns into how they think: obedience matters more than anything inside them. And that, Markus, is the mentality of slaves. It is this that truly makes them slave girls. It is not the collar, not the chains, it is having the mindset of a slave that makes someone a slave.”

Markus shifted, uneasy. “So she’ll still feel it all—just… ignore it?”

Victor gave a tight, humorless smile. “Not ignore. She’ll feel every ache, every sting—maybe even hate me for it. But she’ll move anyway, because she knows it doesn’t matter. That’s the beauty of it: a slave girl who obeys not out of joy, but because deep down she feels that she must, whether she wants to or not.”

Markus shifted, uneasy. “But what about the ones who can’t take it—the ones who’d break under that?”

Victor gave a tight, humorless smile. “Zuri’s got an eye for that. She looks merciless—whip out fast if they slack—but she’s watching closer than you think. She spots the ones teetering early—blank stares, no fight left—and eases off just enough. Every girl’s pushed to her edge, not past it. Lazy ones get the lash; the breaking ones get a lighter load. Most toughen up, find their footing. The rare few who can’t even handle that? They’re on chores—kneading dough, scrubbing floors. Still slaves, just not worth the full grind. Owners get them back either way—obedient, marked by their training.”

Zuri struck a girl who faltered, her pace too slow, and the naked girl crawling on the ground cried out in pain as she felt the pain on her white skin but she pushed harder.

Ahead, Jennifer muttered low, “Zuri enjoys this way too much—that grumpy old witch.”

Markus observed. Unease pulled at him. The training’s harshness unsettled him. But her escape had shown him talk wasn’t enough—Victor was an expert at this, so he had to give it a try. He believed Melissa needed this shaping for their future together. Too much hung in the balance—legal ruin back home if she never accepted him. He turned away. The sounds of obedience and discipline followed him. They were the path he had chosen for them both.


38. The Evaluation

The Slave Academy sat low against the Grabesian dusk. Mud-brick walls merged with shadows cast by palm fronds overhead. Markus adjusted the strap of his bag. The leather felt smooth against his shoulder. He drew a deep breath. Salt and sweat filled the humid air, clinging to his skin as he approached Victor’s office. A note had arrived that morning—Come see progress. Victor—and it lingered in his mind all day, a blend of dread and curiosity he could not shake. Zahara walked beside him, her steps light, a faint smile playing on her lips. She had pushed for this—urged him to send Melissa here—and now she was curious to see the result.

He knocked twice. The sound cut through the quiet against the weathered wooden door. Victor opened it. His broad frame filled the entrance. Grey streaks in his hair caught the dim light. Blue eyes swept over Markus and Zahara, sharp and assessing, before a faint smile curved his lips.

“Markus, good you came,” Victor said. His voice carried a deep tone with a slight Russian edge, smooth and clear despite his heritage. “Welcome.” He stepped aside and gestured with a large hand.

Markus entered. The coolness inside offered relief from the evening heat. Zahara followed, her presence a quiet hum at his side. Markus sat. Zahara took a spot against the wall, arms crossed, her dark eyes glinting with interest. His hands clasped tight. Knuckles turned white.

Victor took the opposite chair. He leaned back with ease that contrasted their heavy topic. “So,” he began, fingers laced together, “we discuss Melissa. She’s here two weeks now. Today we test her. How do you behave with her—what’s your approach?”

Markus frowned. The question surprised him. “My approach?” he asked. His voice stayed steady but uncertain. “What do you mean?”

Victor’s smile twitched. A hint of patience veiled his quiet judgment. “How do you keep her in line? Discipline her. Reward or punish—what method do you use?”

Markus shifted. The chair creaked under him. He rubbed his palms against his thighs. Fabric scraped against damp skin. “I wanted her to be my girlfriend when she was still free,” he said. Words came out raw and unpolished. “Melissa ended up enslaved and mine by unusual circumstances. She’s reasonable, or used to be, you know I tried talking, like I told you—deals and all. It didn’t work. She fights me all the time.”

Victor’s eyes narrowed, a glint of judgment flashing through them. His face remained calm, almost fatherly. Inside, he winced at the softness, but he held steady. “You chase her love, Markus—that’s why you fail. No rewards, no punishment—just talk and deals. She resists because she sees you as weak, thinks she can manipulate you into giving her what she wants. You’re letting her call the shots.”

Markus frowned. The words clashed with his instincts. He pictured Melissa—her sharp words, her pleading eyes. Doubt stirred in him. “Punishment?” he asked. His voice wavered. “You mean like whipping?”

Victor’s gaze held firm. “Da, whipping, or whatever it takes. You came here why, Markus? She argues. She rejects you as master, yes? She knows in her head she’s yours. Law says it. Collar says it. She doesn’t feel it here.” He tapped his chest. His shirt dulled the sound. “What I tell you now answers why you came. It plants that truth deep inside her.”

He paused. Silence filled the space. Then he continued. “Punishment forces her to obey—simple enough. But it goes further. She suffers and still follows your word. She kneels under the whip, forbidden to shield herself, and holds the pose though every lash stings. She crawls through drills, exhausted, legs ready to give out, yet keeps moving because you command it. That cost—obeying when she wants to break—teaches her.

“She sees herself do it, over and over. Her mind, deep down, learns from those acts: she obeys no matter the pain. That makes her a slave, not just in deed, but in what she knows herself to be. We carve that into her core, step by step.”

Markus blinked. The logic settled into him. He had never thought of it this way. Victor’s words carried a weight and precision that sliced through his uncertainty. “That’s new to me,” he said. His voice softened, respect creeping in. “So it’s not just her doing what I say—it’s her realizing she’s mine because she obeys even when it costs her. Her own actions show her she’s a slave. That makes sense.”

Victor’s smile grew. A teacher approved his student’s grasp. “I watched Melissa two weeks. She doesn’t need much punishment. Small tokens will do. Enough to prove the point.”

Markus nodded. Victor’s certainty drew him in and eroded his unease. “Okay,” he said at last. “Let’s see it.” Zahara’s smile widened slightly, anticipation flickering in her eyes.



Victor led Markus and Zahara down a corridor. Cool air carried hints of sweat and dust. They entered a plain room. Bare walls echoed their steps. A sturdy table stood at the center with a few mismatched chairs around it. Markus sat in one. Zahara settled into another, her posture relaxed but her gaze sharp. Victor took a third. His bulk made the chair creak. Anticipation hung in the air.

The door opened. Zuri strode in. Her stern face showed no yield. Melissa followed. Bare feet scuffed the floor. Her hands hung free at her sides. Her collar gleamed—Melissa Maurer, property of Markus Wagner—proof of his ownership of her. She stopped when she saw Markus and Zahara. Her water-blue eyes widened, then narrowed with defiance. Zahara’s presence hit her hard—she knew Zahara had suggested this place to Markus, it was because of her that Markus had sent her here. Seeing her here fueled her anger.

“Stand there,” Zuri ordered. She pointed to the center. Melissa stepped forward. Her movements flowed smooth, but her jaw stayed tight. Zuri stepped back. She folded her arms. Her whip hung at her side like a coiled shadow.

Victor nodded to Markus. “Go ahead. Command her. You remember what I showed you last week—keep it firm, no wavering.”

Markus stood. His throat felt dry. He faced Melissa. Her gaze hardened, resentment flaring as it darted to Zahara.

“Attention,” he said. His voice sounded firm but unsteady.

Melissa straightened. Her feet spread shoulder-width apart. Hands rose to clasp behind her head. Weeks of routine made the pose natural, but Markus’s voice—and Zahara’s eyes—stung her. Zahara had wanted her here, and now got to watch her perform before her like a trained animal about to show off its tricks. Her chest tightened. Anger burned hotter.

“Good,” Markus said. He circled her. Her skin tingled under his look, and Zahara’s too, both sharp and unyielding. “Kneel.”

She paused. Her knees locked for a moment before they bent. She sank to the floor. Rough wood pressed into her skin. Her eyes showed defiance even as she followed. Victor stood nearby. His shadow kept her in line. She feared him—his whip, his cold control. Markus and Zahara, though—she wanted them to feel her reluctance, especially Zahara.

“Worship,” Markus ordered. His tone grew steady.

Another pause. Her lips pressed thin. Then she leaned forward. Her forehead touched the floor. Hands settled beside her head. The stretch pulled at her body. She felt their eyes—Markus unsure, Zahara smug. Hesitation clung to her, a quiet refusal they could not miss.

He took her through more—“Stand.” “Turn.” “Spread.” “Flat.” Each command met a slight delay. She obeyed. Her body bent to his will, but her spirit lagged. Her movements stayed stiff and slow. Markus saw it. Victor’s keen eyes noted it. Zahara tilted her head, a faint smirk tugging her lips.

“Enough,” Victor said. His voice cut through the air. “Upward kneeling pose.”

Zuri stepped forward.

Melissa assumed the pose. She straightened her back and locked her hands behind her head. Her knees pressed firm against the floor. She felt their stares—Markus, Victor, and Zahara—fixed on her. Her breath tightened.

Victor moved closer. “Markus, she hesitates. This motivates her,” he said. He nodded to Zuri. “Five strokes. Slow.”

Zuri raised the whip. Leather snapped against Melissa’s abdominal area. Pain flared, sharp and hot. She flinched, her stomach tightening, but she couldn’t break the pose Victor had ordered her to take. Zahara had wanted her trained like this, and now she watched with quiet joy. The second stroke cracked on her left thigh. Heat spread across her skin. She bit her lip. Markus shifted, his face uneasy, while Zahara’s eyes gleamed.

The third lash hit her right thigh. The sting burned deeper. Her legs trembled under her weight. She wanted to twist away from Zahara’s stare, but the pose pinned her in place. Victor’s point seared into her—her delays to obey had earned her this, and Zahara loved it. The fourth struck her hip. The sound echoed. Pain pulsed through her side. Her breath caught. Markus looked torn, Zahara leaned in, her satisfaction clear—it hurt more than the whip.

The fifth landed on her breast. Pain seared her breast. She gasped, a cry slipping free. Her body bent forward, hands still locked behind her head. She gasped, chest heaving, sweat dripped from her brow. She fought to straighten up—her muscles shook.

Zahara’s smug face and Markus’s tense silence pressed on her. She couldn’t break the pose. Breaking position would lead to further punishment. And she refused to give Zahara the satisfaction of seeing her being whipped further. With a hard breath, she forced her back straight again, thighs quivering, hands steady despite the fire in her chest.

Victor lifted a hand. “Enough. Stand.”

Melissa straightened. Her legs trembled. Sweat traced her spine. Pain lingered where the whip had struck. She stared ahead. Resentment and defeat twisted in her thoughts.

Victor turned to Markus, “Markus, her hesitation is the problem. She obeys your commands, but only after a delay—every time, she pauses before moving. That pause shows her mind is resisting. She’s not submitting fully; she’s still deciding whether to follow you. True obedience is immediate—her body should respond the instant you speak, without thought or choice. That’s what we train here: a reflex, not a debate. Her hesitation proves she still sees herself as separate from your will, not bound to it.”

He stepped toward Melissa, his gaze steady and unyielding. “You feel that whip, Melissa? That’s the cost of waiting. Every delay tells Markus you don’t accept him as your master—not completely. We teach you to act the second an order comes—your knees bend, your hands move, before you even process why. That’s what makes you a slave: obedience so ingrained it’s automatic. You’re not there yet.”

He faced Markus again, his tone firm and instructional. “This is also something you need to work on, Markus. She hesitates because you’ve allowed it before. She knows you as someone she can push, not a master she must obey instantly. For her to see you as her owner, your commands need to trigger immediate action—no gap, no doubt. If she delays, she faces consequences, like now. That’s the rule: you order, she complies at once, or she learns through discipline. We’re shaping her to obey without question, and you to expect nothing less. That’s the foundation of your bond—she moves when you speak, or she’s not truly yours.”

Markus frowned, the words sinking in. “So it’s not enough she does it—it’s gotta be right away, or it doesn’t count?”

Victor nodded, his expression resolute. “Yes. If she hesitates, she’s holding onto control—keeping a piece of herself free. Immediate obedience takes that away. It shows she’s surrendered, not just in action but in her core. You accept anything less, and you’re letting her define the terms. Try her again now—see the difference.”

Victor turned to Markus. “Again. Command her.”

Markus nodded. He stepped forward. “Attention,” he said. His voice carried new firmness. Zahara watched, her smile steady.

Melissa moved at once. Feet spread. Hands clasped behind her head. No pause this time. The whip’s sting drove her—fear of more pain silenced her reluctance. She kept her face blank. Inside, anger flared brighter. Zahara sat there, smug, and Melissa gave her what she wanted. It felt like a betrayal of herself.

“Kneel,” Markus ordered.

She dropped to her knees. The wood pressed hard against her skin. No hesitation marked her move. Her body obeyed fast. Her mind rebelled—she knew him, trusted him once, and now bent for him while Zahara looked on. The poses cut deeper with her there. She hid her feelings. Victor watched too closely.

“Worship,” he said.

She leaned forward. Forehead met the floor. Hands settled beside her head. Swift, precise. The welts throbbed with each shift. She pushed the pain aside. Obeying Markus under Zahara’s gaze twisted her gut. She gave no sign of it. Fear kept her sharp—Zuri’s whip loomed.

“Stand. Turn. Spread. Flat,” Markus continued. Each command flowed. She followed without delay. Legs parted. Hands gripped ankles. Then she lay prone. Her body moved like a machine. Inside, she seethed. This was their win. She had no choice but to yield, and Zahara’s quiet triumph fueled her resentment.

Markus finished.

Victor spoke. “See the change? Small tokens are enough. Before, she lagged—fought you in those pauses. Now, the whip’s lesson hits: she moves instantly. That’s what we want—obedience that doesn’t wait. She’s not ready to leave yet; that defiance lingered in her spirit, not her actions. More time here will make this reflex permanent. But you see it works—discipline closes the gap.”

“Kneel before us,” Victor ordered her.

Melissa knelt as instructed. Her thighs parted, the back of her hands on her thighs, her head bowed. She stared at the floor. Victor’s words sank in. Release had dangled close—two weeks might have ended it. Her hesitation, her anger at Zahara, cost her that chance. The whip’s sting proved it. Now she faced more days under Zuri’s lash, more nights chained to the wall. Her throat tightened. Defiance had betrayed her again.

Furthermore, she had proven Victor right. Her quick obedience after the whip confirmed his lesson. The pain had forced her to bend.

She remembered Kaya and Liana’s words. That it was best to give masters what they wanted immediately or one would get hurt. Their words echoed in her mind as she felt the pain from the welts on her skin.

Resentment burned—she hated that they had won, hated her own compliance under Zahara’s eyes. Yet fear held her still. Zuri stood ready with the whip. She had no way out. Her prompt moves proved the whip’s threat bent her will, and Zahara’s presence made it personal, her stare saying she’d come out ahead.

Victor gestured to the door. “Back to training.”

Zuri stepped forward. “Move,” she ordered. Melissa rose and followed. Zuri led her away.



Back in the office, Victor shut the door. The click sounded loud in the quiet. He crossed to his desk, and sat with a sigh, his bulk making the chair creak. “Markus, her obedience falters with you—not us. She knows Zuri and I don’t mess around; she feels the weight of our rules. With you, it’s different. She’s accustomed to seeing you as a peer she could influence, not a master she must obey. That’s why she hesitates.”

He leaned forward, his blue eyes steady. “This is not unusual. Changing what you are to her takes time. She needs more of this place—its discipline, its structure—to soften her to the shift. Leave her here longer. We’ll train her to see you as a master, not a peer she can challenge. You’ll learn your part too. It’ll come together, but not overnight.”

Markus sat across from him, Zahara by the wall, her nod a silent approval. His fingers tapped the armrest, doubt flickering in his chest. Victor’s voice replayed in his mind: ‘She resists because she sees you as weak, Markus. She’s used to challenging you. Leave her here, let this place drill the obedience into her—she’ll learn you’re not that man anymore, and you’ll learn to lead her.’ The idea convinced him. He had watched her hesitation melt after the whip’s crack, a sign the shift was starting.

“More time,” he repeated. His throat caught. More weeks of that—he felt uneasy. He didn’t want this, not like this, but Victor knew best. She’d come back whole, not hating him. He nodded slowly. “Yes. I get it now. She needs to feel it—really feel it.”

Victor’s smile gleamed. Approval shone in his eyes. “Good. You learn fast. We’ll get her there.”



Zuri marched her to a mat-strewn room. Her stern face bore lines of age. Melissa’s steps dragged. The whip’s welts ached when she moved. Her mind churned. She could have been released—after two weeks, after passing the test. The test had been a chance to leave this place. Her resistance to obey and Victor’s judgment had snatched it away. Her pauses, her glare at Zahara—they had earned her the lashes, and now more time in this place. More long days here awaited her now, Zuri’s shouts, the clinking of chains at night, the endless crawling through drills. Her defiance had cost her. She clenched her fists. Anger burned, but despair crept in. How long could she fight this?

Looking at Hannah and Jennifer kneeling beside her, their quiet friendship a source of strength, she realized they were keeping her going. Their shared anger at this place and what it did to them gave her strength and a bond she had never had in her free life.

A dozen slaves knelt in rows, their collars were dull in the dim light. Shelves along one wall held jars of oil and folded cloths. A low table stood at the center, its wood scuffed from use. The room smelled of herbs and exertion. This was a space for lessons beyond slave poses.

Zuri halted. Her stern face swept over the group. “Pair up,” she barked. The slaves shifted into twos. Melissa knelt beside Hannah. Zuri crossed her arms. Her whip rested against her hip. “Massage today. Deep tissue. You lot butcher it every time. Not enough pressure—lazy, all of you. Your masters feel nothing but your weak fingers fumbling around. Useless.”

She strode to the table and slapped its surface. The sound cracked through the room. “One lies flat. Other works the back. Focus on the shoulders—dig in, past the surface. They need to feel it in their bones. You don’t press hard, you waste my time and theirs. I catch anyone slacking, you’ll feel this instead.” She tapped the whip once, her eyes narrow. “Practice it right, or I’ll drill it into you myself.”

The slaves nodded. Heads bowed low. Zuri’s gaze lingered, then she turned. “You worthless fools wear me down—worse than broken mules!” Her voice rasped with scorn. She shuffled to the door. Her old bones creaked with each step. “I need a break from your nonsense. Get it done.” The door thudded shut behind her.

The pale girl beside Melissa exhaled. Her hands moved to her shoulders. “Her aim’s worse than a drunk toddler’s,” she whispered. Melissa’s lips twitched. The sting of the welts eased under the touch.

Jennifer next to them added, “Yeah, what a miserable old hag—bet she gets herself off with that stick at night.”

Melissa snorted—a small win amid the day’s burn.



At dusk, they spilled into the courtyard. Melissa hit the volleyball, Jennifer cursing as it sailed past.

“Nice one, Melissa—you can go pro once you’re out of here!” she quipped.

Later, they sat with iced tea, the air heavy with sweat and silence.

Melissa gripped her cup, staring at the horizon, her voice tight with barely contained fury. Disgust bubbled in her: The thought of how she was trapped here, collared and naked, herded like livestock.

“How is this even possible? That we’re stuck here—chained, naked, ordered around like cattle? Do you ever think we’ll get out, or are we just supposed to accept this outrage?”

Hannah’s fingers clenched around her cup, Melissa’s heat sparking a flicker in her eyes. “I used to think I’d get out—dash free somehow. Now it’s the clank of those night chains every time I close my eyes, holding me fast. You nailed it—It’s wild to think that we can be kept like this.”

Jennifer kicked the dirt hard, her tone sharp and jagged. “Collared like dogs, chained up at night—it’s beyond humiliating, it’s a bloody insult! Animals get better. And why? Because my ‘owner’ can’t handle me saying no to his stupid perv fantasies, so he dumps me here to be beaten into shape? It’s sick!”

Hannah’s gaze darkened, her words cutting through the dusk. “Same with my bar owner—shipped me off like I’m a broken toy to be fixed. No voice, no rights—just Victor’s rules shoved down our throats. They think they can own us, break us, like it’s some natural law. It’s maddening when you say it out loud.”

Melissa’s jaw locked, her voice rising with indignation. “It’s not just maddening—it’s revolting! My body’s theirs now—to dictate every move, to whip when I falter. I’m no thing they can bind and strip—I’d claw my way free if I had half a chance! I’d fight tooth and nail!”

Jennifer snorted, her fire flaring to match Melissa’s. “Fight? Good luck—naked all day, collared like beasts, always at their mercy. You think I don’t want to smash their faces in? But it’s not like we can just shrug it off. I hate how I’m starting to take it, like it’s normal to be their damn pet!”

Hannah traced the collar at her neck, her laugh bitter and sharp. “Normal? It’s a disgrace that never fades. Their eyes—Zuri, Victor, Dmitri, the market gawkers—raking over us like we’re slabs of meat. No say, no dignity—just waiting for their next barked order. Melissa’s right—it’s outrageous we’re here at all.”

Melissa slammed her cup down, the grass jabbing her bare skin, her voice trembling with fury. “I should be raging every second! Back home, I’d have torn this place apart—told them no one owns me! But here? They all enforce it—Victor, Zuri, Dmitri, this whole rotten system. I’m naked, chained, and they’re too strong—how am I not exploding over this?”

Jennifer’s eyes narrowed, her bite softening to a grim edge. “Yeah, try fighting when one slow kneel gets you five lashes. I thought I’d claw my way out too, but turns out I’m not tough enough to beat their whips. Doesn’t mean I don’t hate it—bloody infuriates me every day.”

Hannah’s fingers stilled on her collar, her tone steady but laced with a new steel. “It’s not just their strength—it’s the gall of it. Alone, collared, no one coming—I used to dream I’d break free. Now I kneel because I have to, but Melissa’s got a point—it’s an outrage we’re even in this position. Makes me sick to stomach it.”

Their eyes met, a fierce current passing between them—anger blazing hotter now, mingled with loss and the sting of forced surrender. Jennifer leaned back, her voice dropping. “Guess we’re not the rebels we thought we’d be—not yet, anyway.”

Hannah nodded, a faint spark glinting in her gaze. “But we’ve got each other. That’s a start—keeps the fire alive, even if it’s quiet.”
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39. The Box

The dining hall buzzed with the clatter of trays and the murmur of voices as the slaves gathered for lunch. Melissa stood near the serving table, her hands steady as she helped Zuri arrange the bowls of stew they’d cooked that morning. The air was thick with the scent of spices and boiled yams, a rare comfort in the academy’s cold routine. She glanced at Hannah and Jennifer, who were setting out wooden spoons, their movements quick and practiced. Hannah caught her eye, offering a small, tired smile, but Jennifer kept her gaze down, her lips pressed into a thin line.

The door swung open, and Zuri strode in, her whip coiled at her hip, her expression as unyielding as the stone walls around them. Behind her shuffled a new girl with a steel collar glinting around her neck. She was naked, her pale skin flushed with embarrassment, her arms twitching as if to shield herself. She fumbled with the collar, fingers brushing the metal, then crossed an arm over her breasts, her other hand hovering near her vagina before dropping in defeat. Her green eyes darted around the room, wide with a mix of defiance and unease.

“This is Carla,” Zuri announced, her voice sharp. “She’ll be joining us. Carla, help set the table.”

Carla’s head jerked slightly, her breath catching as her eyes widened at the command. Her hands trembled, fingers clenching into fists at her sides, but she didn’t meet Zuri’s gaze. Ordering me around like a bloody servant? she thought, her Irish accent thick in her mind, outrage simmering beneath her fear. But the weight of the collar, the sting of her nakedness in this foreign hell, held her back. She swallowed hard, her voice low and hesitant, tinged with a shaky defiance.

“I… fine,” she muttered, her tone barely masking the anger bubbling inside. She moved to the table, her steps stiff, her arms still half-covering her chest as she grabbed a stack of bowls, her movements jerky and reluctant. Melissa watched, her own collar a heavy reminder of her first days—how she had hated the nakedness, the loss of freedom and being ordered around.

As they knelt on the ground to eat, Melissa, Hannah, and Jennifer clustered around Carla, their curiosity piqued. “So, Carla, how’d you end up here?” Hannah asked, her tone gentle but probing, her Canadian accent softening the question.

Carla’s eyes flashed, but she answered, her voice low. “I worked for a bastard in Dublin. Found out he was embezzling company funds—big time. I gathered evidence, thought I could do the right thing, and asked him to come clean with his higher-ups—stupid me. He had me snatched and shipped here. Now I’m his ‘property.’” She spat the word, her fingers brushing her collar again. “What about you lot?”

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

Jennifer’s voice was colder. “Modeling gig in London. They locked me in a cage, sold me to some rich creep. Three weeks in.”

Melissa stayed quiet, her own story too raw to share.

Lunch ended too soon, and Zuri’s voice cut through the chatter. “Outside, all of you. Training.” The slaves filed out to the courtyard, the tropical sun blazing overhead, the dirt hot under their bare feet.

Zuri barked orders, her whip cracking in the air. “Run! Crawl! Faster!” Melissa dropped to her hands and knees, her muscles burning as she scrambled through the dust, the other girls panting beside her. A sharp sting lashed her thigh—she’d been too slow—and she bit back a cry, pushing harder.

Carla lagged behind, her face red with exertion and anger. She crawled awkwardly, her arms still trying to shield her breasts, her movements jerky as she muttered under her breath.

“This is bloody insane—naked outside, like animals!” A whip crack landed on her back, and she yelped, her body jolting.

“Move, slave!” Zuri shouted, her voice like thunder. Carla’s eyes blazed, her resolve hardening even as she complied, the strike fueling her defiance.



Back inside, Zuri led them to a training room for posture drills.

“Kneel!” Zuri commanded, pacing the line of slaves. Melissa sank to her knees, her thighs spread as trained, her gaze fixed on the floor. Hannah and Jennifer followed suit, their movements smooth from practice.

Carla froze, her face twisting with disgust. She glanced at the others, her body tensing as she started to lower herself, but revulsion surged within her—kneeling for Zuri felt like a betrayal of everything she was. Her knees bent slightly, then stopped, her legs trembling with the effort to obey. Fear of Zuri’s whip clawed at her, but her pride burned stronger, screaming against humiliating herself before this woman who had already struck her outside, who didn’t deserve her submission.

Zuri circled back, stopping in front of Carla just as the next command came. “Kneel!”

Carla’s body stiffened, her half-lowered stance locking in place. Zuri loomed over her, a black woman, older, her frame wiry but commanding. Carla’s mind rebelled—she shouldn’t have to kneel for anyone, least of all Zuri, who had already proven her cruelty.

Her lips curled in defiance, and she straightened fully, her voice a low mutter. “I’m not kneeling for you.”

Zuri’s eyes narrowed, and her stick came down hard, striking Carla’s shoulder. “Kneel, slave!” she barked.

Carla flinched, her defiance wavering, but she held her ground.

Zuri struck again, a barrage of blows raining down—shoulder, back, thigh—each hit a sharp crack against her skin.

Carla’s legs buckled under the onslaught, and she sank to her knees, her face red with humiliation, her eyes burning with rage.

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

Carla’s cheeks flushed deeper, but she complied, her thighs parting as she knelt before Zuri, her defiance still smoldering in her gaze.

Zuri turned to the group, her riding crop tapping against her thigh. “Why do we spread our legs when we kneel?”

She scanned the lineup, her eyes narrowing as she stopped in front of Jennifer. With a flick of her wrist, she extended the crop, lifting Jennifer’s chin until their eyes met. “Jennifer?” she prompted, her voice sharp.

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

Zuri nodded, a curt acknowledgment. “That’s correct.”

She retracted the crop, stepping back to survey the line.

“Worship position!” Zuri commanded next. Melissa lowered her forehead to the floor, her hands beside her head, her body a picture of submission.

The others followed, but Carla froze.

Worship—before Zuri, the woman who’d beaten her, who stood over her now like some god to be revered. It was too much. Her breath came in short, ragged gasps, her chest heaving as panic clawed at her throat.

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

Zuri’s face darkened, and her stick came down hard, striking Carla’s thigh with a sharp crack.

“Obey, slave!” she roared.

Carla, still kneeling upright, flinched under the blow, the sting radiating through her leg, but her resolve hardened. She broke position, shuffling to her feet, backing away as Zuri’s strikes followed—thwack, thwack, thwack—each hit landing on her thighs and arms, bruising her skin.

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

‘You will,’ she said, voice like gravel. ‘Or you’ll learn what happens to those who don’t.’

Melissa’s breath caught, her head still pressed against the floor and her hands next to her head, a jolt of fear spiking through her—this was different, a defiance she hadn’t seen before, and the punishment Zuri hinted at felt darker, more sinister than the whip’s lash.

Zuri’s patience snapped. She grabbed a whistle from her belt and blew a sharp note, summoning Victor. The head trainer stormed in, his bulk filling the doorway, his cold eyes scanning the scene.

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

Victor’s gaze settled on Carla, a satisfied smile curling his lips. “We fix that,” he said, his Russian accent thick, his tone flat but laced with anticipation. He seized Carla’s arm, his grip iron-tight, and dragged her out as she struggled, her shouts echoing down the hall.

“Please, I don’t belong here!” she cried, her pleas echoing with desperation. “I’m not a slave—let me go!”

Melissa watched, her heart pounding, as the door slammed shut behind them.

Zuri turned back to the group, her expression hard. “Worship position—again!” The slaves dropped into the stance, foreheads to the floor, hands next to their heads. Melissa’s muscles trembled, her mind racing with Carla’s defiance and the price she would have to pay. The training continued, Zuri’s commands relentless, her whip cracking to keep them in line.

An hour later, as they held a kneeling posture, a faint sound drifted through the open window—a muffled cry, sharp and desperate, followed by a dull thump of fists against the box’s wooden walls. Melissa froze, her breath catching. The sounds came again, softer now, a broken sob barely audible over the courtyard’s hum. She glanced at Hannah, whose face had paled, her eyes fixed on the window.

“It’s the box,” Hannah whispered, her voice tight. “They always make sure we hear.”

Melissa’s stomach twisted, the faint, eerie cries burrowing into her. She couldn’t—she wouldn’t—end up like that.



Later, the slaves gathered in a low-ceilinged room for a lesson in Grabesian culture. Mats lined the floor, jars of oil and cloths stacked along the walls, the air heavy with the scent of herbs. Melissa sat between Hannah and Jennifer, their friendship a source of strength, while the other girls settled around them. Zuri entered alone, her stern face carved with the authority of a woman born to this land, her whip coiled at her hip. Carla’s absence hung thick, a silent testament to the morning’s clash.

Zuri stood at the front, her voice rasping with a native edge, clear and unsoftened by foreign tones. “Today, you learn about Grabesh—its blood, its truth. Here, justice is not what you think. It’s not soft words or grand promises. It’s might—pure and simple. Power rules all: who eats, who works, who owns, who kneels. Long ago, five tribes fought over this land. None could win until two joined forces in the Great War. They crushed the rest—took their fields, their lives, their kin. Them that won, like my ancestors, stand free today. Them that lost, their descendants wears collars. That’s justice here—what you take and hold with strength, you keep. Nothing more, nothing less.”

She paced, her boots scuffing the floor, her gaze sweeping the group. “You understand this?”

The girls’ voices rose in unison, a weary chorus. “Yes, Ma’am.”

Zuri nodded, her eyes narrowing. “Now listen. You came from lands with a different idea of justice—soft, weak, full of lies. They tell you the world owes you fairness, that you’re born free, that chains are wrong because you’re good or pure. They say everyone’s got rights, like some shield handed down from the sky. Where I’m from, we don’t believe that. Rights don’t fall into your lap—they’re won with blood. Freedom’s no gift; it’s a prize your kin fight for. In the wild, a lion takes a gazelle because it’s stronger, faster, sharper. No one cries ‘unfair.’ Here, tribes are the same—some rule, some serve. That’s the law of nature, not some book of rules.”

She stopped, her whip tapping her thigh. “You see the difference?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” the chorus answered, fainter this time, the weight of her words sinking in.

“Good,” Zuri said, her voice rising with conviction. “Your foreign ideas of justice are nothing but fairy tales. They don’t teach you the value of violence. That is why your people can’t fight. And that is why you wear collars now. In Grabesh, justice is might—nothing more, nothing less. You’re not here because of a failure of justice or because you were cheated. You’re here because might won. My tribe stands free because we fought and we won. The defeated? Their kin kneel because they lost. Such is the way of nature—power decides, and them with it live free, them without it serve. Learn this, and you’ll see your place is not unjust—it’s the natural way of things.”

She leaned forward, her tone sharpening. “You following me?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” they replied, voices steadier now, drilled by habit.

Zuri’s voice softened for a moment, her gaze drifting as if caught in a memory. Years ago, her husband had abandoned her for a younger, prettier woman, leaving her to scrape by with three children in a society that shamed a wife for such a loss. It meant her bond with her husband had been too weak to hold him, and a younger woman’s beauty had been stronger.

Her life had been hard ever since—scrubbing floors, harvesting crops—until she found her role at The Slave Academy. Now, facing these defiant, pretty slaves, she felt that old sting, their youth and beauty a bitter reminder of her past. Of the woman who had once taken her husband from her. She enjoyed their suffering, the punishments she gave them felt like a late revenge against the woman who had stolen her husband and her old life from her.

Zuri’s lips pressed thin. “Now look at what you saw today. That new girl, Carla—she shouted this morning, ‘This is not right,’ ‘I don’t deserve this,’ ‘I have rights,’ ‘I am free.’ She’s wrong, and you’ll see why. She was free once, yes, because her people had strength to keep her safe—until they didn’t. She could not fight the men who took her. Her kin could not stop it. Men with greater force came, and they seized her. That’s not a failure of justice; that’s her false idea of justice from her homeland failing her. She thought she was free by some rule above us all. No. She was free as long as her people defended her freedom.”

She leaned forward, her tone sharpening. “Do you understand?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” the chorus rang out, a mix of resignation and understanding.

Melissa’s fingers twitched on her mat, a flicker of defiance Zuri didn’t see.

Zuri straightened, her voice dropping low and fierce. “Those lands you come from peddle that lie—‘everyone’s born free,’ ‘rights are yours.’ It’s not a truth; it’s a deception. They tell you freedom’s given, not earned, so you don’t fight for it. Makes you soft, lazy, blind. They tell you this to disarm you. And when you’re weak, oppressors can take you—just like they took you all. You’re here because the lies your homelands fed you left you vulnerable. You failed to protect your freedom, and now you kneel in submission. Freedom and rights are won with blood and strength, not handed out. Them that don’t see that lose it—just as you lost yours.”

She asked again, “Do you understand?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” the naked slave girls said in unison.

She stepped back, her stern face unyielding. “Good. Class is over. Meet outside for dinner in twenty minutes.”

She turned and stalked out, the door thudding shut.

The room buzzed with quiet unease, Carla’s fate a raw echo in the silence. Melissa’s fingers dug into her mat, her breath shallow, her mind reeling from the horror of the box—this was no mere threat, but a glimpse into the Academy’s true power, a cruelty she’d never imagined. Zuri’s words clawed at her—brutal, rooted in this land’s bones, and too real to deny. She’d thought she’d seen the worst, but the box proved her wrong. Its horror now seared into her memory, a fear that would haunt her like the taser’s sting on her first day. Hannah sat still, her calm a thin veil, while Jennifer’s eyes darkened, her smirk gone. The lesson sank in, heavy and unshakeable.



The next day, as another week of relentless training dawned at The Slave Academy, the sun dipped low, casting long shadows across the yard. Zuri strode to a small, wooden box nestled against the mud-brick wall—a cramped structure, barely waist-high, its rough planks weathered and stained, measuring no more than a meter and a half square. A heavy bolt secured the lid, which Zuri yanked open with a grunt, the hinges creaking sharply in the still air.

“Out,” she barked, her voice slicing through the humidity. A pale hand emerged from the darkness, trembling as it gripped the edge. Carla’s head followed, her dark hair matted and clinging to her sweat-streaked face. She crawled out awkwardly, limbs stiff and slow from the tight confinement, a sour stench wafting from her—24 hours in that box had left its mark. Grime and sand coated her bare skin, her breaths shallow and ragged as she blinked against the light, eyes wide and haunted. Zuri grabbed her arm roughly, hauling her to her feet. Carla swayed, knees trembling, hands limp at her sides, the reek of her unwashed body sharp in the still air.

“You refused me once,” Zuri said, her coal-black eyes boring into Carla’s. “Now you’ll do it right. Attention!”

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

“Kneel!” Zuri snapped, and Carla dropped, knees hitting the sand with a soft thud, a faint grimace crossing her face.

“Worship!” Zuri’s voice cracked like a lash, and Carla bent forward, forehead pressing into the grit, hands sliding beside her head. The pose was shaky, her body trembling with effort, but she held it, the fight gone from her. Zuri paced around her, boots scuffing the earth, her stern face unyielding.

“Good enough for now,” she grunted, stopping short. “You stink like a pen. Go clean yourself—thoroughly. Report back to me for inspection when you’re done, or it’s two days next time.”

She tapped her whip against her shoulder, then turned and stalked off, leaving Carla kneeling in the dusk, a trembling figure against the box. Melissa watched from the courtyard, the other slaves’ faces a mix of pity and relief, the sour smell still lingering as Carla rose unsteadily and shuffled toward the wash area.



The next morning, the yard buzzed with the shuffle of bare feet as Zuri paced before the line of slaves, her whip swaying like a pendulum.

“Attention!” Zuri barked, and the group snapped into place—feet apart, hands behind heads. Melissa moved with them, her muscles honed by weeks of drills, her eyes flicking to Carla two spots down. Carla stood rigid, her pale frame trembling faintly. She spread her feet and locked her hands behind her head, but her elbows sagged inward, not fully extended. Zuri’s gaze sharpened.

“Elbows out,” Zuri growled, stepping closer. She tapped Carla’s arm lightly with the stick, a firm correction. Carla flinched, her breath catching, but she quickly pulled her elbows wide, her face flushing with shame. No hesitation marked her now—no flicker of the fire that had flared in her earlier defiance.

“Kneel!” Zuri snapped, and Carla dropped fast, knees hitting the sand with a soft thud, gaze fixed downward. Her hair hung lank over her shoulders, her chest bare, the fight wrung out of her. But her knees pressed together—a mistake, as slaves were trained to part their legs, to show they weren’t hiding anything.

Zuri’s eyes narrowed. She strode to Carla, the stick tapping the inside of her thigh. “Legs apart,” she ordered, voice cold. Carla’s knees jerked open, sand shifting beneath her, her cheeks burning red. She adjusted without a word, her body trembling but obedient.

“Worship!” Zuri’s voice cracked like a lash, and Carla bent forward, hands settling beside her head. Her forehead hovered an inch above the ground, not quite touching—a novice’s error. Zuri stepped closer, her boot nudging Carla’s head down. “Touch the ground,” she commanded, and Carla pressed her forehead into the grit, her breath shallow.

Jennifer, beside Melissa, muttered low, “Bloody hell, they got her quick,” her sharp tone hiding a shiver. Zuri paced past, boots scuffing the earth, her grunt of approval cold and grudging.

Carla rose at “Stand!”—swift but unsteady, her legs wobbling as she straightened. Her hands hung loosely beside her, but her feet were too close together. Zuri’s stick tapped her ankle. “Wider,” she snapped, and Carla shifted, spreading her stance. The girl who had shouted ‘I won’t’ on her first day was gone, her defiance now broken, leaving only a fumbling, submissive shell. Her silence was haunting, a stark contrast to the fire she had shown days before.



Two nights before Melissa’s test, the basement dorm was quiet, the air heavy with the scent of Grabesian stew and sweat. The slaves sprawled on their mats, each chained to the wall, the metal links clinking faintly as they settled for the night, the dim light casting shadows across the rough weave. Melissa was sitting cross-legged, her chain dragging lightly across the floor as she shifted, Hannah to her left, Jennifer a mat over, their tired eyes reflecting the day’s strain. Carla knelt nearby, her pale hands twisting in her lap, her knees pressed tightly together as if to shield herself from the others’ gazes, her voice a low rasp cutting through the stillness.

“It was… black,” Carla began, her voice halting, eyes fixed on the floor as if seeing the darkness again. “The box. No light, just walls… so close I couldn’t stretch out—my legs cramped up and ached like hell.”

Hannah gasped softly, leaning forward instinctively, only for her chain to pull taut, stopping her short, her hand brushing Carla’s arm. “God, Carla… that sounds awful,” she murmured, her voice thick with empathy.

Carla’s breath hitched, her words stumbling on. “Hot… like an oven, sand sticking to my sweat. I yelled at first—banged ‘til my knuckles bled—” She held up her hands, showing the bruised, scabbed skin. The soft clank of chains echoed as Jennifer shifted on her mat.

“Bloody hell,” Jennifer muttered, her sharp tone laced with unease, “they let you bleed in there?”

“No one came,” Carla said, her voice cracking. “Just… silence, then my breathing, loud, fast… stuffy air choking me. I thought I’d pass out. Couldn’t tell time—hours dragged, or maybe seconds, I don’t know.”

Melissa’s stomach twisted, her voice barely a whisper. “How did you… keep going?” she asked, her own fear of the box seeping into her words. Jennifer glanced at her, noticing how Melissa’s breasts rose and fell more noticeably, her breathing quickened by the tension.

Carla swallowed hard, her fingers trembling. “Something… crawled over my foot—sharp, bit me—and I jerked, but… nowhere to go. At night it got cold, my teeth chattered. I begged… alone… just wanted out.” She shifted from her kneeling position, moving to sit against the wall, the chain scraping lightly as she adjusted. Once seated, she pulled her knees to her chest, wrapping her arms around them to cover herself, her naked form curling inward in a protective gesture.

Hannah leaned in, her voice trembling with disbelief and sympathy. “They did that to you… just for not kneeling?” she murmured, her eyes wide with concern, a faint shudder running through her.

Carla’s gaze stayed down, her voice trembling. “Yeah… just for not kneeling. They don’t tolerate any resistance here.” She paused, her fingers brushing her bruised knuckles, a shiver running through her. “Felt like forever. No food, just a cup of water through a slit—spilled half grabbing it. I thought I’d die there, that they’d forget me. By the end, I’d have done anything to get out—kneel, crawl, whatever Zuri wanted. When she opened it, I couldn’t even stand.”

“That’s horrific,” Hannah said, her voice trembling, eyes wide with sympathy. “You didn’t deserve that.”

Carla’s words trailed off. “It wouldn’t stop.”

Melissa’s stomach churned, Carla’s words painting a grim picture—worse than the whip, a punishment that broke more than the body. She couldn’t shake the image.

Jennifer snorted, her edge softened by stillness. “Bloody monsters. They’d lock us all in there if they could—turn us into puppets faster.”

A wave of dread hit Melissa, Carla’s words making her see the fate she’d come so close to suffering.

Carla met her eyes, haunted but steady. “I thought I could hold out—thought I was tougher. Now I’ll do what they say because I can’t go back. I just can’t. It’s not giving up—it’s just… staying alive.”

Hannah nodded, brushing Melissa’s arm. “We’ve all got our breaking point. Talking like this keeps us sane.”

Jennifer lay back, smirking faintly. “Yeah, well, next time Zuri barks, I’ll picture her in that box—might make kneeling easier.” A dry laugh rippled through them, thin but real, giving them a fleeting moment of relief.


40. A Trip to the Market

Saturday’s market square buzzed as the coffle shuffled in, a long chain threading through the collars of thirteen women—white and Asian, their bare feet scuffing the dirt.

Carla was not part of the group; after her defiance she had to first earn The Slave Academy’s trust. Victor refused to risk her misbehavior making the Academy look bad in public. Until Carla proved herself obedient over the next few weeks, she wouldn’t be allowed off the premises. Instead, she’d been chained to one of the rings in the basement where they slept, a chastity device locked on by Zuri to prevent her from masturbating while alone.

Zuri strode ahead, holding the coffle chain, her stern face cutting through the crowd, stick coiled in her grip like a threat. The townsfolk parted, their murmurs rising into a hum of curiosity, eyes glinting with crude fascination.

Melissa trailed near the end, the chain tugging her collar—a hated weight she’d worn since her arrival in Grabesh, now linking her to the others on the chain. She seethed at being marched out like this: naked and linked to the chain for the crowd to gawk at—she forced the anger down, wary of Zuri’s stick.

Jennifer, just ahead of her, kept pace, her sharp jaw set but her eyes darting to the gawkers. As they neared the makeshift stage, the crowd thickened, their stares pressing heavier than the midday sun.

Jennifer leaned back slightly, her voice a low hiss meant only for Melissa. “These geniuses act like we invented walking—brilliant.” Her sarcasm carried the same bite from that first night in the dorm, a flicker of defiance masked by a smirk.

Melissa’s lips twitched, a brief spark of amusement cutting through the shame creeping up her spine.

Up front, Zuri barked an order to halt, her voice faint at this distance. The line slowed unevenly, and Melissa bumped lightly into Jennifer, who shot her a quick, dry glance as they steadied themselves, their shared amusement went unnoticed by Zuri in the crowd’s bustle.

They were led onto a makeshift stage where Zuri freed them from the chain. The gaze of the Grabesians stayed heavy on them. Victor stepped forward. His voice boomed over the murmurs, a flourish in his gesture. “Here at The Slave Academy, we ensure obedience, cleanliness, and submission above all.” The women stood at attention. Eyes faced forward, feet shoulder-wide, hands locked behind their heads.
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Melissa scanned the crowd, her heart steadying as she prepared to perform—until her gaze fell on Markus and Zahara. Her breath caught, a jolt of shock tightening her chest. She hadn’t expected them here, watching her like some trained animal forced to show off tricks. Her stomach knotted, the humiliation burning deeper. She kept her face blank—training demanded it—but her jaw clenched with resentment. Markus, the man who owned her, sat there, coffee in hand.

Beside him, Zahara watched, her quiet smile a cruel reminder of her role in Melissa’s suffering. Markus had let it slip at the pool that Zahara convinced him to send her to The Slave Academy for training, and now Melissa stood here, helpless, performing for the crowd while Zahara reveled in her success. Rage simmered inside her, gnawing at her chest—she was trapped, degraded, all because of Zahara’s meddling. She pushed the thought away. She could not afford to show her anger now.

Victor began the demonstration. He commanded the slaves through pose after pose—kneel, stretch flat, bridges, legs apart—no matter how demeaning or tiring, they obeyed.

Melissa moved. Her hands trembled slightly as she locked them behind her head, the effort to obey warring with her anger.

Melissa moved with Hannah to her left, Jennifer to her right.

Hannah leaned in, whispering, “Chin up—think of it as a bad parade, yeah?”

Jennifer hissed, “Look at them—drooling like they’ve never seen legs before.”

Melissa stifled a smirk, their mockery easing the crowd’s stare.

The crowd watched, some muttering, others gawking, as he showed off how their resistance had been broken. All these women had grown up free and only been enslaved as adults. These women bent and twisted on command, naked before strangers, and Victor reveled in it.

Melissa had no choice. In the week after Markus’s evaluation, Zuri had relentlessly drilled immediate responses into her with the whip. She had not spared it, and Melissa felt the threat of a whiplash with every command from Victor. His orders now landed with unshakable force. The Slave Academy had turned her into their performer, a role she despised, but she obeyed without faltering, conscious of the consequences.

She moved without pause, lessons hard-learned, but inside, her shame burned deep. Markus and Zahara sat there, sipping coffee, eyes fixed on her. Markus, the young man her age who owned her and refused to free her from her collar. And next to him Zahara, who had persuaded him to put her here—now they watched her, helplessly performing under their gaze. Every pose stung worse because of them.

And there was no end in sight. Melissa knew that when the event was over, her collar would be snapped back to the chain, linking her to the coffle with the others, and they would drag her back to The Slave Academy. There she would stay until Markus decided to take her out—if he ever did.

Victor moved to cleanliness next. He called volunteers from the crowd to the stage. At his word, the women stepped forward. They bowed low and tossed their hair to the front. Strands hung before their faces. The volunteers ran fingers through Melissa’s hair, checking for grease or dandruff. She felt their hands tug lightly, their breath close as they muttered approval. The women stood straight again. Melissa pushed her hair back. It dropped behind her shoulders.

Next, they held their hands out, palms down. The volunteers leaned in, inspecting her fingernails for dirt or cracks. She kept still, her jaw tight. Then they knelt to check her toenails.

Finally, at Victor’s command, the women turned. They stood with their feet shoulder-wide, grabbed their ankles, legs straight. A volunteer’s fingers touched her thighs, warm and firm, then grazed her buttcheek. She collected all her willpower to resist the urge to pull away, knowing that resistance would mean corporal punishment. Another hand gently spread her, the touch light but steady near her most private skin and gently spread her buttcheeks. Heat rose in her face. She felt the press of strangers’ fingers, a faint shiver of revulsion running up her spine. Their touching hands treated her like an object on display.

The volunteers confirmed her cleanliness to the crowd, a nod to the Academy’s standards. She stood again in attention, legs apart, hands behind her head.

She felt Zahara’s gaze—sharp, satisfied—and it stung deeper than the act itself. Markus watched too, his face showing relief mixed with satisfaction. Markus had initially felt some unease at The Slave Academy’s methods, but seeing her performing so well here, and without the visible defiance from the previous week when she had performed for him, proved to him that these methods were working. He was still not entirely comfortable with them, but he was increasingly satisfied that she was getting the training that she needed.

Melissa wondered if he’d subject her to inspections like this when he took her back. The thought churned in her mind.

Victor paused the demonstration. He turned to the crowd with a broad gesture. “Who wants to try? Volunteer, please.” A teenage boy pushed forward, his grin wide with eagerness. He climbed onto the stage, eyes bright, and took his place before the lineup. Victor nodded. “Go ahead.”

The teenager pointed at Melissa first. “Kneel,” he said, voice loud with fresh authority.

Melissa sank to her knees, wood rough against her skin. He moved down the line, ordering poses—kneel, stand, worship—each command sharp, relishing the power as the slaves obeyed him. Zahara watched, her coffee cup steady, and Melissa’s chest tightened.

The young Grabesian came back to Melissa.

“Worship,” he ordered this time.

Melissa leaned forward. Through her hair, she caught Markus in the crowd. He sat next to Zahara, cup paused in his hand. A line creased his brow. Unease flickered in his eyes—her under this youngster’s command unsettled him. Zahara’s face stayed smooth, a faint curve to her lips. Her resentment surged. She hated them both—Zahara for convincing him to put her here and Markus for agreeing to it. Her stomach churned at the thought of bowing to this lad—he hadn’t done anything to deserve this kind of deference. He just happened to be free, and she was a slave. At this moment, she would have given anything to be able to spit in his face and walk off. But the memory of Carla’s fate was still fresh in her mind, her initial defiance, her shouts and how they had led to the muffled cries she had later heard from the box outside. Her forehead touched the floor of the stage before the young Grabesian’s feet. Her hands rested beside her head. It irritated her that this novice master had control over her, that a stranger could be given reign over her like this, and she was helpless to refuse.

The youth gave the order she dreaded. “Open.”

Melissa froze, her pulse spiking as a wave of disbelief crashed over her—this couldn’t be happening, not here, not in front of all these strangers. Then her training kicked in. She rose to her feet and spread her legs. Toes turned outward. Knees bent sharp. Her back stayed straight. Hands locked behind her head, exposing her fully to the crowd. Her face burned with a shame as if she’d never hardened to it. Resentment churned beneath her obedience as the crowd’s murmurs swelled, their eyes crawling over her like she was livestock on display.

The pose strained her thighs. Her muscles ached. The position exposed every inch of her body, her legs spread wide, her most private areas laid bare for the crowd—and the young Grabesian—to see. She felt the weight of their stares, the murmurs of the Grabesians pressing in, but the lad’s gaze was the worst. He stood directly in front of her, his eyes raking over her form, up and down, a slow, deliberate inspection that made her skin crawl. He was young, barely a teenager, his face alight with a mix of awe and glee. Melissa’s stomach churned with humiliation—this young Grabesian, who’d likely never controlled a slave before, let alone a white one, now had her at his mercy. She could see it in his wide-eyed stare, the way his lips parted slightly: this might be the first time he’d seen a naked white woman up close, and he was savoring every moment. In the Worship position, her body had been low to the ground, her exposure limited, but now, in the Open position, everything was on display for his inspection. Her cheeks burned, shame flooding her as she was forced to hold the revealing pose, her body shaking with the effort of staying still under his scrutiny.
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He stepped closer, his breath quickening with excitement. He reached out, his hand trembling slightly as he ran his fingers along the underside of her left thigh, the touch light but invasive, sending a shiver of revulsion through her. His hand moved across her vagina, a fleeting graze that made her flinch inwardly, her breath catching in her throat, then continued to her right thigh, tracing the curve of her skin. She wanted to pull away, to scream, but she held the position, her training—and the fear of consequences—keeping her rigid. He paused, his fingers brushing through her pubic hair, stroking it with a curiosity that made her skin crawl, her humiliation deepening as she stood there, exposed and powerless, for this teenager’s enjoyment. Her muscles were beginning to ache now, the sharp angle of her knees sending a dull throb through her quads, her calves tightening as they fought to hold her weight.

The young Grabesian stepped back, his grin widening, and began to walk around her slowly, inspecting her like a prize he’d won. He took his time, his eyes drinking in her form from every angle, enjoying the power he held over her. When he reached her back, he paused, his hand reaching out to gently cup her buttocks, his fingers pressing into her soft white skin, exploring the texture with eager curiosity. Melissa’s breath hitched, her body tensing further, the ache in her legs growing sharper as she struggled to hold the position. It was becoming hard now, her thighs beginning to shake with the strain, her calves burning as the effort mounted. She couldn’t hold it much longer—her legs were on the verge of giving out.

Her eyes darted to the young Grabesian in desperation, her gaze pleading for him to release her from her stressful pose, but his wide-eyed stare gleamed with eager lust, savoring her exposed body. He relished the power he held, knowing she couldn’t break position without his command. She knew if she gave in to the strain and collapsed, Victor might see it as a lack of effort, a failure that could shame The Slave Academy before the crowd—he’d likely punish her with a whipping, the sting of which she dreaded, though the box loomed as a worse fate if he suspected deliberate defiance. Her chest tightened, panic rising as sweat stung her eyes, her silent plea to the boy growing more desperate as her legs shook with exhaustion.

The teenager continued his slow circle, his footsteps deliberate, until he stood before her again. Her legs were burning now, the sharp angle of her knees sending a deep, throbbing pain through her quads, her calves shuddering violently as they struggled to hold her. Sweat beaded on her forehead, trickling down her temples, her breaths coming in short, shallow gasps as she struggled to keep her balance. The crowd’s murmurs pressed in, their eyes boring into her exposed body, fueling her shame and resentment. She wanted to collapse, to let her legs give out and end the torment, but the fear of Victor’s wrath—and the shame of failing in front of this crowd—kept her upright. Her gaze remained on the teenager, her eyes still pleading, her body aching for relief. The position left her bare for their enjoyment, stirring her anger, but she braced her legs to hold it because the fear of failing Victor in front of everyone outweighed the pain. Zahara’s gaze lingered, a quiet triumph in it. Melissa held firm, legs unsteady. The teenager paced past. His eyes met hers—her strain plain—but he savored the moment.

At last, he said, “Stand.” Melissa exhaled a shaky breath, her legs nearly buckling as she straightened, the relief flooding through her like a wave. Her thighs twitched, the ache lingering as sweat dripped down her spine, her chest heaving with deep, ragged breaths. She stood, her body unsteady but free of the strain, the crowd’s applause a muffled roar as she fought to steady herself. The crowd clapped.

“They’re having fun today,” Melissa thought. A spark of resentment burned in her thoughts.



Her legs throbbed. She sought Markus again. He clapped, his face a mix of curiosity and something like pride. Zahara’s smile differed. A look of triumph gleamed in her smile, a prize won at Melissa’s expense. Her anger burned hotter. This was Zahara’s vision—Melissa reduced, displayed—and she sat there smug beside Markus.

The demonstration shifted. Victor called for affirmations. The slaves recited their vows in unison, voices flat with surrender. “I embrace being a slave with pride and joy,” they began. Then, “I find pleasure only in my master’s satisfaction,” and “I desire nothing but to please.”

In the afternoon, they paired off to clean. Every pair was chained together by their collars. They moved into the market to clean. Dust and sweat marked their work—a show of utility and obedience for the public. Their cleaning bolstered The Slave Academy’s reputation with the townsfolk.

The sun dipped low. The slaves were locked into the coffle once more. The chain clinked as they marched back to the Academy. Melissa walked among them. Her body ached, her thoughts bitter. Her eyes flicked to Markus in the distance, then Zahara beside him. Their shapes faded into the bustling crowd. She wondered when this would end—or if it ever would.



Back at The Slave Academy, the coffle was disbanded.

Carla, released from her chains in the basement and the chastity device, joined the group as they began cooking the stew, her steps hesitant and her demeanor subdued from her confinement.

The sun dipped low as they scattered to tasks, Melissa trailing Hannah toward the outdoor hearth.

Dmitri slouched against a palm tree, thumbs flicking over his phone, barely glancing up as they took their posts.

Jennifer knelt by the fire, stirring a pot of millet stew, while Melissa shaped flatbread, the heat prickling her bare skin.

“Hey,” he called, voice thick with a Russian burr, not looking up. “Keep it moving, yeah? Uncle Vic says no lazy girls.”

Jennifer snorted, her hands pausing mid-roll. “Says the kid who’s been swiping right all day.” Her tone dripped acid, loud enough to carry.

Dmitri’s head snapped up, a grin tugging his lips—half-amused, half-annoyed. “Missing my eyes on you? Keep dreaming, dough-girl.”

Jennifer smirked, flicking a speck of dough off her fingers. “Please, you’d need a better profile pic than that scruffy mugshot to get a match.” Her voice danced with mischief, daring him to bite.

He pocketed the phone, unfolding himself from the tree with a lazy stretch, then sauntered over. “All of you—Attention. Now.”

Melissa’s jaw clenched, resentment flaring at having to obey this boy who was younger than her, but the drill ran deep. She rose, feet shoulder-wide, hands locked behind her head. It grated her how he could casually order them around. She moved fast to not risk feeling his stick and stood firm before him.

Hannah followed, her movements slow but obedient.

Jennifer muttered, “Pervert,” under her breath but complied, her glare cutting sharp as she stood rigid.

Carla quietly assumed the Attention position alongside them, her movements careful and deliberate, keeping her head low to avoid drawing Dmitri’s attention. She was still a bit stiff from having been chained and not being fed for most of the day.

The four lined up before him, the evening breeze cool against their exposed skin.

Dmitri paced in front, eyes lingering too long, then stopped in front of Jennifer. Her earlier jab hung in the air, and his grin faded into something tighter. He pinched her nipple gently with his right hand in a threat to pinch down painfully. Jennifer’s instinct was to swat his hand away, but she was drilled to hold her position of attention. She knew that breaking position would result in punishment. It could be a whipping or going without dinner for a day or two which would be miserable. It was better for her to take whatever this boy had in mind for her to avoid getting into further trouble, she decided.

“So,” he said, voice low and taunting, “you think I’m swiping too much on my phone?”

Jennifer’s breath hitched, a bead of sweat tracing down her temple. Her muscles tensed, instinct screaming to swat his hand away, to shove him back—but her hands stayed locked behind her head. Breaking pose meant Zuri’s whip, or worse. Her eyes flicked to his, anxiety flickering behind her usual fire. She swallowed hard, forcing the words out.

“No, Sir. I didn’t mean it. You’re… you’re fine as you are.” Her voice strained, groveling just enough to appease him, though her lips twitched with suppressed venom.

Dmitri’s grin returned, smug now. He lowered his hand, stepping back with a lazy nod. “Good girl.” He shifted to Melissa, his boots scuffing the dirt, and tilted his head, eyeing her up and down. “What about you, huh? Got any issues? Unsolicited life advice you think I need?”

Melissa’s chest tightened, his stare prickling her skin. She kept her face blank. Her head shook once, firm but controlled. “No, Sir,” she said, voice flat, giving him nothing to grab onto.

Dmitri shrugged, losing interest.

“Smart one. Dismissed!” He ambled back to the palm tree, flopping down with a grunt and fishing his phone from his pocket. The earbud went back in, his focus drifting to the screen as if nothing had happened.

The girls eased out of Attention, sinking back to their tasks. Melissa stirred the stew, her knuckles whitening on the spoon. Hannah pressed dough in silence, her calm unbroken. Jennifer kneaded hers harder, a low hiss escaping. “Little creep’s got all the charm of a wet sock,” she whispered, just loud enough for them.

Hannah’s lips twitched, a rare half-smile. “At least he’s too busy posing to notice us plotting his demise.”

Melissa huffed a quiet laugh, the steam masking her scowl. “Next time he’s swiping, I’m dumping this pot on his head.” Their quiet rebellion bound them, a flicker of defiance they shared, hidden from Dmitri’s distracted gaze.



Victor stood at the edge of the courtyard, his broad frame partially obscured by the shadow of a palm tree, his blue eyes sharp as he observed the scene. The girls’ banter—Jennifer’s sharp mockery of Dmitri, Hannah’s steady quip, Melissa’s veiled threat to dump the pot—carried across the hearth, a subtle defiance they thought went unnoticed. Even Carla, her hands trembling as she shaped dough, joined their quiet laughter, her hesitant smile a sign of the bond they shared, a sisterhood forged in The Slave Academy’s oppression. Victor’s lips twitched, a faint smirk forming as he watched them lean on each other, their trust a quiet strength amidst their labor.

He could disrupt it so easily—summon them now, demand they report on each other’s whispered complaints about Dmitri, promise lighter tasks to whoever spoke first. Dmitri might leap at the chance to crush their defiance, but Victor knew better. He would love to have them snitch on one another—to break their trust, to complete his control over them, to break their spirits. Yet what captivated him most was the wealth his clients bestowed upon him. And his clients did not want their slaves’ spirits to be broken. That was the promise The Slave Academy made: It would create obedient slaves and keep their spirits intact as much as possible.

Trust was important to the human spirit. The slaves needed to be able to trust one another to form bonds. So, hard as it had been for him, he refrained from having them tell on one another. They thought they were clever, hiding their shared defiance in these moments of silly slave gossip around the hearth, but Victor wanted them to lean on each other. He wanted them to form strong bonds. Because this kept their spirits intact and enriched him financially.

These bonds, forged in the Academy’s oppressive grip, were a strength, a hook that kept the girls resilient, their spirits vibrant for their masters. This was an aspect in which The Slave Academy differed from many other slave-keeping institutions. Victor was skilled enough that he could do without these control mechanisms. And the results were slave girls that provided more fun to their masters and more business to him.

And it was for the same reasons that he did not administer punishments on a whim. There was nothing more he’d love to do. But the girls needed to trust that their obedience—shaping dough, stirring stew, following orders—would shield them from the whip. It was for that reason that Victor, reluctant but necessary, refrained from meting out punishment unless it had been deserved. And it was important that the slaves understood why the punishments were administered.

Victor’s gaze lingered on the girls a moment longer, their shared laughter a quiet defiance he allowed to persist. He turned away, his boots scuffing the dirt as he headed back toward his office, satisfied that his methods were bearing fruit—not in broken spirits, but in the resilient bonds that would make these girls all the more valuable to their masters.



“They treat us like animals, but at least they feed us well,” Hannah muttered, tearing off a warm piece to taste. “Back home, it was greasy fries or whatever was cheap—I’d kill for this stew on a broke day.”

Melissa nodded, rolling dough between her palms. “Yeah, I lived on instant noodles half the time—no time to cook between lectures. Here, it’s all fresh, every day. Weird, right?”

Jennifer, stirring the pot nearby, snorted softly. “Oh, sure, Zuri must think a full stomach makes us jump higher.”

They ate their work under the fading sun, the stew’s warmth settling in their bones.



Later, dusk settled over the courtyard. Zuri signaled the end of their daily duties, letting them loose for volleyball.

Melissa smacked the ball, Jennifer lunging as it sailed past. “You’ve got way too much energy after a day like this,” she grumbled, brushing dirt off her knees.

Carla, standing nearby, hesitated before joining the game, her movements cautious at first. But as Hannah tossed the ball her way with a gentle smile, Carla returned a tentative hit, a faint spark of energy flickering in her eyes. For a moment, the shared laughter and rhythm of the game lifted her spirits, a small step toward healing after her ordeal.

Iced tea cooled Melissa’s throat, Hannah’s quiet chuckle blending with the humid air. A fleeting break, stitching them closer amid the grind. As Melissa laughed with them, she felt a strange clarity as her body, stripped bare and treated like an animal, awakened a raw connection to herself, a vivid awareness of her senses she had never known in her free life, helping her endure each grueling day.


41. The Mask of Obedience

A week had passed since Melissa’s last faltered attempt to prove her obedience before Markus.

The training room at The Slave Academy hummed with quiet tension, its unadorned walls and wooden floor a stark stage for Melissa’s test. She stood at the center, collar glinting—Melissa Maurer, property of Markus Wagner—her exposed feet steady after weeks of drills. Markus sat at a low table, Zahara beside him, her dark eyes glinting with anticipation. Victor leaned against the wall, arms crossed, his gaze sharp as ever, while Zuri lingered near the door, whip coiled like a silent threat. This was Melissa’s chance—a flawless performance could earn her a brief release from these walls, a taste of the world beyond.

Victor nodded to Markus. “Start with the poses. Let’s see her foundation.”

Markus straightened, his voice firm despite a flicker of nerves.

“Attention.” Melissa snapped into it—feet apart, hands behind her head, back rigid. No hesitation this time, the whip’s memory from the last evaluation driving her.

“Kneel,” he said next. She dropped smoothly, knees kissing the floor, eyes down.

“Worship.” Her forehead met the wood, hands beside her head, precise and swift. Markus circled her, nodding.

Melissa’s stomach churned as she moved through the poses, her body bending like a puppet on strings. She hated this—every command a reminder of her powerlessness—but she complied, the memory of Carla and the box echoing in her mind. The whip, once a horrible, demeaning punishment, now felt like a mere warning. If she failed to heed the warning strokes of the whip, the box awaited, a fate far worse than welts. Embarrassment burned in her chest at how vulnerable she’d become, how easily they could break her with that threat. She kept her face blank, unwilling to let Markus see the leverage he held over her, the fear that gnawed at her resolve.

“Stand.” She rose, fluid and obedient. Victor’s lips twitched—her body had learned its part.

“Good,” Markus said, stepping back to the table. “Now serve us—coffee and snacks. Zahara’s with me.” He gestured to a tray on a side table: a pot, cups, and a plate of Grabesian flatbreads.

Melissa moved to it, lifting the tray with practiced care—as she had learned in her lessons in culture and serving at the Academy. She approached Markus first, kneeling beside him.

“Master, your coffee,” she said, voice even, placing the cup before him with a slight tremble she hid. He took it, eyes searching hers. Then she turned to Zahara, and the air shifted.

Zahara smirked, leaning forward. “Mine too, girl—don’t dawdle. Your master shouldn’t wait for me to be served.” Melissa’s jaw tightened, a flash of hate sparking in her chest—Zahara’s smug face stoking it. She knelt again, but her movements stiffened.

“Master, her coffee,” she said, her tone flat, slamming the cup down harder than intended. The liquid sloshed, a faint splash marking the table.

Zahara laughed, sharp and taunting. “Clumsy thing—can’t even serve without a mess. Try harder, or is that too much for you?”

Melissa’s eyes flicked up, locking on Zahara’s—a glare burning through her mask of calm. She grabbed the flatbreads next, setting the plate between them with an abrupt thud, her fingers rigid. “Master, your snacks,” she muttered to Markus, then, to Zahara, “Yours,” the word clipped, venom seeping through.

She knelt again, ordered to stay there as they ate, but her shoulders hunched, her body a taut line of reluctance—kneeling for Markus was one thing, but Zahara’s presence twisted it into a knife.

Markus sipped his coffee, watching her. Zahara nibbled a flatbread, her smirk unwavering. Victor stepped forward, his bulk casting a shadow.

“Enough,” he said, voice low, Russian accent rolling thick. He turned to Markus, then Melissa. “She passes the poses—her body submits, no question. But look at her.” He gestured to her rigid frame, the angry set of her jaw, the cups askew from her rough handling. “The serving’s sloppy, sure, but it’s more. Her mind’s not in it. She obeys with her hands, not her head.”

He crouched beside her, blue eyes piercing. “You glare at Zahara when she speaks—think I don’t see? You slam cups, stiffen up like a board. That’s not submission, Melissa. That’s going through motions. Your attitude’s lacking because you don’t mean it—you say the words, but they’re empty. You’ve been reciting those affirmations without believing a damn one.”

Markus frowned, setting his cup down. “She did what I asked,” he said, voice uncertain.

Victor straightened, shaking his head. “She did, but not right. Obedience isn’t just acts—it’s intent. She hates this—hates Zahara, maybe you too—and it shows. She’s failed this test, Markus. Not because she can’t serve, but because she won’t bend inside.” He glanced at Zuri. “Take her back. Affirmations next—make her mean them.”

Victor’s verdict twisted in her gut. She should have left—last week, today.

Zuri stepped forward, her stern face unyielding. “Up,” she barked. Melissa rose, her glare lingering on Zahara a beat too long, then followed Zuri out, the door thudding shut. Victor turned to Markus. “She’s close, but not there. Give us time—she’ll learn, and so will you.”



“A word in private?” Victor nodded once, leading him past the yard to his office: bare walls, a desk piled with logs, no Zahara in sight. The door shut with a click. Markus paced, voice low. “She’s been here for weeks—I barely get time with her. You’ve got that room for owners, right? I want her now. It’s been too long.”

Victor leaned against the desk, arms folded, his stare unflinching. “The conjugal room? For her—today?”

He tilted his head toward the yard where Melissa had failed. “She can’t serve correctly, and you want her now? I wouldn’t.”

Markus bristled. “It’s my right—she’s mine.”

Victor’s lips twitched into a tight smirk. “Sure, she’s yours. Others use that room, no issue. But you, asking for this now? That’s where you’re going wrong. We’re not just training her here—we’re training you too. You want her obedient? This isn’t how you start.”

Markus stopped, frowning. “What’s that supposed to mean? She’s my slave—sex is part of what she owes me.”

Victor straightened, his voice calm but cutting. “That’s the problem, Markus. You’re treating sex like a chore she has to do. A master’s closeness has to be sought by his slave girl, not pushed on her. You’re undermining yourself right there.”

Markus’s jaw tightened. “How’s that undermining me? I’m the one giving the orders here.”

Victor didn’t flinch. “Because you act like you’re not able to get intimacy with her unless you order her—that’s not how a master behaves. You must train her to see your closeness as a reward for doing well, not a service she has to provide.”

Markus crossed his arms, skeptical. “A reward? She’s here to obey, not get treats.”

Victor leaned in, firm. “She’s here to obey, yes—and you train that by setting it up right. You don’t give her closeness for nothing. You set standards—like the task she has just failed. She meets them, you reward her with your time, your attention. Sex isn’t what she owes you—it’s what she earns when she does well. That’s how you reinforce obedience.”

Markus nodded slowly, testing it. “So I only give it when she’s good?”

Victor nodded back. “Exactly. She does well, you step in—calm, in charge. She starts to see: ‘I obey, I get him.’ But it starts now—you’ve got to learn this from the first move.”

Markus paused, brow creasing. “Then why not now? She failed, I get that, but I’ve waited weeks.”

Victor’s eyes sharpened. “Because now’s when you begin. She failed her test again. You take her now, you’re not framing it as a reward—you’re just taking it, like always. That’s not training her to earn it. You hold off when she fails, give it when she succeeds. That’s how you set the pattern.”

Markus tilted his head. “But she’s already used to me ordering her—won’t she just see it as more of the same?”

Victor smirked faintly. “Right now, yeah—she sees it as a chore because that’s all you’ve shown her. You change that starting today. Don’t take her after this mess-up. Wait ‘til she gets it right—then step in. She’ll feel the difference over time: failure gets her nothing, obedience gets her you.”

Markus rubbed his neck, frowning. “So I’m supposed to just sit here, itching for her, until she shapes up?”

Victor’s smirk widened. “You’re the master—you don’t itch for her, you decide for her. She failed today; you don’t go near her. She nails it tomorrow, you reward her. You’re not waiting—you’re judging her worthiness. That’s your power, Markus—use it.”

Markus glanced out the window—Melissa shuffled back from Zuri, head bowed, still off-balance.

Markus rubbed his neck, piecing it together. “Let me get this straight. I stop acting like she owes me sex—that makes me look weak, like I’m less than her. I make it a reward for when she meets my standards instead. And I don’t take her now because she failed, and I’ve got to start showing her it’s only for when she does well. Right?”

Victor clapped his shoulder, firm. “Spot on. You’re the master—she earns you. Let her fail today. Next time she hits the mark, you’ll see it work.”

Victor paused, then leaned in, his voice lowering slightly. “And it’s not just about sex, Markus. Closeness—real closeness—is what you use. Slave girls need it like plants need the sun. I mean emotional closeness: when she does well, you caress her, hold her, tell her you like what she’s done, that you appreciate her. She should feel warmed by you, like she’s basking in it. But when she misbehaves—like today—you pull back, withhold that warmth. She’ll feel the cold, and it’ll train her to seek your approval, to behave right to get that sun again.”

Markus blinked, his frown easing. “You mean… hug her, talk to her—like I used to want with her?”

Victor nodded, a glint in his eye. “Exactly. You loved her once, didn’t you? This is how you bring that into this—she earns your care, your attention. Start with that, and the sex follows naturally. She’ll work for it, not dread it.”

Markus nodded, slower this time. “I could do that. Make her feel… wanted, when she’s good.”

Victor’s smirk returned, faint but approving. “Now you’re thinking like a master. Hold off today—she’s in the dark. Tomorrow, if she shines, give her the sun.”

Markus watched Melissa, and considered his words. Victor was right—he wasn’t here to chase her. He’d hold off.



The next day, Zuri summoned Melissa for one-on-one training in a narrow chamber. Shadows draped the walls. The old woman stood before her. Whip rested in her hand. Her eyes glinted with a cold edge Melissa couldn’t read. “Recite,” Zuri ordered. Her voice cut sharp as leather.

Melissa straightened. Hands stayed behind her back. She began. “I embrace slavery with pride and joy,” she said. Her tone fell flat, rehearsed. “My pleasure comes from my master’s satisfaction. I desire nothing more than to please. My fulfillment lies in submission.”

Zuri’s hand flashed out. A sharp slap struck Melissa’s cheek. Pain flared, hot and sudden. “I don’t believe you!” Zuri shouted. Her voice sliced the air. “Again—mean it.”

Melissa swallowed. Her cheek throbbed. She started over. She forced feeling into the words. “I embrace slavery with pride and joy…” Another slap landed, harder. Teeth jarred.

“Lies!” Zuri snapped. “You mock me with that empty voice.”

Zuri slapped her again, the sting blurring her words into a strained rush. The old woman’s strikes carried a contempt that went beyond discipline, a bitterness Melissa had sensed before but couldn’t quite place. Melissa wondered if Zuri’s harshness hid some pain of her own, something she glimpsed in the overseer’s unyielding gaze, though its source remained a mystery to her. She held the pose, eyes locked on Zuri’s, seeking an end. The old woman’s gaze remained hard, unrelenting.



The day after, Zuri’s whip met Melissa again. The same chamber greeted her. The same commands rang out.

“Recite,” Zuri demanded. Her stance held firm. Whip twitched like a live thing. Melissa’s voice trembled as she began. She pushed emotion into each line. Her cheek still ached from yesterday.

“I embrace slavery with pride and joy…” Zuri’s hand rose. Melissa braced for the blow. It landed lighter—a warning, not punishment.

“Better,” Zuri grunted. Her eyes narrowed. “Again.”

Melissa repeated the affirmations. Her tone lifted with forced conviction. Slaps came less often. Zuri’s scorn lingered, a silent jab in every glance. Melissa’s speech cracked by the end. Her body tensed. Punishment eased. Zuri stepped back. Whip lowered. Her face showed grudging approval.



The third day brought Victor. Melissa stepped into his office. Relief flooded her—no whip, no shouts, just his broad frame behind the desk. Grey streaks in his hair caught the dim light. He pointed to the floor. “Kneel,” he said. His accent rolled soft over the word.

She sank to her knees. The wood pressed cool against her skin. Her legs ached from days under Zuri’s lash. Victor leaned forward, hands clasped, blue eyes warm—a relief after Zuri’s fury. He had hired Zuri for her harshness, her glee in every slap and whip crack, to scare the girls so much that his gentle tone felt like a haven. Without her, they’d never trust him; after her, they crumbled, opening up to his calm. She terrified them all, pushing them toward him, and his fatherly voice got inside their heads. Melissa felt it now—Zuri’s wrath a shadow, Victor a refuge she couldn’t resist.

“You make this hard on yourself, Melissa,” he said. His voice stayed low, steady. “Zuri demands your soul in those words. You fight her. Why?”

Her throat tightened. His gentleness disarmed her. Zuri’s slaps stung in her memory—sharp, relentless, a punishment she’d flee any way she could. Victor’s quiet strength offered escape. “It is… difficult,” she said. Her voice barely rose.

Victor nodded. He stepped back, his voice steady as he spoke. He’d seen it before—girls clinging to dreams of rescue, of freedom slipping back like a lost glove. His job was to rip that dream away, to plant the truth in their minds: That their enslavement was not temporary but permanent.

Some owners believed hope kept their slaves’ spirits alive, but Victor knew its unfulfilled promise turned to bitter disappointment, poisoning their minds with despair. Only by extinguishing it could they fully embrace their role, their spirits untainted by this despair. He understood that hope was the obstacle keeping them from committing—Melissa’s faint spark of freedom was a stubborn barrier. His goal was to crush it, instilling the certainty that slavery was inevitable, so she could surrender mentally and find a kind of peace in her servitude, becoming the compliant, enjoyable slave The Slave Academy promised.

He rose and crossed the small space. His hand lifted her from her knees. He settled her on his lap. His arm steadied her. The gesture blended strength and care. It crumbled her guard. “You resist because you don’t believe,” he said. “You see yourself as a free woman, caught by some mistake, waiting for freedom to come back. That hope dies here, Melissa. You are a slave now. You will wear a collar until your last breath. If not this one, then someone else’s. Like every slave in this land. You are only hurting yourself by denying this.”

Her stomach twisted. His words hit hard, their weight sinking in. She wanted to argue, to clutch that fading dream—England, her old life, a day without chains. Fear of Victor—of Zuri’s wrath waiting outside—kept her silent. Inside, her mind rebelled. No, she thought. This can’t be forever. I’ll find a way. A faint spark of defiance flared, too weak to act on but too stubborn to fade. Her jaw clenched, a defiance she hoped he wouldn’t see.

Victor’s eyes narrowed. He saw through her silence. “You think I don’t know that look?” he said. “Every girl like you starts there—denial. ‘This isn’t me,’ they tell themselves. ‘I want to be free of the collar, I want to wear clothes again. I don’t want to kneel before free people. I’ll escape.’ I’ve seen it a hundred times. But tell me, Melissa, when you fantasize about your escape: Where do you run? Out there, naked, collared—how far do you get? That steel marks you. No one hides a slave here. No one helps. You can’t tear it off. The jungle, the towns, the sea—all dead ends. You’ve nowhere to go.”

She swallowed hard. His words hit hard. She pictured herself escaping—running barefoot over sharp rocks, the collar around her neck shining in the sun, strangers seeing her and shouting for bystanders to stop her. Her breath sped up. She hated him for making her see it, hated how real it felt. There’s still a chance, her mind whispered, weaker now, barely holding on.

He leaned closer. His tone grew firm. “Slaves like you make it worse for yourself by fighting this. You hold on to a lie—that freedom waits. It doesn’t. You’ll live as a slave, die as one. Zuri breaks you with pain because you force her to. I offer you a better way. Accept this, and the suffering eases. Those affirmations—they’re not just words. They fit you to this life. Believe them, and you stop tearing yourself apart. That’s what they give you: peace.”

Her hands rested limp on her thighs. His certainty weighed on her. She didn’t want to believe—couldn’t fully let go. A free Melissa lingered inside, fragile but alive, dreaming of escape. Yet his words stuck, sharp and relentless. Forever? The idea chilled her. Zuri’s slaps flashed in her mind, the whip’s bite, the endless drills. Resistance meant more of that. Victor’s voice, soft as a father’s, promised relief—not freedom, but surrender. Her stomach twisted. She rejected it in her core, but fear of Zuri’s cruelty tugged her toward him.

“I’ll… try,” she said. Her voice shrank to a whisper. She forced the words, craving his nod to dodge the old woman’s wrath. Inside, dread coiled tight.

Victor smiled. Satisfaction shone in his eyes. He savored this—her fear of Zuri, her turn to him. His hand patted her shoulder. “Good girl,” he murmured. “Start now. Recite.”

She drew a breath. Her lips parted. “I embrace slavery with pride and joy,” she began. The words came slow, heavy. Before, they fell empty—rote sounds without weight. Now, they echoed Victor’s truth, a fate she dreaded might take her. “My pleasure comes from my master’s satisfaction…” Her voice quivered. She saw herself under Zuri’s whip, crawling through exhaustion—not just tasks, but a life without end. “I desire nothing more than to please…” Fear tinged each line, a bitter taste she couldn’t swallow. She didn’t mean the words but she dreaded that one day she might accept them as true. Her chest ached as she finished. Victor’s nod eased the moment, but her faint hope for freedom still lingered, too stubborn to fade.



Over the next few days, Melissa followed Victor’s advice. She didn’t want to be slapped again by Zuri. In group drills under the sun, she recited the affirmations with an effort to sound sincere. ‘My identity is my obedience.’ Her voice joined the others as they crawled through the grass. Knees and palms pressed the warm earth. Sweat ran down her face from the effort. She repeated the words day after day to prove she could obey—enough to please Zuri, enough to convince Markus to take her out of this place.

During a break from crawling, Melissa slumped beside Hannah and Jennifer, the grass damp under her knees. Carla settled a few paces away, her breath uneven, a faint tremble in her hands as she brushed sweat from her brow.

‘I can’t get these affirmations right,’ she muttered, rubbing her stinging cheek from Zuri’s last slap.

Hannah leaned in, her voice low, “Say it like you mean it—she’ll ease up if you sound eager.”

Carla glanced over, a flicker of her old defiance in her green eyes, and added softly, “Aye, or just keep your eyes down—she likes that better than any words.”

Jennifer smirked, her eyes glinting with mischief, “Or throw in a wild ‘yes, mistress!’—she’s vain enough to lap it up.”

Melissa blinked, a slight grin tugging at her lips despite the ache, their words a comfort against Zuri’s looming threat.


42. The Weekend Parole

Another week at The Slave Academy passed, each day etching its lessons into Melissa through the relentless rhythm of Zuri’s commands. Now, Victor brought her before Markus in the same bare training room, its wooden floor cool beneath her feet, its walls a mute witness to her progress. Carla’s hollow obedience haunted her as she prepared to face Markus. Markus sat at a low table, Zahara beside him, her dark eyes glinting with quiet scrutiny. Victor leaned against the wall, arms crossed, his sharp gaze tracking every move, while Zuri lingered near the door, whip coiled at her side. This was Melissa’s test—a chance to prove her training had taken root, to earn a weekend beyond these walls.

Victor nodded to Markus. “Start with the poses. Test her foundation.”

Markus straightened, his voice steady with a confidence honed by weeks of Victor’s guidance. “Attention.”

Melissa snapped into position—feet shoulder-width apart, hands clasped behind her head, spine rigid. The motion flowed without a hitch, the whip’s echo from past failures a silent spur.

“Worship.” Her forehead brushed the wood, hands settling beside her head, swift and precise. Markus circled her, a faint nod signaling his approval.

“Stand.” She rose, her movements fluid, a testament to the Academy’s drills. Victor’s lips twitched—a subtle sign her body had mastered its role.

“Kneel,” he said next. She sank smoothly, knees meeting the floor with a soft thud, eyes lowered in deference.

As Melissa knelt before Markus, her body flowing through the poses with practiced grace, she couldn’t shake the memory of Carla’s haunted eyes and trembling voice. The box scared Melissa—she couldn’t stop thinking about what would happen if she messed up. That fear pushed her to focus hard, following each command perfectly so she wouldn’t get punished. She remembered Zuri’s whip from before and didn’t want to feel it again, so she made sure to do everything right.

“Good,” Markus said, stepping back to the table. “Now serve us—coffee and snacks. Zahara’s with me.” He gestured to a tray on a side table: a steaming pot, two cups, and a plate of Grabesian flatbreads, their edges crisp and golden.

Melissa approached the tray, lifting it with a steady grace honed by weeks of practice. The weight settled comfortably in her hands, the faint clink of porcelain a quiet rhythm as she moved. She knelt beside Markus first, her posture low and composed, the collar at her neck a dull gleam in the dim light.

“Master, your coffee,” she said, her voice soft but clear, a thread of calm woven through it. She placed the cup before him with care, her fingers steady, the liquid undisturbed. Markus took it, his eyes meeting hers briefly—a flicker of warmth there, but she kept her focus inward, her demeanor unshaken.

Then she turned to Zahara. The previous week, this moment had unraveled her—Zahara’s smirk, her taunting words had pierced her mask, sparking anger that betrayed her. Now, Melissa breathed through it, her training a shield. Zahara leaned forward, her lips curving slightly, testing her as before. “Mine next, girl—quickly now. Your master shouldn’t wait.”

Melissa didn’t flinch. Her jaw stayed soft, her eyes downcast but serene. “Yes, Mistress,” she replied, the title slipping out with measured respect, no trace of the resentment that simmered beneath. She knelt again, placing Zahara’s cup with the same gentle precision, the coffee settling smoothly without a ripple. Zahara’s smirk lingered, but Melissa’s face remained a blank canvas—no glare, no tension, just the quiet poise of submission.

She reached for the flatbreads next, setting the plate between them with a smooth glide, her hands light and deliberate. “Master, your snacks,” she said to Markus, her tone warm yet restrained, then turned to Zahara. “Mistress, yours.” The words flowed evenly, no sharpness to betray her. She knelt back, hands resting on her thighs, her body a still line of obedience—Zahara’s presence could no longer provoke her into showing her outrage of the injustice of it all.

Markus sipped his coffee, his gaze steady on her. Zahara nibbled a flatbread, her smirk softening into something closer to approval, though her eyes still probed for weakness. Victor stepped forward, his shadow falling across the floor.

“Enough,” he said, his voice low, the Russian accent rolling thick. He studied Melissa—her calm posture, the cups placed with care, the plate centered neatly—then turned to Markus. “Look at her now. Poses perfect, serving flawless. No hesitation, no attitude. She moves with intent—her mind’s in it this time.”

Markus set his cup down, a faint smile tugging his lips. “She did it right,” he said, his tone lifting with satisfaction.

Victor nodded, straightening. “Yes, she did. Obedience isn’t just the act—it’s the spirit behind it. Last time, she glared, slammed cups—her hate bled through. Now, she bends fully, even with Zahara here. She’s passed, Markus. Her head’s catching up to her hands.”

He paused, his gaze sharpening on Melissa, then turned to Markus. “But watch her close this weekend. She moves right, speaks right—no defiance now. Still, there’s a slight delay sometimes—a brief pause before she acts. That lag isn’t rebellion; it’s a symptom of her old mentality, the way a free woman thinks. She hears your command and, for a moment, her mind processes it—judges it, considers it—before she moves. That’s autonomy, not resistance, but it’s still there, a reflex from when she had a say. A slave doesn’t process; her body should respond directly to your words, as if your voice controls her muscles with no thought in between. She’s good enough for home now, but that trace of her free self remains. When she returns, we’ll train it out—make her obedience so instant that no pause betrays her former will.”

Melissa stayed on her knees, eyes on the floor, breathing steadily. She heard Victor say she passed, and it felt like a win—not for Markus or Victor, but for herself. Zuri’s whip and slaps had forced her to learn how to obey perfectly, and she had used that to get through the test without messing up.

Zahara stared at Melissa, her smile showing she was pleased, though she tried to hide it.

Melissa hated serving the woman who had talked Markus into sending her to the Academy, where obedience was drilled into her, but she had to kneel before her and serve her nonetheless. She was angry at how they had treated her here—they had trained her like an animal.

When she hesitated for a moment to think about the order, it revealed she wasn’t fully used to obeying like a slave should. Victor had noticed this brief delay and pointed out that it showed her mind still worked like a free woman’s, thinking and judging the order before acting. She was shocked that he could spot such a personal part of her—the logical way she processed things—something she hadn’t even realized herself. It unsettled her that he wanted to change her thoughts. She was mad, amazed at how far they’d go to train slaves, even trying to control how they think.

Victor glanced at Zuri, then back to Markus. “She’s ready for the weekend. Take her home—test her there. We’ll see what holds when she returns. We will continue to work on her mentality when you bring her back.”

Markus stood up, smiling at first. “Well done, Mel,” he said, but then his smile faded as he noticed the marks on her body from punishments weeks ago. He hadn’t told them to do that—he wouldn’t have—but the Academy did what he couldn’t, and it got results. Still, her blank look worried him. “You’ve come so far,” he added, trying to sound positive.

Melissa felt relieved after passing the test. She had gotten through it, done well, and now she would get two days outside the Academy—a reward she would make sure to keep by staying obedient. Victor spoke up again. “This helps her get used to being with you again,” he said to Markus. “We’ll check on her more when she gets back.”

Melissa stood up when Markus motioned for her, her movements careful from all the training, and she felt happy knowing she would get a break from the Academy. She had handled their rules for now—she didn’t let Zahara’s taunts get to her, and she followed Markus’s orders—and that small win made her feel steady as they left the room together.



On the walk home, Melissa kept her eyes on Markus’s back. She squared her shoulders, voice sharp with an edge. “You don’t really expect me to call you ‘Sir’ all the time, right?”

Markus stopped for a moment and thought about what Melissa had said. The old him—the shy Markus—would’ve just laughed, agreed that it was silly, and begged her to just like him. But that Markus got nothing—he had tried doing the ‘right things’, and she still had preferred Arbek over him. Now he owned her, and if he didn’t stay in charge, he might lose her again. Victor had taught him to focus on control and forget about romance.

But deep down, he still really wanted her to love him. He had tried talking her into liking him before, and it hadn’t worked, but maybe if he made her obey him, she’d realize she belonged with him, like Victor said her obedience would become a part of her. Markus felt a pang of unease—he found it strange to have Melissa call him “Sir” when he longed for a real, loving relationship with her, where such formality wouldn’t be needed.

But then he saw an opportunity: Victor had taught him that closeness should be a reward she earned, and following this protocol could be the standard she’d have to meet to do so. If she followed it, he could reward her with the closeness—and the sex—he wanted, making her feel like she had earned it while he got what he desired. It was a way to follow Victor’s advice and still fulfill his own needs. He decided to try Victor’s way.

“Yes,” he answered. His voice stayed gentle but left no room for debate. “Victor recommends protocol. It will help you settle into your role. Straying might confuse you, pull you back to old ways. Think of it as if Victor is always watching.”

Melissa felt indignant—she wasn’t some dog to heel at his whistle. But she really wanted the break from the Academy, and that mattered more than her anger, so she couldn’t let it show. She decided to hold back her feelings for now, just to make sure she got those two days away.

Indignation simmered inside Melissa at Markus’s expectation of her obedience, but she resolved to comply. If she didn’t, he might complain about her to Victor, keeping her trapped at The Slave Academy longer. She would do what he wanted to escape those walls, even if just for a little while. Markus thought her compliance stemmed only from fear of the whip and endless drills, but for Melissa it was more than that. The memory of the box was still alive in her. A terror that could break not just her body, but her spirit as well. She had seen what could do from Carla’s example, how it had shattered her defiance, and she remembered her whispered explanation of its suffocating darkness, the cramped heat, the biting insects, the endless isolation that drove her to beg for release.

Yet Melissa refused to let Markus know about the box, or the immense power its threat held over her. If he knew how deeply it intimidated her—how she would agree to anything to avoid it after witnessing Carla’s torment—he would have too much leverage. It would weaken any chance she had to negotiate with him, so she decided to keep that fear hidden, and pretend she had accepted her role as a slave instead.



Once inside the hut, Melissa stayed mindful. Every step could shape how long she remained under Victor’s roof. She felt exhausted after weeks at The Slave Academy, her body and mind worn down by endless drills and punishments, leaving her too drained to demand her freedom from Markus as she had initially planned. On the walk home, she had wanted to bring it up, to plead for release, but his insistence on protocol had made her think twice. Markus seemed so set on following Victor’s rules now and enforcing her submission, that arguing for freedom felt pointless.

She decided she’d be better off playing the role of a good slave, hoping Markus would give Victor positive feedback so she could get out of the Academy sooner. If she pushed for freedom, Markus might tell Victor, and Victor could see it as another sign of her free mindset that needed fixing, keeping her trapped there even longer.



Once inside the hut, Melissa stayed mindful. Her behavior now would shape how long Markus would leave her enrolled at The Slave Academy. Markus gestured to a corner where a shallow basin sat, a bucket of warm water beside it.

“Clean yourself up,” he said, his tone firm but calm. “And don’t forget to address me properly.”

“Yes, Sir,” she replied, the protocol a small price to pay for this moment of respite. The Academy’s harsh drills and Zuri’s constant oversight had left her body aching, her skin gritty with sweat and dust, but here, in the quiet of the hut, she felt a rare peace wash over her. She dipped a cloth into the warm water and began to clean herself, the sensation a soothing relief after weeks of communal showers at The Slave Academy. This was her first real bath as a slave, and the privacy felt like a luxury she hadn’t realized she craved. The warm water cascaded over her arms, washing away the grime of the past weeks, and she let out a soft sigh as the tension in her muscles eased, the gentle drip of water filling the silence. For the first time in what felt like forever, she didn’t have to brace for Zuri’s slap or a barked order, and the relief of that solitude steadied her. This weekend was a break from the Academy’s relentless grind, a chance to breathe, and she intended to savor every moment of calm.

When she finished, she dried off with a rough towel Markus had left nearby, her skin tingling with cleanliness, the faint scent of soap clinging to her. She stepped out of the corner, her bare feet padding softly on the wooden floor, and found Markus at the small table, where he had set out dinner in the meantime. The evening light spilled through the window, warming the boards beneath her knees as she knelt beside him, her posture submissive as she followed his protocol.

Markus sat in his chair. He pulled out fresh bread, a wedge of cheese, and a bowl of fruit. He tore off a piece of the loaf, its crust crisp and golden, then layered it with cheese and a slice of apple. With a quick press, he shaped the sandwich and handed it down to her.

“Take it, Mel,” he said, his tone firm but calm. “And remember to thank me properly.”

Melissa’s fingers brushed his as she took the sandwich, her voice soft but careful.

“Thank you, Sir,” she said, the words a reminder of her role but also a small victory—she was here, not at the Academy, and that alone was worth the compliance. She lifted the bread to her mouth, the flavor bursting across her tongue—rich, earthy, with a hint of sweetness from the fruit. She chewed slowly, letting the texture linger, her eyes half-closed as the taste filled her senses. Eating here, without Zuri, Dmitri, or Victor looming over her, felt like a quiet escape—no shouts, no drills, just the gentle hum of the evening and the warmth of the hut. This small moment of peace, free from their oversight, steadied her, a fleeting comfort she could hold onto.



Later, in the bedroom, Markus watched Melissa closely, Victor’s lesson guiding his actions. He had set a clear rule for the weekend—she needed to follow protocol, addressing him as “Sir” and obeying every order without hesitation, to earn his closeness. All evening, she had met his standards, calling him “Sir” at dinner, serving him with care, and responding promptly to his small requests, like fetching his drink with a quiet “Yes, Sir.” Her consistent obedience pleased him, showing she was learning her role.

“I’m proud of you, Mel,” he said, his voice soft but firm. “You’ve done well tonight—followed my rules perfectly. You’ve done well.” He pulled her into an embrace, his arms warm around her, a reward for her compliance. His lips met hers in a deep kiss, and Melissa returned it, her mouth softening against his. The affirmation “I desire nothing more than to please” echoed in her mind, drilled into her by weeks of repetition. She understood the balance of power—pleasing Markus might shorten her time at the Academy, and having put him in a good mood felt like a small victory.

He eased her onto the bed. Her hand brushed the sheets, their softness a gentle relief after the rough mats she had slept on. She ran her fingers over the fabric, smooth and cool, and let the sensation sink in—a comfort she welcomed amid her careful steps. Markus moved over her, their bodies joining without strain. Her flesh responded, no artificial aid needed this time. When release came, it washed through her, steady and real. Markus sighed, his own satisfaction clear. Melissa felt a thread of fulfillment in his pleasure, the affirmation “My pleasure comes from my master’s satisfaction” threading through her thoughts.

She lay beside him after, her mind a blend of quiet contentment and measured intent. The weekend offered a break from the Academy’s grind. Every moment reminded her that freedom remained out of reach, tied to the will of those who held her chains.

She lay beside him after, her mind a blend of quiet contentment and measured intent. The weekend offered a break from the Academy’s grind. Every moment reminded her that freedom remained out of reach, tied to the will of those who held her chains. Markus sat up, his expression firm as he opened the drawer of his nightstand. Instead of the handcuffs he’d used on her weeks ago, their metal edges once biting into her wrists, he pulled out a long chain, its links glinting faintly in the dim light.

“You’ve behaved well this weekend, Mel,” he said, locking one end to her collar and the other to the headboard, the click echoing the familiar restraint of the Academy. Outrage burned inside her at being chained like an animal, but she suppressed it. She wouldn’t voice her anger; it was still better than being handcuffed and she couldn’t risk undoing the fragile progress she had made.



Sunday evening cast long shadows over the path to The Slave Academy. Markus walked beside Melissa. Her bare feet scuffed the sand, the steel collar at her neck a cold weight she despised. She clenched her fists. How could anyone accept this—naked, chained, owned like some beast? The outrage burned in her chest, a fire she refused to let die. She glanced at Markus. His calm face irritated her more. He decided her fate so easily, and she hated him for it and his power to keep her enslaved made her seethe.

She stopped short of the gates. Her voice cut through the quiet, sharp with fury she could no longer fully contain. “How dare you drag me back to this hellhole? I’m not some animal to be caged and trained here!”

Markus paused. Her words struck him, raw and fierce, a glimpse of the woman he once knew before the collar. Yet Victor’s lessons anchored him. The Slave Academy worked—her weekend obedience proved it. He believed in the path, even if her anger unsettled him. He met her gaze, his tone steady but soft. “You’re staying here, Melissa. Victor’s the expert, and I trust his judgment.”

Melissa’s jaw tightened. Her eyes blazed, indignation searing through her. How could he stand there, so smug, deciding her fate? She wanted to scream, to rip off the collar and fling it in his face. But she knew the drill. Markus wouldn’t whip her—he never did—but if she pushed too hard, he’d tell Victor. And Victor would hand her to Zuri. The thought of Zuri’s whip cooled her outburst, though her fury simmered on. She swallowed her words, dreading punishment from Zuri, but her rage didn’t fade.

Zuri waited beyond the gates. Her stern face showed no mercy. She grabbed Melissa’s arm with a rough tug, pulling her from Markus. Melissa stumbled forward. The brief taste of softer days—bread, a bed—slipped away. She shot Markus a final glare, her outrage plain despite the restraint she forced on herself. He turned away, leaving her to the Academy’s grip.

Markus followed Victor to the office. Victor settled behind his desk. His blue eyes fixed on Markus with a calm that belied the question he asked. “Has she assumed poses in daily life without you askin’, da?”

Markus shook his head. Guilt pricked him, but he answered honestly. “She did at first, when we stayed alone. In public, she forgot—didn’t kneel, didn’t ask to speak, eat, or use the bathroom.”

Victor nodded. His face betrayed no surprise, only understanding. “She should do that, Markus. We focus on it this week. But you let her disrespect you. As master, you enforce protocol. She needs clear rules until it’s natural. You owe her this. When she stops challengin’ you, then you ease up—not before.”

Markus felt the truth in Victor’s words. He had hoped the weekend would settle her, that her compliance would grow on its own. Victor’s point hit harder now. He had softened too much, let her drift back to old ways. Her outburst at the gates flashed in his mind—fierce, unyielding. He needed to guide her, not just wish for it.

He left the office. The clank of chains and faint voices reciting affirmations drifted through the air. Melissa’s world swallowed her again. Markus walked away, his thoughts torn. Part of him wanted her back soon, tamed and close as she was. Another part questioned if this path was leading him astray. For now, he trusted Victor’s way to bring the peace he craved.



As Melissa stepped into The Slave Academy her shoulders tensed under the weight of return. Victor’s promise of more training echoed in her ears as Zuri led her to the basement dorm. Chains rattled as the other girls took their mats. Zuri had them lock their collars to their chains as every evening. Her voice barked, “Worship!” The girls knelt, foreheads to the floor. Zuri’s boots thudded out, and the door shut. Quiet fell over the room.

Melissa eased onto her mat. The rough weave scraped her knees. Her weekend with Markus—a soft bed, warm baths, no Zuri barking orders at her—faded like a taunt. Her collar pulled as she shifted, the chain a cold insult she loathed. She glanced at the girls from her first night. Hannah sat to her left, steady and quiet. Jennifer rested a few mats down, sharp and restless. Their tired faces grounded her in this harsh place.

Hannah moved closer. Her chain clinked softly. “Hey, Melissa. You stayed out there with your master. How was it?” Her eyes met Melissa’s, warm with curiosity, the same kindness from their early talks.

Melissa drew a breath. Her anger surged, but she kept it low, safe among friends. “It’s better than here,” she said, her voice firm with a bitter edge. “No whip, no shouting, a nice bed—not this filth.” She jabbed the mat with a finger. “But it’s not freedom. I had to kneel before him, call him ‘Sir,’ do work around the house. How dare he treat me like that. It’s just a bigger version of this place.” Her words carried outrage, though she softened them here, away from captors’ ears.

Jennifer propped herself on an elbow. Her hair fell over one eye. “Sounds about right,” she said, her tone dry and cutting. “They toss you crumbs to keep you tame. My owner pulled that—fancy meals one day, lashes the next. It’s a trick, not a gift. Prettier chains, like you said.” Her smirk faded, her eyes showing a flicker of care, a bond from their shared nights.

Melissa nodded. Her gaze fixed on the wall where her chain looped. “Markus smiled, said I did well. Part of me felt good hearing it—a stupid second of warmth. Then I remembered I’m still stuck here. How dare he grin while keeping me like his pet? I can’t get my head around that.” She rubbed her neck, the feel of the collar stoking her fury.

Hannah tilted her head. Her voice stayed gentle but firm. “That’s their game—little scraps to twist your head. My bar owner patted my back for fast trays, like I’d wag my tail. I hated him for it, but I smiled too. You’re right to feel torn. We all do.”

Jennifer lay back. Her snort cut the air. “Torn? He’s training you to accept life as his slave, Melissa. Don’t buy into it—keep sharp. Sleep now, though. Tomorrow, Zuri’s hell waits.” Her words bit, but a rough concern lingered, a warning from experience.

Melissa looked between them. Moonlight slipped through a high window, lighting their faces. Hannah’s calm steadiness and Jennifer’s blunt honesty steadied her, pulling her from the weekend’s haze. Her outrage burned brighter here, safe with them.

“Thanks,” she whispered. She curled onto her mat, the chain clinking as she settled. Their words sank in—clear, solid, a spark to carry into the dark. Back in England, her so-called friends had been shallow. Party acquaintances who would laugh at her struggles, their conversations empty, their loyalty nonexistent. Here, with Hannah and Jennifer, she had found something real, a bond forged in shared hardship that felt like the sisterhood she had never had.

Sleep overtook her, her anger still simmering as she drifted off.


43. Shades of Surrender

Another week had passed, and Markus found himself once again at The Slave Academy, testing Melissa's obedience. He watched as she moved through the poses with a newfound grace, her training showing in the fluidity of her submission. Satisfied, he took her home for the weekend, hoping to see the progress continue in a more personal setting.

Melissa was different this time, kneeling before him to make requests, asking for permission to use the bathroom or to eat. It was as if she had internalized the lessons of The Slave Academy, adopting the demeanor of subservience in every aspect of her behavior.



Markus reclined on the bed, shirt unbuttoned, sweat beading on his chest from the night’s sweltering heat. His eyes locked onto Melissa as she knelt before him on the floor, her skin tanned from weeks under Grabesh’s unrelenting sun. The steel collar hugged her neck, a dull gleam in the lamplight. He no longer sought her love, at least he tried to tell himself that. Victor’s words had touched him deeply, but as much as he wished to be a tough and respected master like Victor, his old self lingered, and deep down he still wanted her to like him. Ownership surged through him, a raw, electric jolt that stiffened his cock against his trousers. She belonged to him, every curve, every breath, his to command, and that certainty set his blood ablaze.

Melissa gazed up at him, her knees pressed into the warm wood, her body bare as always. In England, gray skies and dim rooms had dulled her, left her hormones sluggish, her desire a faint flicker. Here, the sun soaked her skin daily, her nudity drank it in, and something primal stirred awake—lust roared through her veins, hotter, hungrier than she’d ever known. The collar marked her like a animal, her nakedness stripped her bare like one, the chains at night bound her like livestock, the vet’s cold hands prodded her like cattle, and Zuri’s whip cracked her into submission like a trained dog. Weeks of this had worn her human edges thin. She knew she was no animal, but Grabesh treated her as one, and that permission—to shed restraint, to feel without shame—unlocked a wildness she’d never touched as a free woman. Her pulse raced, her core ached, and her eyes burned with a need she couldn’t deny.

Inside, outrage simmered—how dare they reduce her to this, a collared animal for his pleasure? She wanted to curse Markus, tear the steel from her neck, but his calm face warned her. He would not discipline her, but Victor and Zuri would if he complained about her. She pressed her lips tight, fury buried deep.

“Attention,” Markus said, his voice low, firm, a thread of desire woven through it. Melissa rose to her feet, legs steady, hands clasped behind her head in the Attention pose she had mastered. Her breasts lifted with the motion, nipples hardening in the humid air, and a shiver ran down her spine as his gaze raked over her. He stood, closing the distance, his breath hot against her neck. “On the bed, hands and knees, spread your legs.”

Anger flared within her, he was positioning her like cattle, as if she were livestock being prepared for breeding. She swallowed it, knowing that while he would not punish her himself, he would report any misbehavior of hers to Victor.

She obeyed, climbed onto the sheets, the fabric soft beneath her palms. She parted her thighs wide, knees bent, on all fours, as if offering herself to him. Her skin prickled with heat, every nerve alive, her sex glistening with want. Markus shed his trousers, his erection springing free, thick and eager, the sight sending a jolt through her. He gripped her hips, fingers digging into her flesh, and pulled her to the edge. With one fierce thrust, he buried himself inside her, the sudden fullness tearing a gasp from her throat. His power washed over him—her body yielded to his will, her wetness welcomed him, and he groaned at the sheer dominance of it, his cock pulsing with the rush of control.

Melissa’s back arched, her hands fisting the sheets as he filled her, stretching her with a delicious ache. The sensation flooded her—his length drove deep, his hips slammed against hers, and her walls clenched around him, greedy for more. She felt like an animal in heat, no thoughts, just need, her body rocking to meet his thrusts. The collar tugged at her neck with each jolt, a reminder of her place, and it fueled her—lust flared brighter, fiercer than anything she’d known in her tame, clothed life. Her breasts bounced with his rhythm, sweat slicked her skin, and a low moan escaped her lips, raw and unrestrained.

He shifted, hands sliding under her thighs to lift her legs higher, spreading her wider. The angle deepened his thrusts, his penis hitting a spot that sent sparks through her core. “Fuck,” he growled, voice rough with pleasure, his eyes dark with the thrill of possession. He didn’t need her love—just this, her body bending to him, her gasps his reward. He pounded into her, relentless, the bed creaking under them, his fingers bruising her thighs as he claimed her harder. The power surged through him—every thrust claimed her, every shudder affirmed his control—and his arousal crested with an intensity he’d never felt before.

Melissa’s head tipped back, her mouth open as waves of sensation crashed over her. The whip’s sting, the chain’s bite, the vet’s prods—they’d stripped her to this, a creature of flesh and fire, and she let go completely. No shame, no restraint—just lust, pure and savage. When Markus groaned, his pace faltering with nearing release, the affirmation flashed in her mind: My master’s pleasure is my pleasure. His ecstasy pulsed through her, visceral and real—she felt it in her bones, her clit throbbing as she chased it. She reached down, fingers circling her swollen bud, slick and desperate, amplifying the heat until her cry ripped free, a wild, animal howl that echoed off the walls.

She hated the words, hated how they turned her into a puppet for his lust. But she played the part, her scream masking the resentment she buried for Victor’s sake.

He seized her wrists, pinning them above her head, his weight pressing her into the mattress. He felt his ownership of her, that she was his. He thrusted in her and shortly thereafter erupted inside her, hot spurts filling her as he shuddered. The intensity of it—owning her so completely—shattered him, a peak beyond anything love had promised. Melissa bucked beneath him, her own climax exploding, her walls spasming around him, legs trembling as pleasure roared through her. It consumed her, fiercer than ever before, a slave’s lust unbound by the chains that freed her to feel this much.

They collapsed, sweat-soaked and breathless, the air heavy with their mingled scents. Markus rolled off her, chest heaving, but a flicker of frustration stirred beneath his satisfaction—her silence reminded him how far she still was from truly being his. He paused, breath heavy, thinking of The Slave Academy’s toll on Melissa—Victor’s harsh discipline, a task Markus would never undertake himself. The dominance he felt now thrilled him, but her silence revealed an emotional gap between them. Victor’s approach had enabled this intense moment, its commanding rush affirming the path he’d chosen.

Still, he savored the moment—Victor’s methods had allowed him to dominate her so completely, her body responding despite her silence. Yet her lack of warmth left a longing unfulfilled in him.

Melissa lay beside him, her body limp, her breath slowing. The collar pressed against her throat, a constant weight she still longed to shed—she craved freedom, dreamed of it every night. Yet as her pulse calmed, questions swirled. For a fleeting moment, she felt a strange freedom in it, a primal connection to her body she had never known as a free woman, though the thought sickened her as much as it thrilled her. Why had she never felt lust like this before? In England, she had fretted over exams, rent, small talk with strangers, her parents’ nagging—endless worries that dulled her senses. Here, stripped of all that, she felt everything: the breeze on her bare skin, the whip’s bite, this searing pleasure. Life as a slave sharpened her world, made it sensual in a way her free self had never known. She turned her head, meeting his gaze, and saw no love—just ownership, mirrored by her own animal spark.

She was outraged. How could he reduce her to his sex slave? She wanted to scream it in his face.



On Sunday evening, as Markus returned Melissa to the academy, he discussed her behavior with Victor. "She's been well-behaved," Markus said, his tone hopeful. "Maybe she can spend more time with me at home?"

Victor considered this, his face thoughtful. "It might be beneficial for her development. More time with her master as a reward could provide positive reinforcement. It would encourage her to work harder here, and make her transition to you smoother."

They settled on a plan. From now on, if Melissa continued to show good behavior, her time at home would gradually increase from a weekend to three days, then four, and eventually five.

"But," Victor added with a stern note, "you'll have to take on more responsibility in disciplining her. Verbal correction isn't enough. Slaves need corporal discipline. It doesn't have to be harsh; Melissa responds well to pain. Just a few light strokes, putting her in punishment positions, will remind her of her place. This isn't cruelty; it's part of the protocol that helps maintain her psyche."

Markus nodded, absorbing the lesson. The idea of disciplining Melissa was a significant step toward independence from The Slave Academy. The memory of their passionate weekend was fresh in his mind, fueling his desire to keep this dynamic going. Victor was his guide, and following his teachings seemed the only way forward for Markus to maintain the relationship he now craved.

As Markus left the office, his mind was set. If he wanted things to continue in this manner, he would have to embrace his role fully, learning from Victor how to be not just Melissa's lover but her master.



Melissa trudged through the Academy gates, her body still tingling from the night with Markus, his firm hands and her own unleashed lust a vivid echo in her muscles. The collar tugged at her neck as Zuri’s sharp voice sliced through her thoughts: “To the hearth—move!” She shuffled forward, bare feet sinking into the warm sand, the familiar weight of captivity settling back over her.

At the hearth, Hannah stirred a pot of millet stew, her steady hands keeping the rhythm, while Jennifer kneaded flatbread, her dark hair falling over one eye. Dmitri slouched against a palm tree, his lanky frame bent over his phone, earbuds loose, thumbs swiping lazily. The scent of simmering grain mixed with the salty breeze. Then the door creaked open, and Zuri shoved a new girl forward—a fragile figure with pale skin and wide, panicked eyes. She stumbled into the yard, arms crossed tight over her chest, hands darting to shield her groin, her cheeks flaming red against the sun’s glare.

Zuri barked, “Knead—there!” and pointed to a pile of dough before stalking off, her whip swaying at her hip. The new girl froze, her breath hitching, her body rigid as she tried to curl in on herself. Every slave’s gaze flicked her way—Jennifer smirked faintly, Hannah kept stirring—but the girl’s shame hung thick in the air. Melissa stepped closer, her own nudity long normalized, and softened her voice. “Hey, it’s easier if you just work. Hiding doesn’t help—they’ll make it worse.”

The girl’s eyes snapped to Melissa, wet with unshed tears, her arms trembling as they hovered over her breasts. “I—I can’t,” she stammered, voice barely a whisper. “Everyone’s looking. I’ve never…” She swallowed hard, her hands twitching downward again, a futile shield against the open stares.

Melissa remembered that feeling—weeks ago, her first days, the raw burn of every eye on her bare skin—and knelt beside the dough, patting it. “Focus here. What’s your name?”

“Fiona,” the girl murmured, sinking to her knees beside Melissa, her fingers fumbling into the flour. Her shoulders hunched, as if she could shrink away from the world. “I’m… I just turned eighteen. They grabbed me from home—men in masks. Said they’d ransom me, but they told me my parents didn’t pay. Then they sold me here.” Her voice cracked, uncertain, the kidnappers’ words a weight she couldn’t trust. “This can’t be real—naked, like this? How do you stand it?”

Melissa pressed the dough flat, her hands steady despite the ache in her chest—Fiona’s shock mirrored her own arrival, now a distant scar. “You get used to it,” she said quietly. “Not because you want to, but because you have to. They don’t care what we feel.”

Fiona’s breath hitched again, her eyes darting to the others—Dmitri still scrolled, oblivious—and she whispered, “I’m so frightened… I feel so humiliated being naked in front of everyone.”

Hannah leaned in from the pot, her voice low and comforting. “You’re not alone in feeling scared and ashamed, Fiona—we’ve all been there with the nudity. Just keep your hands busy with the dough; it’ll take your mind off their stares.” Fiona’s fingers shook as she mimicked Melissa, dough sticking to her palms, her blush deepening with every glance she caught from the yard.

Dmitri’s head jerked up, earbuds slipping out.

“Too much talking!” he shouted, his Russian accent rolling heavy as he shoved his phone into his pocket. He strode over, boots kicking up dust, his grin lazy but edged. “All of you—Worship. Now.”

Melissa dropped to her knees, forehead pressing into the dirt, palms flat beside her head, resentment flared at obeying this kid, barely younger than her, but she had no choice. The Slave Academy did not tolerate disobedience. She dropped forward, forehead to the sand, hands beside her head to avoid the sting of Dmitri’s stick.

Hannah mirrored her with a quiet sigh. Their bodies tensed, conditioned to comply, though their eyes burned with silent fury.

Jennifer grumbled under her breath but complied, her knees hitting the ground with a muted thud, her defiance barely contained.

Carla quietly assumed the worship position alongside them, her movements careful and deliberate, keeping her head low to avoid notice, staying out of the conflict entirely. The four formed a silent row, the evening breeze brushing their exposed skin.
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Dmitri had noticed the surprise flickering across their faces as he had appeared—wide eyes and parted lips betraying their shock at his sudden intrusion. Melissa's brow had furrowed, a flash of anger had tightened her jaw, while Hannah’s steady features had twitched with frustration, her lips pressing into a thin line. Jennifer’s sharp eyes had narrowed, a spark of defiance glinting before fading, and Carla’s face had tightened with quiet dread, her gaze dropping instantly. But as his command sank in, resignation had settled over them, their expressions softening into the inevitable obedience he had come to expect. One by one, they had dropped to their knees before him, foreheads pressing into the sandy ground, hands settling beside their heads in the Worship pose.

Now he stood over them, taking in the sight of their white backs, smooth and tanned, stretching before him in a row of submission. Their hair spilled across the ground, strands of blonde, brunette, and black mingling with the sand, the backs of their heads a show of acknowledgement of his control over them, sending a rush of power through him. His penis was stiffening, and he felt an intoxicating thrill that swelled his chest as he watched them rest their foreheads on the ground before him.

Fiona stayed upright, her hands clutching her chest again, her face paling.

“No,” she said, voice small but firm. “I won’t—I can’t—”

Dmitri’s grin vanished, his eyes narrowing. “You say no to me?” He stepped closer, looming over her, and quickly wrapped his arm around her neck, yanking her into a headlock with a rough jerk. Fiona gasped, her hands scrabbling at his arm as he held her firm, his free hand landing three sharp spanks on her backside, the slaps ringing out in the still air.

“Ready to Worship yet, princess, or do I gotta keep teaching you who’s boss?” he mocked, his tone laced with teenage smugness as he squeezed her neck just enough to make her squirm.

“Yes—I’ll do it!” Fiona’s breath came in short, panicked bursts, but she nodded weakly, her voice a strained whisper.  Dmitri chuckled, releasing her with a light push.

He tossed the whip aside, smirking. “Next time, you listen.”

Fiona collapsed to her knees, trembling and angry, but compliant as she assumed the Worship position before him—forehead to the sand, hands beside her head, her breath ragged with barely contained rage.

Melissa’s fingers dug into the sand, her body locked in Worship, every muscle screaming to help but held fast by The Slave Academy’s unforgiving demand for submission. Hannah’s breath caught beside her, a stifled curse under the pose—both helpless, both seething.

Dmitri chuckled, kicking a pebble as he turned away. "Get up, girls—keep cooking, I’m watching."

He sauntered back to his tree, pulling out his phone like nothing happened. Fiona curled into herself, the dough forgotten. Melissa lifted her head an inch, whispering, “Hold on—it gets easier,” her voice tight with a promise she barely believed. The stew bubbled on, the sun blazed, and the yard settled into an uneasy hum in the morning’s grind.



Over the next few months, the pattern was set: Melissa would spend three days with Markus and four at The Slave Academy, an arrangement that seemed to work well for their evolving dynamic. Markus had grown accustomed to this rhythm, and each week, after dropping Melissa off, he would discuss her progress with Victor.

One particular week, Markus proposed to Victor that Melissa's formal training might soon end. "She's been well-behaved," Markus explained, his voice carrying a note of pride. "She asks for permission to eat, drink, sleep, and use the bathroom. And she accepts the discipline without fuss."

Victor nodded, his face showing a mix of approval and contemplation. "She's come a long way, Markus. This would have been unimaginable when you first brought her here. You should be proud and reward her for this progress."

"But," Victor continued, his tone cautionary, "her compliance is calculated. It's born from wanting to avoid punishment and the knowledge that escape is impossible. Consider this: if she didn't have to fear punishment, would she obey? And if she had the chance to escape, would she take it?"

Markus paused, the reality of Victor's words sinking in. "Likely, yes," he admitted with a sigh. "She would not obey or would escape if she could."

“Exactly,” Victor confirmed. “This is common, especially with those enslaved as adults. Their mindset still clings to freedom, like someone who has spoken English all their life now trying to speak Chinese. She can learn, but at the first chance, she would revert to what is natural. Under pressure or without constant practice, her old ways take over, as if English slips out when Chinese feels too hard. You cannot blame her for that. The solution is to immerse her more in her new language, her role as a slave. We can reduce her training here to three days a week, but it should not be any less than that. We need to keep monitoring her progress, keep her on track. This should be maintained for at least a year, potentially two or three to achieve optimal results.”

Markus absorbed this information, the logic of it settling into his understanding of their situation. "I might soon need to travel back to Switzerland for business," he said, shifting the conversation. "I'd be away for two weeks. Could she stay here during that time? Then, when I'm back, she could stay with me longer."

Victor agreed without hesitation. "She can stay here for two weeks. We'll focus on any specific issues she might have. But remember, consistency is key. Don't keep her away from here for too long after that."

Markus nodded, gratitude evident in his expression. "Thank you, Victor. I really appreciate your expertise. Our relationship has improved so much since she started here." He meant it—her obedience thrilled him, but her silence gnawed at him. He loved her still, too much to hurt her himself. Victor’s way spared him that.

Victor smiled, a knowledgeable, almost paternal look in his eyes. "That's what we're here for."


44. Chains of Duty

Monday morning stirred Melissa awake in the basement dorm of The Slave Academy, her collar chained to a ring bolted into the wall as always. The other slaves lay asleep on their mats, their soft breaths filling the dim space. Early light filtered through a small barred window high on the wall, casting faint streaks across the rough floor. She stretched, chains clinking softly, and sat up, her hands tracing the steel collar around her neck as if to confirm its unyielding presence. She tugged at the chain locked to her collar, then at the one securing her to the wall, but there was no give. With nothing to do, she lay back down, dozing off until the others began to stir, whispering quiet good mornings to each other.

Dmitri entered, clapping twice sharply. The girls scrambled into a lineup, kneeling as their chains rattled, heads tilted up slightly to ease access to the padlocks securing their collars. One by one, Dmitri unlocked them, and the girls shuffled to the bathrooms and communal showers in the same room, cleaning themselves and preparing for the day.

An hour later, Dmitri returned, snapping, "Line up for inspection, girls—get in Attention, let’s see those bodies, now!" The girls formed a row, assuming the Attention position, feet apart, hands behind heads, their naked bodies exposed.

“Another morning of this degrading nonsense,” Hannah muttered.

"He enjoys humiliating us way too much," Nadine added, while Jennifer smirked, "Probably the highlight of his pathetic day."

Carla, still too intimidated to defy The Slave Academy staff, nodded silently, her eyes downcast.

Dmitri moved down the line, inspecting each girl with a cold precision. He made them open their mouths to check their teeth, then ordered them to spread their vaginal lips for him to examine. The girls complied, some of them with faces burning with shame.

He then commanded, "Yo, turn around, spread those legs, and grab your ankles, let’s see those butts already!" The entire lineup now faced away from him with their rears displayed for his inspection.

Hannah whispered, "Another day of this," and Melissa hissed, "I can’t believe we’re letting a teenager do this to us."

Nadine and Jennifer murmured agreement, their voices tense.

Dmitri barked, "Spread your buttcheeks for me." They reached around, pulling their cheeks apart, their anuses and vaginas visible for inspection as he slowly passed by, stopping briefly at each girl.

Before him stretched a lineup of more than a dozen young women, their smooth tanned white skin shimmering in the faint morning light filtering through the barred window. Each one stood bent down, legs spread wide, hands gripping their ankles, their bodies a breathtaking display of beauty and submission. He felt his penis go hard and his teenage heart began to race as he took in their flawless forms, slender waists curving into rounded hips, and pert buttocks parted to reveal their genitals and anuses to him as he had commanded them.

Their lush hair dropped toward the floor, some blonde others brunette a few with fiery red locks catching the light, the strands swaying slightly with their tense breathing awaiting his inspection.

His eyes caught on a fiery redhead, her hair blazing like a flame, and another with wide doe eyes that darted away, her shame making her all the more enticing. Their faces flushed with shame were a gallery of delicate features, high cheekbones full lips and wide eyes that avoided his stare, each one a vision he had once only dreamed of. Back in Russia he had marvelled at women’s beauty. But their naked bodies were hidden beneath layers of clothing and his teenage fantasies to see more had remained unfulfilled. But here at The Slave Academy they were all stripped naked. The sight of their nude female bodies laid out for him to savour at all times, no barriers no modesty just raw vulnerable beauty.

His eyes lingered on their exposed vaginas, a row of glistening pink slits. Some were framed by soft curls, others were shaved smooth, but all were forced into his view by their humiliating pose. Above their anuses were revealed, small and tight, a forbidden sight that made his pulse quicken with the thrill of power. Their breasts hung low, swaying slightly with their tense breathing, nipples hardened in the humid air, some pale pink others a darker rose, a testament to their youth and the shame they couldn’t hide.

Around each of their necks a steel collar gleamed. The metal was a harsh contrast to their soft skin, locking them into their submissive role, a visible sign of their enslavement. And now they were under his command. Dmitri’s chest swelled with a twisted pride. These women who back home would never let him see them like this now had no choice here. For a fleeting moment a flicker of unease stirred in him, back home this would be wrong, but the thrill of power quickly drowned it out, their beauty, their most private parts his to inspect, to command, to enjoy, all laid bare in this degrading display.

When Dmitri reached Melissa, she felt his stick trace her anus, a cold, invasive touch. He grunted in satisfaction and moved on.

She heard him stop behind Nadine, his voice sharp. "Wider, young lady, not so shy."

Nadine sighed, her hands trembling as she complied.

Dmitri pressed, "You need to stop being so self-conscious. When I tell you to spread your buttcheeks, you do it gladly and pull them wide for me. Understood?"

Nadine’s voice cracked, "Yes."

Dmitri snapped, "Yes, what?"

She swallowed hard, "Yes, Sir."

He continued, standing before her as she bent down, legs apart, spreading herself. "You’re no longer a free girl, Nadine. Back home, you might’ve been a little princess with all the privacy you wanted, but here, you better get used to being naked at all times. Your body isn’t yours. You can be inspected anytime, by anyone at The Slave Academy. Do you understand?"

Nadine, her body quivering under the strain of the degrading, vulnerable pose, choked back her shame and whispered, “Yes, Sir.”

Dmitri finished the inspections, reaching the end of the lineup, then ordered them to stand straight and face forward.

A quiet sigh of relief rippled through the girls, mingled with a weary fatigue, as they released their buttcheeks, the tension in their arms easing as they stood upright, their bodies grateful to escape the humiliating pose. The air seemed to lighten, a fleeting reprieve from Dmitri’s control washing over them, though the sting of shame lingered in their flushed cheeks. Melissa stretched her shoulders, a small wince crossing her face as she rolled out the ache, a flicker of resentment burning in her chest at the indignity she had just endured. Hannah flexed her fingers, her jaw tight with suppressed frustration, while Jennifer caught Nadine’s eye, rolling her eyes with a subtle shake of her head, the shared humiliation a silent bond between them, their expressions a mix of resignation and quiet defiance they couldn’t voice. Carla kept her gaze down, her hands trembling slightly as she adjusted to standing, the relief overshadowed by her lingering dread of the next command.


He beckoned Melissa to him, dismissing the others to their chores. As she approached, Dmitri produced a pair of rigid handcuffs, a single piece with no chain, locking her wrists tightly behind her with barely any room to move. 

He led her to the Academy’s front door, explaining, "You’re going to Markus for your weekend off."

Melissa turned, expecting him to remove the cuffs, but Dmitri shook his head. "You’ll walk to Markus in handcuffs. He has a key to let you out. This ensures you don’t get distracted on the way and go straight to him."

Melissa’s anger flared, but with her hands bound, she had no choice. She set off toward Markus’s hut, her steps heavy with frustration. The rigid handcuffs clamped her wrists tightly behind her back, their solid bar allowing no movement. Each step pulled at her shoulders and the metal edges pressed into her skin squeezing her wrists. Walking felt awkward, her arms unable to swing naturally, forcing her to adjust her posture to lessen the strain.

Sweat mixed with dust from the path, clinging to her skin in a gritty layer. This walk was her only time alone, free from the Academy’s control or Markus’s watchful eyes. She imagined stopping to rest on a shaded bench, letting her aching body relax, or strolling through the market square to watch the bustle of people, anything to delay going from one place of control to another. But the cuffs made that impossible. Sitting would be uncomfortable with her arms pinned back, and a leisurely walk would only prolong the cuffs’ uncomfortable grip on her wrists. Her strongest urge was to be rid of the cuffs, and for that, she had to reach Markus. Despite her longing for a break, she pushed on, driven by the need to be free of their hold.



At the resort, she spotted Kaya and Liana hanging clothes on the line, their laughter carrying over the breeze. Melissa paused, her heart lifting at the sight of familiar faces, and called out, "Hey, Kaya, Liana!"

Kaya turned, her smile bright. "Hey, Melissa!"

Liana waved a damp shirt before pinning it up, her eyes warm. "It’s so great to see you again, Melissa. How have you been?"

Melissa’s shoulders slumped slightly, the rigid cuffs digging into her wrists as she shifted. "I’m being trained at The Slave Academy," she said, her voice low with frustration. "It’s hard… and degrading. Every day feels like a new humiliation."

Kaya’s smile faded, replaced by concern. "That sounds awful. What do they make you do there?"

Liana nodded, stepping closer. "Yeah, how do you even get through it? We’ve heard stories, but…"

Melissa sighed, the cuffs biting deeper as she moved, a reminder of her urgency. "I’d love to stay and tell you more, but I need to get these off," she said, turning and lifting her bound wrists slightly to show them her cuffed wrists. "Maybe we can catch up later when I’m not shackled like this?"

Kaya gave a sympathetic nod, and Liana added, "We’ll be here. Good luck with Markus." Melissa forced a small smile, excusing herself as she continued to his hut.



At the door, unable to reach the knocker, she turned, used her knuckles to awkwardly knock, and called for him. Markus opened the door and let her in.

He fetched the key, removed her handcuffs, and said, "Good. You’re here. Three days this week. Victor says you’ve earned it."

She nodded, keeping her gaze low, though her mind raced. Three days—less Academy, more of this strange, charged life with him. She hated the collar, the kneeling, but the Academy’s walls were worse. With Markus there was no whip, no incessant drills and she would sleep in a real bed. This was something—progress, maybe.

He set the mug down, his tone shifting, deliberate and clear. “I received a letter over the weekend from the court. Arbek’s case is resolved. He was sentenced for the visa fraud and bribery charges—parole only, no jail time, no fine. But if he commits another crime, he’ll face severe consequences. It will keep him in line, I expect.”

Melissa felt a jolt at the mention of Arbek, now sentenced to parole for the visa fraud. Relief sparked briefly, then vanished as Markus leaned closer, his eyes locking onto hers.

“There’s more,” he said, his voice hardening. “You were involved too—the visa fraud, the bribery idea you came up with. As a slave, you’re legally incompetent, so the responsibility falls to your owner. That’s me now. The court imposed a penalty on me for your actions.”

He paused, fingers tightening on the chair’s edge. Old Markus, the fool who’d emptied his savings to spare her, stirred in his chest. Back then, he would have paid it and hoped for her gratitude, hoped she would start to like him over Arbek. But that got him nothing. She had never softened, never valued him. If he paid now, she would still resent him bitterly. Her anger was fueled by her enslavement. Work, though, let her sweat it out for the Grabesians, might shift her. Out there, scrubbing their filth, she could learn his hut was the better deal, maybe even come to want it. He pushed aside his softer side, his determination settling into a firm resolve.

“The court officer offered an alternative: you can perform ‘character building’ work to prove your value to the community. I accepted this option. It’s fair you resolve the trouble you caused, since I didn’t own you when you did it. You’ll start tomorrow at the council hall, cleaning the beach and market to work off the debt.”

“‘Character building’ work? What is that supposed to mean?”

”I think it is some kind of council task force who do all kinds of community work like cleaning the beach and market square. I think it makes sense, so I’ve signed you up for it. It was you who did all of that so it makes sense that you should resolve this. You’ll report to the council hall at dawn tomorrow and return by afternoon.”

Her stomach dropped, rage igniting hot and fast. She shot up from her knees, voice sharp despite the risk. “A task force? You’re making me scrub streets? I’m already your slave. You’re making me suffer at the Academy. Isn’t that punishment enough?”

Markus held her gaze, his jaw tight but his voice steady, almost reluctant. “No, Mel, those aren’t punishments. You’re not my slave as a punishment, and the Academy’s training is for your own good. This… it’s different. The law holds me accountable for what you did before, but they offered this work instead, and I think it’s only fair you handle it. I’ve agreed—you’ll start at the council house tomorrow. Be ready.” He paused, eyes flickering with a buried softness, then looked away.

She clenched her fists, nails biting her palms. He had dangled relief before her, three days away from The Slave Academy, then dumped this work on her. She wanted to scream. He could have paid the penalty, spared her, but instead he had sentenced her to scrub their filth. Her mind churned with the injustice, but his steady, unyielding stare choked her protest. Zuri’s whip loomed if she pushed too far. She sank back to her knees, glaring at the floor, her anger a tight knot in her chest.

“Fine,” she muttered, voice bitter. “Dawn. Whatever you say.”

He nodded, leaning back, satisfied. “Good. Get some rest. You’ll need it.”



Tuesday dawned too soon. Melissa dragged herself from Markus’s hut, the sky streaked pink, her bare feet scuffing the path to the council hall. Her collar chafed as she joined a ragged line of slaves, ten or so, all naked, linked by a chain from neck to neck. A burly overseer thrust a sack and broom into her hands, his growl cutting the quiet. “Beach, then market. Move it!”

She trudged to the shore, the chain clinking, stooping to gather driftwood and trash under a climbing sun. Sweat stung her eyes, her back aching by midday as they shifted to the market square, sweeping dust and scrubbing grime from cracked stone. The overseer’s stick tapped his thigh, a silent threat that kept her moving despite the burn in her arms. Markus could’ve paid but he made her work off the fine instead. “Character building,” he had said, like she was some weak fool to be molded. She hated him for it, hated the grit under her nails, the endless grind.



By afternoon, she stumbled back to the resort, legs leaden, drained from hauling debris-laden sacks for most of the day. The pool shimmered ahead, a lifeline. She sank onto the edge, feet in the cool water, Kaya and Liana already there, their collars dull in the sun’s glare.

Kaya tilted her head, voice soft but sharp. “You look like death, Melissa. What’s he got you doing now?”

Melissa kicked the water, a bitter laugh escaping. “Markus’s latest torture for me. Academy’s training me to grovel—fine, I’m used to that. But now? Work group duty, cleaning beaches and markets. Working off some penalty—for that visa fraud and bribe I pulled ages ago. ‘Character building,’ he calls it. Stupid. Am I not being punished enough? Why this too?”

Liana’s brows shot up, a smirk tugging her lips. “A penalty? And he’s got you sweeping it off? Horst would pay just to skip the fuss.”

“Yeah, well, Markus says it’s ‘fair,’” Melissa grumbled. “He could’ve paid, but no—I’m hauling trash while he sits here comfortably. I’m supposed to be resting from The Slave Academy, but now I’m hauling around trash and I’m knackered.”

Kaya leaned back, her tone calm but cutting. “He’s tightening the screws—three days off the Academy, sure, but now you’re grinding like a workhorse. Character? More like breaking you in deeper.”

Melissa’s jaw tightened, fingers gripping the pool’s edge. “That’s it. I’m trained, collared, naked all day, and now this? He’s got no right. I’d scream if it wouldn’t get me lashes from Zuri.”

Liana splashed water, her smirk widening. “Scream here. We won’t snitch. I never fought myself, I was born into slavery. How’d it go for you?”

“I fought at first, but the whips sorted that out quick,” Melissa said, her voice dripping with bitterness. “Now it’s this—cleaning my own mess, he says, like I don’t already have enough on my plate.”

Kaya’s eyes softened, though her voice stayed firm. “You’ll get through this if you don’t lose your spirit. I’ve been carrying loads since I was a kid—born into this, same as Liana. Do the work, play their game. We’ve got your back.”

Melissa nodded, the water lapping at her feet, offering a small bit of comfort. Kaya and Liana’s solidarity steadied her, their shared struggles giving her firm encouragement. She’d endure Markus’s control, the Academy’s demands, and this absurd task force, staying determined.


45. The Bargain

Melissa sank onto the bed in Markus’s hut Wednesday evening, her muscles aching from two grueling days of hauling trash for the council’s “character building” work. Her collar bit into her sweat-damp neck, the weight of The Slave Academy, the penalty, and her endless servitude dragging her down. She just wanted to collapse, to let the world fade for a few hours. Markus stepped in, shirt unbuttoned, a sheen of sweat on his chest, his eyes dark with hunger. His gaze traced her bare curves, a familiar ache swelling in his chest, he loved her, needed her, the scent of her skin stirring a desperate lust. Sex was his solace, a fleeting closeness he craved, and a fragile hope lingered, if he claimed her often enough, maybe she would feel something for him too.


“Up,” he said, voice low and firm, gesturing to the bed. “On your back.”


Her jaw tightened, irritation flaring. She was bone-tired, her body screaming for rest, but his command cut through her haze, ordered to submit, she had no choice. 

Yet a deeper heat simmered beneath her exhaustion, one that had been building up during her time at The Slave Academy. There, she was never alone, always under watchful eyes or chained together with the other slaves for the night. She did not want to be seen masturbating by the others, so she sometimes waited until she thought the others were sleeping to do so.


Melissa suspected Victor had crafted this environment to leave them starved for sexual release, ensuring they would be more sexually willing when with their masters, a tactic that would be in line with The Slave Academy’s objective to create pleasurable slaves.


Here, with Markus, she could give in to her need for sexual release without having to feel ashamed for it. Her constant nudity, the sun and wind on her bare skin, provided relentless sensual stimuli that made her feel acutely present in her body, a stark contrast to her life as a free woman in England where, as a student, she lived in her head, disconnected from her physical self, her mind burdened with abstract theories that pulled her from the moment. Now, no longer studying, she was free of those cerebral demands, and as a slave, she was not there to think, only to obey, trained and treated like an animal, her existence grounded in the raw immediacy of her senses, stoking a primal, animalistic arousal she had never known as a free woman.


She did not care for him, his touch meant nothing to her heart, but her body craved release, and sex with him was a calculated trade, satisfy her pent-up desire, but most importantly soften him for the commitment to her freedom she would seek afterward, believing that providing him with enjoyable sex would make him more amenable to granting her some kind of promise of liberty.


She spread her thighs, her voice carefully neutral yet compliant. “As you wish.”


Markus shed his shirt and trousers, his erection straining, thick and pulsing, the tip glistening with precum as he climbed over her, his breath hot against her neck. He gripped her wrists, pinning them above her head, his body pressing her into the coarse sheets. His penis was hard and it brushed her inner thigh. The sensation sent a jolt of lust through him as he positioned himself. He pushed his penis into her vagina with a slow, deliberate thrust, savoring the tight warmth of her slick vaginal walls as a soft groan escaped his lips.


Each movement was full of lust, but it was also a desperate bid to bridge the gulf between them. His heart pounded with the hope that she would feel his love through his touch. Her compliance, the soft “As you wish” she had murmured, felt like a victory, a sign she was finally warming to him, the typical resentment he had grown used to absent from her voice, fueling his fragile hope that she might be starting to feel something for him.


Melissa’s breath hitched, her body jolted under him, her vagina swelled with arousal, the slick folds parting around his girth, a tingling heat blooming deep inside as her inner walls pulsed with need. Her breasts pressed against his chest, her nipples hardening into tight peaks, each brush of his skin sending sharp sparks of pleasure through her, the sensation a mix of relief and torment as her body betrayed her resentment. She arched into him, chasing the release she needed, her hips rocking to meet his, a low moan slipping free as pleasure coiled tight in her core.


Markus’s pace quickened, his hands sliding to her hips, fingers digging into her flesh as he pulled her closer, his penis driving into her repeatedly, the friction igniting a fire in his groin as he claimed her harder. His own release built with the raw intimacy he craved, Melissa’s gasps a melody he longed to hear as love, not just lust. Melissa’s nails bit into her palms, her climax surging despite her resentment, her vagina clenching around him, wet and throbbing, her breasts bouncing with each thrust, the sensitive peaks grazing his chest, intensifying the heat until a sharp cry tore from her throat, waves of relief crashing through her.


She collapsed onto the bed, chest heaving, their sweat-soaked bodies tangled, her mind already shifting to the plea she would make.


Markus’s breath slowed, a flicker of triumph warming his chest as he lay beside her, sweat-soaked and sated. Her willingness tonight, the absence of her usual resentment, felt like progress, a sign she might be softening to him, and it fueled his fragile hope that she could one day return his love, blinding him to the calculation behind her compliance. 



He rolled off, chest heaving, a smug curl to his lips. She lay still, pulse pounding, the afterglow sharp with questions she’d buried too long. She propped herself on an elbow, one hand gripping the steel collar at her throat. She would rip it away if she could.

Her voice cut through the quiet, firm and deliberate. “Markus, I have done everything you asked—kneeled when you commanded, worked till exhaustion, given my body whenever you wanted it. When is this collar coming off? We need to discuss my freedom now.”

His smirk faded, eyes narrowing as he sat up. “I will consider it,” he said, his voice cold and measured, swinging his legs off the bed. He grabbed his trousers, pulling them on as he stood, leaving her naked on the bed. Melissa’s other hand clenched the coarse sheets, fury blazing in her chest at his dodge. Her bare skin prickled in the humid air while Markus dressed. Her heart pounded. After weeks at The Slave Academy—endless drills, whips, chains—she was finally alone with the man who owned her, the man who could free her. Now after having had sex with her, he was in a good mood. This was her chance. Revulsion churned in her gut. In her mind, she was a free woman, and she should not have to beg for this.

She sat up, her voice sharper, fingers still tracing the collar’s cold edge, its metal a constant reminder of her enslavement to him.

“I’m really grateful you saved me from being auctioned off, Markus. I know I’d probably be in some brothel or worse if you hadn’t stepped in. But gratitude isn’t enough to keep me like this. I can’t live in captivity forever.”

Markus paused, his shirt halfway on, his gaze flickering with something like guilt before he looked away, pulling the fabric over his shoulders.

“Mel, I… I’m glad you feel that way about what I did. It means a lot to hear you say that. But it’s… well, it’s not so simple, you know?” His voice wavered, his hands fumbling with a button, betraying his unease.

Melissa’s chest tightened, her nakedness making her feel even smaller as she watched him dress himself, something she couldn’t do. She pushed further, her voice steady despite the tremor in her hands.

“You’ve always said you wanted me to be your girlfriend, not just your slave. But how can we have a real relationship like this? It needs to be equal. If you let me go, we could actually build something that’s not forced. Don’t you want that?”

Markus turned to her, his expression conflicted, his eyes darting to her collar before meeting hers again.

“Mel, I still want that, I really do, more than anything. But… well, I’ve been thinking a lot lately, and maybe I was wrong about how we get there. We need to work on things as they are, you know, build something strong first. I can’t just change our whole situation right now.” He shifted, adjusting his shirt, his movements a shield against her plea.

Melissa’s heart sank, but she pressed on, her fingers tightening around the collar, the steel biting into her palm as she spoke. Her voice began to tremble as she slid off the bed, standing unsteadily, her bare feet pressing into the rough floorboards.

“I’ve been trying so hard to show you that you can trust me, Markus. I’ve done everything you asked. I’ve kneeled when you told me to, worked until I could barely stand, given you everything you wanted from me. I haven’t tried to run or fight back. Doesn’t that prove I’m not a risk? Can’t you let me show you I can stay with you as a free woman?”

She began to pace, her naked body moving with restless agitation, her arms crossing over her chest as if to shield herself, then falling helplessly to her sides. There was no hiding her nakedness. She was nude, as all slaves had to be, pleading with the man who owned her, and the shame of it burned.

Markus rubbed the back of his neck, his eyes flickering with guilt as he looked at her, then away, focusing on pulling on his shoes. “You’ve been really good, Mel, and I see how hard you’re trying. I appreciate that, I really do. But trust is… it’s a bigger thing, isn’t it? I need to know this is how things will stay, that we’re solid. I can’t just change everything overnight. It’s too much to figure out right now.” His voice softened, but his avoidance stung. He was fully dressed now.

Melissa’s breath hitched, frustration and desperation coiling tighter in her chest. Her pacing grew more frantic, her bare feet slapping against the floor, her hands clenching into fists as she turned to face him, her voice now shaking with raw emotion. She thought of the pensioners’ warnings about legal trouble—how freeing her might put Markus at risk—but she couldn’t promise not to report him, not after everything he’d put her through. Her anger at him, at this whole nightmare, made her think that maybe he deserved to face consequences. If she promised not to report him, it would be a lie. She never lied and with no experience at this, Markus might notice. If Markus believed she was lying to him, he would lose trust in her. And then he would never free her. No, she thought, there had to be another way.

“Okay, if you’re worried I might leave, how about we set a timeline? Let’s say in a month, if I keep showing you I won’t go anywhere, you let me go. I’ve already proven I’ll follow your rules. Just give me a chance to earn my freedom.”

Her voice cracked on the last words, desperation spilling out as she pleaded with the man who owned her, her naked body a stark reminder of her enslavement.

Markus hesitated, his eyes flickering with uncertainty as he glanced at her, then away, focusing on tying his shoe.

“A timeline… that’s… well, it’s an interesting idea, Mel, and I can see you’re trying to work with me. I just… I’m not sure we’re ready for that kind of step.” His voice faltered for a moment, a shadow of the old Markus surfacing for a moment. What if she never loved him? “I mean, I need to know we’re really solid, that this, us, is working. Let’s focus on building that first, okay?” He stood, fully dressed now, his casual dismissal a gut punch as she sat there with her freedom still out of reach. Melissa’s shoulders slumped, defeat sinking in, and a deeper fear surged within her—if she were ever freed, she’d have to face her parents, their judgmental stares, their horror at what she’d become: a naked, collared slave, stripped of dignity and forced to obey. The shame of their knowing gaze twisted her gut, a humiliation she couldn’t bear to imagine.

He turned, jaw tight, meeting her stare. “Anyway, get yourself cleaned up—Victor is expecting us.”



The Slave Academy’s training room hummed with tension as they arrived, the air thick with herbal oil and sweat. Victor stood by the door, his bulk a quiet command, while Dmitri lounged against a wall, whip coiled in his hand, his teenage smirk glinting. A new girl, Nadine, pale and wide-eyed, knelt near a wooden bench. Her collar was fresh and her naked body was trembling slightly with fear. Melissa’s gut twisted—another newbie, another echo of her own shock months ago.

Victor’s voice rolled out, steady but edged. “Markus, her outburst yesterday, complaining about scrubbing streets for the community work, shows she needs more time here. She should not be questioning your orders. She should not even process or judge them. She should just obey. It is like someone who has spoken English all their life now trying to speak Chinese. She can learn, but at the first chance, she will revert to what is natural. And when she was with you, she reverted to English so to speak and started questioning her orders as if she was a free woman once again. Full immersion in her role as a slave will correct this. She is good, but not finished.”

Markus crossed his arms, frowning. “She’s solid enough—obedient at home and works when I tell her to. More training just means more tuition fees I’d have to pay for.”

Victor’s lips twitched, his gaze steady as he leaned forward slightly, his tone shifting to something more deliberate, like a salesman pitching a deal. “True, the fees add up. But I’ve got an offer that could change that—something to lighten your load and keep her training on track. What if we put Melissa to work in a way that covers her costs?”

Markus tilted his head, brow furrowing. “Work? She’s already doing the council tasks. What do you mean, Victor?”

Victor gestured toward Nadine, then back to Melissa, his voice calm but carrying a calculated edge. “There’s a milk bar in Ngalawa Bay—runs on slave girls who lactate. We could get Melissa producing, have her serve there as a waitress and sell her milk. She would work alongside Nadine here, our new arrival. Their output would partially cover her training fees, easing the financial burden while you retain ownership.”

Melissa’s stomach twisted. This couldn’t be real. Her body, used like that—milked and sold? Her breath caught, her skin prickling with dread. She couldn’t believe what she was hearing.

Markus froze, his eyes widening as he recoiled slightly, the absurdity of the idea hitting him like a cold wave. “A milk bar? Lactate?” he stammered, his voice tinged with disbelief. “You mean… turning her into some kind of dairy slave? That’s… that’s insane, Victor, how does that even work?”

Victor nodded, unfazed, his Russian accent rolling thick as he elaborated. “Simple science, Markus. We use hormone pellets—inject them, steady release into her system. In a week or so, she’ll start lactating. Once she’s flowing, she serves at the bar—fresh milk for the customers, straight from her. It’s popular here; there is a farm outside town, the Coconut Grove Farm. They rent out their girls for it. Melissa’s pretty enough to draw a crowd, and Nadine will learn the ropes with her. Dmitri oversees them there, manages the shifts. He’s still green as an overseer, so his rate’s lower—cuts your costs further.”

Melissa’s fists clenched at her sides, her blood boiling as she listened, her body a bargaining chip again, now for milk? She glared at Markus, daring him to flinch, but he rubbed his jaw, his initial shock giving way to a flicker of curiosity. His mind churned, the strangeness of it all battling with a growing intrigue, and beneath it, a subtle thrill stirred at the thought of Melissa’s body transformed, her milk flowing under his control, a new layer of dominance that sent a shiver through him.

“So… you inject her with hormones to make her produce milk?” Markus asked, his voice slow but steadier now, a mix of wonder and calculation as he tested the idea. “And she serves it, just like that? Like a barmaid with… an erotic twist?”

“Exactly,” Victor said, a faint smirk tugging his lips. “Pellets go in, hormones do the rest. She’ll feel it soon enough—swelling, then flow. At the bar, she uses a handheld pump to extract her milk into a container, which is then poured fresh for the customers. Customers pay well for it, Grabesians see it as a delicacy. Dmitri handles the logistics, keeps them in line. Her output will help cover part of her training fees, reducing your costs.”

Markus glanced at Melissa, then back to Victor, his tone steady but probing. “So her earnings will lower the fees, and she keeps training? What’s the catch?”

Victor shrugged, his gaze flicking to Dmitri with a nod. “No catch—just commitment. She stays here part-time for discipline, works the bar when she’s with you. Dmitri’s oversight means less hands-on from me, so it’s cheaper. The hardest part of her training’s done—she doesn’t need constant guidance now. This keeps her sharp and useful.”

Melissa’s voice broke through, sharp and incredulous, unable to stay silent. “Useful? You’re talking about pumping me full of hormones and milking me like a cow—for strangers? Markus, you can’t seriously be considering this!”

He turned to her, eyes hardening, though a flicker of unease crossed his face. His mind raced with the practicality of the arrangement—she’d be useful at the farm, her milk would cover the costs while he studied in Switzerland, a decision that felt cold but necessary to secure his future.

“It’s practical, Mel. Training’s not free, and this… it works for us. I need to hear more, but it sounds like a good deal.”

“Practical?” Her laugh cracked, wild with disbelief. “You think sticking needles in me and selling my milk is practical?”

She wanted to scream that back home, this would be a crime, a sick joke, but she caught herself, her breath hitching. If Markus thought she would report him to the authorities for anything, he would never free her. She couldn’t risk that.

Swallowing the words, she pressed on, her voice trembling with restrained fury. “How do you not see how insane this is?”

Victor cut in, his tone firm, redirecting to Markus. “She will adjust, it is part of the process. The farm girls do it without fuss. You retain ownership, Markus, and her shifts at the bar will cover part of her training costs. With Dmitri managing them at a lower rate, your expenses will be significantly reduced, though not fully covered. What do you say?”

Markus rubbed his jaw again, his mind calculating the savings. The reduced costs were a practical compromise, even if they didn’t eliminate the fees entirely. He nodded slowly. “Alright, the lower costs are acceptable for now. Explain the details, how it starts, what she does. If it is as straightforward as you say, I’m in.”

Melissa’s rage surged—her body hijacked, her fate sealed in a casual barter.



Victor nodded to Dmitri, who sauntered to a shelf and retrieved two syringes—clear liquid glinting under the lamplight—along with a small tray of supplies. He turned, his grin sharpening as he barked, “Both of you—stand up, turn around, spread your legs, grab your ankles. Now.”

Melissa’s stomach lurched, rage surging, but Markus’s stare pinned her in place—she’d push back later, not here. Not with Victor present. She turned, legs parting, hands gripping her ankles, the pose stretching her bare skin taut. Nadine followed, trembling, her breath hitching as she bent forward beside her. The room’s humid air clung to them, every eye—Victor’s, Markus’s, Dmitri’s—burning into their exposed forms.

As Melissa bent forward, her mind reeled: This can’t be real. Hormones? Milk? Milk production? This is absolutely bizarre—they couldn’t just do this to her, even in this place.

Dmitri stepped close, his boots scuffing the floor, and pulled a cloth and a vial of antiseptic from the tray. He dabbed the cloth, the sharp sting of alcohol hitting her nose as he swiped it slowly across her right buttcheek, then her left—his touch deliberate, taunting. “Clean first,” he muttered, tossing the cloth aside. He took a syringe, its needle thicker than she’d expected, glinting ominously under the lamplight, designed for the solid hormone pellets. He pressed it to her right cheek, the cold tip biting her skin. “Hold still, princess.”

The needle’s cold tip pressed into her skin, and her stomach flipped. How was this allowed to happen? How does the world let them turn women into… livestock? No one back home would believe this. She didn't even quite believe this was happening.

Melissa’s instincts screamed for her to pull away or dodge, the needle’s size promising pain, but the looming threat of Victor’s watchful presence kept her in line. She gripped her ankles tighter, jaw clenched, as he pushed—the thick point pierced deep, a sharp, searing sting ripping through her flesh, the pellet sliding in with a slow, burning ache that spread like fire under her skin. She stifled a gasp, her legs trembling, rage drowning the urge to flinch.


He peeled a bandaid from the tray and slapped it onto her buttcheek with a pat. “Good girl, well done.”


Nadine whimpered beside her, her hands shaking on her ankles as Dmitri moved to her. He swiped the antiseptic across her right cheek, then pressed the needle in—her body jolted, a cry escaping as the thick point dug into her flesh, the pain sharp and immediate in a burning stab. Her instincts took over, she yanked away, broke position and raised her hands to shield herself. Dmitri’s grin vanished, his hand snapped to the riding crop at his belt. He cracked it fast across her thighs—once, twice—red welts blooming as she yelped, the sound echoing in the humid room.


“Back in position,” he barked, voice low and hard. “Legs spread, ankles, now.” Nadine stifled a whimper of dread, trembling, but bent forward again, gripping her ankles, her breath ragged. Dmitri swiped her left cheek with antiseptic, pressed the needle in, the sting hitting again, deep and cruel, the pellet burning as it lodged under her skin.


Nadine’s hands shook on her ankles, her mind a chaotic blur: Milk her? Like an animal? This couldn’t be happening—it was insane, it was impossible. The antiseptic stung her nose, and she stared at the floor, thoughts tumbling. Three days ago, she had been folding laundry, arguing with my housemate about the dishes—now some teenager was sticking a needle into her butt to make her lactate? For strangers to drink? The needle pierced, and her cry wasn’t just pain—it was shock, a scream against a reality she couldn’t grasp. This couldn’t be real. This couldn’t be her life.


She whimpered, but held still this time.


He finished with a bandaid and patted her buttcheek with a mocking chuckle. “All done, ladies! See, it wasn’t that bad, was it?” Dmitri stepped back, satisfied. “Turn around and kneel before us. Both of you.” 

Melissa turned and dropped to her knees, Nadine following, her glare locked on Dmitri—I’ll make you regret this, you little shit.

Her heart raced as the needle touched her skin. The sharp sting made her flinch. How could this be happening? A chill ran through her, her mind reeling, but she was helpless to stop it.

He turned to Markus, voice smug. “These hormone pellets will release a hormone cocktail into their systems—steady drip, gets them lactating in weeks.”

Markus nodded, impressed, his tone steady. “That was surprisingly straightforward. It works that easily?”

Dmitri shrugged, smirking. “Yeah. Once they’re lactating, we can try giving them a second shot to ramp up the hormones. See if that increases their milk production. If we’re lucky there might even be a profit after deducting the tuition fees.”

Melissa’s rage burned—her body was being hijacked for profit and there was no escape for her. But she’d find a way to fight, slow and sly, until they choked on it.



A week later, the night chains clinked as they settled onto their mats in the basement dorm. Melissa's collar was locked to the wall ring, the steel cold against her neck, and lay back, the rough weave prickling her bare skin. Sleep tugged at her, but a strange warmth bloomed in her chest—a tingling, then a faint dampness. She shifted, frowning, and brushed a hand across her breast. Her fingers came away sticky, a tiny bead of whitish fluid glinting in the moonlight. She froze. Her body was doing this? Milk? Her breath stopped, disgust and disbelief hitting her hard. Her pulse pounded as she stared at the liquid.

Nadine stirred beside her, chain rattling as she sat up. “Melissa?” Her voice was a whisper, shaky. She rubbed her own chest, then froze, eyes widening.

“Oh God—mine too.” A drop glistened on her nipple, falling to the mat with a soft pat. She squeezed, and more came, a faint stream pooling under her.

“This can’t be real,” she hissed, her hands trembling as she wiped it away, disgust twisting her face.

Melissa’s throat tightened, rage and shame warring inside her. “They’ve made us produce milk,” she muttered, voice bitter. “No choice but to be used like this for their profit.”



Morning broke with Zuri’s boots thudding into the dorm. “Up!” she barked, her stern face unyielding as she unlocked their chains, the padlocks clicking open one by one. The slaves rose, stretching stiff limbs, and shuffled to the open wash area—no doors, just concrete and cold water. Melissa splashed her face, scrubbing the dried milk from her skin, her breasts heavy and tender under her hands. Nadine did the same, her movements quick, her cheeks flushed as she avoided eye contact.


An hour later, Zuri returned, whip at her hip. “Line up—Attention!” 

The slaves formed a row, feet shoulder-width apart, hands clasped behind heads, spines rigid. Melissa stood beside Nadine, her chest prickling as the humid air brushed her bare skin. Zuri paced the line, coal-black eyes scanning for dirt or neglect, her hygiene inspections a daily ritual. She stopped at Nadine, peering close—a faint white drop clung to her nipple, glistening in the morning light.

Zuri’s brow arched. “Leaking already,” she grunted, then moved to Melissa. Her gnarled fingers pinched Melissa’s nipple, firm and quick—a sharp sting flared, and a thin stream of milk spurted out, splashing to the floor. Melissa flinched, jaw clenching, but held the pose.

Zuri stepped back, nodding. “Both flowing. I’ll tell Victor.” Melissa’s rage simmered as her body betrayed her under that cold scrutiny.

Later that day, Dmitri summoned them to a back room, straw crunching underfoot. He lounged against a table, two small devices in hand—breast pumps, handheld and sleek, the kind young mothers used back home. Their rubber cups gleamed under the lamplight, tubes dangling like leashes. He grinned, tossing one to each of them. “You’re milking now, princesses. Twice a day—morning and night. Deliver it to me after.”

Melissa caught hers, the weight foreign in her palm, her stomach twisting. Nadine fumbled hers, nearly dropping it, her wide eyes darting to Dmitri. “How—?” she started, voice small.

He snorted, stepping close. “Easy. Like this.” He grabbed Melissa’s pump, pressed the cup to her breast, and squeezed the handle—a sharp tug pulled at her nipple, milk streaming into the tube with a soft hiss. She gritted her teeth, the sensation a dull ache, her cheeks burning as he smirked. “See? Pump ‘til it’s empty. Nadine, you try.” Nadine hesitated, then mimicked him, wincing as the pump sucked milk from her, white drops pooling in the container. Dmitri watched, arms crossed, his grin widening. “Good. Twice daily—don’t slack, or I’ll know.”

Melissa pumped under his gaze, milk flowing steady, her hands trembling with suppressed fury. Nadine worked beside her, her breath hitching, shame flushing her face. “Twice a day,” Dmitri repeated, tapping his whip. “Every drop to me. Get used to it—you’re in the game now.”

Melissa scowled, the pump’s pull a dull ache. “Humiliating, milking us like cattle, and then selling it. Markus gets a discount on my fees because of my milk. I’m practically paying to be kept here.”

The pump hummed, tugging at Melissa’s chest, and she glanced at Nadine, her voice a low hiss.

“Can you believe this? Sitting here, hooked up like dairy cows—it’s madness.”

Nadine’s eyes flicked up, red-rimmed, her hands gripping the jar as milk dripped. “I keep thinking I’ll wake up. That this is some sick joke. How do they even think of this—turning us into… what, livestock?”

Melissa’s laugh was bitter, sharp. “Victor’s got it down to a science—needles, pumps, profit. I’d laugh if it weren’t my breasts in this thing. You ever imagine this back home?”

Nadine shook her head, voice trembling. “Never. I served coffee, not my own damn breastmilk. My mom—she’d faint if she knew. How’s this real, Melissa? How’s it allowed?”

Melissa’s jaw tightened, the pump’s pull a dull ache. “Back home, this would be illegal—nobody would let this happen to us. Here, they don’t care, and we’re stuck proving it with every drop.”

Nadine’s lips quirked, bitter. “At least we’re in it together. I cannot believe this is our life now.”



Friday evening, Simba’s Milk Hut buzzed with the hum of Grabesian men, their laughter echoing off the wooden walls as lanterns cast a flickering glow overhead. Melissa and Nadine shuffled in, collars linked by a thin chain, their bare skin prickling in the humid air. Ten other milk slaves, farm girls, black and native Grabesian with long braided hair swaying, lined up beside them, their calm a stark contrast to Nadine’s wide, trembling eyes. Melissa and Nadine stood out as the only white slave girls in the lineup, their pale skin drawing lingering stares from the patrons. Melissa’s stomach churned, her bare feet pressing into the rough floorboards, the weight of her collar a cold reminder of her enslavement. She glanced at Nadine, whose pale face was tight with dread, mirroring her own disbelief—this couldn’t be real, could it?

A broad-shouldered Grabesian by the window snapped his fingers, his deep voice ringing out over the din of conversation. “One Prime-Yield—make it quick!”

The bar owner, a wiry man with a scar across his cheek, turned to the girls, his tone sharp and commanding. “Fresh order—milk up!”

The farm girls stepped forward with practiced ease, but Melissa froze, her hands trembling at her sides, the order sinking in like a blade. Dmitri, pacing behind with a whip tapping his thigh, noticed their hesitation and stepped close, his teenage smirk sharp as he pointed to a shelf.

“You two, grab the milking devices. You’ve learned this at The Slave Academy. Milk yourselves, just like you were taught. Just with an audience now.”

Melissa’s throat tightened, her hands shaking as she fetched a handheld breast pump, its rubber suction cup gleaming under the lamplight, a tube dangling like a leash.

Nadine fumbled hers, nearly dropping it, her breath hitching as she whispered, “This… this can’t be happening.”

The slave girls, farm girls alongside Melissa and Nadine, lined up before the customer and knelt on the floorboards in a neat row, their knees pressing into the grain, their naked bodies exposed in full view to display their healthy bodies and prove the milk’s freshness to the customer, a spectacle that assured the Grabesian of the drink’s quality.


Their gazes raked over her naked body, drinking in every inch, and her collar felt heavier than ever, a reminder of her role, bare and enslaved, now a spectacle farmed for their profit. She pressed the suction cup to her right nipple, the machine humming to life with a low buzz, and squeezed. 
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The pull was sharp, a deep ache radiating through her swollen breast as milk streamed into the bowl, white and steady. Her face burned, incredulity crashing over her—I’m milking myself for them? In front of everyone? Her hands trembled as she pumped, the men’s stares a heavy weight, their murmurs and chuckles amplifying her humiliation. She switched the device to her left nipple, the ache flaring anew, her milk flowing faster now, the container filling steadily.

Nadine worked beside her, her own pump humming as milk flowed into the device’s attached container, her breaths shallow and panicked, her cheeks flushed with shame. “I can’t… I can’t do this,” Nadine whispered, her voice breaking as a drop fell to the floor.

The farm girls worked with mechanical precision, their calm efficiency a stark contrast to Melissa’s shaking hands. A demarcated line on the container marked a quota each girl had to meet, and the thought of falling short—being singled out before the crowd—sent a jolt of panic through her. She pumped harder, her nipples throbbing, and glanced at the line on the cup with worry. Relief washed over her as the milk level crept past the line, the white liquid just kissing the mark. She switched off the pump, disconnected the suction cup, the pressure easing with a dull ache. She removed the container from the milking device and held it before her, her cheeks burning hotter as she followed the unspoken protocol.

The bar owner paced the line, his scar catching the light as he poured each girl’s milk into a single cup, mixing the milk from the slave girls together. He handed it to the customer, who swirled the milk in the glass a few times, then lifted it to his nose, inhaling deeply to savor the faint, creamy scent of fresh human milk before taking a long sip, his grin widening with satisfaction. Melissa’s hands fell to her thighs, her nipples throbbing from the pump’s relentless pull, the men’s lingering gazes a constant weight on her skin.

At the end of her first shift, as Dmitri locked her and Nadine into a coffle of two and cuffed their hands behind their backs, her spirit was shaken. She glanced at Nadine beside her, whose pale face mirrored her own despair. As Dmitri led them by the coffle chain back to The Slave Academy a silent resolve hardened within her. She would endure this, but she would never accept that she was mere cattle.


46. The Price of Milk

Sunlight filtered through the mudhut’s slatted window, casting thin lines across the wooden table where Markus sat, shirt unbuttoned, hair damp from the morning’s heat. Melissa stood nearby, her collar glinting as she poured coffee from a chipped pot into his mug, her bare skin catching the light. The air carried the faint scent of roasted beans and the ocean beyond.

Markus glanced up, his voice casual but firm. “Add some milk, Mel.”

Her jaw tightened, fingers pausing on the pot. She set it down, grabbed a shallow bowl from the shelf, and positioned it on the table. With a sharp breath, she leaned forward, hands moving to her breasts. Milk dripped into the bowl, a slow, steady rhythm, her face a mask of quiet fury. When enough had gathered, she tilted the bowl into his mug, the white swirling into the dark liquid. She slid it across to him, her eyes narrowing as she met his gaze.

He lifted the mug, took a sip, and nodded. “Really nice. Tastes good—better than I expected. The Grabesians are onto something with this human milk idea. I can’t believe I spent my whole life drinking from animals like cows when this was an option.”

Melissa sighed, her voice low and edged. “This isn’t right, Markus. It’s exploitation—using me like some dairy pump.”



A sharp knock rattled the door before he could reply. Markus frowned, stood, and crossed the room. He swung it open, and there they were, Tariq, Amina, Arbek, and Zahara, faces set, tension rolling off them like heat from the sand outside.

Tariq stepped forward, arms crossed, his voice sharp with disgust. “This has gone too far, Markus. You can’t keep doing this to her.”

Arbek’s voice followed, rough with anger. “Forcing her to lactate, selling her milk, treating her like some animal, it’s sick. We didn’t think you’d sink this far, Markus.”

Markus leaned against the frame, a faint sneer curling his lips. “I saved her, didn’t I? She’d have been lost to the Grabesian slave system, sold to some lowlife, probably working a brothel by now, if I hadn’t taken her in. You should be thanking me.”

Amina shook her head, her tone firm, her eyes blazing. “This isn’t saving her, Markus. You’re worse than the locals, turning her into your personal dairy cow for profit. It’s vile.”

He straightened, hands slipping into his pockets, his voice cold. “She agreed to be my slave, didn’t she? That was her choice, not mine. I’m just making the most of it.”

Melissa’s voice cut through, low but trembling with fury. “I agreed to be your slave to escape the auction, Markus, not to be humiliated like this.”

Markus turned to her, his chest tightening with a sting of betrayal. Her words cut deeper than he had expected, a bitter reminder of his failure. Over the past weeks, her willingness in their intimate moments had sparked a fragile hope in him, a belief that she was softening, that she might one day return his love, but now that hope had shattered. He had gained nothing from her, no loyalty, no gratitude, not even a hint of the sympathy or the love he had hoped for. Despite all the time they had spent together and all the training at The Slave Academy, here she was, defying him at her first opportunity, her rebellion laid bare before Arbek, Tariq, and Amina. He had never considered them true friends, just shallow acquaintances he cared little about alienating, but Melissa, the only one who truly mattered to him, was watching. He couldn’t let his hurt show, not before the others, not with her eyes on him, judging his weakness. A master wouldn’t tolerate this, he thought. He buried his pain beneath a mask of authority, determined to appear in control rather than a broken failure. His jaw clenched as he forced his voice into something sharp and commanding.

“Be silent, Melissa. You know better than to speak without permission when free people are talking.”

Tariq’s eyes narrowed, his voice tight with barely restrained anger. “She agreed to avoid being auctioned off, not to be exploited like this. You’re no better than the slavers she escaped, Markus. Maybe worse.”

Markus shrugged, his voice steady but laced with arrogance, masking the flicker of fear beneath. He couldn’t tell them the truth, that freeing her might lead to her reporting him to the authorities back home, where he would face severe criminal charges for his crimes against her. He really had no other choice than to keep her enslaved to stop that from happening. But he couldn’t tell them that. They couldn’t know about his fear, lest they threaten to report him to the authorities back home themselves, a move that could ruin his life. The best defense is a good offense, he thought.

“I paid dearly for her, and she’s mine now. This is none of your business. Stay out of this!”

Arbek blinked, his fists clenching, his voice shaking with rage. “So you’re saying you’ll keep her enslaved forever? That’s your plan? After everything she’s been through, after I tried to get her out before?”

Markus met his stare, calm but resolute. “She’s mine, Arbek. Deal with it.”

Arbek’s face twisted, his voice dropping low, barely containing his fury. “You’re pathetic. Keeping her enslaved to satisfy your selfish desires. You’re despicable, Markus, and you disgust me.” He stepped closer, shoulders squared, his body tense with barely restrained violence.

Markus met his stare, his jaw tight, his eyes cold with a resolve he barely felt. The old Markus would have caved by now, he knew, buckling under their judgment or slipping away with some excuse, but that would mean showing weakness in front of Melissa, and the thought burned more than their words. He couldn’t let her see him falter, not after everything, not after failing to win her loyalty. He had come too far to fall back into his old ways. What would Victor do? Back down to friends turned foes? Hardly. Victor would stand his ground, unyielding, a master in every sense. Markus squared his shoulders, channeling that iron will, his voice cutting through the tension like a blade.

“Keep whining, Arbek. You couldn’t save her then, and you won’t now. She’s my property, and I’ll do whatever I want with her.”



Arbek lunged, his fist slamming into Markus’s jaw with a dull crack that echoed through the room. Markus stumbled back, the coffee mug slipping from his hand and shattering on the hardwood floor, shards skittering across the kitchen. Neither of them had ever thrown a punch in combat, but Arbek’s towering height and powerful build gave him a clear edge over Markus.

Pain flashed across his face, but before he could recover, Arbek’s next swing caught his cheek, snapping his head to the side.

Zahara’s voice cut through, sharp and loud. “Arbek, quit it!” He didn’t flinch, winding up for another hit. She fumbled for her phone, dialing fast. “I’m calling the police.”

Arbek’s third blow rocked his nose with a sickening crunch, blood trickling down his chin, staining his crisp white shirt.

Markus gasped, clutching his face as he staggered against the counter, his lean frame trembling. “You bastard,” he spat, voice thick with pain and rage, his eyes darting for an escape. But Arbek was relentless, his bulk filling the space, muscles coiled like a predator. Markus, desperate, swung a wild fist toward Arbek’s chest, but it lacked force, Arbek caught his wrist mid-air, twisting it with a grunt until Markus yelped, his knees buckling.

“You don’t get to treat her like this,” Arbek growled, his voice low and dangerous, his anger ignited by Markus’s cruelty toward Melissa over the past few weeks. He drove his knee into Markus’s stomach, doubling him over with a wheeze, the air rushing out of him in a choked gasp. Markus crumpled, clutching his gut, but Arbek wasn’t done. He grabbed Markus by the collar, yanking him upright, and slammed a heavy fist into his ribs, the impact reverberating with a dull thud. Markus groaned, his legs wobbling, blood now streaming from his nose and a split lip, his face a mess of swelling and red marks.

Melissa froze, the bowl still in her hands, her breath catching in her throat. Her heart pounded, a mix of fear and a quiet vindication, a raw surge of seeing the man who’d kept her enslaved finally facing consequences. Part of her wanted to look away, but she couldn’t, her eyes locked on the scene, a flicker of grim satisfaction stirring deep within her chest.

Markus, gasping for air, made one last futile attempt to fight back. He lunged forward, aiming a clumsy punch at Arbek’s jaw, but Arbek sidestepped easily. He caught Markus’s arm, twisted it behind his back with a sharp jerk, which forced a cry of pain from Markus’s lips.

“Not so tough now, are you?” Arbek snarled, shoving Markus against the wall, pinning him there with a forearm across his throat.

Arbek’s fist came down again, this time catching Markus’s temple, dazing him as his head rocked back against the wall with a thud. Blood smeared across his cheek, his eyes glassy and unfocused, his breaths ragged. Arbek stepped back, letting Markus slide down the wall to the floor, a crumpled heap of blood and bruises, his once-pristine shirt now stained and torn. Arbek towered over him, chest heaving, his knuckles raw and smeared with Markus’s blood, a storm of fury still simmering in his gaze.

Melissa’s grip on the bowl tightened, her knuckles white, her breath shallow. She didn’t move, didn’t speak, but her eyes burned with a quiet intensity. Markus, the man who’d kept her enslaved for months, was nothing now, just a battered figure on the floor, his power shattered in a matter of moments. For the first time in a long while, she felt a spark of something she thought she’d lost: hope.



Tariq grabbed Arbek’s arm, pulling him back. “Stop it, man. This isn’t helping—you’re just making it worse.”

Amina joined Tariq, her hands on Arbek’s shoulders. “Enough—calm down. You’re not fixing anything.”

Arbek shook them off, chest heaving, but his fists lowered. He glared at Markus, now slumped against the wall, wiping blood from his lip. “Look at you. She’s suffering, and you’re sipping her like a prize.”

Markus straightened, wincing, his voice hoarse but steady. “She’s mine. You don’t get it.”

Tariq ran a hand through his hair, pacing. “We used to. How’d it get this far, Markus? You weren’t like this.”

Amina nodded, her gaze shifting to Melissa. “We thought you’d treat her better—not force her into this milking scheme.“

Melissa set the bowl down, her voice quiet but firm. “Better’s not in his vocabulary anymore.”

Sirens wailed in the distance, growing louder. Two officers pushed through the door, their eyes landing on Arbek. One squinted, recognition dawning. “Oh, it’s you again, the bribe guy from the visa mess. Hands behind your back.”

Arbek tensed but didn’t fight as they cuffed him. Tariq stepped forward, his voice urgent, hands raised in a calming gesture. “Wait, officers—hold on. This was just a moment’s lapse, a flash of temper. Arbek and Markus are friends—there’s history here. It’s about a slave he still cares for, feelings got the better of him. They can sort this out themselves, no need for this to go further.”

The taller officer, a broad man with a scar over his brow, shook his head, his tone flat and unyielding. “Assault’s serious, friend or not. Look at him—” He jerked his chin toward Markus, slumped against the wall, blood streaking his chin, a bruise blooming on his jaw. “That’s not a handshake gone wrong. And this one’s on parole—assault’s a clear violation, no wiggle room. Law’s the law.”

Tariq’s jaw tightened, his voice dropping low, insistent. “Come on, it’s not like he planned it—emotions ran hot, that’s all. Markus’ll heal, they’ll talk it out. You don’t need to haul him off for this.”

The second officer, shorter and wiry, snapped the cuffs tighter on Arbek’s wrists, his eyes cold. “Parole means he’s already on thin ice. One punch might be ‘hot emotions’ to you, but it’s a crime to us. Injured man, witnesses—there’s no talking this away. He’s coming with us.”

Amina joined Tariq, her hands on his arm, her voice soft but firm. “Tariq, they’re not listening. Let’s go with them—figure it out at the station.”

Arbek’s head bowed, his voice a low mutter as the officers tugged him toward the door. “She didn’t deserve this.” His shoulders slumped, the fight draining out of him. The officers hauled him out, boots scuffing the floor, the sirens’ wail swallowing his words.

Tariq lingered a moment, his gaze flicking to Arbek’s retreating form, then back to Amina. “Don’t worry, man,” he called after him, voice steady with resolve. “I’ll get legal help—sort this out. Hang in there.” He turned, following Amina and the officers into the dusk, leaving the hut behind.

Markus watched them go, rubbing his jaw, blood smearing his cheek. He pressed a hand to his nose, wincing, then turned to Zahara. “I need a doctor,” he said, voice nasal and strained. “Can you watch her while I’m gone?”

Zahara’s eyes flicked to Melissa, a tight smile curling her lips. “Of course. Take your time getting that fixed—I’ll look after her like she’s my own slave.”

Melissa’s gaze hardened, the bowl dripping beside her, as Markus grabbed his shirt and limped toward the door, leaving her under Zahara’s command.


47. Zahara’s Game

Melissa stood near the wall, her bare feet shifting on the rough floor. Zahara stood by the door, arms crossed, her athletic body tense with energy. The room was quiet for a moment, then Zahara spoke, her voice firm and sharp.

“Kneel,” she said.

Melissa frowned, a spark of resistance flaring inside her, but she obeyed. Her knees bent slowly, and she sank to the ground. The Slave Academy had taught her that much—disobeying meant punishment. Melissa knew that Zahara was at The Slave Academy from time to time to check on her. One wrong word to the trainers there and she’d suffer. She looked up at Zahara, her eyes narrowing. “Why are you doing this, Zahara? Why did you arrange for me to end up in that brutal Academy? Why keep me enslaved with Markus? What do you get out of it?”

Zahara stepped closer, looking down at Melissa with hard, dark eyes. “You don’t understand. You’ve never had to. Everything I have, I earned through effort. But you? You didn’t earn anything. You’re a pretty white girl. That’s all it took for you to get Arbek.”

Melissa’s breath caught, and she shook her head. “Arbek? That’s what this is about? He chose me. I didn’t plan it or fight for it—it just happened.”

Zahara’s face tightened, her voice cold. “Indeed. With Arbek, you had an unfair advantage with him, so I used one too. All is fair in love and war, don’t you know?”

Melissa clenched her hands on her thighs, her voice rising, sharp and steady. “So this is what it’s all about? You’re angry because I’m prettier than you?”

Zahara crouched down, meeting Melissa’s eyes. “Well, you are not just pretty, but you are also naive. I learned as a child to be vigilant, to sense danger early on, to stay ready. You never learned that. You have got all that education, but you do not know how to spot a threat. That is why you are a slave now, not because of me.”
 

Melissa’s eyes widened as a memory clicked. “You sound like Zuri. She said strength is all that matters here. That’s how you think too, isn’t it?”

Zahara stood up, a small smile on her lips. “You mean the ability to survive and to fight. I’m sure Zuri understands that, she is from here after all. And you don’t get very far here if you haven’t learned this. But these things don’t just matter here, it is the same everywhere. The mighty set the rules, Melissa, and that’s how it’s always been. Your books full of lofty ideas blind you to how the world really works.”

Melissa swallowed hard, her voice firm. “So you think me being a slave is right? Just because I wasn’t raised with your values?”

Zahara’s eyes narrowed, sharp and cold. “Right? No. It’s not about your precious values—it’s about who comes out on top. The strong rule, the weak serve. That’s what I’ve seen.”

Melissa cut in, voice tight. “And I am weak because I did not grow up learning what you did?”

Zahara’s lip curled, a bitter edge creeping in. “You did not have anyone worth a damn. I learned early to smell trouble, to fight for what is mine. Your people did not toughen you up, they just sent you to schools with fairy tales about fairness, not how to fight and stand up for yourself.”

Melissa’s jaw clenched. “They gave me skills—reading, thinking. That’s something.”

Zahara leaned in, with an expression as if almost pitying her. “Skills? Sure, they taught you tricks, but not to stand on your own. No one showed you how to watch your back or fight for yourself. You’re raised to be a tool for others to use—always leaning on some boss or cop to keep you safe. That’s why you’re kneeling here now.”

Melissa’s breath hitched, anger flaring. “You think it’s all about looks? Arbek saw something in me—something real, not just a pretty face you can sneer at. And those ‘tricks’ you mock? They let me see through bullshit like yours. Strength isn’t everything—your ‘mighty’ just stomp on whoever’s down and call it winning. I’m not a tool, I’m not weak—I’m still here, despite you.”

Zahara straightened, voice a low whipcrack. “Worship.”

Melissa’s eyes blazed, defiance surging. “You’re not a god to bow to—you’re just a bully with a grudge!” Her words lashed out, sharp and raw, but her hands shook—the Academy’s conditioning gnawing at her, the threat of punishment a cold grip on her spine.

Zahara’s stare turned to steel, unyielding. “Worship. Now.”

Melissa’s chest heaved, fury flared, but she was a slave and disobedience meant pain.

She bent into Worship before Zahara, hands sliding to the floor, forehead pressing into the dirt as resentment burned.



Zahara pulled her phone from her pocket, her eyes still fixed on Melissa’s bowed form. “Simba’s Milk Hut? It’s Zahara. Can I drop Melissa off for an extra shift?” A pause, then a nod. “Good. She’ll be there soon.” She hung up, turning to Melissa. “Where does Markus keep the handcuffs and the leash?”

Melissa’s forehead stayed pressed to the ground, her voice tight. “Drawer. His nightstand. Both are there.”

“Fetch them,” Zahara ordered.

Melissa rose, grabbed the cuffs and the leash from Markus’s room, and handed them over.

“Turn away, hands on your back,” Zahara said. Melissa complied and looked up at the wall while Zahara snapped the cuffs on her wrists, the steel biting her skin.

“Turn around and face me,” Zahara said, her tone clipped. Melissa shuffled around, her eyes flickering with resentment as she met Zahara’s gaze. “Now look up.” Melissa tilted her head back, exposing her collar, and Zahara stepped in close, attaching the leash with a quick, practiced snap to the metal ring.

As Zahara turned to grab her bag, Melissa shifted, a sudden pressure in her bladder making her stiffen. “I need to pee,” she said, voice low.

Zahara’s head snapped back, eyes narrowing. “You don’t tell me anything, slave. You ask permission. Try again.”

Melissa’s jaw clenched, heat rising in her cheeks. “Can I use the bathroom?” she muttered, the words sour on her tongue.

Zahara smirked. “Of course. But slaves don’t get to use the same facilities as free people. That would not be hygienic. You’ll use the squat loos outside. Come on.” She tugged Melissa’s leash, leading her out the door to a row of rough concrete stalls in the yard.

Melissa twisted slightly, pulling her shoulders back to show the handcuffs binding her wrists behind her, then looked at Zahara. ‘Can you take these off so I can pee?’

“That’s not necessary,” Zahara said, tone flat. “Slaves manage. Squat.”

Melissa’s eyes locked on Zahara’s, a silent demand flickering—turn away, give me something—but Zahara stood still, arms crossed, offering nothing. Melissa held the stare, anger simmering, then squatted awkwardly, hands pinned behind her. She broke eye contact, focusing downward, and let go, the sound sharp against the concrete. When she finished, she stood, glancing up—Zahara wasn’t even watching, her gaze had drifted to the street instead, bored.

“Let’s go,” Zahara said, pulling her up by the chain. They walked, Melissa’s bare skin prickling under the sun. Her bare feet shuffled over the rough path, wincing as a sharp stone jabbed her sole, while Zahara’s shoes crunched steadily ahead. Zahara tugged the chain. “Slaves don’t walk like that—head down, eyes on the ground.”

Melissa’s face tensed, but she lowered her head, gaze dropping to the dirt, steps slow. She sidestepped a jagged pebble, the leash pulling taut as she veered slightly, forcing her back in line. Zahara nodded. “Good. I can’t believe you haven’t learned this yet after all these weeks at The Slave Academy. Markus is too easy on you.”

They walked, the sun warm on Melissa’s bare skin, her collar glinting as Zahara led her down the dusty path. Melissa’s toes curled against the hot dirt, dodging a cluster of stones while Zahara walked over them without a thought. After a while, Zahara glanced at her. “Why do you give Markus such a hard time?”

Melissa’s lips tightened. Her wrists jerked against the handcuffs, the steel biting as she strained to move her arms, then dropped with a frustrated huff. “He’s the one keeping me enslaved. It’s his fault I’m still a slave—he could free me anytime, end this nightmare.”

Zahara snorted. “He’s your master. In Grabesh, you could have worse—much worse. Markus has feelings for you, you know that.”

“But I don’t have feelings for him,” Melissa shot back, her voice sharp. She yanked at the cuffs again, wanting to cross her arms, her shoulders tensing as they stayed pinned behind her.

Zahara’s eyes narrowed. “A slave doesn’t lie. I read Safina’s interview transcript—you said he’d be a good fit for you. Don’t pretend otherwise.”

Melissa’s steps faltered, but she held firm. Her bare feet hit jagged dirt, making her wince, but the leash kept her from slowing as Zahara marched on. “Maybe I said that. Doesn’t mean I feel anything for him.”

Zahara stopped, turning to face her, voice low and cutting. “You could’ve used his feelings to your advantage. He loves you—you could have shown him a sign, played along, and he’d have freed you. He was waiting for that.”

Melissa’s eyes flashed. Her hands twisted in the cuffs, straining to gesture as her voice rose. “I shouldn’t have to fake feelings just to get free. That’s wrong.”

Zahara’s smirk tightened. “Wrong? You said earlier it’s not right that you’re enslaved, but now you won’t do what it takes to fight for your freedom. You’d rather stay a slave than do what it takes to regain it.”

Melissa’s gaze sharpened, her voice cutting through the heat. She tugged hard at the handcuffs, the metal clanking as she leaned forward, desperate to jab a finger at Zahara. “What it takes? You mean live a lie, choke down my disgust, and fake love for Markus just to trick him into freeing me? That’s disgusting! I won’t do that—I’ve got some damn integrity, unlike you. That’s why Arbek picked me, Zahara, not because I’m white or pretty, but because I’m not a scheming snake who’d stab him in the back.”

Zahara’s hand snapped the chain tight, a sharp pull that made Melissa’s collar dig into her neck, forcing her head to lurch forward. Her smirk faltered as she stepped in close, voice dropping to a low growl. Her shoes planted firm, kicking dust onto Melissa’s bare feet as she loomed. “Integrity? That’s your excuse? You’re too good to play dirty, and look where it’s got you: cuffed and headed to the milk bar.”

Melissa’s jaw tightened, her bare feet planting firm as she glared up. As they continued their walk she shifted to avoid a sharp rock, the leash jerked taut as Zahara held her in place, and her wrists yanked against the cuffs in fury.

“Yeah, you schemed—got me into that hellhole Academy for weeks, you manipulated Markus from being a lovesick guy into my damn jailor. You pushed him to send me there, where they toughened him up and subjected me to endless slave drills. And what has it got you? Arbek’s not yours, is he? All that plotting, and he’s still fighting for me, not you. Your backstabbing didn’t win him—it just proved why he never wanted you.”

Zahara’s eyes flared, and she yanked the chain hard, dragging Melissa forward a step, the sudden pull making her stumble barefoot over a rough patch, a hiss escaping her lips.

Zahara’s eyes flickered, her usual sharp smirk faltering for a moment. She let out a slow breath, her voice dropping, almost like she was talking to herself. “Maybe I was wrong to want him in the first place.”

Melissa’s brow furrowed, caught off guard. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

Zahara’s gaze shifted to the side, her fingers idly tracing the chain in her hand. “Back in England, Arbek was… impressive. Grew up there, had everything going for him—success, charm, control. I had a crush on him, I’ll admit it. He seemed like the kind of man who’d be fun to be with.” She paused, her lips pressing into a thin line. “But here, in Grabesh, he’s different. Irrational. Impulsive.”

Melissa tilted her head, studying Zahara’s face. “You mean because he’s fighting for me?”

Zahara met her eyes, her expression a mix of frustration and reluctant admiration. “Yes, and no. I liked that about him at first—his loyalty to you. It’s rare, seeing a man so passionate and risk so much for his woman. But the way he does it…” She shook her head. “He’s got no sense of the consequences. Trying to free you from Markus like that, losing control—it was rash. And then today, assaulting Markus while he’s on parole? He’s landed himself in jail twice now, Melissa. He might even get prison time.”

Melissa’s stomach knotted, but her voice stayed firm. “He’s doing it because he believes in something. That’s more than you can say, with all your schemes.”

Zahara’s jaw clenched, but she didn’t bite back right away. “Maybe. But belief doesn’t keep you free. In England, he looked like he had it together—here, where it matters, he’s falling apart. Loyalty’s one thing, but throwing everything away for it? That’s not strength. It’s a flaw. And I don’t want a man with flaws like that.”

Melissa’s lips curled into a faint, bitter smile. “So you’re giving up on him? Just like that?”

Zahara shrugged, her tone hardening again. “I’m rethinking him. I wanted the Arbek from England—the one who was fun and seemed to be on top of things. Not this… reckless fool who can’t stay out of a cell. He’s not worth it if he can’t keep himself together.”

Melissa straightened, her shoulders squared despite the chain around her wrists. “He’s worth it to me. He’s not afraid to fight for me, flaws and all. You wouldn’t get that—you’d rather scheme behind everyone’s back than face a real fight.”

Zahara’s eyes narrowed, and she yanked the chain hard, making Melissa stumble forward, her bare feet scraping the dirt. “Listen, you cocky little brat, I don’t need to fling myself into every brawl like your precious Arbek. His big hero act just got him arrested.”

Melissa tried to find her balance, her bare feet scrambling to steady herself as she glared at Zahara. “Arrested or not, he’s still fighting for me. You’ve got Markus and you have me leashed, but Arbek’s fighting for me—not you. That’s what’s gnawing at you, isn’t it? You’re scared he’ll never pick your side.”

Zahara’s grip on the chain tightened, and she gave it another sharp tug, pulling Melissa closer. “Scared? Hardly. He can fight for you all he wants—doesn’t change the fact he’s rotting in a cell. Being loyal doesn’t help him—or you. You’re both idiots if you think it’ll get you out of this.”

Melissa's breath quickened. Zahara’s jab at Arbek’s arrest hit hard, but that strain in her voice—anger or uncertainty—stood out to Melissa, a subtle admission of vulnerability perhaps. She gritted her teeth, readying herself as they pressed on.

Zahara turned and kept walking, her shoes crunching over the path while Melissa trailed, dodging stones. They reached the milk bar, its shutters still down, the street hushed except for faint voices in the distance.
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“Kneel,” Zahara said, her tone flat as she pointed to the bicycle racks by the door.

Melissa dropped to her knees, the rough ground biting into her skin. Zahara locked Melissa’s chain to the rack, then tossed the keys into the milk bar’s letterbox with a faint clatter.



“Markus was a mess before I stepped in—soft, indecisive. He would still be offering you freedom in exchange for love if I hadn’t pushed him to act.”


“See you later,” Zahara said, turning to walk away, her steps brisk and unhesitating.


Melissa’s eyes widened, panic surging as she yanked at the chain, the metal digging into her collar.


Her voice broke through, sharp with desperation. “What, you’re just going to leave me here like this?”


Her wrists strained against the handcuffs, the steel biting into her skin, her naked body fully exposed to the street. She felt the weight of every passing glance, some curious, some leering, her vulnerability a raw ache as she realized she was at the mercy of any passerby.


Zahara paused, glancing back over her shoulder, her expression cold and unyielding. “You’re waiting for your milk bar shift. This is where you belong.” She took another step, dismissing Melissa’s plea with a casual wave of her hand.


Melissa’s heart pounded, frustration boiling over as she tugged harder at the cuffs, her shoulders burning with the effort. Her voice rose, edged with helplessness. “Can you at least uncuff my hands? Please, I can’t even move like this!” 

Zahara turned fully now, her lips curling into a faint, mocking smile. “You don’t need your hands while waiting for your milk bar shift, slave. Stay still and behave, that’s your job.” Her tone was sharp, cutting through Melissa’s plea like a blade, leaving no room for argument.


Melissa’s breath hitched, her glare burning with fury and fear as she shifted on her knees, the rough ground scraping her skin. The uncertainty gnawed at her, she didn’t even know how long she’d be left like this, exposed and defenseless.


Her voice trembled, a mix of anger and dread. “How long will I be chained here? You can’t just leave me like this, who knows what could happen!”


Zahara’s smile faded, her eyes narrowing with impatience as she adjusted her bag on her shoulder. “Someone will come later to use you. Stop whining, you’re a slave, not a free person. You still think you deserve freedom, don’t you? Looks like you need more time at The Slave Academy to learn your place.” 

She turned away again, her shoes crunching on the dirt path as she walked off without a glance back, her figure receding into the distance.



Melissa glared after Zahara’s retreating figure, then leaned back, testing the chain that tethered her to the bike rack. It pulled taut against her collar, the metal biting into her skin as she strained, her shoulders burning with the effort. The chain held fast, unyielding, and with a frustrated huff, she slumped against the bar, the cool steel pressing into her bare back. Passersby moved past her—some gawked openly, others averted their eyes—her nakedness and restraints a public exhibit she couldn’t escape. Trapped and exposed, her anger simmered, a slow boil beneath her skin.

The sun rose higher, its heat searing her bare shoulders, sweat trickling down her spine and pooling at the base of her neck. Her throat scratched with thirst, each swallow a dry rasp, but the chain kept her pinned, unable to reach for relief. The handcuffs gnawed at her wrists, the steel edges digging in after hours of immobility, her arms stiff and throbbing behind her back. She tried to shift, to ease the ache, but the cuffs tightened with every move, a relentless irritation that made her grind her teeth.

Time crawled by, measured in the shuffle of Grabesian life around her. A woman in a vibrant skirt laughed with a friend, her freedom a stark contrast to Melissa’s chains—envy stabbed at her, sharp and fleeting. A fisherman passed, his gaze lingering too long before he muttered and moved on. Then two children darted by, chasing a ball, their shouts piercing the air. They stopped short when they spotted her, their wide eyes brimming with curiosity. The girl, her hair in tight braids, stepped closer and ran a small hand along Melissa’s arm, petting her like a stray animal. Melissa tensed, her jaw clenching. I’m not your damn toy, she wanted to snap, but she swallowed it, her glare burning into the dirt. The boy giggled, patting her shoulder, before they scampered off, their laughter fading into the street.

Her legs ached, pins and needles prickling up her thighs from sitting too long in one position. With a grimace, she shifted awkwardly, the handcuffs making it difficult to move. She scraped her knees against the rough ground as she adjusted from kneeling to sitting, but the small relief was worth the effort. She shot a venomous look at the letterbox where Zahara had tossed the keys. The thirst, the cuffs, the relentless heat—they clawed at her, each moment stoking her frustration. She wanted to scream, to tear the chain free, but all she could do was wait.

At last, Dmitri swaggered into view, his lanky frame cutting through the crowd, a smirk already twisting his lips. Nadine trailed behind, her bare feet dragging in the dust, a chain leash clipped to her collar and taut in Dmitri’s grip. Her wrists were cuffed behind her, shoulders slumped, her flushed face a mask of exhaustion and shame as she avoided the stares of onlookers. The sight of her—leashed like a dog—twisted something in Melissa’s chest, a mix of pity and recognition.

“Heard you signed up for overtime, huh?” He snickered, his juvenile glee grating on her nerves. “Gotta keep those jugs busy—milk doesn’t squeeze itself!”

Dmitri stopped in front of Melissa, tugging at her leash and frowning when it didn’t budge. He crouched, inspecting the lock with a puzzled grunt.

“Where’s the damn key?” he muttered, scratching his head. Melissa’s eyes narrowed, her voice cutting through the air like a blade.

“Zahara left them in the letterbox, you idiot.” Her wrists strained against the cuffs, the ache flaring as she tugged, her body screaming to move.

Dmitri’s head snapped up, his smirk vanishing as his eyes narrowed. “What’d you call me, slave?”

Before she could react, his hand shot out, fingers seizing her left breast, pinching the tender flesh with a cruel twist. The pain was immediate, a searing jolt that made her gasp, her sensitive breast throbbing under his grip—lactation had already made it swollen and tender, and now the pressure sent a sharp, burning ache through her. Instinctively, she tried to jerk her hands forward to shield herself, but the handcuffs held her arms fast behind her back, the steel biting into her wrists as she strained helplessly against them. Her face flushed a deep red, anger and frustration boiling over at her own helplessness, disciplined like this by some teenager who’d been put in charge of her. A few drops of milk squirted from her nipple, splattering onto Dmitri’s fingers, a couple more dripping to the dusty ground below.

Dmitri blinked, then grinned, lifting his hand to inspect the milky droplets on his fingers. He licked them off with a casual swipe of his tongue, smacking his lips.

“Not bad,” he said, his tone mocking as he glanced at the drops on the ground. “Shame to waste it like that, though.” He twisted her breast a little harder, his voice dropping to a taunt. “Uncle Vic says slave girls need to have good manners. Say it right—try again.”

Melissa’s jaw clenched, fury flashing in her eyes, her cheeks still burning with rage at her trapped state, but the pain forced her compliance.

“Zahara left them in the letterbox, Sir,” she bit out, her voice tight with resentment, the words tasting like ash.

Dmitri released her, laughing as he stood. “That’s better. See? Not so hard.” He turned to the milk bar door, his keys jangling as he unlocked it with a casual twist, swinging the door open with a flourish. The letterbox, built into the door, had dropped the keys inside, and they lay on the floor just beneath the slot, glinting in the dim light. Dmitri stepped in, dragging Nadine behind him by her leash, her bare feet scuffing the threshold. He bent down, scooped up the keys, and strolled back to Melissa, Nadine trailing silently as her leash tugged in his grip. Dangling the keys in front of Melissa’s face, he grinned. “Miss me, princess?”

Melissa’s eyes narrowed, her voice cutting through the air like a blade.

“Just unchain me, you creep.” Her wrists strained against the cuffs, the ache flaring as she tugged, her body screaming to move. I’m not your puppet, Dmitri, she thought, her jaw tight. And I’m sure as hell not Markus’s.

Dmitri’s grin vanished, his eyes flashing with irritation as he stepped closer, his voice dropping to a low, mocking growl.

“What’s that, slave? Forgot your manners again?” His hand darted out, fingers clamping onto her right breast this time, pinching harder than before, the pressure excruciating against her already tender, lactating flesh. A fiery pain shot through her, worse than the first time, her breast throbbing as if it might burst, and she flinched, a choked cry escaping her lips. She instinctively tried to pull her hands forward to shield herself, but the handcuffs yanked her arms back, the steel digging deeper into her wrists as she strained helplessly, trapped and powerless. Her face burned a deeper red, fury and frustration surging at being disciplined again by this teenager, her helplessness a bitter pill. A few more drops of milk squirted out, some landing on Dmitri’s fingers, others dripping to the ground in small, white splashes.

Dmitri glanced at his hand, the milk glistening on his fingers, and smirked. A few drops had fallen to the ground, and he shook his head, his tone sharp with annoyance. “You’re wasting good stuff, slave—better not make a habit of it.” He tightened his grip on her breast, his fingers still pinching her nipple hard, the pressure unrelenting as he twisted slightly, sending fresh waves of pain through her. “I just taught you this—come on, say it right. Uncle Vic don’t like rude girls.”

Melissa’s glare burned, her fury barely contained, her cheeks flaming with rage at her trapped state, but the searing pain in her nipple made her squirm, her body twisting against the chain as she fought the urge to cry out. Her voice broke, a raw, pained plea torn from her throat. ‘Unchain me, Sir—please, I’m begging you, stop!’ she pleaded, her voice shaky and raw, the words spilling out in a rush of helpless surrender as she strained against the cuffs, her wrists burning with the effort, her trapped state fueling her desperate cry, her anger a quiet undercurrent in her forced compliance.

Dmitri’s smirk widened, and he finally released her nipple, chuckling as he shook his head. “That’s more like it. You’re a slow learner, huh?” He licked the milk off his fingers with a slow, deliberate swipe, his eyes glinting with amusement. “Still not bad,” he said, before unlocking the chain from the rack with exaggerated slowness.

He yanked the leash, pulling her to her feet, her legs unsteady after hours of confinement. He led her into the milk bar, Nadine shuffling behind, her leash still in his hand. Inside, he linked their collars with a short chain, locking them together. “There,” he said, his tone dripping with mockery. “Two peas in a pod. Can’t have you running off now, can we?” Melissa rolled her eyes, her patience fraying, while Nadine shifted beside her, the chain clinking faintly.

Dmitri uncuffed their wrists, freeing their hands. ‘Alright, slaves, get moving. Chairs down—guests need somewhere to sit.’ But Melissa had other priorities. Her throat burned with thirst, and without a word, she made a beeline for the nearest water tap, dragging Nadine along by their linked collars. She turned on the faucet, cupped her hands under the cool stream, and drank deeply, the water soothing her parched throat. Nadine followed suit, their shared relief palpable.

Melissa and Nadine set to work, unstacking chairs from the tables and placing them on the floor, their movements stiff and deliberate. Melissa’s hands trembled slightly, the ache in her wrists lingering, her mind heavy with the weight of this place. She wasn’t a person here—just a tool, her milk a product, her labor expected. Markus calls this love? she thought, scorn twisting her lips. He’s not saving me—he’s using me.

A low rumble sounded outside, growing louder, and Dmitri’s head snapped toward the door. “Main event’s here,” he muttered, stepping out. Melissa and Nadine paused, the growl of an engine filling the air. Through the doorway, an offroad buggy rolled into sight, dust swirling around its tires. Behind it creaked a livestock cart, its wooden slats rattling, carrying a dozen naked women packed tight. Their black skin gleamed with sweat, collars shining in the sunlight, chains linking them to a central line bolted to the frame. Young and fit, they met the milk bar’s grim standards, their beauty a cruel irony in their captivity.

The owner—a stocky Grabesian in a stained shirt—leaped from the buggy, barking orders. “Out, slaves! Line up!” The women filed down a ramp, chains clanking, forming a row beside the bar. Their faces were blank, worn by routine, though a few cast fleeting glances at Melissa and Nadine, their eyes glinting with shared understanding.

Melissa’s stomach churned, horror at the other women’s enslavement, dread of her own continued captivity, but also a spark of defiance. We’re all caught in this, she thought, straightening her spine. But I won’t let them own me. Markus can chain me all he wants—I’ll never bend. Her jaw set, her gaze hard.

Dmitri strolled back in, his grin sharp as a knife. “Showtime, slaves. Let’s see what you’re worth today.”


48. The Milk Bar Shift

Simba’s Milk Hut buzzed with the hum of Grabesian men. Their laughter echoed off the wooden walls as lanterns cast a warm glow overhead. Melissa moved swiftly between tables as her bare feet padded across the rough floorboards with a tray of empty glasses balanced in her hands. Her collar sat heavy against her neck, a cold reminder of her place, but she kept her face blank, and the training at The Slave Academy kept her movements precise. Nadine worked nearby, wiping down the bar. Her pale skin was a stark contrast to the ten Grabesian girls bustling around them—black, young, and slim. Their naked bodies were well-trained and healthy, their long braided hair swayed as they served drinks, entertained guests, or offered themselves for inspection with practiced ease. Melissa and Nadine were the only white slaves in the lineup. Their difference drew stares from the patrons of the venue. The air carried the sweet scent of coconut milk cookies and mango sticky rice bites, small treats displayed on the counter alongside spiced plantain fritters. Their savory aroma mingled with the bar’s offerings of milk drinks, both fresh and bottled, to tempt the patrons’ appetites.


A stocky Grabesian near the bar counter raised a finger. His gravelly voice cut through the lively hum of the room. “Fresh milk drink—make it quick! And a plate of those plantain fritters to go with it!” 

The barman, a wiry man with a scar across his cheek, nodded sharply to the girls, his tone clipped. “Fresh order—line up!”


Melissa set down her tray. Her stomach twisted as she exchanged a glance with Nadine, whose pale face tightened with dread. They moved to the side of the bar to join the Grabesian girls in a neat line before the customer. Each girl fetched an electric breast pump from a shelf. The devices were small but heavy. A suction cup was attached to an integrated collection cup for the milk. Melissa knelt on the floorboards, her knees dug into the rough wooden floor with the lineup stretching out in full view of the customer. His gaze raked over her, drinking in her naked body, and she felt her collar like a vice, a reminder of her role—bare, a tool for their profit. She pressed the suction cup to her right nipple, and the machine hummed to life with a low buzz, and squeezed. 

The pull was sharp, and a deep ache radiated through her swollen breast as milk streamed into the container, white and steady. She kept her face blank, but her jaw clenched as fury simmered beneath her skin. I’m not your damn cow, she thought. Her hands trembled slightly as she pumped under the customer’s stare. She switched the cup to her left nipple and the ache flared anew. But the milk flowed faster now, steadily filling the cup. The Grabesian girls worked beside her. Their movements were mechanical, while Nadine’s breaths came shallow. Her own pump hummed as milk dripped into her container.


The container had a demarcated line, a quota each girl had to meet, and the thought of falling short, of being singled out before the others, sent a jolt of panic through Melissa. She pumped again, her nipples throbbing, and glanced at the cup with worry. Relief washed over her as the milk level crept past the line, and the white liquid finally kissed the mark. She switched off the pump, and disconnected the suction cup from her nipple. Her relief was immediate as the pressure eased, and she held the bowl before her, in an unspoken offer to the barman as was protocol. 

The barman paced the line, his eyes sharp, and stopped at each girl. He poured their milk into a single cup with a practiced tilt. When he reached Melissa, he nodded curtly, and emptied her bowl into the cup, the milk swirling with the others’. He moved to Nadine, then down the line, the cup filling steadily until he poured it into a whisky glass, the white liquid gleaming under the lantern light. He handed it to the customer, who grinned, lifting the glass in a mock toast before taking a long sip and biting into a fritter. The spiced plantain paired perfectly with the creamy milk.

Melissa’s hands fell to her thighs. Her nipples throbbed from the pump’s relentless pull. The customer’s gaze lingered with a satisfied smirk and made her skin crawl with discomfort. She turned her head slightly to avoid his stare. Some drinks used pre-milked bottles, also called Farmyield Milk on the menu, cooled and stored, sourced from the farm girls at Coconut Grove. But fresh orders like this demanded the spectacle. It proved the milk was straight from healthy females, a guarantee of quality that made Melissa’s skin crawl. Other drinks like cocktails or coffees, might use the bottled milk, but the process for fresh orders never changed: the girls lined up, exposed, their milking a public act to satisfy the bar’s clientele.
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The shift dragged on, with more orders coming in, some fresh, some bottled, until the bar settled into a steady rhythm of clinking glasses and murmured conversations. Melissa wiped down a table. Her muscles ached from the earlier milking, when two Grabesian men at a nearby table caught her attention. Their faces were lined with the discerning scrutiny of milk foodies. Their tunics were marked with the dust of travel, and they waved the manager over. Their voices carried the refined curiosity of connoisseurs. The taller man leaned forward, his tone was measured, swirling an empty glass in his hand.

"We’ve savored the milk from your black farm girls for years—a robust depth, a full body, always a reliable finish. These white girls are a new addition, yes? We’re curious about their profile—does their milk carry the same richness, or does it offer a different character?"

The shorter man nodded, his eyes flicking to Melissa and Nadine as they worked nearby, his voice smooth but probing.

"Indeed, we value consistency in our tastings. Might their milk differ in quality, given their… unconventional provenance?"

The manager, a wiry man with a scar across his cheek, inclined his head with the polished deference of a high-class waiter, his tone warm and accommodating.

"Gentlemen, I appreciate your discerning palates, and I’m certain you’ll find the white girls’ milk a delightful complement to your usual fare. They’re kept at The Slave Academy, an institution renowned for its care—its slaves are nourished with the finest fresh produce and hearty grains, a diet far superior to that of many work slaves in these parts. Their milk reflects this quality, though it may offer a unique nuance to your tasting experience."

He gestured with a flourish, his smile attentive. "Shall we arrange a comparison tasting to satisfy your curiosity? I’m confident you’ll find it most enlightening."

The two men shared a look, their interest piqued, and the taller one nodded. "A tasting would be splendid! Let’s explore the distinction."

The manager turned to the girls, his voice sharp. "Melissa, Nadine—line up! Farm girls, you too! We’re doing a comparison order. Two cups, one from the white girls, one from the black girls."

Melissa’s stomach churned as she set down her cloth, exchanging a glance with Nadine, whose pale eyes widened with dread. They stepped forward, and the farm girls joined them with their usual efficiency. The crowd’s attention shifted to the spectacle.

Melissa fetched her pump from the shelf, and it hummed to life with a low buzz as she pressed the suction cup to her right nipple, the rhythmic tug drawing a sharp ache through her swollen breasts. Nadine mirrored her, her hands trembling as she worked, the hum of their pumps blending with the farm girls’ steady rhythm.

The barman collected Melissa and Nadine’s milk into one cup, and pooled the white girls’ yield, while the farm girls’ milk filled a second cup, their darker hands moving with mechanical precision.

Melissa and Nadine stood close enough to overhear the discussion, their naked bodies exposed under the patrons’ scrutiny, the weight of their collars heavier than ever. As the manager spoke, Melissa’s gaze darted to Nadine, her throat tightening with a mix of shame and rage about how they were being discussed like livestock.

Nadine’s lips quivered, her eyes glistening with unshed tears, and she whispered, "They’re talking about us like we’re some kind of cattle—I can’t stand this."

Melissa’s jaw clenched, her voice a hissed reply, "I know—it’s awful, just keep going, we’ll get through this." Her fingers tightened around the pump, her knuckles whitening, as the humiliation burned deeper, stripping away another layer of her dignity.

The manager handed the cups to the two patrons, who swirled the milk with the scrutiny of connoisseurs.

The taller man sipped from the farm girls’ cup first, nodding appreciatively. "Savory, as always—rich, earthy, just how I like it." He then tasted the white girls’ cup, his brow furrowing before a slow smile spread across his face. "This… it’s less flavorful, almost neutral, but the texture—it’s creamier, smoother. I like that."

The shorter man agreed, taking his own sips. "The black girls’ milk has more depth, but the white girls’ creaminess is nice—different, but good."

The manager shrugged, leaning against the bar. "Could be their conditions. The white girls are kept at The Slave Academy, not the farm. Their diet’s different—better in some ways, but it might affect the taste."

The taller patron set down his cup, satisfied. "Interesting experience—thanks for the test. I’ll take a bottle of Nadine’s milk with some mango sticky rice bites."

The shorter man nodded, adding, "And I’ll have a bottle of Melissa’s milk with a coconut milk cookie—let’s see how that pairs."



Just as Melissa and Nadine returned to their tasks, the door swung open, and a Grabesian man in a crisp tunic stepped inside, a tablet tucked under his arm and a badge gleaming on his chest. His sharp eyes scanned the bar, taking in the lingering patrons and the slaves at work, his presence commanding immediate attention. Near the entrance, a framed certificate caught the lantern light, its seal proclaiming Simba’s Milk Hut’s compliance with Grabesian health standards—a voluntary stamp of approval for customers seeking assurance of quality. The manager hurried over, his expression shifting from exhaustion to nervous deference as he recognized the insignia of a voluntary certification inspector—a service Simba’s Milk Hut paid for to earn that seal through unannounced visits.

The inspector raised a hand, his tone clipped but professional. "Evening, manager. I’m here for an unannounced inspection—standard procedure. I’ll need to verify the health compliance of your slave girls. Line them up, please."

The manager nodded quickly, wiping his hands on his apron as he called out, "Girls—line up, now! Inspection time!"

His heart raced as he watched the girls assemble. The weight of the certification pressed on him. That voluntary seal near the entrance was a stamp of approval. It reassured customers that the raw breastmilk, unpasteurized and unhomogenized as it was, was safe despite its risk of spoilage in Grabesh’s tropical heat. It drew discerning drinkers, justified higher prices, and any lapse could spark doubts about the milk’s quality, driving customers elsewhere.

Melissa’s heart sank. Her body was already weary from the night’s ordeals. She and Nadine joined the farm girls in a neat row near the bar, exposing their naked bodies under the inspector’s scrutinizing gaze. The patrons quieted, and watched the process with mild curiosity.

The inspector started at the far end, and worked his way down the line with mechanical efficiency. He scanned each farm girl’s chip with his tablet—a device embedded between their shoulder blades, logged at Coconut Grove Farm. He cross-checked their ear tags, to ensure the IDs matched. Then he reviewed their health files with a critical eye. The farm girls stood still. Their expressions were blank. They were accustomed to such checks.

When he reached Melissa, his gaze narrowed as he held up the tablet.

"Step forward, girl—name?"

Melissa’s throat tightened, her voice low. "Melissa, sir."

He scanned the chip between her shoulder blades. The tablet beeped softly as it registered her ID.

"Come closer," he ordered in a brisk tone. She shuffled forward. Her cheeks burned as he tilted her head to inspect the yellow tag in her right ear, the metal pin glinting under the lantern light. The IDs matched, and he pulled up her file. His brow furrowed as he scrolled through the records.

Melissa’s stomach churned as she stood under the inspector’s gaze. The inspection was not for her but to ensure the quality of her milk was safe for human consumption in hospitality.

She glanced at Nadine, whose pale eyes mirrored her own hollow shock, and Nadine whispered, "We’re just milk machines to them, aren’t we? All that matters is that their precious drinks are safe!" her voice barely audible as Melissa’s hands trembled with the urge to cover herself.

He turned to the manager, his voice firm. "This one—Melissa—her milk hasn’t been lab-checked for quality and safety. That’s a requirement for certification."

The manager’s face paled, his hands fidgeting as he stepped closer. "I… I apologize, sir. She’s not part of the Coconut Grove Herd—we’re trialing her and the other white girl here. We sourced them from The Slave Academy. I was assured they’re in good health."

The inspector’s expression softened slightly, his tone measured. "I see. Her file shows she’s been checked by the Health Office and has indeed been attested good health overall, so it’s unlikely there’s an issue with her milk. I’ll issue a fix-it notice for now and let it slide. But this needs to be addressed within fourteen days."

The manager bowed his head, relief flickering across his face as he thought, Thank the stars, he was letting this slide. He couldn’t afford doubts about the milk’s safety, it would hurt the bar’s reputation. "Thank you, sir. I’ll speak with her handlers at The Slave Academy immediately to ensure it’s done."

The inspector nodded, then turned to Nadine. "Next—name?"

Nadine’s voice trembled as she stepped forward. "Nadine, sir."

He raised the tablet to scan her, but after several passes, his tablet beeped in error, and he frowned. "No chip detected. Let me see your ear tag."

Nadine froze, her hands twitching at her sides as he tilted her head, inspecting both ears.

"No tag either," he muttered, his tone growing stern. He waved the manager over again, his voice sharp. "Manager, this slave has no identification markers. That’s a direct violation of the certification standards—identification and health compliance are required for certification."

The manager’s face flushed with panic, his voice quick and apologetic as his mind raced, another violation—the bar couldn’t afford any doubts about the safety of their beverages. "I’m so sorry, sir—I’ve never looked into this myself. The Coconut Grove Farm has always handled the slaves’ compliance, but these two are from The Slave Academy. I’ll speak with their handlers immediately and ensure they’re brought up to standard. I promise this will be fixed."

The inspector stepped back. His gaze shifted to the bar counter. "Before I conclude, I’ll need to see your bottled milk storage. Let’s ensure proper handling."

The manager nodded, and lead him to a refrigerated unit behind the bar. Its glass door was fogged with cold. The inspector opened it, revealing rows of bottles, each labeled with a slave girl’s name, ID, milking date, and expiration date.

He checked a few at random, nodding as he confirmed the dates hadn’t passed. "Properly cooled, labeled, and within date—good," he said, closing the door with a satisfied nod.

The inspector sighed. His expression softened as he glanced at Nadine. He noted her pale but otherwise healthy appearance. "Both girls appear healthy, so I won’t deny your provisional certificate tonight. But these issues—Melissa’s milk check and this one’s lack of identification—must be resolved within 14 days, or you risk losing certification entirely. Understood?"

The manager nodded vigorously, his voice tight with gratitude at the grace period he had been given, his thoughts a whirlwind of relief, Fourteen days—he could fix this, keep the seal, keep the customers coming. "Yes, Sir—thank you for your understanding. I’ll ensure everything is addressed by then, I swear."

The inspector gave a curt nod, his tone formal. "I appreciate your cooperation. See that it’s done."

He tucked the tablet under his arm, thanked the manager for his understanding, and left, the door swinging shut behind him.

The taller milk foodie from earlier nodded approvingly, muttering to his companion, "Good. They take quality seriously here," his tone carrying a note of reassurance as he sipped his drink.



They returned to their drinks, and the bar’s hum resumed as Melissa and Nadine stood silently. They exhaled in shaky relief as the surreal experience of the quality of their breastmilk being debated faded, a scenario they had never dreamed possible.

A Grabesian customer at a nearby table raised a hand. His voice carried over the bar’s chatter.

"I’d like a milk drink—stored milk, please," he said, opting for the cheaper option that most patrons favored, the bottles cooled and stored for convenience. But as the manager approached to take his order, the customer hesitated, his gaze flicking to Nadine as she wiped down a table nearby. "Hold on—I’ve always had the farm girls’ milk, but I see you’ve got white girls now. I’m curious about the taste. Can I try a sample of hers?" He nodded toward Nadine, his tone laced with intrigue.

The manager, a wiry man with a scar across his cheek, offered a polite smile, his demeanor accommodating. "Of course, sir—a fine choice to explore the difference." He beckoned Nadine with a sharp gesture. "Nadine, fetch your milking device and come here. The gentleman would like a sample."

Nadine’s stomach dropped, her hands pausing mid-wipe as she set down her cloth, her cheeks flushing with a familiar dread. She retrieved her handheld electric pump from the shelf, and approached the customer, her bare feet scuffing the floorboards. She knelt before him, her knees pressing into the rough wood, the crowd’s eyes a heavy weight as she positioned the suction cup over her right nipple. The device hummed to life with a low buzz and the pump’s rhythmic tug drew a sharp ache through her swollen breast, milk streaming into the container with a soft, steady drip. She didn’t aim for the demarcated line of a full drink, but the manager watched closely, stopping her after a small amount had collected in her container. "That’s enough for a sample," he said, his tone brisk.

Nadine switched off the pump, disconnected the container, and handed it to the manager, her hands trembling slightly as she avoided the customer’s gaze. The manager poured the small yield into a whiskey glass, the white liquid gleaming under the lantern light, and handed it to the customer with a slight bow. "Here you are, sir—a fresh sample of Nadine’s milk."

The customer swirled the glass, inspecting the milk with a discerning eye, then took a slow sip, his brow furrowing in thought. A smile spread across his face as he savored the taste. "Interesting… it’s creamier than the farm girls’ milk, with a subtle novelty I quite enjoy. I think it’d pair well with a shot of Tia Maria." He set the glass down, nodding decisively. "I’ll take a glass of her bottled milk with a shot of Tia Maria, please."

The manager’s smile widened, his tone warm with approval. "An excellent choice, sir—your taste is impeccable." He turned to Nadine, his voice firm but encouraging. "Nadine, behind the bar—prepare the gentleman’s drink. A glass of your bottled milk with a shot of Tia Maria."

Nadine rose. Her movements were stiff as she walked to the bar. She retrieved a labeled bottle of her pre-milked milk from the refrigerator. She poured a glass, and added a shot of Tia Maria with careful precision. The dark liqueur swirled into the white liquid, and she returned to serve it to the customer. The manager handed it over with a flourish, and watched as the customer took a sip, his nod of satisfaction a small victory for the bar’s reputation.



Hours later, the night’s bustle faded. The last patrons trickled out as the barman called closing time. Melissa’s muscles ached as she stood. Her knees were stiff from kneeling during the milking, her body weary from hours of serving and cleaning. Nadine rose beside her. Their movements were sluggish as they wiped down the last tables. The bar was quiet now save for the faint clink of glasses.

Dmitri appeared at the door. His lanky frame cast a shadow across the floorboards. He held a bundle of chains in his hand.

“Time to move, slaves,” he said, his smirk sharp as he cuffed Melissa’s wrists behind her back, the steel biting into her skin. Nadine followed, her own cuffs clinking, and Dmitri locked their collars into a coffle chain, the metal glinting in the moonlight. He tugged them outside, their bare feet scuffing the dirt as Dmitri led them along the path to The Slave Academy.

The ten farm girls, their long braids swaying, were locked into a different coffle chain and herded into a livestock trailer. Their chains rattled as the cage door slammed shut, and the buggy rumbled off toward the Coconut Grove Farm.

Confusion surged through Melissa as she walked behind Dmitri, the chain tugging at her collar with every step.

“Why aren’t we going to Markus’s?” she demanded, her voice sharp despite the risk, the steel cuffs biting into her wrists as she strained against them. “I’m supposed to be with him—three days, that’s the deal!”

Dmitri glanced back, his smirk widening, his teenage curiosity lighting up his eyes. “Oh, didn’t you hear, princess? Markus had some kind of emergency—so it looks like you’ll get to spend more time with me! Having some trouble at home?”

His tone was teasing, almost gleeful, as he gave the chain a playful tug.

Melissa’s chest tightened, fury igniting hot and fast as she stumbled forward, the chain a cruel tether. She wasn’t in the mood for his childish probing. Her body ached from the night’s humiliations, and her wrists were raw from the cuffs.

“He got into a fight with a friend,” she snapped, her voice edged with outrage, immediately regretting giving him even that much. “Is that why Markus changed the plans for me—because of some stupid fight?” Her words hung in the air, a mix of frustration and confusion, as she glared at Dmitri, unwilling to say more.

Dmitri chuckled. His smirk grew as he yanked the chain again to keep her moving. “Ooh, a fight? Looks like there’s some serious drama in your owner’s life, princess—guess Markus isn’t as boring as he looks!” His tone dripped with amusement. His eyes glinted with the thrill of gossip as he led them along the dirt path to The Slave Academy.

Melissa glared at the passing dirt road. Her hands jerked uselessly against the cuffs, and the chain pulled her forward as Nadine shuffled silently beside her. The unfairness of it burned. Markus’s drama had stolen her brief reprieve, dragging her back to the Academy’s hell. Her jaw clenched, but a bitter resolve settled in: She’d survive this, but she’d never forgive Markus for abandoning her to this fate.


49. Off to New Beginnings

Markus sat on the edge of his bed in the rented hut, the morning sun slanting through the slatted window, casting harsh lines across his bruised face. His jaw throbbed where Arbek’s fist had landed, a dull ache that pulsed with every heartbeat, and a faint purple bruise bloomed on his cheek. He touched his nose gingerly, the memory of blood trickling down his chin still fresh from yesterday’s clash. The fight had rattled him—not just the pain, but what it meant. He’d relied on the police to handle Arbek, just as he had before when Arbek had tried to free Melissa, and it hit him now like a cold wave: he couldn’t keep doing that. He couldn’t always lean on others to fight his battles.


He stood, pacing the small room, the wooden floor creaking under his sandals. Arbek’s rage, his fists, the way he’d lunged without hesitation—it had exposed Markus’s physical weakness. Back when Arbek tried to free Melissa, Markus had dropped the charges, hoping it would smooth things over, maybe even win her over with kindness. What a fool he’d been. That choice had only emboldened Arbek, freed him to come back and take another swing—literally. Markus rubbed his jaw, a bitter taste in his mouth. He wouldn’t make that mistake again. This time, Arbek could rot in his cell.


The thought of Melissa stirred a deeper ache, one that wasn’t physical. He had bought her to be with her, poured his savings into keeping her from being sold off, all because he thought she would learn to love him eventually. He had been so naive, picturing her softening over time, her water-blue eyes warming to him despite Arbek’s pull. But Arbek and his friends had always been there, a constant threat, and Markus had enabled it—dropping those charges had let Arbek back into their lives, free to stir trouble. Now he looked at where it had landed them: Arbek in jail again, Melissa still defiant, and Markus nursing bruises and a bruised ego.


He stopped pacing, his hands clenched into fists. This mess couldn’t ruin his life. He hadn’t started it—he didn’t bring Melissa to Grabesh or enslaved her. He had stepped in to keep her from being sold off, lost forever in the Grabesian slave system. If he sold her now, it would be as if he had never intervened. No one would have blamed him for walking away back then, so he concluded that selling her now would be morally neutral. But selling her would surrender control over her fate. Keeping her leased to the farm made more sense. She would earn a steady profit for him while he retained ownership.


He thought of their nights together, the way her body yielded under him, the raw pleasure of owning her. Those moments of closeness had been precious to him—better than anything he had known—but they were hollow. Her eyes had never held love, only resentment, sometimes even outright disdain. He wanted more than that now, a woman who wanted him back, who would look at him with desire, not duty. Melissa’s lack of feelings made her less special. There were plenty of women who didn’t love him—he could rent one from Mutual Mastery anytime, just like Horst and Werner were doing. Why cling to her?


Sadness tugged at him, a quiet ache for what could have been. He wished he could have made it work out with Melissa. She had been his first great love, her soft blonde hair and melodic voice had haunted him since he had met her back in England. But in the end, he had never managed to win her heart, never gotten her to reciprocate his feelings, and even now, she probably despised him. He had to face it—he would never be the man she loved, nor the master she respected.


But she would always hold a special place in his heart. Yet, his feelings kept him from being the hard, rule-setting master she needed. She deserved a better master, one unburdened by the inhibitions of love, and his attachment stopped him from being the master she needed.


Grabesh had taught him a hard lesson. He needed to become strong and powerful, to learn to fight and stand up for himself. Only then could he command the respect of those beneath him, be the master he was meant to be. Maybe Melissa wasn’t his destination, just a temporary companion on his journey, a stepping stone to this realization. She would be a good slave for someone—but not for him.


He made his decision. For now, he would leave her at The Slave Academy to finish her training, then send her to the Coconut Grove Farm full-time. It would be profitable—her milk had already proven its value, and the farm’s rental fees would line his pockets. Her record was clear now, the character-building work atoning for her past deeds, and her training at the Academy, plus her milk production, had raised her value. He could sell her eventually, but not here—not where Tariq, Amina, or Arbek might find her and try to free her. If he sold her, it would be in a different part of Grabesh, far from Ngalawa Bay, somewhere her friends wouldn’t find her. That would keep him safe from legal trouble back home.


Because the heart of the matter was that he couldn’t free her. If he did, she would run to the authorities in England, and he would face prosecution for trafficking her. Melissa might promise not to report him, but once free, she could change her mind, and he’d have no way to stop her. It was unacceptable for his life to be ruined over this. He hadn’t started this mess, but he’d be damned if it ended him.


He sat back down, the ache in his jaw a reminder of the man he needed to become. Grabesh had changed him, and he would carry the lessons he had learned here forever. 


50. At the Farm

Markus sat in the dim light of his hut. The air was heavy with the scent of salt and the distant hum of waves beyond Ngalawa Bay. His bags were packed, a single duffel resting by the door, ready for his permanent return to Switzerland. The chaos of Arbek’s assault still weighed on him. He had a bruise on his jaw and a sharper edge to his thoughts. He couldn’t keep Melissa with him, not now, not with his life shifting like this. He picked up his phone, and dialed Victor’s number with a steady hand, his voice firm but tired.


“Victor, it’s Markus,” he said, the line crackling faintly. “I’m too busy to pick Melissa up this week. Can she do more shifts at Simba’s Milk Hut instead?”


Victor’s reply came quickly, his Russian accent rolling through the speaker. “No problem. We’ll keep her on the roster. More shifts at the bar, and she’ll stay at Coconut Grove Farm between them. It’s a good arrangement.”


Markus nodded to himself. He felt a weight lifting from his spirit. “Thanks, Victor. I’ll be in touch.” He hung up, his gaze drifting to the empty space where Melissa used to kneel. She’d be fine—better there than dragging him into more trouble. Switzerland awaited, a new chapter, and he needed to leave this one behind. 



Melissa and Nadine worked regular shifts at Simba’s Milk Hut. Their days were a blur of serving drinks, wiping tables, and enduring the stares of Grabesian patrons. The bar buzzed with activity. The bar’s lanterns cast a golden glow over the wooden tables. The air was thick with chatter and the clink of glasses. Melissa moved swiftly. Her bare feet padded across the rough floorboards, while balancing a tray of empty glasses in her hands. Nadine worked nearby clearing a table. Her pale skin was a stark contrast to the ten Grabesian milk girls bustling around them.


One evening, after the milk bar closed, the barman dimmed the lanterns, and the hum of the night settled over the empty space. Melissa’s muscles ached as she wiped down the last table. Her knees were stiff from hours on her feet, and her body was weary from serving and cleaning. Nadine stood beside her, stacking glasses. Their movements were sluggish in the quiet bar. The faint clink of glass was the only sound.


As the last glass was stacked, the farmhand’s boots announced his arrival. The farmhand, a lanky Grabesian with a clipboard tucked under his arm, stepped inside. His boots scuffed the floorboards as he spoke casually to the barman. He pulled a chain from his belt, and gestured to the milk girls.


“Line!”


The slave girls lined up. Their collars snapped to the coffle chain with sharp clicks as the farmhand locked them together. Melissa exchanged a glance with Nadine. Her stomach sank as the farmhand reached them, and locked their collars to the chain as well. Her bare skin prickled under the farmhand’s indifferent gaze. His eyes flicked over her naked body as if she were livestock.


She wanted to protest, she was supposed to go to Markus’s, not the farm, but the farmhand’s conversation with the barman held her silent. A slave couldn’t interrupt free people; The Slave Academy had drilled that into her, the threat of punishment made her hold her tongue. Her chest tightened as the chain pulled taut, forcing her to shuffle forward with the others. Her bare feet dragged in the dust with Nadine beside her.


The livestock trailer waited outside. Its metal cage gleamed under the moonlight. The bars looked cold and unyielding. The farmhand opened the cage door, and the slaves stepped in. Their bodies pressed close in the cramped space. Melissa squeezed in beside Nadine. Their bare skin was slick with sweat, with the cool metal floor under their soles, as they struggled to find balance in the confined space. The air was heavy with the musk of their bodies packed tightly together. The faint tang of rust and metal mingled with the sharp edge of their anxiety. The farmhand slammed the door shut, and locked it with a sharp click. Then he stepped back and waited for the driver.


Melissa leaned forward and grabbed the bars. Her fingers wrapped around the cool steel. The unyielding bars keeping her in the cage were a cruel reminder of her captivity.


Her voice broke through, sharp with indignation, unable to hold back any longer. “Why am I being taken to the farm?”


The farmhand glanced up and checked his clipboard. His expression was indifferent, his voice flat and tinged with impatience, as if her question was a pointless interruption. “The farm is renting you.”


Melissa’s hands clenched into fists around the bars, her mind reeling as she grasped for clarity. The farmhand’s curt reply offered nothing to anchor her swirling confusion.


“For how long?” she demanded with a trembling voice.


The farmhand shrugged, his tone clipped, his eyes flicking back to his clipboard with a dismissive grunt, as if her fate were a mere footnote in his tasks. “I don’t know.”


She pressed further, her voice rising, a desperate edge creeping in as she realized no one owed her an explanation, her status as property rendering her questions irrelevant. “Then who would know?”


The farmhand’s eyes narrowed slightly, his reply curt, his indifference a fresh wound to her already battered sense of agency. “Ask your master.”


Melissa’s chest tightened. She felt rage flare up in her, mingled with a sharp pang of betrayal. Markus had abandoned her to this, without a word, without a chance to prepare. Her fate was decided by others while she was left to be shuttled around in chains.


“I can’t ask my master, I’m being taken to the farm!” she cried, her voice breaking, the words echoing in the cramped trailer, a desperate plea swallowed by the night. Melissa’s heart pounded, as she felt like she was treated like a piece of furniture that could be moved at will, with no one needing to explain anything to her.


Nadine’s grip on her arm tightened. Her wide eyes reflected the same fear and helplessness, a shared understanding of their powerlessness passing between them in the dim moonlight. Melissa’s heart pounded. Her naked body trembled against the cold bars. The weight of the coffle chain pulled at her collar, the irremovable sign of her enslavement.


The farmhand turned back to his clipboard, dismissing her with a wave. “Then ask your master when you see him.” 



The trailer rumbled to life. The motion jarred her against the bars. Her bare skin scraped against the metal, another reminder of her utter lack of control as they were carried into the unknown.


She knelt beside Nadine, gripping the bars, her gaze fixed on the passing landscape through the lattice of steel. The road wound through Ngalawa Bay’s outskirts. The air was thick with the scent of salt and earth, until the silhouette of coconut groves came into view under the fading twilight. Melissa’s breath caught, exhaustion weighing on her like a stone, her mind too clouded with rage and fatigue to register the landscape beyond the bars. She had been on a trailer like this before, her first journey to Ngalawa Bay, but the memory was a blur, her body too drained then and now to hold onto such details.
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The farm’s sprawling fields were dotted with coconut trees, the mud-brick barns weathered by time, their red-brown walls cracked under the tropical sun. Livestock pens stretched out beside the barns, chickens scratching in the dirt, cows lowing softly, their sounds mingling with the rustle of palm fronds in the evening breeze. Beyond the pens, rows of yams and taro grew in neat patches, tended by slaves whose bare skin glistened with sweat, their collars glinting as they worked.


The trailer jolted to a stop at the barn entrance. The sky was now dark, with stars piercing through the twilight. The farmhand’s boots scuffed the earth as he opened the cage door. The air was cool against Melissa’s bare skin. He reached inside, his fingers deft as he unlocked the coffle chain from its anchor point on the trailer cage. The sharp click of the padlock echoed in the quiet evening. The chain, still linking the slaves’ collars, hung heavy in his hand as he stepped back, giving it a firm tug to signal them to move. She and Nadine shuffled out, their bare feet sinking into the soft soil, the chain pulling taut between them and the other milk bar slaves, their collars glinting in the moonlight as they moved as a unit, forced to follow the farmhand’s lead.


The farmhand led them by the coffle chain toward the barn. His grip was steady as he pulled them along, their bare feet padding against the cool earth in the evening stillness. Melissa’s eyes darted around, curiosity flickering despite her exhaustion as her first glimpses of Coconut Grove Farm unfolded under the starry sky. She caught sight of sprawling fields dotted with coconut trees, their fronds swaying gently in the breeze, and livestock pens where chickens scratched in the dirt, their faint clucks mixing with the distant lowing of cows. Mud-brick structures loomed in the darkness, their shapes barely discernible, a faint glow of lantern light spilling from within. But the chain tugged relentlessly, forcing her to keep pace with the coffle, her steps hurried and uneven, unable to stop and look closer, the farmhand’s steady stride dictating their path as they approached the barn’s entrance.
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The barn loomed ahead, a sprawling mud-brick structure with a slanted roof, its interior a mix of animal pens and a large caged section along one wall for the slave girls. Cows, sheep, and goats occupied the pens, their soft bleats and moos filling the air, while the caged section, a grid of steel bars with a single barred door, stood ready to house the human livestock. An automated scanner was mounted beside the door. Its light blinked red as the farmhand ushered them forward. He stopped at the entrance, turned to the coffle with a grunt, and unchained the slaves one by one. He started at the front and unlocked each collar with a sharp click. As the chain fell away each girl stepped forward into the cage. The scanner beeped as each girl passed through the open door, logging their chips to make sure none was missing.


When he reached Melissa, the padlock on her collar snapped open, and the weight of the chain lifted, though the steel collar remained heavy around her neck.


When Melissa stepped through, an error beep sounded, sharp and jarring. The farmhand frowned, flipping through his clipboard under the faint glow of a lantern.


“They didn’t get your details into the system yet,” he muttered to Melissa. “This was too sudden.”


Nadine followed, her own collar released with a final click, the farmhand coiling the chain as he motioned them inside. The scanner made no sound, indicating she hadn’t been chipped yet. The farmhand’s brow furrowed slightly in annoyance, but he made no comment.


The light turned green once all the slaves were accounted for, signaling that the door could be locked for the night. 



Inside the caged section, the air was thick with the scent of straw and livestock. The dim lantern light cast long shadows across the wooden walls. Melissa’s heart pounded, a wave of shock crashing over her as she took in the reality of her new prison, a cage within a barn, surrounded by animals. She turned to Nadine, their eyes meeting in a shared moment of incredulity. Their naked bodies were exposed in the faint light and Nadine’s pale face mirrored Melissa’s own turmoil, her wide eyes reflecting the same disbelief. Instinctively, Melissa reached for Nadine’s hand. Their fingers interlocked for comfort, the warmth of the touch was a small anchor in the cold, unyielding space they found themselves in.


They stood close, their shoulders brushing, as they apprehensively explored the caged area, their bare feet scuffing the straw-covered floor. Melissa’s free hand trailed along the steel bars, her fingers brushing the cold metal, testing its strength. She gripped a bar, pushed and pulled, and felt the unyielding steel keeping her trapped. Nadine mirrored her, her own hands wrapping around the bars, her breaths shallow as she tugged futilely, the cage refusing to yield. The realization settled heavily in Melissa’s chest, a suffocating weight, they were trapped, caged like livestock in a barn, not unlike the cows and goats in the pens beyond.


Melissa’s gaze swept the barn, taking in the animals in their pens, the cows lowing softly, the sheep huddled together, their presence a cruel parallel to her own. Humiliation burned through her, a deep, gnawing ache, as she realized how the Grabesians saw her, nothing more than livestock, a commodity to be milked and worked. She glanced at Nadine, seeing the same shame etched in her friend’s tense expression.


A group of farm slaves watched from the far end. Their bodies were marked by the toll of constant lactation, their expressions were a mix of curiosity and wariness. Melissa’s eyes lingered on them, noting their age, older than the girls she’d seen at the milk bar. Their swollen breasts indicated they were milked here at the farm. She wondered if the farm only rented out the younger, prettier slaves to places like Simba’s Milk Hut, leaving these women to labor here, their bodies used for production in the fields and barns.


After a moment, one woman stepped closer, her dark eyes sharp with recognition. Her steady gaze cut through the barn’s quiet.


“You,” she said, her voice low but clear, addressing Melissa. “I know you, you’re the white girl from the bus I saw a while ago. Never thought I’d see you here.”


Melissa froze, her grip on Nadine’s hand tightening, the woman’s words piercing through her haze of shock. At first, her mind struggled to place the face, but then a faint memory stirred, hazy at first but growing clearer, a moment from that first journey to Ngalawa Bay.


The woman’s expression softened. Her voice was gentle as she stepped closer. Her hands were clasped in front of her.


“I’m Talia,” she said, offering a small nod. Her tone was polite despite the harsh surroundings. “I was on that bus with you, heading to Ngalawa Bay. It’s not often we see white girls like you here.”


“Oh, I remember now!” she said, her voice soft but tinged with realization. “Yes, I noticed you in the trailer cage back then with me.”


She remembered how she had been caged on her trip from Zawadi to Ngalawa Bay. Her body had been aching from the heat, and she had noticed the lactating woman in the cage with her. The sight of her swollen breasts and the faint, yeasty scent of breast milk had been in the air, a mystery that had sparked her curiosity back then.


Her breath caught as the realization deepened, that this woman was before her now. Melissa understood the woman was a milk slave. Her body was used for production, just as Melissa’s was now. The memory flooded back, sharp and vivid, and with it came a wave of despair. She was one of them now. Her own body had become a tool for profit. The weight of that truth settled over her, a bitter reminder of how far she had fallen, her fate now intertwined with this woman’s in a way she never could have imagined.


Melissa swallowed, her throat tight, but she managed a nod in return, the gesture feeling foreign in her state of shock.


“I’m Melissa,” she said softly, her voice barely above a whisper. She glanced at Nadine, who took a shaky breath before speaking.


“And I’m Nadine,” she added, her voice trembling but clear, her hand still gripping Melissa’s for comfort.


The other farm slaves followed, their voices a quiet murmur as they shared their names, a small act of courtesy in the cold barn, though Melissa’s mind was too overwhelmed to hold onto the new names.


The day had drained them all, the relentless labor of the milk bar and the journey to the farm leaving their bodies heavy with exhaustion. The farm slaves moved to woven mats laid out along the straw-covered floor, their movements slow and weary, their bodies sinking into the makeshift beds. Melissa and Nadine followed, their steps hesitant, as they found a mat near the edge of the group. They lay down together, their naked bodies close for warmth, the straw prickling against their skin, the cage’s steel bars looming above them in the dim lantern light.


Melissa stared at the barn’s ceiling, her mind racing despite her fatigue, thoughts tumbling in a chaotic swirl. The reality of their situation pressed down on her, a suffocating weight, she was helpless, naked, caged in a barn like an animal, her freedom stripped away, her body a tool for Grabesh’s profit. She glanced at Nadine, whose eyes were wide open, reflecting the same restless fear, their shared vulnerability a silent bond in the darkness. The sounds of the barn surrounded them, the soft bleats of sheep and the lowing of cows in the barn with them. Melissa’s jaw tightened, a quiet humiliation simmering beneath her exhaustion, the knowledge that to the Grabeshians, they were no different from the animals in the pens, penned and controlled, their humanity erased. Nadine shifted closer, her breath uneven, and Melissa squeezed her hand, a small gesture of reassurance in the face of their entrapment, as they both lay awake, staring through the bars of their cage.


Eventually, exhaustion overtook them. Their thoughts faded into the haze of sleep. The mats offered little comfort against the hard floor, and the barn’s oppressive air wrapped around them like a damp cloak.




The next morning, the farmhand returned at dawn. He slid open the barred door. The scanner’s light blinked red as the slaves exited. He led them to the fields for the day’s work. The sun was already climbing, and its heat soaked into Melissa’s bare skin as they reached a patch of yams. The soil was rich and dark beneath the green leaves.


The farmhand gestured to the rows, his voice gruff. “All of you, harvest these yams. Dig them up, clean them off, and stack them by the barn. Keep moving, no slacking.”


Talia and the other farm slaves cast concerned glances at Melissa and Nadine. Their expressions were a mix of worry and doubt, as if questioning whether the two new girls could endure the day’s labor under Grabesh’s unrelenting sun. Melissa noticed the furrowed brows and tightened lips, the silent apprehension in their eyes, and felt a flicker of determination beneath her fatigue. She had partly acclimatized to Grabesh’s harsh climate over the weeks. Her body had adapted to the heat and labor, and the discipline instilled by The Slave Academy, the endless drills under Zuri’s whip, had forged a resilience in her, a strength to push through exhaustion. Nadine, however, looked pale and uncertain. Her time in Grabesh had been shorter. Her body was less accustomed to the grueling conditions.
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The slaves worked as a unit, their bare feet sinking into the soil, hands digging into the earth to unearth the yams. Melissa knelt beside Nadine, her fingers deft as she pulled the roots free, brushing off the dirt with steady motions, her movements honed by the Academy’s relentless training. The sun beat down, and sweat beaded on her tanned skin, but she pressed on with unyielding endurance. Each yam was a small victory against the day’s demands. Nadine struggled beside her. Her hands trembled as she dug, her breaths came in short gasps, the heat and labor taking a heavier toll. Melissa glanced at her, and saw the strain in her friend’s face. She shifted closer, her voice soft but firm. “I’ve got you,” she whispered, reaching into Nadine’s patch to help unearth a stubborn yam, supporting her as they worked together. 



As the sun climbed higher, nearing midday, the farmhand’s voice rang out, calling the slaves in groups of five for a scheduled veterinary checkup. Melissa, Nadine, and three other milk girls followed him back toward the barn, their bare feet padding against the earth.


Inside the barn, the farmhand directed them to a corner where a hose hung from the wall, its nozzle dripping with water. One by one, he hosed them off. The cold water blasted against Melissa’s bare skin, washing away the sweat and dirt from the morning’s labor. She shivered under the spray, her body tensing as the farmhand moved to Nadine, the water sluicing over her pale skin, her gasps echoing in the barn’s quiet.


The farmhand then led them outside to a shaded area under a cluster of palm trees. Their wide fronds cast a cool, dappled shadow over the ground. Melissa exhaled in relief. The coolness of the shade was a welcome reprieve from the relentless sun. Her skin prickled with the contrast as she stood on the soft earth. Nadine settled beside her. Her shoulders relaxed as she leaned against the palm’s trunk. The break from work was a small mercy after the morning’s toil.


Coconut Grove Farm had a monthly visit from a veterinarian to look after the milk girls, and today was his scheduled visit.


The elderly man approached. His weathered face was set in a frown, and a medical bag was slung over his shoulder. Beside him walked a familiar figure: Nala, her dark eyes scanning the group until they landed on Melissa.


The farmhand led Melissa, Nadine, and several other milk girls to a row of restraining pillories lined up on the ground under the palm trees. Their metal frames gleamed coldly. Their curved plates and hinges were poised to clamp limbs into the examination position. Melissa’s collar felt heavy at her neck as she shuffled forward. Her stomach knotted at the sight, and memories of the Health Office’s pillory flooded back.


Nala stepped closer, her face lighting up with recognition. “Oh, hey, Melissa! Is it really you?” she said, her voice bright with surprise, tempered by genuine interest and compassion.


Melissa, weary from the farm’s grind, managed a faint smile, her tone carrying sympathy and resignation. “Nala? Nala!” she replied, her voice lifting slightly despite her fatigue. “Hey, Nala. I did not expect I would meet you here.”


Nala’s lips curved into a small smile as she gestured toward the first pillory. “Yes, looks like Grabesh is a small place, does it not?” she said, her warmth softening the barn’s stark atmosphere. “Kneel here and face forward, please.”


Melissa sank to her knees on the cold floor. Her movements were automatic and her eyes stayed fixed on Nala. “Why are you here?” she asked, curiosity mingling with exhaustion. “I thought you worked at the Health Office?” 

Nala unfolded the pillory, aligning the bars with practiced ease. “I still do,” she said, her tone steady as she secured Melissa’s ankles into the outer holes, spreading her legs wide. “I’m still doing my apprenticeship at the Health Office. Joining the vet for field visits is part of my learning objectives as a nurse, to understand livestock care across settlements. Now, reach back through your legs and place your hands into the central holes.”

Melissa stretched her arms between her thighs. Her wrists slid into the slots, and the position pulled her shoulders down. It made her rest her face on the ground while it raised and exposed her buttocks for examination. “That sounds like a big step,” she murmured, her voice muffled but sincere, trying to keep the conversation alive despite the pillory’s grip.
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“It is,” Nala said, lowering the upper bar to clamp the plates together, locking Melissa in place. Her hands were gentle, her compassion evident in the careful way she adjusted the restraints. “I never thought I would see you again, not like this.”

Melissa’s chest tightened, the memory of their old talks—Nala’s warnings about freedom—stirring unease. “Nor I you,” she said softly, her words heavy with resignation.

Nala moved to Nadine, guiding her into the next pillory. “Kneel and face forward,” she instructed, her voice kind but firm. Nadine’s pale face was taut with fear. Her hands trembled as she complied. “What are you going to do to us?” Nadine asked, her voice shaky, her eyes darting between Nala and the pillory.

Nala secured Nadine’s ankles, her touch steady as she replied, “The vet and I need to check that you are all healthy. We will apply identification to you and ensure your milk is safe.” She guided Nadine’s wrists into the central holes, clamping the plates shut, locking her in the same exposed position. Nadine didn’t know what “apply identification” meant, but Melissa caught it and shuddered inside. She remembered all too well from her time at the Health Office and knew what was in store for Nadine.

As Nala adjusted Melissa’s clamps, she spoke softly, her voice gentle with genuine interest and compassion. “Melissa, is there any chance your boyfriend will set you free? You mentioned he would, back at the Health Office.”

Melissa raised her head as far as the pillory allowed her, voice low but steady, the question stirring a fresh wave of disorientation as she realized how little she knew of her own fate. “My boyfriend does not own me anymore, Nala. I was sold to someone else.”

Nala’s eyes widened slightly, but she nodded, waiting for more, her hand resting lightly on Melissa’s shoulder.

“My owner has arranged for me to stay here, but I don’t know why… no one told me anything. He has no plans to free me as far as I know,” she continued, her words faltering as the humiliation of her ignorance sank deeper. “But I hope my boyfriend will find a way to get me out, somehow.”
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Nala’s fingers moved to Melissa’s hair, stroking it gently, her touch as soothing as it had been at the Health Office. “Of course, Melissa,” she said. Her voice was warm but laced with doubt, with an understanding that freedom was likely a distant dream for Melissa. “I hope so for you too.”

The vet shuffled in. His weathered hands moved with clinical precision. Nala took her place beside him, her demeanor shifted to professional detachment.


“The doctor is here,” she said, glancing at Melissa. “Killian is training as a vet now, by the way. You might see him once Dr. Mwamba retires.” Melissa’s stomach churned at the name. Killian’s cruelty was a sharp memory, but she only nodded stiffly. 

The vet began with Nadine. He produced a syringe with a thick needle. Nala held Nadine’s head steady, spraying ethanol on her back for sterilization. “This will sting,” she warned softly, and the vet injected the microchip between Nadine’s shoulder blades. Nadine gasped, a sharp cry escaping as the needle pierced deep, her body jerking futilely against the pillory. Melissa winced, the echo of her own pain resurfacing—the ethanol’s sting, the needle’s bite.

Next, the vet brought out the ear-tagger, a pincer-like tool with a yellow plastic tag. Nala turned Nadine’s head to expose her right ear.

“Hold still,” she murmured, and with a sharp click, the tag was affixed. Nadine screamed, her voice was raw with pain, and her body strained against the pillory. “Damn, this hurts!” she cursed, tears streaming down her face, her ear throbbing as the metal pin pierced through.

Melissa, clamped down beside her, heard every sound—Nadine’s scream, her curse, the faint clink of the tagger—but could not move. The pillory pinned her in place. Her heart ached to comfort Nadine, but her own ear-tagging flashed through her mind: the shock, the fear, the sting dulled by numbing cream Nala had applied at the Health Office. She had been appalled then, horrified by the violation, but watching Nadine now, Melissa realized she had been lucky. The numbing cream back then had spared her this raw agony, a small mercy she had not appreciated until now.

Nala produced a syringe filled with a clear liquid—a hormone pellet to maintain their milk production. She approached Melissa first, swabbing her buttock with antiseptic. “Keeps your levels up,” she said, her tone matter-of-fact, and the needle pierced Melissa’s flesh with a sharp sting. She gritted her teeth, the ache spreading, then watched as Nala injected Nadine, who whimpered softly, still reeling from the tagging. Nala then performed anal and vaginal swabs on all the girls in the lineup. Her movements were swift and detached.


“We do this regularly,” she explained, sealing the samples in small containers. “Ensures the milk comes from healthy females.” 

The vet inspected the other slaves, his gruff voice issuing orders as Nala assisted. When he finished, Nala returned to Melissa, and unlocked the pillory’s upper bar. Melissa exhaled in relief, her limbs stiff as she pulled free, sitting up slowly. Nadine followed, her face flushed and tear-streaked, but she managed a shaky nod as Nala helped her up.

Nala’s gaze lingered on Melissa for a moment. “Take care,” she said quietly. Her voice carried a trace of their old bond, then turned to the others as her duties pulled her away.



The farmhand reappeared. He motioned for the group to return to the fields. Their bare feet padded against the earth as they walked back to the yam patch. Melissa’s body ached from the pillory, the sting of the hormone pellet lingering, but she pressed on, her bare skin prickling under the midday sun as they resumed their labor.


The slaves continued their work, their hands dug into the earth to unearth the yams. Melissa knelt beside Nadine, her fingers deft as she pulled the roots free and brushing off the dirt with steady motions. Her movements were honed by the Academy’s relentless training. The sun beat down, and sweat beaded on her tanned skin, but she pressed on. Her endurance was unyielding. Each yam was a small victory against the day’s demands. Nadine worked beside her. Her movements were slower, and her face was tense with discomfort as she winced with each motion. The fresh piercing in her ear throbbed from the newly affixed tag. Melissa glanced at her, seeing the pain in her friend’s expression, and shifted closer, her voice soft but firm.


“Let me help,” she whispered, reaching into Nadine’s patch to help unearth a stubborn yam, her strength a quiet support as they worked together, easing Nadine’s burden while the tag continued to sting. 

Talia and the other farm slaves watched from their own rows. Their respect for the two white slave girls grew as the afternoon unfolded. They noted how Melissa supported Nadine, ensuring they both kept pace despite Nadine’s pain. Her resilience was a testament to the discipline forged at The Slave Academy. Nadine, despite her exhaustion and the persistent ache in her ear, managed a faint nod of gratitude, her efforts bolstered by Melissa’s encouragement.
 



As the sun dipped lower, signaling the end of the day’s labor, the slaves gathered in the shade of a palm tree. Their collars glinted as they sat in a circle, their bodies weary but relieved. Talia approached Melissa and Nadine, her expression warm with admiration.


“You did well today,” she said, her voice carrying genuine respect. “And you looked out for each other, that’s what matters here.” 

She paused, her gaze softening as she glanced at their tangled hair, then at her own neatly braided locks.

“Would you like me to braid your hair?” she offered, her tone kind. “It’s easier for the work, and it’s how we all wear ours here.”


Melissa’s eyes flicked to Talia’s hair, then to the other farm slaves, noticing for the first time that all their hair was braided in the same practical style, a quiet symbol of unity among them. She realized the significance of the gesture: It was more than just a practical act, it was a bonding experience, a new friend reaching out in this harsh world, a moment of welcome into their tight-knit community of slaves. She glanced at Nadine, whose tired eyes met hers with a flicker of understanding. They both recognized the deeper meaning behind Talia’s offer. 

“Yes, please,” Melissa said softly, her voice steady despite her exhaustion. She felt a small spark of warmth igniting within her.

Talia knelt beside them, her fingers deft as she parted Melissa’s blonde locks, weaving them into a single, practical braid with gentle care, then moved to Nadine, braiding her darker strands with the same tenderness. As Talia worked, Melissa felt a soft glow of acceptance spreading through her, a warmth that contrasted sharply with the harsh reality of their enslavement, the cage, the labor, the constant threat of punishment. It was a quiet moment of connection, a sign that they were among friends now, part of a community that, despite their shared suffering, offered a fragile refuge. Nadine’s hand brushed hers, a faint smile tugging at her lips, and Melissa sensed the same warmth in her friend’s touch, a shared understanding that they were no longer alone, even in this unforgiving world. The feeling lingered, a small, precious reward for their endurance, a beacon of hope amidst the darkness of Grabesh.



After the break, the farmhand’s boots scuffed the earth as he approached the group under the palm trees. His voice was warm yet firm as he motioned for them to follow.


“Come on, girls, let’s get you cleaned up,” he said with a faint smile tugging at his lips. His tone was carrying a hint of affection, like a farmer tending to his prized livestock. He led them back to the barn as their bare feet padded against the cool earth in the fading light. Inside the barn, he directed them to a corner where a hose hung from the wall, with its nozzle dripping with water.


“Line up for me!” he instructed, his voice gentle but authoritative. He pointed to a spot near the wall. The slaves obeyed and stood in a row with their legs spread shoulder-width apart, hands raised to their shoulders, palms facing forward in the position of attention, their collars glinting under the dim lantern light.


The farmhand began with the first girl. He gripped the hose with a steady hand as he sprayed her front. The cold water blasted against her bare skin, and washed away the day’s sweat and dirt.


“There we go, let’s get you nice and clean,” he murmured. His tone was soothing yet detached.


“Spread yourself,” he directed. His voice was calm but firm, and the girl parted her vaginal lips with trembling fingers. The water jetted between them in a clinical rinse, as her body tensed under the icy spray.


“Well done, turn around now,” he said with a note of encouragement in his voice. She stood at attention again, facing away as he sprayed her back, the water sluicing down her spine.


“Bend and spread for me,” he added softly, and she bent forward, and spreaded her buttcheeks to expose her anal region. The water jetted against her anus with a gentle precision that contrasted his earlier indifference. One by one, he moved down the line to repeat the process with a tender efficiency. The slaves were left to drip dry in the warm air. Their naked bodies glistened as they waited for the others to be cleaned.


Melissa stood third in line. Her body tensed as the farmhand reached her. The icy water hit her chest and stomach. Her skin prickled under the relentless spray.


“You’re doing fine, white girl,” he said with a warm voice as he guided her through the steps. His care was a strange contrast to the humiliation Melissa felt. She followed his commands without protest. Her movements were automatic as she spread herself, felt the water’s sting, her cheeks burning with shame as she bent to have her hair drenched, then turned and spread again for the final rinse.


Nadine, next in line, shivered under the spray. Her gasps were sharper as the water hit her tender ear. The fresh tag throbbed under the pressure.


“Easy now, white girl,” the farmhand soothed with a gentle tone. He adjusted the spray to avoid her ear, a small kindness that did little to ease the indignity of the process.


Once all of them were hosed down, their bodies were dripping wet, and the farmhand set the hose aside to pick up the coffle chain from a nearby hook, its links clinking softly.


“Milk squad line up!” he said, his voice still warm, pointing to the barn’s entrance. The slave girls who did shifts at the milk bar obeyed, forming a row as he prepared to lock them into the chain for their evening shift at Simba’s Milk Hut. He paused, and glanced at Nadine. His eyes softened as he noticed her wincing, her fingers brushing the tender piercing on her ear.


“Not you, young lady,” he said gently, a faint smile on his lips as he patted her shoulder, his touch paternal yet objectifying. “You stay with the barn girls. That ear needs to heal.”


Nadine exhaled in relief, her shoulders sagging as the tension drained from her body, the reprieve a small mercy after the day’s ordeal. Melissa felt a wave of relief wash over her too, her worry for Nadine easing at the farmhand’s words, grateful her friend would be spared the evening’s labor.


Melissa stepped forward, and wrapped her arms around Nadine in a brief, tight hug. Their wet skin stuck together as she whispered, “I’m glad you’re staying. Rest well.”


Nadine managed a faint smile. Her hand squeezed Melissa’s arm in return, a silent thanks passing between them. The farmhand moved down the line, locking the remaining slaves into the coffle chain. His hands were steady but careful as he snapped the cold steel shut around Melissa’s collar with a sharp click, murmuring, “There we go, white girl, you’ll do fine tonight.” 


The weight of the chain was familiar but no less oppressive. His gentle words were a hollow comfort as he tugged the chain as he lead them out of the barn. Their bare feet padded against the earth as they headed toward the livestock trailer waiting outside.


Melissa glanced back and waved goodbye to Nadine as the coffle moved forward. The chain pulled taut and Melissa moved forward. Nadine stood at the barn’s entrance. Her figure was small against the looming structure, her hand raised in a tentative wave, the tender piercing still a faint ache as she watched her friend being led away.


The trailer’s metal cage gleamed under the fading light and the bars were cold against Melissa’s bare skin as she stepped inside. The door slammed shut behind them with a heavy clang. The farmhand drove them toward Simba’s Milk Hut for their evening shift, while those without a shift stayed behind. Their voices faded into a faint murmur as they played games in the shade in a rare moment of reprieve. 



That night, Melissa stirred from a fitful sleep. The chain tugged at her collar as a farmhand approached for her nightly milking. She sat up, bleary-eyed, her hands moving mechanically to the breast pump he handed her. The device hummed, tugging at her swollen breasts, milk streaming into the jar with a soft hiss. Morning brought another milking, the farmhand’s hands rough as he collected the jars, his grunt of approval a hollow sound in the quiet barn.



When not being milked, the slaves were used to help around the farm. Currently, help was needed to pick fruits from an orchard. Melissa’s hands moved swiftly, plucking mangoes and coconuts, the sunlight soaking her skin, a necessity for the “organic milk” the farm prided itself on that was nutrient rich. The slaves were well-fed, their meals hearty to keep them strong, their days spent outside to ensure the milk’s quality.


Around lunchtime, there was a long break. The slaves napped on woven mats beneath the shade of palm trees, allowing their bodies to cool in the breeze. Melissa splashed water over her face at a nearby stream, scrubbing the sweat and grime from her skin, the other slaves doing the same in a quiet ritual of survival. Another milking followed, the pumps humming as they worked, the jars filling with white streams under the midday sun. In the afternoon, they fed the chickens and weeded the crop fields.


Melissa settled into her new schedule—three days at The Slave Academy, four at Coconut Grove Farm, the farm days replacing her time with Markus. The rhythm was relentless, but she adapted. Her body went through the motions even as her mind churned. One evening, as Dmitri led her and Nadine in a coffle back to the Academy, their wrists handcuffed behind their backs, the chain tugging at their collars, Melissa’s frustration boiled over. “When will Markus pick me up again?” she asked, her voice sharp.


Dmitri glanced back, his smirk sharp, his tone careless. “Markus arranged this—it’s permanent until he decides otherwise. You’ll do these shifts ‘til then.” He yanked the chain, which forced her to stumble forward as Nadine quietly gasped beside her.


Melissa’s breath caught, rage flared as her hands strained against the cuffs, but the steel was unyielding. Permanent? He’s abandoned me to this—farm and bar, Academy and cage, no end in sight. The thought burned as her bare feet stumbled over the rough path. The Academy’s gates loomed ahead in a cold promise of more drills and punishment. 



Markus stood at the airport, his duffel slung over his shoulder, the hum of departing flights filling the air. His bags were packed, his hut at the resort cleared out, a new life waiting in Switzerland. The bruise on his jaw had faded, but the memory of Arbek’s punch lingered, a sharp reminder of the chaos he was leaving behind. He thought of Arbek, sentenced just the other day to a short prison term for the assault. What a crazy time this had been. Grabesh had reshaped him, hardened him, taught him lessons he would carry with him for the rest of his life. He treasured the experiences, the power he had found, even as he turned his back on his second chance to make Melissa truly his. The boarding call sounded, and he stepped forward, ready for what came next.



Melissa shuffled in the coffle chain. Her bare feet scuffed the dirt as the farmhand led her and Nadine back to Coconut Grove Farm after a grueling shift at Simba’s Milk Hut. Her muscles ached.


The farmhand halted at the barn’s entrance and unlocked the coffle chain. The steel chain clattered to the ground. Melissa and Nadine stood, relieved by a moment of limited freedom before the farmhand would return to hose them off and lock them in the barn. The air carried the faint scent of mangoes, a cruel tease of freedom against their bare skin, still slick with sweat from the day’s labor. Nadine’s fingers brushed hers, a fleeting gesture of solidarity in their shared plight. They exchanged a weary glance under the fading light.


Exhausted, Melissa sank onto a woven mat. The breeze tickled her bare skin. She reflected on her journey—from the airport’s visa ruse to the Health Office’s violations, the Slave Academy’s drills, and now the farm’s relentless rhythm. Grabesh had sharpened her. Her senses thrilled to the sun’s heat, the collar’s weight, the raw pulse of her body. Her spirit burned, unbroken. I’ll wait, outlast, survive, she vowed. Her eyes fixed on the horizon. 


51. Epilogue

Arbek

Arbek stepped out of the Grabesh detention center, and the iron gates clanged shut behind him. The parole papers crinkled in his pocket, a reminder of the short sentence he had served for assaulting Markus. He still burned to free Melissa. The mental image of her collared neck still haunted him, but prison had taught him caution. His temper, which had once been a wildfire, now smoldered under control, he had learned that much behind bars. He had considered reporting her situation to the authorities in England, but the risk stopped him cold. If he spoke, they would look into his role in the matter, especially how he had gotten her enslaved in the first place. Then, how he had used Melissa as collateral for a loan. And how he had used the loan for a bribe. The events of the story would not paint him in a favorable light, and Arbek was not keen on spending more time in prison. He felt guilty for abandoning her, but his time in prison had made him value his freedom too much to risk it now again. With Tariq, Amina, and Zahara gone from Ngalawa Bay, he had no leads on Melissa’s whereabouts. There was nothing left for him here. He booked a flight to England, ready to resume his life. The abandoned fight for Melissa would remain a pain he would carry with him.

Zahara

Zahara had watched Arbek’s fall with a clarity that reshaped her. The man she had once craved—fun, fit, charming in England—had unraveled in Grabesh. His impulsiveness had turned out to be a flaw she could not accept. She realized that she wanted a partner with self-control, not a reckless fool who would land in jail twice for allowing his temper to get the better of him. She had been wrong to want him, and decided to move on. She returned to England to continue her studies, and chose to live there rather than study remotely from Grabesh. Her goal was to find a man who had more self control, even if she may have once considered such men boring.

Six months later, Zahara returned to Grabesh for a visit. Her curiosity pulled her to Simba’s Milk Hut. She sat at a corner table, ordered a black coffee, and watched the bar’s grim routine. Melissa was there, naked and collared as ever, her movements mechanical as she worked alongside Nadine and the farm girls.

When a customer ordered a fresh milk drink, the girls lined up with their electric pumps humming as they milked themselves in view of the patrons. Melissa’s hands moved with practiced ease, but her eyes were hard, her jaw tight as she milked herself while the customer gazed at her. She tried not to think of Zahara sitting there, but she felt her stare, as Zahara sipped her coffee.

Zahara sipped her coffee, smirking as Melissa milked, pump humming. Once Melissa had handed over her milk, she turned to Zahara, eyes blazing. “Still lurking, Zahara? Arbek saw through your scheming heart. No man wants a witch like you, alone, with nothing but coffee and old grudges.”

Patrons turned, chuckling, drawn to the drama. Nadine’s heart surged, lips twitching as she slowed her service. Zahara hissed, “Enjoy your slave life, then!” but faltered under the crowd’s amusement, storming out with her face flushed.

The manager frowned. “Nadine, fetch the stick.” Nadine hesitated, guilt mixing with pride, but complied. He ordered Melissa to assume the worship position: forehead to the floor, bottom raised, before the crowd. Ten sharp smacks stung her naked skin, faint bruises blooming. She counted aloud, “One… two…” voice steady, masking pain. At ten, the chatter resumed while a patron clapped as the spectacle faded into Grabesh’s casual cruelty.

Melissa rose from the floor. She locked eyes with Nadine, and they smiled over their small triumph.

Markus

Markus, settled in Switzerland, returned to Grabesh a year later, his new life marked by a confidence he had lacked before. His body was stronger now, muscles defined from months of training. He visited Coconut Grove Farm, where Melissa now lived full-time, with shifts at Simba’s Milk Hut. She had graduated from The Slave Academy, her training complete, but the pang of leaving her “sisters”—Hannah, Jennifer, Fiona—behind was a bittersweet ache. They would remain under “The Russian Nanny’s” care, as they had nicknamed Victor, while she moved on.

Markus took her out for a “date,” a rare break from the farm’s grind. They visited a café in Ngalawa Bay. The ocean breeze was cool against Melissa’s bare skin, and her collar shimmered as she sipped coffee kneeling beside him.

Melissa was now used to seeing Ngalawa Bay only through the bars of the livestock cage or on Sundays from the stage at the marketplace when The Slave Academy made them perform for the townsfolk. She enjoyed walking along the beach even if naked, collared and a slave to Markus. She was glad to be let out of the farm’s routine that she had endured over the last few months.

At the resort, they met Horst and Werner, the pensioners with whom Markus had spent so much time. They greeted her warmly, their eyes lit up with approval as Markus joined them on the recliners.

Melissa knelt before the three men, her posture automatic, the sand warm beneath her knees. Horst chuckled, his voice gravelly. “Thought you would free her, Markus—glad to see you are more level-headed than that.”

Markus nodded, his gaze steady. “It would have been foolish. Too much at stake.”

He glanced at Melissa’s collar, the steel a familiar sight. He recalled how he locked the collar on her months ago, and she had been wearing it ever since.

His hand touched the key to her collar on the keyring in his pocket. For a fleeting moment, he pictured sliding it into the lock, the collar falling away, Melissa rising as a free woman after all this time. It would be so easy for him to do—but the specter of legal repercussions in Switzerland loomed, a risk he was unwilling to take. The impulse, he recognized, belonged to the old Markus, the naive boy who had once been infatuated by her. He dismissed the thought, his hand falling away from the key, leaving it unused. Melissa would remain locked in her collar, he decided.

Later, in the rented hut, Markus’s confidence showed as he moved over her, his body well-built now, a stark contrast to the lean boy she had first known. Melissa positioned herself on all fours at his order, the bed soft beneath her knees.

Outrage simmered in her. How dare he keep her at the farm indefinitely, pulling her out only for his sexual gratification? But she had no choice, her body was his to use as always. As he prepared to take her from behind, she spoke, her voice steady despite the position. “Would you consider selling me to Hannah’s master?”

Markus paused, his hands on her hips, his tone curious as he entered her, the slow thrust drawing a sharp breath from her. “Who is Hannah’s master? Why would you want that?”

“He’s a trust fund guy with a nice house,” she said, her words measured, even as her body rocked with his rhythm. “He has shown interest in me. At the milk bar. I would be a pleasure slave for him. If you sell me to him, I wouldn’t have to work at the farm and the milk bar anymore.” Her voice held a quiet hope, and her mind raced with the possibility of a better life. She would still be a slave, but in a house with Hannah, away from the farm’s grind.

Markus thrust deeper, considering her words, his voice low. “I will think about it.” He moved faster, his desire raw, and Melissa let herself feel how her body was alive in ways her free self had never known.

She had been a slave for months now, and Markus’s refusal to free her had settled in her bones. She had made her peace with it, not because she wanted to, but because she had to. Escape was impossible, and so her fate was in his hands. The routine of slave life had become her norm, her body was honed by labor, her senses were sharpened by Grabesh’s unrelenting world. She thought of her old life, studying a subject she didn’t care about and dodging her controlling parents. If she were freed, she would have to face them again. She dreaded needing their support again. Worse, they would know what she had endured: Being kept naked, collared, serving Markus, milking herself for strangers. The shame of that felt like a death in itself, a humiliation she could not bear. Here, as a slave, she would never have to see them, never face their judgment.

Grabesh had stripped her bare, and though she hated it, it had sharpened her senses. Her nudity let her feel the world: The breeze on her skin, the sun’s warmth, the raw intensity of her orgasms, stronger than anything she had known as a free woman. Her embarrassment at her constant nudity remained, but she had become accustomed to it to a degree. She would never be used to being naked at all times or being treated like an animal. Yet, by being treated like an animal, she had found a primal freedom in her lust, a connection to her body she had never experienced when she was free. Her worries about exams, jobs or shallow friendships were gone, replaced by obedience, and her needs were met as long as she complied. Her “sisters” at the Academy, Hannah, Jennifer, Carla and Fiona had been a lifeline, a bond deeper than any party acquaintance. She felt alive here, more than ever before.

Markus’s raw desire pulsed through her, a reminder of her beauty, her ability to captivate men. Here her naked body was always on display, her whiteness and beauty set her apart at Simba’s Milk Hut. She was among the prettiest on the farm and one of the few white girls in the milk bar squad. She had met Hannah’s master, he had noticed her. She had met him a few times at the bar, and noticed his eyes lingering on her. She reminded him of the old Markus. She hoped he would buy her. A life as a pleasure slave for a spoiled trust fund guy in a nice house, with Hannah by her side would be far preferable to the farm’s grind. Maybe, just maybe, she could make him fall for her, charm him into freeing her one day, though she knew better than to hope too hard after Markus. For now, it would be a step forward. A way to live better, to escape the milk bar before Killian became a vet, and she would face his cruelty again.
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Markus finished, his breath heavy, and rolled off her, his body gleaming with sweat. Melissa lay still, her mind a steady mix of plans and resignation. Grabesh had taken her freedom, yet during her enslavement, it had awakened in her a raw, vivid connection to her body and emotions she had never imagined possible.


Bonus Content: Grabesh's Wikipedia Entry

Dive deeper into the world of Grabesh with this fictitious Wikipedia entry, uncovering the history, culture, and oppressive systems that define Melissa’s haunting journey in The Making of a Slave.

Geography

Grabesh is a country in Africa, characterized by a consistently hot, tropical climate. The region features coastal areas to the west, mountainous terrain in the northeast, and dense rainforests in the southeast.

The western coastal region, including the scenic Ngalawa Bay, has been largely converted into agricultural land for crops and livestock, supporting the country’s economy and attracting tourists with its pristine beaches and milk bars. The central city of Zawadi serves as a hub for slave trade routes, connecting coastal plantations to inland settlements.

Much of the mountainous northeast and forested southeast remains untamed, harboring remnants of the defeated tribes and dense wildlife.

History

Historically, the territory now known as Grabesh was contested by five competing tribal kingdoms, with none of the tribes able to achieve any dominance over the others. Their powers were relatively balanced until an alliance formed between the coastal Mwamba and Gurtan tribes over a century ago.

The alliance combined their military forces and conquered the inland Zawadi, Ngalawa, and Shamba tribes in the ‘Great War’. This alliance paved the way for a military coup shortly after, led by General Kweku Mwamba, who overthrew the existing tribal monarchies, leading to the establishment of a military dictatorship that continues to govern Grabesh to this day. After the war, Grabeshian tradition allowed the enslavement of those defeated in combat or captured as prisoners of war, a practice dating back centuries.

General Mwamba’s ‘Enslavement Edict’, enacted soon after, codified this tradition into law, ensuring that only those captured through combat or raids could be legally enslaved. The regions of Zawadi, Ngalawa Bay, and the Shamba Highlands were named after the defeated tribes, reflecting their historical territories before their defeat.

The regions of Zawadi, Ngalawa Bay, and the Shamba Highlands were named after the defeated tribes, reflecting their historical territories before their defeat. The Mwamba tribe’s name derives from the Grabesian word for “rock,” symbolizing their strength, while the Zawadi tribe’s name comes from the word for “gift,” reflecting their historical generosity before defeat.

Politics
 

Grabesh operates under a military dictatorship, where the armed forces maintain control over economically strategic areas, particularly along the western coast and adjacent fertile lands. The mountainous and forested areas further inland, such as the Shamba Highlands, are not fully under government control due to the high cost of military control over these regions. This cost would exceed expected tax revenue. The government prioritizes areas that offer greater financial returns.


The current dictator, General Amari Ndugu, rose to power after a brutal succession conflict. His regime is known for its ‘anti-corruption campaign’, which imprisons political rivals while leaving systemic corruption unaddressed. Officials can avoid being targeted by pledging allegiance to General Ndugu. 

Corruption

Corruption pervades all levels of government in Grabesh. Despite the illegality of bribery, there is minimal effort to address this issue, as a significant number of officials are themselves corrupt and would be adversely affected by any rigorous enforcement against such practices.

One instance of corruption involves the mandatory chipping of imported livestock without prior certification. A foreign chip technology company lobbied for all livestock in Grabesh to be chipped and tagged. This proposal was rejected due to fear of public opposition, and because Grabesian officials, sharing tribal ties with the population, would not go against their interests. Instead, the policy was implemented only for livestock imports without prior certification, with importers bearing the cost. Slaves, classified as livestock under Grabesian law, are also subject to this regulation, though few are officially imported. The company profits mainly from other livestock imports while the official receives kickbacks, creating a scheme where Grabesh avoids expense.

International Relations

Grabesh has not signed or ratified major international treaties, including the Universal Declaration of Human Rights or any other human rights conventions.

A few years ago, tensions escalated with the neighboring Savu Highlands, where the defeated Zawadi, Ngalawa, and Shamba tribes also reside. Grabesian raiders crossed the border to capture slaves, prompting conflict.

In retaliation, the neighboring communities, sharing tribal ties with the enslaved, began funding covert NGOs aimed at freeing slaves to destabilize Grabesh’s slave-dependent economy. Grabesh accuses them of this practice, leading to a diplomatic standoff.

Economy

The economy of Grabesh is predominantly based on agriculture and mining. Tourism also contributes significantly, especially in scenic areas like Ngalawa Bay, attracting both domestic and international visitors. The appeal for tourists includes low costs for lodging, food, services, and notably, the availability of slaves. The annual Milk Festival in Ngalawa Bay features public milking competitions, drawing large crowds for this cultural celebration.

Infrastructure
 

The infrastructure in Grabesh is underdeveloped, with most roads outside the capital being unpaved. Travel can be slow due to poor road conditions and occasional flooding. A bus system operates with moderate efficiency, connecting key areas like Zawadi and Ngalawa Bay.

Languages
 

The native language in Grabesh is Grabesian; however, English is universally spoken due to the educational system's reliance on materials from English-speaking countries.

A common Grabesian proverb, “Kwe na mwamba, usiwe zawadi” (“Be a rock, not a gift”), reflects the cultural valorization of strength and dominance, often used to justify the enslavement of the defeated tribes.

English is universally spoken due to the educational system’s reliance on materials from English-speaking countries, making it the universal language for trade and tourism.

Education
 

There is no formal public school system in Grabesh due to economic constraints. Education is primarily home-based, utilizing pirated educational videos and photocopies of materials from English-speaking nations, leading to widespread English fluency among the population.

A traditional Grabesian practice, the ‘Elder’s Tale Night,’ involves community elders narrating historical stories and moral lessons under the stars, often incorporating Grabesian proverbs to teach values like strength and resilience, which are especially emphasized for children of the free tribes.

Slavery
 

Slavery is a pervasive institution in Grabesh. Slaves predominantly come from the three defeated tribes, Zawadi, Ngalawa, and Shamba, while those from the two victorious Mwamba and Gurtan tribes are considered free citizens.

The overwhelming majority of slaves in Grabesh are of black descent. However, an exception exists in the form of imported slaves, who can be of any racial background.

A notable cultural practice is the annual ‘Milk Festival’ in Ngalawa Bay, a celebration of Grabesh’s dairy production where slave girls participate in public milking competitions, judged by patrons on taste, volume, and quality. The festival includes milk tasting stalls with tropical snacks, traditional Grabesian dances, and market stalls selling crafts, drawing tourists to experience the region’s exotic traditions while highlighting the slaves’ role in service.

Grabesians prize breast milk as a premium beverage, valuing its lower lactose content, which is more tolerable for adults, and its perceived immune-boosting properties. They consider drinking cow’s milk a barbaric practice suitable only for animals, feeding it to slaves to foster their growth and strength for labor, while free Grabesians consume human milk in culinary traditions, especially in tourist hubs like Ngalawa Bay.


Legal rules 

●        Collaring: Slaves are required to wear collars as a legal marker of their status.

●        Nudity: Slaves are generally mandated to be kept naked for security reasons, although they may wear clothing if their work necessitates it.

●        Escape Facilitation: Assisting in the escape of a slave, including the unauthorized removal of their collar, is considered a felony.

●        Ban on Money Use: Slaves are prohibited from using money. Selling or providing a service to a slave in exchange for money is illegal.

While there is no explicit legal prohibition against it, allowing slaves to use electronic devices such as phones or laptops is generally avoided. This practice is discouraged to prevent unsupervised communication, the potential organization of slaves, and attempts at escape.

Sources of slaves

Raids

In regions not under government control, remnants of the three historically subjugated tribes still reside and the practice of acquiring slaves through raids remains prevalent. This method is entrenched in traditional Grabesian customs and continues to exist due to the incomplete subjugation during the Great War, which ended when the government established control over key strategic territories. These remote regions still host communities from these defeated tribes, who under Grabesian law, are subject to capture and enslavement.

Slave Colonies

Slave colonies exist where slaves are selectively paired by their owners to live in structured family units. During the day, these slaves are employed in agricultural or mining tasks. After their work, they return to communal housing within the colony to spend time with their families. These living conditions are highly valued by slaves, as they offer a semblance of family life, serving as an incentive for obedience. Owners often use the promise of placement in a slave colony to encourage good behavior, selecting the most obedient and docile slaves for breeding to perpetuate traits like docility. Other criteria for inclusion in these colonies may include desirable physical or health attributes, aiming to breed for beauty, strength, or similar characteristics.

Imports

While less common, slaves can also be imported from other parts of the world. However, this practice is rare due to the ample supply of slaves within Grabesh itself.

Distribution of Slaves by Sex

In Grabesh, the distribution of slaves by sex reflects the distinct roles they occupy within the economy. Male slaves primarily work in agriculture and mining, sectors that rely on their labor for physically demanding tasks such as farming and extraction operations. These industries, concentrated in rural and remote areas, result in a higher proportion of male slaves in those regions. Conversely, female slaves dominate service-oriented roles, including bartending, domestic work such as cleaning and cooking, and entertainment positions. This concentration of female slaves in urban settings contributes to a predominantly female slave population in towns and tourist hubs like Ngalawa Bay, while rural areas exhibit a greater presence of male slaves.


Bonus Content: Artwork

As a special thank you to readers, revisit the haunting moments of The Making of a Slave with this collection of lineart, showcasing the trilogy’s evocative settings and scenes in a stunning gallery.


Kneeling Position
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Upward Kneeling Pose
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Worship Pose
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Kneeling Chained
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Attention
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Open
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At the Health Office


After Delivery

[image: ]


Waiting to be Processed
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In the Restraining Pillory 1

[image: ]


In the Restraining Pillory 2
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In the Restraining Pillory 3
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Stress Position - Side View
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Stress Position - Frontal View

[image: ]

Milking
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Contemplative
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Landscape Images From Grabesh


Aerial View of Zawadi
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View From the Trailer Cage on the Trip to Ngalawa Bay
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The Mudhut in Which the Friends are Staying
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The Beach of Ngalawa Bay
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Simba's Milk Hut
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Coconut Grove Farm
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Coconut Grove Farm
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Images of Melissa


Passport Check at the Airport
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At the Supervisor's Office
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Waiting Before Mr Mengistu's Office
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Thank you for joining Melissa on her unforgettable journey through The Making of a Slave. After 50 chapters and almost 200,000 words, this trilogy reaches its conclusion with the Epilogue and bonus content—a fictitious Wikipedia entry on Grabesh and a collection of the beloved lineart. I’ve poured my heart into this world, and your support has made it an incredible experience. As you reflect on Melissa’s resilience amidst Grabesh’s unforgiving depths, I hope you enjoy these final moments.




Your Feedback Matters!


If you enjoyed this book, I would be grateful if you could take a moment to leave a review or rating on Amazon. Your support in sharing your thoughts not only helps other readers discover this work but also motivates me to keep writing!

If you have any feedback, questions, or just want to say hello, feel free to email me at damian1982x@protonmail.com. I love hearing from my readers and I'm always eager to improve.

Thank you for reading!




Books In This Series

The Making of a Slave

Part 1: Slaves Don’t Need Visas

Melissa flees the chaos in England with her newly found boyfriend Arbek to Grabesh. The border police want to deport her because she has no visa but Arbek has an idea: Slaves don’t require visas so she could claim to be Arbek’s slave to get past her lack of paperwork and problem solved. What sounds like a simple enough idea spirals into an avalanche of troubles that will change Melissa’s life forever.

Part 2: Enslaved Against Her Will

Picking up where the first part left off, Melissa's accidental slave journey through the tropical country of Grabesh continues. Freed from the Health Office’s cages, she clings to a fragile hope—just ten days until the state collar branding her a slave comes off.

But in a country where slavery is real and legally binding, freedom always seems to slip through her fingers. An entanglement in a debt and a sinister offer unravel her plans, forcing her to stay in a merciless slave system.

Will Melissa be able to regain her freedom?


Part 3: The Slave Academy

In the oppressive heat of Grabesh, Melissa's identity slips further away with every command. Enrolled in The Slave Academy, she faces a grueling regimen designed to forge her into the perfect slave. Stripped bare and collared, her every movement is scrutinized as she navigates a world where obedience is demanded and resistance is crushed. Inside her mind, a storm rages: the woman she was fights against the submissive role she is forced to embody, her thoughts a battleground of defiance and despair.

Markus embarks on a dark journey of his own, shaped by the harsh lessons of Grabesh's culture and the ruthless guidance of those around him. As he learns to assert his will, shedding his innocence for control, Melissa's training deepens, her psyche a battleground where submission and resistance collide and she finds unlikely allies with fellow slave girls who share her naked plight. Can she preserve the fading echoes of her former self, or will the Academy’s relentless conditioning claim her entirely?
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