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Chapter 1: Diary of Annabelle Tillman—Unicorn

Onse apon atime ther was Unicorn. Tha was his onlie name. His name was Unicorn. Unicorn loved mom & thay liked eatch other. She nevr cride with Unicorm. Unicorn dident ever tie her

Unicorn had on a kollar to.

he took her for rids. To her favorit plasses store movies dress store shoes

MOM, I WANT TO RID UNICORN TO!!!

yes Annabel you can rid Unicorn to

Annaballe Anaball Annabelle Annabelle

Annabelle hi Unicorn my naim is Annabelle

randy if yuo rid Unicorn you mite fal off you cant do it

I want a reel unicorn for Chrssmas the blue one not blak and




Chapter 2: Meeting by a Half-Barrel

The best homeless in Chicago congregated north of Lincoln Park, at what used to be an auto parts distribution warehouse, before it was used as a temporary school district fabrication shop, before it became a high-tech business incubator for firms that never showed up, before it was all bulldozed.

A wooden fence was nailed up around it, permeable to anyone who knew where to look. Those within lived upon gravel of various gradations, the hollow remnants of two elevator shafts, and twisted rebar like the hairs of something giant that had been burned. The residents of this place came and went to beg, borrow, or occasionally do honest work.

They did not stand around the proverbial upright garbage barrel when they needed heat. The preferred foundation for life-preserving fire was the half-barrel, four legs soldered crudely to it, the heat available to the seated or even the lying as well as the fully erect.

It was a cold mid-morning in late March, the temperature in the high 20s and climbing slowly, and there was a small fire burning in a half-barrel toward the corner of the lot, a single soul seated before it in an orange and blue housecoat, its colors still vivid where the fabric hadn’t been burned or torn away.

This was a woman, with auburn hair sticking out under a white fedora with an oversized pink feather in the brim, and at the moment her bare hands were splayed out before her, and she was waving them back and forth so her fingers overlapped while she looked at the fire through them with one eye closed.

A poor woman’s kaleidoscope, if you will.

The woman in the nice boots and the better coat, navy blue, synthetic wool, looked at the seated woman from 25 paces and almost turned away. The woman in the nice coat had been wandering here for an hour. She seemed to be looking for something, or someone, but she appeared on the verge of giving up. After one more scan of the expansive ruins and its dozens of huddled denizens, however, she strode with purpose to the other woman.

“Hi,” she said.

The seated woman looked up, smiled and raised her hands, and now she was looking at the standing woman through her fingers, the way she’d been looking at the fire.

“Hi, are you having a nice day?” the seated woman asked, her voice clear, friendly, and not at all hopeless, or drug-addled, or indicative of the mental disorders that beset many in these circumstances.

“It’s nice enough,” said the standing woman. “I was just trying to find the best way to leave.”

“Okay, since you don’t want to leave the way you came in, apparently,” the seated woman said with a subtle irony, and she turned and pointed, “there’s a place back there where you can kind of squeeze through, and then there, past what used to be the elevator shaft, you just have to move that section of corrugated aluminum and you come out on 104th Street.”

The woman took one step in the direction of the shafts, stopped as though reconsidering. Something about the seated woman seemed to surprise the standing woman.

“How long have you been here?” she asked.

“About three months.”

“What were you doing before that?”

“I was at Bheuler Mac.”

“What’s that?”

“A factory in Joliet. It shut down.”

“What were you doing there?” the standing woman asked.

“Apprentice spinner,” the seated woman replied. “That’s what they called it. And they said next I’d be a journeyman. But I think those were just words they used to keep me there until they figured out they needed to close. So really, I was just a spinner. I made fibers.”

There was no bitterness in the woman’s words. One might imagine she simply took life as it came, the world too big and complicated to be questioned. Things happened, you dealt with them, you moved on, and anger was a waste of time and psychic energy. It was an important attribute, something the other woman might have noted.

“I’m sorry you lost your job,” the standing woman said. “What are you going to do next?”

“I don’t know,” said the other woman with a shrug.

“How have you been getting by?”

“A combination of things,” the seated woman said. “It kind of sucks, to be honest.”

The standing woman drew closer, crouched, held her gloved hands over the fire and, after a long pause, looked up.

“Would you consider conversion?” she asked.

The seated woman shifted, a subtle straightening of the back, a change in the way she looked at her visitor, eyes a little narrower, more discerning.

“Yeah,” she said simply. “You’d be the owner?”

“Me and my husband.”

“Where do you live?”

“Aurora.”

“Colorado?”

“Yes.”

“That’s far away,” said the seated woman.

“Do you have anything keeping you in Chicago?” the standing woman asked.

“No. I want to leave.”

“What’s your name?”

“Terry,” said the seated woman. “Do you have a name?”

“I’m Marlena,” said the other woman, nodding in a way that suggested she was starting to get it, that there was an active, clever, ironic mind within the head of this destitute woman warming herself beside a half-barrel.

After a brief pause, Marlena stepped around the fire and offered her hand. Terry took it without standing.

“It’s nice to meet you, Terry,” Marlena said, and after she checked the ground around her, she dropped to her hams, the hem of her faux-wool coat brushing against the white powder of the ruins. “You’d consider it?”

“Yes,” Terry said simply.

“You understand what’s involved?” Marlena inquired.

“I think so,” Terry replied. “But it depends on your rules.”

“We’d follow convention,” Marlena said. “But there’s a lot of room for negotiation there.”

“I’m okay with it,” Terry said.

“You’ve been thinking about this?”

“It’s crossed my mind, yeah,” Terry answered, looking at Marlena a little cryptically. Or maybe amusedly.




Chapter 3: Born A Subject

Born a Subject
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If your parent is a subject when you’re born, that makes you a subject too.

Subjects are very special people. They do very important work.

A subject might help make things in a factory.

A subject might work in a hospital, helping sick people get better.

Some subjects get to work on a farm, planting the seeds, protecting the crops, and harvesting.

A subject might work in a house, for a family or one person, sharing in the work of the house and providing companionship, comfort and love to the people there. Subjects can also have children, which is where you came from!

Some subjects are so skilled and knowledgeable they teach other people.

Each subject wears a collar. The collar has a tag on it that says their name, their special number, and what they do. There might be other tags too, if they work in a certain place or need special privileges. Ask your mom or dad to show you their collar and the tags on it.

Subjects have to do what their owners say, and their owners have to take care of them.

The owners feed their subjects, shelter them, and protect them. Some people don’t have a home or enough money to buy food. They will sometimes decide to become subjects to improve their lives. How did your parent become a subject?

If you were born a subject, you have to get the same education as anyone else your age, up to age 18. After that, you might even go to college, if you study very hard and your owner says you can.

At home and many other places, subjects don’t wear clothing. That makes it easy to know who they are, and keeps them ready for any work. Because subjects are so valuable, their owners might keep them secure in certain ways, and you might have seen that done to your mom or dad.

You should be proud of the special work your parent does, and the important work you will someday do too!




Chapter 4: To the Clinic

“Okay,” Marlena said, bending to put her hands closer to the fire in the half-barrel. “Do you want to move forward today?”

“What does that involve?”

“First, some questions.”

“Shoot.”

“Do you have any venereal diseases? I mean, incurable?”

“No, I don’t think so.”

“Any debt, lawsuits, criminal charges?”

“Nope.”

“You’ll give us your social security number, cooperate with a background check?”

“Yup.”

“Will you go with me to a clinic now, for some tests?”

“Sure,” Terry said, leaning forward and rising to her knees in a single, fluid motion, and Marlena rose beside her. “Which way is your clinic?”

“Let’s leave the way you pointed,” Marlena said.

Terry led Marlena to the corrugated aluminum sheet, raising it and allowing Marlena to pass through first.

Once they were standing together on the cracked sidewalk, the strings of brown weeds growing through, Marlena pulled out her phone, began tapping it.

“What would I call you?” Terry asked.

“Huh?” Marlena replied, distracted.

“Sir, Ma’am?” Terry inquired. “Master, Mistress?”

“Oh,” Marlena said, sounding a little surprised. “Nothing like that. I’m Marlena, my husband is Randy.”

“And what would I be?”

“Your name,” Marlena said. “Uh, Terry, right? Terry.”

“Yes,” Terry said. “I want to have children.”

“Have you had any?”

“No.”

“Are you pregnant?”

“No.”

“So you want to . . . do that after you’re converted?”

“Yes,” Terry said.

“And you understand what that means for the children?”

“Yes,” Terry said. “Or child. I was just wanting one.”

Marlena looked back at her phone, tapped.

“Hey,” she said.

“Hey, Hon,” said a male voice on the speaker. “Where are you?”

“I’ve been in Lincoln Park for an hour,” she said, and she raised her phone to eye level and pivoted back and forth so the camera showed what was behind her: two trees, a modest neighborhood across the street, and a tall fence made of a mishmash of American detritus: chain link, vinyl siding, plywood, a stolen church sign, and parts of a car’s bumper. “I’ve been on the other side of that fence.”

“Find anything?”

“Yeah, maybe,” she said. “I’m talking to someone.”

“Let me see her,” said the male voice.

Before Marlena turned the phone around, she pressed it to her chest and looked at Terry.

“Can you take your hat off?” she whispered.

Terry pulled it off with both hands, tucked it under her left arm and, unbidden, worked her fingers into her auburn locks, lifting and fluffing, not just until the dent of her hat was gone, but until her hair was almost lustrous.

“Okay,” she said with a half-smile. “Ready.”

Marlena raised the phone, pointed it at Terry, and now Terry was face-to-face with a decidedly ugly man.

Upon his round face he bore a single black eyebrow, thick and wide, above two dark, closely-set eyes, the whites visible all around them, like a shark’s eyes. His hair was cut close to the scalp and came to a point in the middle of his forehead. His nose was broad, his mouth small and curled up at the ends.

But then he smiled, sincerely, his professionally whitened teeth dominating his face and softening the rest of it.

“Hi, Randy,” she said, just the hint of a smile on her own face.

“Hi,” he said, his smile yielding to uncertainty. “I’m sorry, my wife didn’t tell me your name.”

“I’m Terry.”

“And . . .” Randy said. “I don’t know what’s been said. You’re okay with . . . conversion?”

“I’ve been thinking about it,” Terry said. “I was thinking about listing myself.”

“And you understand . . .” Randy said, pausing again. “We would want, we would need to . . . protect our investment.”

“I’m not sure what that means,” Terry said.

“It’s why we would follow convention,” Randy said. “Where you’re concerned.”

“I’m fine with that.”

“Do you have any children, Terry?” Randy asked.

“We talked about that,” Marlena interjected, speaking into the back of her phone. “She doesn’t, but she’d like to have at least one.”

“And the child would be ours,” Randy said, and he leaned forward, peering into the screen of whatever device he was using for this conversation, as though trying not just to see Terry’s reaction, but to sense it, to feel it.

“That’s fine,” Terry said, continuing with a phrase of profound portent: “I trust you.”

Randy’s laughter came across as tinny but sincere through Marlena’s phone. He seemed startled by the girl’s words, but touched.

“Thank you,” he said, emotion in his voice before he leveled it and spoke again. “That means a lot. But there are some things we’d need to establish. Some potential dealbreakers. So Marlena—”

“I told her about that,” Marlena interrupted, turning the phone lens back toward herself. “We’re going to the clinic now, and I’ll call you as soon as I know something.”

“Let me talk to her a little more,” Randy said.

Marlena directed the phone toward Terry again, and the girl’s curious face filled the screen.

“Okay, Terry,” Randy began, “we don’t want to waste your time. Or ours. And the tests we need to do are fairly expensive. So if the test is going to turn up something that shouldn’t be there. Serious stuff, I mean. Street opioids. Fentanyl. Ecstasy. It would be better if you told us that now. And we’ll just move on, and it’s cool.”

“Yeah,” Terry agreed. “There’s nothing like that now.”

“And you’re not pregnant?”

“No way.”

“Okay, thanks. I just had to ask. Thanks.”

“Sure.”

“What kind of schooling have you had?”

“Most of high school,” Terry replied.

“What happened there?” Randy asked.

“I quit going.”

“What happened?”

“I just . . . didn’t go anymore.”

“Marlee?” Randy said, and Marlena pointed the phone back at herself.

“Yeah, Bozo?”

“You got this?”

“I’m good,” Marlena said.

“You’re safe there?”

“I am, I promise,” Marlena said. “I’ve been to worse neighborhoods.”

“You’re going straight to the clinic now?” Randy asked.

“Yeah, three blocks away. We can walk it.”

“What’s it called again?”

“Wait a minute,” Marlena said, tapping on her phone. “Okay. Dearborn. Dearborn Medical and Outpatient Surgical.”

“Terry’s the only one you’re taking?” Randy asked.

“So far,” Marlena replied. “Probably just going one at a time.”

“Good luck.”

“Thanks, Sweetie, love ya!”

“Love ya.”

Marlena pocketed her phone, turned to Terry, who was putting her fedora back on and smiling.

“It’s cute that he calls you Marlee,” she said.

“I call him Bozo,” Marlena said, heading up the sidewalk. “Do you think that’s cute?”

“I don’t know,” Terry said. “Why do you call him that?”

“Because he looks like Bozo.”

“That’s not cute, though,” Terry said.

“It sort of is,” Marlena countered.

“What do you need me for?” Terry asked.

Marlena looked at the girl as they approached the intersection. “You mean, if you’re converted?”

“Yes.”

“General Domestic,” Marlena said. “That’s what your tag would say.”

“That doesn’t tell me that much,” Terry said.

“Household chores. Everything. Including windows.”

“What would you do?” Terry asked.

“Help my husband,” Marlena replied, looking at the girl again. There was no accusation in the question, no judgment, it seemed, just an attempt to gather information about what would probably be the most important decision she’d ever make.

“What does he do?” Terry asked.

“He’s an entrepreneur.”

“What’s an entrepren . . . do?”

“Entrepreneur. He—"

“Terry, Baby, where you off to?” shouted a man, approaching the women from the sidewalk.

“Hey, Jarjar,” she said. “I’m going to the doctor’s office.”

The man, already big, was made enormous by his puffy red coat. Sunglasses, a ball cap and a hood made him virtually anonymous. His race—African American—was his only distinguishing feature.

The man stopped, turned his sunglasses toward Marlena and nodded.

“Good morning, Miss.”

“Hello, Sir,” Marlena replied.

“Conversion?” he asked.

“It’s under consideration, yeah,” Marlena said, her voice and her left-of-center posture revealing the first unease she’d shown that morning.

“This is our baby,” the Black man said, and he stepped up to Terry and turned her so she was facing Marlena, and he put his arm around her and squeezed. “Promise me you’ll be good to her. And you’ll be kind to her. And every day, you’ll tell her how special she is.”

Marlena didn’t say yes or no, just stared. Nothing had been agreed to, after all.

“If this is goodbye,” Jarjar continued, pulling off Terry’s hat and kissing the top of her head, “you go with all the love in the world,” and he returned her hat to her head with one hand and wiped the tears running from beneath his sunglasses with with other.

“Love ya,” Terry said, and the man released her and she and Marlena continued on their way, through the intersection and down the next block, and when Marlena turned back, he was standing motionless, watching them go.

They passed a dollar store, a bodega, five small homes, an empty lot, before they reached the clinic, a sprawling gray building which, in a neighborhood like this, handled everything from flu shots to bullet wounds. But conversions were a specialty here.

Marlena held the door for Terry, followed her through the waiting room and its two dozen patients and their two dozen positions on the socio-economic ladder. “Hi,” Marlena said at the first window. “We need a conversion examination done.”

“Five hundred twenty-five,” the clerk said.

Marlena drew out her credit card and the fee was collected, and one might discern from the way Marlena pressed her lips together that this was a relatively large sum to her, a lot of money to spend on a possibility. If this didn’t work out, the loss would sting.

The clerk grabbed forms from the document organizer and stuck them to clipboards.

“Fill these out, front and back,” she said, sliding them through the slot at the bottom of the window. “These are for you, these are for you.”

The women took a pair of seats next to each other to fill in their forms. Marlena’s was shorter and simpler, name and address and information that would go into a statistical database. The federal government, as well as the Illinois Dept. of Health and Human Services, liked to know about the people considering converting someone from free to property, whether or not it ultimately happened. Questions included home state, income and demographics of the prospective owner, as well as the sex and age of the person being sought, and how they would be used.

Terry’s form was longer, and along with the demographics it included dozens of questions about medical history. Marlena watched out of the corner of her eye as Terry checked off the “NO” on every line. If the girl was being honest, she was very healthy.

As soon as Terry finished and signed her form, Marlena handed her complete document to the girl and Terry—in a tacit acknowledgment of the relationship that might or might not come to fruition—carried them both back to the window.

“What’s your house like?” Terry asked as soon as she’d returned to her seat.

“Three bedroom, small,” Marlena said. “But we own it. And we’re planning to upgrade as soon as we can.”

The answer seemed to satisfy Terry, and she looked up at the television screen, showing a close-captioned morning news program, while Marlena studied her phone, checked email and texted Randy a quick update: “Waiting to be called back!”

“Great!” Randy replied quickly.

“They’ll probably want to keep you here overnight,” Marlena said.

“That’s fine,” Terry said.

“Do you know what happens after that?”

“Not really.”

“If your results come back good, you can sign a basic conversion form and we’ll get you sent to a center that converts. There’s one in Highland Park we’ll probably use, so it’s not a long trip. You’ll stay there for a week or so, and you’ll be trained and assessed. And that’s where we’ll go over your agreement too.”

Marlena looked at Terry, and Terry nodded.

“Conversion is . . .” Marlena began. “They call it rigorous. If you fail, you’ll be released. But if you make it through, we’ll want you to sign the agreement before you’re brought to us. So we’ll need to have everything worked out by then. We won’t be able to talk, but we’ll trade ideas in writing. The center supports that. And if you pass but we can’t reach agreement, we can let you go, or have the center sell you to someone else for us.”

“I just want to be able to have a baby,” Terry said, eyes not wavering from the broadcast.

“That would be covered,” Marlena said. “We’re okay with that.”

“I want to raise them,” Terry said. “Until 18. Or older.”

“Of course.”

“And you can’t just sell her, her or him, away from me.”

“There are templates for various arrangements,” Marlena said. “We can send you the ones we’re okay with, and let you choose.”

“Terry, Marlena,” said the nurse from the door next to the clerks’ windows, and the two women rose and passed into a long hall, where they were directed into a large clinic room equipped for the comprehensive work required for a conversion.

“Have you bathed today?” the woman asked.

Terry shook her head.

“Clean up there, hair and body,” she said, pointing to the walk-in shower. “Shampoo and soap are in the dispensers. And that’s the bag dispenser, pull as many as you need for your clothes. Please don’t put them back on when you’re done washing.”

“What will I wear?” Terry asked.

“Nothing.”




Chapter 5: Diary of Annabelle Tillman—Hot Revenge

April 8, 2042

I got boiling lava hot revenge on Cara Vigman today.

She was talking to Mark Sancerre after third period, because everyone knows she wants him & have his babies & everything, and he has NO interest because he’s nice & normal & she has painful mental challenges & I was just walking by there and he says just ‘hey Annabelle’ like normal & I didn’t even say hi back out of respec for Cara, sincerely I know she doesn’t deserve it but anyway.

& then there’s this whispering, psst psst psst but I heard subject in it and so I stopped and it’s Cara & Mark. & Daisy & Tina are there too.

They were all talking piss to Mark about me I could tell.

My heart was going so fast, so it almost hurt, but you can’t just let people say junky things where your own name is concerned. They’re all looking at me so I say ‘hi Mark, was Cara telling you about me?’

Boys do NOT get into girl fights. Mark is splendid about this. He was mum as a mummy.

So then Cara started in. What she said: ‘I was saying he should tread lightly because you’re what your mom is’

The problem is (problem for Cara), is that all of that junky stuff already got said to me before about my mom by other people & such, so I had my answer all packed up & ready

‘What’s my mom?’ is my question.

Cara can’t answer straight cuz now she’s scared. ‘Shes’ that’s how she starts, just that, then ‘you know’

I hear ‘slave’ or even ‘sex slave’. Someone said that but I didn’t know who because all of my attention was on Cara

So I say ‘what’s your mom, Cara?’ which was a perfect question for her because everyone knows what her mom is. She keeps going to the hospital for intense personal meltdowns and Cara gets called out of school everytime it happens so everyone knows

‘My mom’s none of your business,’ Cara says

‘If my mom’s your business, why isn’t your mom my business?’ That was my question for Cara. My FIRST question for Cara. Then I went in for a cold kill. ‘And its all of our business anyway, ‘cuz it’s very disruptive in class when you get called out ‘cuz she went to the hospital again.’

I know we weren’t supposed to talk about that. They told us that. But if anyone calls me up on it, shouldn’t the same rule be for me, that they can’t be allowed to talk about my mom being her thing that she is? And what that means about me?

I’ve been dealing with it, getting trash talked to, and I have bettered myself too, reading all the books and going to the groups my whole life almost.

But not mom. She wasn’t born into it. She was free before she had me. I’ve asked her how it started for her, what she had to do to end up like this, and she said she’d tell me one day but she hasn’t yet. I think it bothers her, what she remembers.

Rules:

Don’t talk about Cara Vigman’s mom

Therefore: Don’t talk about Annabelle Tillman’s mom either

Don’t talk about Annabelle

Subjects do the best they can

Mom does her best. She raised me great

She helps Marlena and Randy, and they help her, and me

Cara totally wilted. That’s for the record. My words covered her like green goop that turns to concrete.

I have a subject number now. It starts with a K. Mom says I should remember it but not tell anyone and not write it down unless I have to. Mom’s main number is on her collar, and anyone can see that, so it’s not secret.

Annabelle

Annabelle Sancerre

Annabelle Tillman

I want a power powder blue




Chapter 6: A Conversion Exam

Given the nature of what Marlena was proposing for Terry, modesty didn’t make much sense, but nakedness isn’t something most people do comfortably the first time in a new context, and Terry undressed slowly, and stiffly, as she prepared for her shower.

Compounding the challenges, nothing she was removing was nice, from her fedora and her patchy orange and blue housecoat to her shoes, each in two shades of brown, which seemed to have either been stolen from a bowling alley, or given away by one.

Marlena settled into a chair on the other side of the clinic room, mostly peering at her phone, but glancing up now and then, watching when Terry pulled the first bag from the dispenser and wedged her coat sideways into it, pushing after it her shoes and a pair of blackened, once-pink socks.

She set the bag, stuffed beyond closing, next to the trashcan, pulled the oversized gray sweatshirt over her head, unsnapped and pushed down her jeans, revealing a pair of tattered white long johns. Next came two more sweaters, one black, one green, and the second bag was filled. Next to come off were a blue button down and a black bra two sizes too small for her C-cup breasts, which swung as they were freed, her pink nipples aiming high. Last to come off were the long johns and the light blue panties, all of it shoved into the third bag.

Terry was slender but not gaunt, with full thighs and buttocks, a dark red triangle of pubic hair, and a thickness of skin over her ribs that established she’d managed to keep her food above sustenance level through her destitution.

Completely naked now, she glanced at Marlena just as Marlena was peering back, the two women’s eyes meeting briefly before Terry turned toward the shower, twisted the faucet on, tested the stream with her fingers and, when it was ready, stepped in and pulled the curtain closed behind herself.

She showered for more than 10 minutes, humming lightly at times until her self-consciousness got the better of her, and she was smiling when she shut the water off and emerged, her face a shade lighter with all the grime gone. She grabbed two towels from the stand beside her, pressed the first one against her hair, wrapping clumps of it and squeezing before she made a turban of it and went to work on her body, drying herself thoroughly before she attempted to wrap the towel around her hips and breasts, giving up when she realized it was too small to tuck into itself, and she folded it up and set it on the counter. Self-consciousness struck again, the girl seeming to realize that she could do better than an ensemble consisting only of a white towel around her hair, like a girl in a Middle Eastern burlesque show, and she pulled it off and pressed it against her scalp before she folded it, set it atop the other towel, turned her back to Marlena and studied the wall.

“You don’t have any family in town?” Marlena asked.

“No,” Terry said to the wall.

“Do you have any family at all?” Marlena asked. “Anywhere?”

“Sort of, I guess,” Terry said. “But they’re not really family anymore.”

“I’m sorry. Where were you born?”

“Oregon,” Terry replied.

Someone rapped at the door and it opened a second later and a female doctor entered, and Terry instinctively draped her right forearm across her nipples and her left hand over her mound.

“Okay, conversion assessment,” the woman said, mostly to herself as she looked at a sheaf of papers. “I hope you’re Terry.”

“I am,” Terry said.

“And you’re the prospective owner?” the doctor said to Marlena, still seated in the far corner.

“Yes.”

“You’re Marlena, then.”

“That’s me.”

“Did you want her placed in physical custody?” the doctor asked.

“Um, well . . . I guess she already is?”

“I can have her tethered,” the doctor said. “Otherwise . . . if she decides she doesn’t want to be here, she can leave, and you’re out five hundred dollars.”

“Tethered?” Marlena said.

“By her ankle,” the doctor said. “It won’t interfere with the examination.”

“Sure,” Marlena said simply. The logic was sound.

The doctor left, her departure followed by the slight click of the door being bolted from the outside.

It is not owning a person that is awkward. It is all the little things one must do to exercise ownership that make the enterprise embarrassing. Mostly for the owned, of course, and even before they’re fully owned.

Terry dealt with her imminent humiliation as well as could be expected. She went to the small mirror above the biohazards waste bin and leaned forward, peering at herself, shaking out her damp hair, pretending that there was something there she found very important to look at.

The door opened and the doctor entered with a burly male with a long, coiled chain dangling from his hand.

The orderly crouched by a cleat embedded in the floor next to the wall, padlocked one end of the chain to it.

“Miss?” he said. “Can you step over here?”

Terry, still struggling to normalize the abnormal, raised her hands to her mouth and laughed as she rounded the exam chair.

“Have you worn one of these before?” he asked.

“No, never,” Terry said, but she seemed to understand what was required, stopping just before the man, her hand and forearm returning to their service as imperfect clothing.

The orderly, however, seemed to have no interest in anything but Terry’s right ankle, raising the open cuff to it, encircling it, locking it, checking the fit.

“The chain is 10 feet long,” he said. “You’ll be able to reach any place in the room, as long as you don’t get it tangled up. Don’t try to go through the door, and don’t forget it’s on.”

Terry looked down at the cuff, her face a blushing manifestation of the thoughts that are inevitable the first time one is placed in metal restraints.

After that, the exam proceeded normally, the female doctor treating Terry’s body like a commodity. Weight and height, blood pressure and temperature, urine and blood samples, breasts checked for lumps, then up on the chair with her feet in the stirrups for a visual examination, a pap smear, an anal swab. Marlena stepped up to the table for this portion of the exam, looking over the doctor’s shoulder at Terry’s sex organ. The girl wanted a baby, after all.

Everything was packaged up and labeled and sent to the lab for overnight analysis, and the exam continued. Terry’s eyes and ears were checked, her vision and hearing were tested, her intelligence was measured.

The girl had a quick mind, tempered somewhat by her tendency to make jokes of things.

Asked the capitol of Illinois, she asserted that “It ought to be Chicago, most people think that,” but she never got the chance to say Springfield, and her first answer was marked down and scored as simply wrong. She struggled with math, did better with history and social studies, demonstrated the reading comprehension of a slightly above-average high school graduate.

With bathroom breaks, breaks for lunch, several pauses while the doctor attended to other matters, the exam wasn’t over until almost 4 that day, when the doctor tapped Terry’s final answer into her tablet, tallied the results and looked up at the girl, still naked, still tethered by her ankle, sitting up on the exam chair, legs dangling because she didn’t need to be stirruped during a test of her mind.

“All done,” the doctor said, turning toward Marlena. “Would you like to continue?”

“You mean today?” Marlena said. “How much more is there?”

“Would you like us to keep her overnight, while we wait for the lab results?”

“Sure,” Marlena replied. “I’ve paid for it, right? Why wouldn’t I?”

“You’re satisfied with how she’s done so far?”

“I think so,” Marlena said. “What do you think?”

“I’d put her in the top quartile of female conversion candidates,” the doctor said. “Maybe the top fifth.”

“And that’s good, right?” Marlena said, sounding puzzled.

“It means that so far, she’s testing out better than seventy-five to eighty percent of the females we look at.”

“Well, yeah, that seems good then,” Marlena noted.

“Some prospective owners want top ten, top five,” the doctor said. “We send girls out the door all the time.”

“No, we want to see this through,” Marlena said.

“I would advise that,” the doctor said. “But I needed to be sure.”

“Where will she be staying?” Marlena asked.

“We have a cell area at the back of the clinic,” the doctor said.

“Will she be—” Marlena began.

“Yes,” the doctor said, anticipating what was probably a common question. “She’ll be in a locked cell, in a locked cell room, and the clinic stays locked from the inside after hours.”

“Okay,” Marlena said, nodding and casting her eyes briefly at Terry, who seemed to be in her own world at the moment, her eyes on her feet, swinging her legs and making her chain rattle rhythmically.

The doctor left the room, and after a long silence punctuated only by the clink of the tether, Marlena approached the girl.

“Are we good?” she asked tentatively.

“Yeah,” Terry replied, looking up, arching eyebrows over dark eyes, her lashes thick and black and real, her cheekbones high. Doctors are not trained to professionally evaluate beauty, so perhaps the woman could be forgiven for her lukewarm assessment of the girl.

“They’re going to keep you here overnight,” Marlena said. If the girl was going to balk, now was the time to find out. The wheels that had begun turning weren’t for everyone; weren’t for the vast majority of people, really. Best to know now if they should be stopped for the homeless girl with the pretty eyes. Because at some point, very soon, the turning of those wheels would become unstoppable.

“I wanna do this,” Terry said simply, her voice flat and her eyes downcast, the picture of resigned acceptance to a series of abstract calculations whose final figure was simple and, at the moment, very tangibly locked around her ankle.

The doctor did not return. Instead, the next person through the clinic room door was a female orderly, not particularly burly. She had arrived with a little satchel, and after she locked the door behind her, she set it down on the counter and began pulling things out: two pieces of folded light blue paper and two pairs of restraints.

The orderly knelt, released Terry’s cuff.

“Would you like the bikini?” the woman asked.

“The bikini?” Terry echoed with a laugh.

Instead of explaining, the orderly grabbed the first piece of folded blue paper and handed it to Terry, and she opened it quizzically until the paper had taken on the form of a pair of panties.

“Yeah,” Terry said.

Given their fragile construction, she pulled them up her legs gingerly, adjusted them around her waist, twisted around to inspect the fit at her bottom, laughed to herself, because—like any human endeavor—the process of turning a person into property featured its share of humor, along with the humiliation.

Next came the bra, and Terry unfolded it, slipped her arms through the paper straps, angled her arms backwards to close the Velcro catch, adjusted the cups. It was a one-size-fits-all top, and the garment creased as it strained against her heavy flesh, not quite covering the bottoms of her breasts, even after she slipped her fingers along the lower edges.

“Hands behind,” the orderly said, grabbing the first of the two steel restraints, and Terry obeyed, looking at the ceiling as her wrists were bound behind her. She didn’t blush this time, nor did she when the orderly crouched to chain her ankles together. She was already getting used to this, apparently.

“Small steps,” the orderly advised, and Terry stepped forward cautiously, following the orderly to the door.

“Can I see where you’re keeping her?” Marlena asked, and the orderly assented with a shrug, unlocking and opening the exam room door.

Their path through the building was labyrinthine enough that even if Terry did escape her cell and the locked door beyond it, she’d never find an external door.

The clinic’s prison was not an afterthought but seemed to have been built as an intentional part of the structure from the start, entered through a solid steel door with a face-sized window and the customary instructions about keeping out and no unauthorized personnel, along with a message of more peculiar intent: “RESIDENTIAL: HUMAN CONTENTS”

The orderly peered through the window and, seeing no threats within, pulled out the largest key on a ring full of them to unlock the door and push it open.

There were 10 cells here, five on either side, bars in front, solid walls on either side, a cot, a pillow, thin sheet, blanket, and a combo sink/toilet that looked like neither.

There were four females, one male in the cages, in various states of boredom, two girls on their cots, two at the corners of their cages next to each other, who’d probably been conversing quietly until the door opened, who might have known each other before they entered this building, who might even have been sisters. The man was sitting up, his lower half under the sheet as though he were recuperating in a hospital bed.

The females were all in the same paper bikini Terry had put on, although one had lost her top, probably because her breasts were too big for it and had ripped it apart, or they just couldn’t rest comfortably in it. The man’s garment, if he was wearing one, was hidden beneath his sheet.

All five of them, like Terry, must have wanted to be here. Or, more accurately, wanted to be here more than wherever they’d been before this, preferred this to whatever other options life had given them. And so they were all behaving, all cooperating. Dismal as was being turned into a slave, no one wanted to fail at it and go back to their last occupation.

This was, in ancient slave parlance, the Middle Passage, the first stop after freedom, the last stop before full slavery. They were not chained side-by-side on a slave ship reeking of human waste, ringing with the moans of the dying and heartbroken, but everyone here had been in their own places, and now they were together before they made their way to other places.

The orderly went to the nearest empty cell, unlocked it and pulled open the door, and Terry stepped in and turned, watching the door close behind her, watching the key turn.

“Cuffs off,” the orderly said, and after a brief moment of confusion, Terry backed up to the bars and waited while her restraints were removed.

“We’ll see you tomorrow,” Marlena said hopefully.

“Yeah,” Terry agreed, nodding as the woman backed out of the little prison.




Chapter 7: Diary of Annabelle Tillman—A Sleepover

Aubrey Winston invited me to a sleepover at her place, just her and me, and then she got invited to her cousin’s sleepover the same weekend, so she asked me to go and I said yes.

Nobody knew me there or about my mom or the Tillmans. It was her cousin’s birthday. Her cousin is Ginger, even though she’s not an official ginger. She turned 13. We went swimming and did karaoke and she got presents to open, and when Ginger’s parents went to bed, we played truth or dare. I’ve never played it before, but you have to either do something or tell the absolute truth about something.

One girl had to make out with a pillow like it was this boy she crushes on named Billy, and she was so all over it and one fake eyelash came off and stuck to it and we were crying laughing and then everyone’s obsessing over sex and saying things about it before we got back to the game, and they were going light on me because they didn’t know me, but this girl Friday (her name is honest to god Friday) asked me if I was going to do it before or after I got married, and I had to answer with the truth, so I said I would probably never get married, and they were going what, you don’t like boys, but hey, you can marry a girl now too, but I said it wasn’t that, and Aubrey was sort of squirming because she knew what I was talking about but to her everlasting credit she didn’t spill the beans she let me.

“My mom was a subject, and then she had me,” I said, my exact words. I almost never have to tell people because they already know, but it was just the truth so I said it for the game.

They were not getting it.

“Wha—?"

So I said it the way people understand: “My mom’s a slave, and I’m one too.”

It was weird. No one even believed me. Aubrey knows, because she’s done sleepovers and seen my mom and knows all the facts, but she was mum. Like, this was my thing.

And then we played a little more and had popcorn and watched part of this movie but it was boring and one girl fell asleep on the couch and they were getting hot water to put her hand in and make her pee but then Ginger decided she didn’t want pee on her couch because she’d catch it from her mom and dad and we were sitting there, like, go to sleep or try to stay up? and Friday asks “If your a slave where’s your collar?”

“You don’t get those until you’re like, 17,” I said. “You’re supposed to be full grown for it.”

“It seems made up,” said this other girl, Marta.

“Okay,” I said, like I didn’t care, because I didn’t. It doesn’t hurt you at all if someone doesn’t believe you.

“Is there any way you can prove it?” Friday said. “Here, tonight?”

“Probably not,” I said. “Well, there’s a chip in my back, but it’s so small you can’t see it, or even feel it much.”

Marta gives this big snort, as in, yup, your totally lying.

“Look it up,” I said, and I think my tone was starting to get irritated a little.

“When did they put it in you?” Marta asked.

“When I was eight.”

“Did it hurt?”

“A little, like a shot.”

“Can I see it?” Marta asks.

I took off my shirt. Some girls would never do that but I didn’t care. I’m sort of developed too so it doesnt matter. “You can try,” I say. I was sitting on the floor with them all, so Friday was the first to get behind me, touching my back, and I tell her higher, lower, yeah that’s it, because I know right where it is.

“Eee!” Friday said, because she felt it right then, and then everyone had to feel it, and they started believing me, which again I didn’t care about, but was just providing an education I guess, and they asked me dumb questions like did it light up or make a noise, to which I answered no, duh, it just sits there, but if you have something on your phone, like a special app, you can sort of see it, and see things about me on it.

“Your mom has one too?” Marta asks, and I know she’s not believing me again.

“Yeah, we all do,” I say back.

“Where does she live then?” Marta totally cross-examined.

“Uh, in a house,” I said. “With me, and the Tillmans.” Duh.

“Who are the Tillmans?”

“They own my mom,” I say. “So they own me too.”

“Have you seen her?” That was Ginger’s question, to Aubrey, since she knows we’re friends. Aubrey was in the conversation now, so she stepped up.

“Yeah, all the time,” Aubrey says.

“Is she a slave like Annabelles been saying?” Marta asks with total suspicion.

“Yes,” Aubrey said.

“You’ve seen her chip?” Marta asks. Duh.

“No, but she has a collar on,” Aubrey said, and she looked at me and I looked back like, happy, like I’m thinking prove my point, Aubrey, so she spoke her mind, as follows. “But she’s usually in no clothes, almost ever, and then they put these chains on her feet a lot of the time too”

“No way,” Ginger said, and everyone was like fist-in-mouth because it was the worst thing they ever heard, or so I imagine.

“Are they going to do that to you?” Friday asks. Upset like.

“I don’t know,” I said, being extremely honest. “It’s up to them. But probably. When I’m old enough.”

“Are they nice?”

“Yes,” I say.

“And super rich too,” Aubrey said. “You should see the house where she lives.”

“I would run away,” Marta says. “Why didn’t you run away?”

“And go where?” I said. “Plus, I want to stay with my mom.”

“Aren’t you afraid?” is the next question.

“Afraid of what?”

“Of . . . . (and then she didn’t say anything more, hard question to ask I guess)

“No,” I said. “I talked to the Tillmans about it. And my mom. They bought me a book that talks about it, and they got different stuff, like a scrapbook for you and a diary, so you can think about it and you’re sort of ready.”

“You have to have sex all the time,” Ginger said in a total blurt, and everyone had mouths  covered like oh, you went there.

“In movies, maybe,” said Marta, and then everyone started in engaging in this conversation about two movies of it, King’s Queen and the movie For All the Six O’Clocks and everyone was agreeing Sydney Swarthman was so good as a slave & gorgeous and I think if they could be her like she was in that movie the movie King’s Queen they would be a slave in a heartbeat, but the conversation circled around back to me and now Friday was the one to ask, “Are you gonna do it all the time then?”

To much comedy. Like, serious laughing. I guess people think it’s funny? Maybe it is

“It depends on what they have you for,” I said, correcting Marta—again. “Some have to do that, and some do other things.”

“Do you think you’ll like it, though?”

“Probably. I’ve heard it’s good.”

Everyone couldn’t believe that answer and were laughing but its true so what’s the big deal.

“What does your book say about it?” Friday asked.

“It’s for you when you’re like seven,” I told her. “So it doesn’t say anything much. It’s more general about it. It just says you’re special.”

Someone then asked what was my name on Look! and Picturedrop and I said I don’t have it ‘cuz I don’t have a phone, and they said oh because of your mom it’s not allowed and I said no they said I just can’t have a phone until I’m 13 and they asked when I turn 13. So it’s in two months and they said what’s your name gonna be no idea because what if it’s already taken but something with Annabelle in it probably and yeah look for me, saying it like I really wanted them to but I didn’t care and everyone wanted to stop talking about it then, but I think I spoke up very well for myself.

I think my mom is beautiful

I think Im ugly. My mouth is so big it could hold Fort Nocks forts Knox

Annabelle Annabellea Annablue Annabull belle Belle if your French belle=beautiful

General Domestic Domestick El Generale honcho hombre tostada

For Xmas please I want some




Chapter 8: To Conversion

The next morning, a little after 11, Terry, handcuffed in front and shackled and naked because they told her to take off her paper bikini, was walked from her cell to a small conference room at the back of the clinic. Marlena was already there, as was a man she hadn’t met yet.

“Hi, Terry, I’m Craig,” he said, taking her bound hand in his. “Please have a seat.”

Terry pulled the plastic chair away from the table and sat heavily.

“How did you sleep?” Marlena asked.

“Not great,” Terry replied honestly. “There were some snorers back there.”

Marlena laughed, turned to Craig, and he opened a manilla folder and glanced briefly at the first page before he turned his gaze to Terry.

“I’m a conversion specialist,” he said. “I get involved when it looks like a conversion is going to move forward. I’m here to represent the interests of all parties.” He looked down at the sheet again. “Yours, Marlena’s and Randy’s.”

“And the baby’s,” Terry said.

“The baby’s?” Craig said, looking with alarm at Marlena. “I wasn’t aware there—”

“She hasn’t been born yet,” Terry interrupted.

“But you think you’re pregnant?” Craig said, still looking startled. “Because that’s not in your—”

“One day,” Terry said. “But she, or he if it’s a he . . . their interests too, please.”

“Oh, oh, of course,” Craig said, a smile of relief creasing his face. “That will be an important part of the conversation, but mostly between you and Mr. and Mrs. Tillman. We’re not going to get that far into things today.”

“Okay,” Terry said, nodding, and she looked at Marlena and Marlena nodded back and smiled. It was a sincere smile. Warm, encouraging. And one might imagine that if it were anything less, if Marlena had shown no expression or, worse, forced the smile, this thing they were working on would die at that moment.

Craig, no more than 30, coatless, in a white shirt and tie, looked at Terry and continued.

“I’ve got very good news for you,” he said. “You’re remarkably healthy. No sexually-transmitted diseases, no cancer indicators, none of the DNA markers we look for. Your blood’s healthy, your hormones are all at the right levels.”

Terry nodded.

“I’ve already shared the good news with Marlena, and on that basis, she wants to move forward,” Craig said. “But only if you do as well.”

“I do.”

Marlena smiled a little weakly, cleared her throat. “We’ll be sending you to Highland Park, to the place I told you about,” she said.

“Okay.”

“And we’ll have what’s called an option on you,” Marlena continued. “Depending on how things go there, we can take ownership of you, sell you to someone else, or just walk away and let you go.”

“Sure,” Terry said, her nonchalance in marked contrast to the seriousness of the topic. But her next words proved she was paying attention—to what mattered to her.

“When do I get to look at the templates?” she asked.

“The templates?” Marlena asked.

“Relating to my child,” Terry explained.

“Okay, right,” Marlena said, looking a little surprised. “As soon as you’re settled in at Highland Park.”

“I can go there now?” Terry asked.

“If you don’t have any more questions, we need you both to sign an understanding of conversion, and then we can pack you up,” Craig said.

“I don’t have any more questions,” Terry said.

“And Marlena, we’ll need payment now.”

“So it was . . . three thousand?” Marlena said, setting her purse on the table and looking decidedly pained.

“Four thousand two-fifty,” said Craig.

Marlena looked like she’d been punched, and she struggled to regain her composure, her next words clipped, short.

“For the place in Highland Park?”

“Highland Park Industries, yes,” Craig said.

“Their website says three thousand.”

Craig smiled knowingly, clearly not the first time he’d heard this.

“No one pays three thousand,” he said. “If you just show up at the door, they’ll tack on at least 600 in fees. Taxes, certificates, health check—”

“So I could just take her then?” Marlena said, her voice challenging now.

“You are free to go, both of you,” Craig said. “You just have to get her there herself.”

“So you’re saying that you’re going to mark it up that much? You’re going to charge me an extra, uh, seven hundred, uh six hundred and, uh, fifty dollars to drive her to Highland Park?”

“Transport is just part of it,” Craig said. “We also insure, and you don’t—”

“Insure?” Marlena said.

“If anything happens between here and Highland Park Industries.”

“You’re talking about an accident?” Marlena said.

“Well, that,” Craig said. “And theft. And escape.”

“Theft of what?” Marlena demanded.

“Terry,” he said. “Or escape.”

“Escape,” Marlena echoed, looking at Terry, who looked back at her blankly. “Well, I don’t know why that would happen.”

“How long have you known each other?” Craig inquired.

“We met, uh, yesterday morning,” Marlena said.

“And you’re positive she’ll go with you?”

“Why wouldn’t she?” Marlena said, looking toward Terry again.

“People change their minds, or . . .” Craig began, looking at Terry now, apologetically. “I’m sure you’re a very nice girl, Terry, so I’m speaking generally. We’ve had girls who just wanted a physical, or a pregnancy test, or a place to stay overnight. The next day, they leave with the prospective owner, but at some point they . . . get lost. Or someone might help with that. And then it’s theft.”

“Theft,” Marlena repeated, clearly lost.

“It might be someone she, someone the girl knows, or it might be someone else. We’ve established her value. You’re willing to pay thousands of dollars to attempt a conversion. So someone else might find out about that and take her to another center, and they’ll—”

“She would tell them, though, right?” Marlena interrupted. “She just tells them she’s mine and she—”

“It doesn’t work that way,” Craig said gently. “They’re not . . . these programs are not set up to take any information from the candidate. All that matters is what’s on the consignment papers.”

“You mentioned insurance,” Marlena said.

“The standard policy,” Craig said, “the policy that just about everyone gets, pays out $50,000 if she doesn’t make it to the center. We can add a self-harm rider, a virginity rider if that’s an issue, but almost no one needs those.”

“So if it doesn’t work out, we get $50,000?” Marlena said.

“If she doesn’t make it to the place in Highland Park, yeah. Once she’s checked in, the policy expires.”

“Can I just pay for the insurance and take her there myself?” Marlena asked.

Craig shook his head but humored her with his next words.

“How would you get her there?” he asked.

“A Zip,” Marlena said, “or I could rent a car.”

“They won’t write a policy on unsecured transportation,” Craig said. “Or on people they don’t know. Too many risks.”

“How are you getting her there?” Marlena asked.

“Accredited transport,” Craig said.

“Is that a company?” Marlena asked.

“No, a process,” Craig replied. “You’re welcome to see her once she’s been packed up.”

“Packed up?” Marlena echoed.

“It’s very secure,” Craig said.

Marlena scowled, looked into her purse for her phone, realized it had already been taken out and set on the table.

“How much again?” she asked.

“Four thousand, two hundred and fifty dollars,” Craig said.

“And that’s total, right?” Marlena said. “No extra fees, no—”

“That’s the bottom line,” Craig replied. “Nothing extra.”

“I can pay with a credit card?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, let me call my husband,” Marlena said. “And he might say no. We didn’t budget for this.”

“Of course,” Craig said, nodding.

Marlena stood and went to the room’s far corner, dialed, whispered urgently into it while Craig smiled and Terry stared at her hands.

Most of Marlena’s words were inaudible, but a careful listener might have been able to pick out a phrase here and there:

“. . . she really seems like a find . . .”

“. . . you know it’s the cheapest place in Illinois . . .”

“. . . yes, everything . . .”

“. . . okay, yes, love ya, Babe.”

Marlena headed back to the table, sat down heavily, reached into her purse, pulled out her wallet, retrieved her credit card.

“Okay,” she said, sliding it over to Craig.

Craig exited, and Marlena sighed.

“We’re not poor,” she said, looking at the girl. “But we’re on a budget.”

“I have a question,” Terry said.

“Go ahead.”

“What do you want me for?”

“Domestic, like we talked about.”

“That’s it?”

“We’re starting a business,” Marlena said. “Or businesses. There’s a lot of opportunities out there.”

“What kind of businesses?”

“Franchises,” Marlena said vaguely. “Technology. Business to business stuff.”

“What would I be doing?”

“Clerical,” Marlena replied. “Administrative. Inventory. Other things.”

“Bozo?” Terry asked.

“I’m the only one who calls him that.”

“Randy?”

“What about Randy?” Marlena asked. The question could have been asked sharply, accusingly. But it just sounded like curiosity.

“Taking care of him?” Terry asked, raising her left eyebrow just enough to make her meaning clear.

“Are you saying you want to?” Marlena asked. Still, no accusation.

“I’m asking if you would want me to,” Terry said.

“Yes,” Marlena replied simply, the word followed by a slight smile, as though the girl had surprised her again.

“You waited a long time to ask,” Marlena noted.

“One thing at a time,” Terry said. “Just, how I feel about something. Then I ask.”

“How do you feel about me?”

“I’m here,” Terry said with a shrug.

Craig returned with the credit card and a form, drew more forms from the stack of papers before him, and as he pointed and explained, the women signed the documents, and Craig picked up everything and shuffled it together and left, and an orderly appeared.

“This way,” he said, and Terry rose and followed him with chain-shortened steps.

“Should I go with her?” Marlena asked.

“She’s being transported,” the orderly replied.

“I know. I was told I could see her get, um, packed up.”

“Okay, sure,” the orderly said as he pushed closed the door. “We’ll come get you when she’s ready.”

Marlena picked up her phone and tapped a quick message into it: “Done!”

For another 15 minutes, Marlena tapped on her phone, searched news, waited pensively until a female nurse poked her head in the door.

“Marlena?” she asked.

“Yes?”

“The HP crew is here, they’re about to sandwich your girl if you want to tell her goodbye.”

Marlena stood, followed the nurse out the door and through a maze of hallways to an outdoor loading area where Terry, still in shackles and handcuffs, her neck now enclosed in a temporary steel collar, had been confined to a small standing cage.

The girl was still naked, and the temperature was no more than 40 degrees, and Marlena in her coat winced for the girl, took a step forward until the nurse touched her arm.

“They want us to wait on this side of the blue line,” she said, pointing to a dark blue stripe of paint, beyond which two workers in gray coveralls were arranging an assortment of nondescript metal fabrications. A truck painted the same shade of gray idled just beyond the loading dock, “Highland Park Subject Conversions” emblazoned in black on its sides.

The workers finished whatever it was they were doing and released Terry from her cage, walked her over to a large metal frame and pointed to the middle of it, where they wanted her to sit.

Her eyes went wide when she dropped to the cold concrete, but she obeyed when they told her to lie flat and raise her arms. Her chains came off one at a time while her wrists and ankles were transferred to cuffs that extended on chains from the corners of the cage, spreading her out into a shivering female X.

“She’s going to die from hypothermia before they ever get her to Highland Park,” Marlena protested.

“They know what they’re doing,” the nurse assured.

Simply binding her hand and foot wasn’t sufficient, apparently, because the workers went to opposite corners of the frame and made adjustments there as something was being set, or pulled, or tightened. And indeed, the line that ran from Terry’s left wrist to her right ankle grew tense, her shoulder straining, her hand tightening to a fist.

The men moved to the remaining two corners and repeated the process, stretching Terry out as though tuning a sensitive piece of equipment, and she grimaced and opened her mouth as if to shout, and her ribs rose and fell, but no noise was made.

The next procedure was the nurse’s, and when the men looked up at her expectantly, she stepped over the blue line, put on a pair of latex gloves and crouched between Terry’s legs, first to spread her lips so she could insert a catheter she drew from her pocket, second to push a thick plug up the girl’s anus.

“You’re doing just fine,” she said, brushing Terry’s thigh with her hand while the girl breathed in and out with puffed-cheek urgency.

The nurse returned to Marlena’s side as quickly as she’d left.

“That’s for . . .” Marlena prompted.

“Keeps her sanitary for the trip,” the nurse explained.

“She’s only going to be on the truck for half an hour, isn’t she?”

“She might be on it all day,” the nurse replied. “This isn’t the only stop they’re making.”

One of the men positioned a sheet of iron grating over the front of the frame, bolting it in place in two corners, locking the bolts, and the men raised the frame so that Terry and Marlena could regard each other at equal eye level, but the girl didn’t seem interested in talking, or in anything other than not freezing to death, her eyes downcast, her lower jaw shaking violently.

A second sheet of grating was bolted to the back of the frame and the line to her catheter was run to a metal tank bolted to the frame’s interior, next to Terry’s left foot.

“Hey,” Marlena said, waiting until the girl raised her eyes. “Randy and me, we’ll be waiting for you.”

“Send me that . . . template,” Terry chattered back.

One of the men raised the truck’s rolling back door, and Terry grunted when the men picked up her frame and carried it onto the truck, where the orange glow of a heater set into the ceiling suggested things might be a little warmer, eventually.

There were a dozen empty frames on the truck, fastened upright with belts along the side wall.

The door was rolled closed and locked, and two minutes later, as Marlena continued watching with unconcealed anxiety, the truck rumbled away.




Chapter 9: The Conversion Begins

The door closed and Terry was alone.

Nothing to hear but the rumble of the truck as it was put into gear and propelled onward.

Nothing to see but the faint orange heater, just a single unit overhead, its impact minimal after the door had been opened and all the cold morning air had been allowed in.

Nothing to do but endure, her body spread eagle, each limb stretched to its limit, all movement impossible except for her head, which she could raise and rock and turn, although the new collar around her neck made that more difficult, and the tag affixed to it jingled unexpectedly when she moved in certain ways.

The space warmed slowly, but it did indeed warm, getting close to 55 degrees before the next stop, where another girl, spread, stretched, and sandwiched, was placed atop Terry, her assemblage turned 180 degrees from Terry’s so—most likely—any vomit that occurred would fall harmlessly between Terry’s legs.

With the turning, the anal plug to prevent bowel movements, and the catheter snaked through the frame and into the same receptacle that Terry’s line fed, the two females were biologically but not intellectually segregated, because they could converse.

“Hey,” Terry offered, eyes searching the form above her, just a silhouette in front of the heater’s orange glow.

“God, it’s fucking freezing in here,” the woman above gasped.

“The heater helps a little,” Terry said. “I can almost talk normally again. Who’s sending you there?”

“Courts.”

“Debtor?” Terry inquired.

“Criminal,” the woman corrected. “Turns out certain forms of free enterprise are frowned upon.”

“You did some damage?”

“I did a lot of damage.”

“Sorry.”

“Don’t be sorry,” the woman above said. “First night in stir, I felt sorry for myself for about 30 minutes, and then I finally started thinking about all of the others. I woulda fataled myself right then if I’d had enough of the blue stuff. But I didn’t. So complete loss of freedom is second best. Pain is good. The more it hurts, the more I like it.”

“How does this feel?”

“I couldn’t have designed it better myself,” the woman said with a hoarse laugh. “But damn. What are you paying for?”

“I’m not . . .” Terry began, ribs rising as she breathed in laboriously. “I don’t really think of it that way. I just . . . I was kinda homeless.”

“You’re doing this because you were homeless?” the woman said. “Damn, was it that bad?”

“Day to day, no,” Terry said. “But it seemed like it was gonna be forever. And that would be worse.”

“I hope you end up in a good place.”

“I already met them,” Terry said. “They’re the ones paying for me.”

“How’d you find them?”

“She found me,” Terry said. “The wife. We hit it off, sort of . . . I just got a vibe. You know?”

“I don’t really know,” the woman replied.

“I’m not telling you the most important part, though,” Terry said. “Because I don’t want to start crying . . . when I can’t wipe.”

“Give me a hint.”

“Baby,” Terry said with a choke. “I wanna do it right.”

“Do it right?”

“I wasn’t loved. Like, at all. I’m gonna love her. Or him.”

“They will be a slave, though,” the woman said. “You know that, right?”

“It won’t matter,” Terry said, sniffing and struggling to wipe her face on her upper arm. “Love matters more.”

“You’re gonna need a dad,” the woman observed.

“The owner,” Terry said simply. “The husband.”

“He all that?”

“I don’t know,” Terry confessed. “I just saw him on a phone. But he was ugly enough.”

“You’re saying that like it’s a good thing.”

“It is,” Terry said. “You have a pretty girl, she’s only good for one thing. I want a little of his ugly.”

The woman was still laughing when the truck came to a stop and, after the usual delays, two more sandwiched girls were stacked on top of Terry and the woman.

The mood on the truck changed with the arrival of the newcomers, one working hard to sound streetwise, the other struggling to blame everyone but herself for a life that had gone awry. “I’ve done nothing wrong,” was said more than once.

More females were added, more voices were brought to the fore, more bodies contributed to the ambience, and by the time the truck arrived at the Highland Park Subject Center, the truck was sufficiently warm. And by 8:30 that evening, the last of the cargo—Terry, specifically—was lifted out of the truck and her catheter was clamped closed, she was put on a cart and pushed through several secure doors and down a maze of hallways until she reached a small room so bright she shut her eyes, wishing her hands were free so she could shield them.

Lowered flat to the floor, she lingered like that for another hour, listening while the girls unloaded before her were processed one by one, and by the time they got to her, she had a rough idea of what to expect.

First, her catheter was unclamped and her bladder was allowed to drain onto the floor while the mesh at the front of the frame was unbolted, unlocked and removed.

Her hands were released from their cuffs, and the ability to move her arms again for the first time since the morning prompted gasps of pain, and she was still groaning as she was allowed to stand. Freedom was relative in this case, transitioning from a frame to ambulatory chains, her wrists cuffed together, her ankles joined by a chain just long enough to allow her to walk.

And walk she did, some 50 feet to a large room bare but for the floor, studded with pairs of U bolts embedded into the concrete, each rounded bolt three feet apart from its mate. About half the pairs were occupied by future slaves, handcuffs secured by a padlock to one bolt, ankle chains clamped to the other, each girl or woman or man or boy close enough to their neighbors to hear their breath, even to feel their breath, but not to touch. In fact, touching oneself beyond the face had been rendered impossible as well. Masturbation was out of the question, for that reason, and others, certainly.

The philosophy here would have been immediately obvious to any disinterested observer: the efficient, cost-effective storage of bodies, mostly female, until something else could be done with them.

Still, despite the uniformity of the infrastructure, the variety of positions and attitudes served as a testament, even here, of the inevitable variety among people.

Here was a woman in the classic fetal position, head bowed, chin between her breasts, hands clenched, but face not distressed so much as determined. Endure, she must have been telling herself. This is another womb, and it will not last nine months, and then I will be born again.

There was a girl doing her best to lie on her back so she could blink at the LEDs in the ceiling, hands clasped together to her left, a shiny streak running from each eye, crossing each of her temples.

Here was a girl on her hands and knees, pushing backwards, as though engaged in half of a sex act, or yoga. Probably yoga. No, she was urinating, the stream shooting backward onto the floor between her feet.

In the far corner, a woman seemed to be releasing from her anus, her back arched, and Terry looked at her, looked away.

Terry’s choice, to lie on her side, was not uncommon here, but her smile was unusual. Was this funny to her? It was certainly an improvement, though, over the strictures of the frame. And Terry was a singular girl, making the proverbial lemonade from lemons since her youth, choosing things to focus on and pursuing them with single-mindedness, choosing new things to seek when the old ones fell out of reach, and trying to enjoy the journey. The universe could be a very dark place. It could also be a ridiculous place. Cry or laugh. The choice is always yours.

And this was a temporary waystation, wasn’t it? Perhaps Terry believed that. What she could not know—and her ignorance was probably for the best—was that Randy and Marlena had sent her to the lower tier of conversion centers, because it’s all they could afford.

The better institutions did not stretch females on frames for transport, did not bolt them to floors, did not do many of the other things that were about to be done to Terry and her fellows. They chained girls at the better places, of course, they confined them, and the training was rigorous, but there was a minimum of comfort provided.

At the Highland Park facility, comfort was simply not considered. It was entirely left out of the equation. Money was paid, females were brought in and subjected to things that might be called training or assessment, after which they were sent to their new owners or set free or sold to someone else because they’d failed, but the money would be kept regardless.

The better places charged double, triple, ten times more than Highland Park did, and turned out a more consistent product. But really, of what use was conversion at any level? Humans adapt. They always do, always have. They even, in history’s grimmer chapters, learned to abide by the rules of concentration camps which were built to kill them, and whose purpose they understood.

The conversion centers were, then, not so much preparing formerly free people for slavery as they were creating the illusion that they were doing so, for the benefit of owners who needed to believe that the free people they’d acquired had been made worthy of the distinct challenges of living as someone else’s property.

But we are all property, in one way or another, conversion a redundancy. This is a thing most free people do not know.

And so Terry, for whatever reasons, smiled as she settled in.

This was a 24-hour operation, meaning staff made their way through the U-bolt room throughout the night, using a hose to spray urine and feces into the intermittently-spaced drains, spraying the bound females as well if they seemed to need it, removing ankle clamps and opening wrist padlocks and bringing new arrivals one at a time to the next room.

Terry, after no more than two hours’ sleep in 15-minute increments, was awakened about 2:30 that morning by a female staffer examining the tag on her temporary collar, after which she was released from the floor, shambling groggily in her chains through the door, which was shut behind her.

The person escorting her pointed to a blue square painted into the concrete floor, and Terry took her place within it.

“Hey, what’s your name?” said a female voice over a speaker mounted in the corner of the ceiling. Terry looked at the speaker, looked at the shiny black wall in front of her and her own grainy, naked reflection, realized it was a one-way window and someone was on the other side, looking at her.

“Terry.”

“Good, good,” said the female voice, and Terry got the sense of not a slave managing person, or a businessperson, but a social worker, the kind of person who sat down with all the people who’d gotten laid off after the fiber plant closed, the kind of person who would come through the homeless shelters or check in with her when she came to get free food. Everything was always good to them, upbeat, hopeful, even if you didn’t know if you were ever going to eat again, or ever live in a home again.

“You have a temporary PIN,” the woman said. “It’s on the tag on your collar. But don’t worry about that. We know what your number is, and your name. You’ll be addressed by your name here.”

“What if there are two Terrys?” Terry asked. This suddenly seemed like an important concern.

“We’ll always check your tag,” the woman said. “Just answer to Terry, and if there are two of you, we’ll make sure we have the right one.”

“Okay.”

“So, Terry, you want to do this? You want to be converted?”

“Yes.”

She could have said no. What would they have done with her then? Ignored her, told on her to Marlena and Bozo, sold her to someone else?

But she meant it. She wanted to be converted.

“Good, good,” said the woman. “That’s great. We’re going to get you ready.”

Terry nodded. She was exhausted, and hungry. And thirsty.

“The biggest aspect of conversion for most people is the lack of bodily autonomy,” the woman said. “So we’re going to do our best to get you ready for that. You’ll alternate between the brad room, the frame and the form, and you’ll be put on a schedule for sexual relief and passing waste.”

Beyond a general sense of malevolence, Terry could make out nothing from the words, but she nodded as if she understood.

“We’ll be looking for quick obedience, no questions, just do as you’re told,” the woman continued. “Our goal is to get you out in a week, but we’ll keep you up to two weeks if there are problems and you need to be punished. And your performance will be reported daily to your prospective owners.”

“Oh,” Terry said, remembering something. “And can you . . . can they . . . I’m supposed to have, to get, to get a contract from them. With a baby. About my baby. With them.”

“We can’t help you with that,” the woman said.

“No, I just need to get it, and read it,” Terry said. “And tell them if . . .”

“You won’t be talking to them while you’re here.”

“No,” Terry said, voice breaking with urgency, “I just, I would just, I guess, put marks on things. Like, tell them. They’re sending me a template. A baby template. Or, that’s right. They had a few. She said, she said she’d send a few, to pick from. And I could . . .”

Terry’s voice trailed off. There was a phrase applicable here, seven or eight words in a particular order that needed to be summoned, like a tool, but she was missing some of the words, or they were in the wrong order. She was tired.

“Okay,” the woman said, her voice registering an improbable understanding. “We can facilitate that.”

“Thank you,” Terry said, voice breaking again.

“Is there anything derogatory in your background we need to know about?” the woman asked.

“No,” Terry replied, because she could think of nothing she needed to admit.

“Okay,” the woman said. “Good luck.”

Terry looked down at the borders of the blue square, stayed where she was because she’d received no instructions otherwise.

Another door opened, not the one she’d come through, and a male worker entered, motioned her to follow him, and after a walk down a short hall, she joined him in the brad room, a larger version of the first room she’d been brought to, with curved metal bolts sunk into the concrete (hence the name), but it was darker  and featured 100 places for bodies, about 50 bodies here at present, dozens of females here, a few males as well, naked and comfortless, and she was walked to a pair of brads, and she dropped to her hands and knees and watched while her handcuffs were locked to one of the bolts and her ankles were clamped to the other, and she fell to her side and forgot the world, her ribs rising and falling quickly at first, then more slowly, and so it went, for hours, until the lights came on, the words “It’s morning” crackled over the loudspeakers, and she stirred and gasped, not the only one here audibly expelling their first waking breath of the day.

“Release, 5 minutes,” said the voice.

Terry glanced at her closest neighbors, four females and a male, but no one was looking back. No one was looking at anything involving anyone else here, everyone’s eyes focused on the floor beneath them, or their bound hands, or their knees as they rose up on all fours for an animal-like expelling of wastes.

“Four minutes.”

Where the urine would go was determined by individual factors, impossible to predict. The stream of one erect male went forward at first, landing near his handcuffs before his penis began to soften and the aim shifted correspondingly, the last of his urine dribbling between his knees. Some of the girls shot straight down, flooding the space between their knees, while others sprayed their water behind, dousing calves and knees and bound ankles.

“Three minutes.”

There was defecation as well, here and there, some of it unavoidable, some perhaps issued in compliance with a fetish of some sort, but all of it released with the same pose for male or female, legs spread, back arched, pelvis twisted down.

“Two minutes.”

Terry needed only to urinate, and to her credit, she laughed, silently, to herself, shoulders shaking. And why shouldn’t she? At some point, horror becomes comedic. She dropped her head to watch the golden stream arc to a splashing destination between her calves.

“One minute.”

The voice didn’t announce “Zero minutes,” workers just came through with hoses when the deadline was reached, four staff working their way inward from the corners, first washing offal toward the drains, next rinsing each would-be slave’s body, and then delivering the necessary ablutions between the legs.

For this final step, the veterans modeled the behavior for the rest, rising up on hands and knees and waiting with clenched jaws for a personal cleaning, at which point the nozzles were adjusted to the sharpest setting and, for males, aimed primarily at the anus, although the cold water struck testicles and penises now and then, prompting shouts.

Females received comparable treatment, first the anus and then the genitals, intentionally this time, and Terry’s whole body tensed before the cold water touched her there, and she closed her eyes and gritted her teeth during the cleaning, after which she dropped to her side, and shivering but still smiling, raised herself up on one elbow and surveyed the room.




Chapter 10: Annabelle With Her New Phone

I got a Pixie 7 with 3 cameras, zoom lens, three video settings, black with black diamonds and a jewel and creamedpink case.

My accounts on it: so far:

Look! 100percentAnnabelle Password: Annabel13

My regular school email account I already have

My personal email account too

Picturedrop, Annabelleisme100 Password: Annabel13

Look!Video, 100percentAnnabelle password same (see above)

CloudFan, Sistas Edition: Groups I'm in: GangstasKhazak, Jimmy Richmond, BestButtJeans, Patchouli songs, PearlSoNice, others I think. I need to check this. PasswordAnnabelle13

Subjective.america

Subjective.aurora, both same password, 13annabel

SayHi, abellebyotchy13 password ilikeboys13

For 2morrow: Take better pic of me, hair up, wha'th'fuuuu??? face. and get off some groups too many!

Today's most toxic work—

One Look1Video of me, Just me saying hey, but still 23 Goods, 18 Greats right off

New projecs:

CloudFan, 3 bumps on PearlSoNice, don’t know who sent them but need to figure that out

Subjective America -- Essay contest, Hero subject. Mom?

SayHi: finish profile




Chapter 11: The Conversion Continues

While the floors and the bodies dried, everyone was brought the same red breakfast cube in a cardboard box, chalky and too sweet and seasoned in ways that barely concealed the preservatives, followed by a box of juice-flavored water. Eating, like the passing of wastes, was animal-like, hands bringing food to the mouth, all of it done close to the wrist brad set into the floor.

Conversion training and assessment, such as it was, began soon after, one after the other of the bodies there released from their brads and brought somewhere else. Terry was taken at mid-morning. Still naked, handcuffed and shackled, she was walked to a small classroom and told to sit at an undersized desk, small because—though she would never be told this—they were bought cheap from a nearby middle school when it closed.

There were a dozen others here, all hunched over their desks, shackles tethered to the floor, waiting for the female staff person at the front to call their names.

“Marcus?” said the woman, eyeing a stack of manila envelopes.

“Here,” said a male, raising both hands.

The woman stepped to him, checked his tag, handed him the envelope, and he tore it open and pulled out the contents, two pens and a stack of papers stapled into three or four groups, and he read the first page and nodded and busied himself with whatever it was.

“Sami?”

“Here.”

“Carmen?”

“Here.”

“Steff?”

“Here.”

“Terry?”

“Here,” Terry said, raising her chin when the woman bent to inspect her tag, reaching out eagerly with manacled hands for her envelope. She saw “Terry” printed on the envelope, and below it a five-digit number which, she guessed, matched the number dangling from her collar.

Inside was a reading test with the number 1 scratched on it, a math test marked with a 2, and a document marked 3 that looked like another test until Terry realized it was a proposed contract, and she sucked in her breath and stared at the language, legalistic most of it and hard to follow, and set it aside to concentrate on the tests.

She hadn’t taken a real test in years, and she struggled over both exams, finding the reading test to be full of trick questions and irrelevant things—when does anyone ever use an analogy, for example? She knew about half the math, faltering at the algebra, giving up altogether at the higher level questions. She’d been told she had ADHD more than once in her teen years, and it was true as far as she knew. She couldn’t pay attention in class, she hated writing reports, she lost things, and she could feel her mind twisting in those familiar ways as the tests got boring. She looked at the naked future slaves around her, watched as two were released from their tethers and walked out and three more were brought in. Only when one of the new boys leered at her, stuck his tongue out and stared at her breasts, did she return her attention to the exam.

“Return tests to the envelope in which they were provided,” read the instructions at the end of both tests, so she did so, looked up at the clock and saw that hours had passed, that it was almost noon, and she turned her attention to the agreement.

Everything had been plugged in, her name and date of birth and social security number, Marlena’s and Randy’s full names and address, and everyone’s roles in relation to each other.

She quickly flipped through the document, looking for terms relating to parenthood, found the section at the end: SUBJECT BREEDING

She thought the Tillmans would include several breeding templates, like Marlena had implied, but this was the only one she’d been given to review. Fine. If it wasn’t acceptable, she’d cross all of it out with the same pen she’d used to take the tests.

But it was okay. It promised that after a year’s successful service, Terry would be allowed to mate with any male acceptable to the couple (it didn’t say Randy would be a candidate, but it didn’t not say it either). Insemination would be done naturally, as that was the cheapest and simplest option. Terry would get to name the child. The child would receive a public education and be supported through four years of college if they were accepted, although there were some financial limitations on what the Tillmans would spend. Other than being chipped and encouraged to learn about their status as a subject, he or she would be allowed to live a normal life as a child and adolescent, to form friendships, to participate in sleepovers and camps, to have a phone and use social media. Not until the child reached age 17, when collaring was typically done, would his or her life begin to bend along the trajectory of serving as someone else’s property.

Terry’s status would not be hidden from the child, and her treatment would not change after she became a mother. So, assuming the Tillmans followed convention, something Marlena had already promised, the child would grow up with a mother who was kept nude, often caged or kenneled at night, chained or leashed during the day.

Here, Terry drew upon her faith, a belief in nameless forces, about whom no scriptures had ever been written, that were overseeing her life and that of her child. Terrible things could happen, of course, but the most terrible would be that Terry would die childless, and every day she woke up homeless in some desolate corner of Chicago, that fear became a little more real.

There was but one term in the document Terry could not accept, the right of the Tillmans to sell her child at the age of 22. Even with the vague faith she clung to, there were too many frightening possibilities with that stipulation, so the girl studied the sheet, looked at the ceiling with the pen in her mouth, closed her eyes, and conjured up a compromise.

“You can sell them when they’re 30,” Terry wrote in the margin after she’d crossed out the offending passage with two thick lines. “But you can rent them out from age 22 to age 30, and keep all the money.”

Terry chewed on the pen, stared at the ceiling, wrote more marginalia.

“I have to approve the renter,” she added. “I can talk to them whenever I want and I can cancel it at any time.”

There were still risks here. There were always risks with parenthood. But Terry would postpone the greatest threats for three decades, when she was approaching 60. Maybe she’d be dead by then. Or any number of other things could happen by then.

She stuffed the contract into the envelope, on top of her two tests, and raised her hand.

The envelope was taken from her and, five minutes later, she was freed and removed from the room, walked to a small room where two men presided over a stack of a half dozen of the same kinds of frame she’d been bound to for transport to this place.

One of the men measured her arms and legs while the other sat at a desk and took notes. The end of the tape measure was pressed against her shoulder, run down to the cuff around her wrist.

“Twenty-two,” the first man said before he set the top of the tape measure against Terry’s hip bone, letting it hang and pressing it against her ankle cuff.

“Twenty-five.”

The third measurement ran from the base of her skull, down her spine to her tail bone.

“Twenty-three.”

That’s all the men needed to measure before the one sitting at the desk got up and crouched beside the stack of frames.

The frames were all the same size and appearance, blue paint chipped here and there over four thick iron bars, a chain and cuff dangling from each corner. But there were differences among them, apparently, and the man seemed to be considering them as he examined first one frame, then the next and the next, finally selecting the third down from the top and pulling it out of the stack with the grating of metal against metal.

He set it down at Terry’s feet.

“We need to get you on this,” he said, pointing. Terry understood, stepped into the middle of the frame, sat and watched as her walking chains were removed, replaced one by one with the frame’s four cuffs.

It was a good fit, but not perfect, her body splayed but not yet pulled tight, so the men addressed that problem next, shortening chains until she was stretched to the limits of her physical form, groaning, her mouth open, her eyes wide, her back arched in distress.

Adding to her discomfort, one of the men pushed a plug up her anus, thick and unyielding, obviously not for pleasure but only to prevent bowel movements.

The men slid her frame into the narrow slot of a wheeled rail, turning her upside down so her legs and ankles would bear the brunt of her weight, not her less robust arms and wrists. The rail featured wheels set just widely enough to keep her from tipping, and they pushed her out like that, through the door, down the hall and through a door that read “Frame Training.” This room was larger, and in it were several dozen framed humans, set here and there, as training apparently was best if randomness was part of the instruction.

Terry’s frame was lifted off the rail and placed flat atop two others, metal against metal but no body parts touching.

“Don’t urinate until you’re given permission,” she was told. And here was at least a small blessing, her anus plugged but her urethra left unencumbered, no catheter slid inside this time.

It is often the small things that constitute humanity. Most of us do not murder or rape or steal, and we will relieve our fellows instinctively of something causing great distress. But it is that next step where we balk, deciding to save ourselves the final and very small trouble of rescuing someone from a lesser distress if it’s not required by our occupations or those observing us.

And so it was for Terry, whose frame had been set down carelessly, such that the right, back half of her head lay against the bar of someone else’s frame. The bar was hard, requiring that she move her head regularly to alleviate the discomfort. And the angle was wrong, the cold metal lower than a pillow would go. And her eyes were aimed upwards, at a regiment of piercing LEDs. There would be no napping here.

What exactly was supposed to be learned here that couldn’t be picked up in the first five minutes of this ordeal? Yes, her owner could bind her strictly, cap her bowels and forget her. Those were simple lessons, facts that didn’t need to be experienced, truths that could be imparted with a few sentences.

And yet, surely an hour passed, maybe two, while Terry lingered with her fellows on the floor of that room. Some spoke, muttering to themselves. What good would conversation do here?

At some indeterminate interval, a staff person would enter the room and grant permission for one of the few bodily functions they could still carry out.

“Urinate as needed,” they’d say, instructions immediately followed by the sound of bladders being emptied, liquid waste striking floors or dripping from buttocks and bellies. Terry availed herself of the opportunity the second time it was offered, closing her eyes and letting her water out, glad for the minor mercies that, with her legs spread, very little was dampening the insides of her thighs, and the cold water they rinsed bodies and floors with afterwards was aimed mostly below the waist.

They started coming for the bound and stretched that afternoon, settling their frames upside down one by one on the little rail to move them elsewhere, and in due time Terry was conveyed to her next stop, a smaller room with three workers, two women and a man, where she was not returned to the relative freedom of chains or to the brad room, but was instead hung with a dozen others, still on her frame, still upside down.

Everyone, male and female, was suspended in two rows, facing in the same direction, the foot end of their frames held by a pair of hooks extended from the ceiling that could be raised and lowered through a hydraulic system of some kind, its operation virtually silent.

The purpose for this phase of training was quickly established when two of the employees there, male and female, stepped up to the first two bodies, respectively female and male, and began working at their genitals.

Immediately, as though under the influence of a universal reflex, the male and female made fists and their buttocks tightened. Terry couldn’t see their faces but guessed both were grimacing.

The stimulation was delivered perfunctorily, even listlessly, but with sufficient expertise, for while the female staffer tending to the male glanced absently at his penis, and the male staffer addressing the girl looked at the clock on the wall as though bored with the rote operations of simple equipment, their charges continued to react, heads bobbing and muscles tensing, quiet grunts occasionally escaping their throats.

The girl came first, her guttural protest impossible to fake, her desperate spasms rattling her frame before her involuntary pleasure ebbed and her body went limp.

The man knelt, reading the girl’s collar. “23189, 4 minutes 27 seconds,” he announced, and the third employee, the woman sitting at the desk, tapped something into her phone.

The male’s delayed climax forced the woman working him to pull a small tube of lubricant from her pocket, grease her right hand and resume her chore, to immediate effect. The male squirmed as much as the frame would allow, began a steady groaning, and Terry guessed that each tightening of his rear represented another release of semen.

There were eight females in the room, including Terry, five males, but the two workers in charge of masturbation did not seem to be observing a strict division of labor. The second two hanging subjects were both female, and the man took one, the female took the other, and they stimulated their assigned girls steadily. The woman brought her female to completion first, the man soon after, both future subjects wriggling with an inconvenient pleasure before their tag numbers and the duration of stimulation were announced.

Terry couldn’t help but admire the employees’ skill. Forcing someone to orgasm against the challenges of modesty, shame, and the severe discomforts of the frame required both expertise and a commitment to the chore.

But then, Terry realized as the staffers moved to the next hanging pair, the crew did have some advantages. The sex organs were positioned for their convenience, raised to eye level and easy to touch and work on.

The man in front of Terry came quickly, but the woman next to him could not arrive. The male worker stimulated her for a full 10 minutes, and then he was done trying.

“23171, no response,” he said, like it was a bad thing.

The couple reached Terry and her hanging male partner next, the man taking Terry.

He knew what he was doing, not just in the sense that he knew which parts to touch. Everyone knew that. And not just that he knew how to touch them. Plenty of people knew that too, including most women. No, he was also reading Terry, somehow sensing what she liked and what she didn’t. When he pinched her clitoris, she drew her breath in and tensed, so he kept doing that, with the occasional foray of a fingertip into her hole, and after a suitable period of manipulation, she groaned and shook through a strangely satisfying orgasm.

Her time was announced as five minutes 18 seconds, and the workers moved on, oblivious to the sense of loss Terry felt—as would most women—after being forced to orgasm by someone who had otherwise no concern for her.

The process continued behind her, the woman masturbating the man hanging directly behind Terry, and she heard the groans and the rattles of his frame, and then the warm semen, four jolts of it at decreasing volume and velocity, so that the first hit her left buttock, the second her lower back, the third between her shoulder blades, and the last in her dangling hair.

Once everyone had been given a chance at relief, their frames were unhooked one by one, and pushed back down the hall, walking chains were reapplied, and Terry found herself again fixed to the floor of the brad room. She was given a red meal cube and a pack of juice and left there until the next morning.

And so it went, a life of homelessness replaced by a home of unpredictable monotony and reliable cruelty: stuck on frames and left, chained to the floor and left. There were half-hearted attempts at actual instruction, Terry and her peers chained to desks so they could watch a slide presentation on the modern history of American subject law, policy and practice. Urination was allowed every two hours on whatever floor they were lingering. Anal plugs were removed once per day to allow the soiling of random surfaces and left out at night. Masturbation was done twice a day, always framed, always upside down, even during periods, and the cold water of the hoses remained the solution to every hygienic indignity. The meal cubes showed up at their own convenience, their coloring also subject to someone else’s whimsy, dark red or pink or purple or, once, bright green.

Terry struggled to maintain a sense of calendar, and she only wept twice at the center, each instance occasioned by her discovering that not nearly as much time had passed as she’d hoped. What felt like five days was only three and a half. What felt like six days was five.

She heard from Randy and Marlena one more time, agreeing to everything she’d demanded. Her child would be rented out but not sold between the ages of 22 and 30, and Terry would have full rights of approval for any renter. Not for the buyer, though. But by then, who knew?

No, Terry wept a third time at the center, over the second draft of the contract, but it was good enough. No, it was more than good, because it would bring her a child. She signed it and (after the date was shared with her) dated it, and then at last it was over. She was brought to a collaring room, where an alloy band was clamped around her neck, fixed keylessly and with near permanence, after which a tag was fastened with a ring to it. “Terry,” it said. “General Domestic,” followed by her permanent subject ID, a number that would be entered into the state database, the federal database, and forever linked to her body and her mind.

Less momentous but more painful was the little chip they put into her back, the size of a large grain of rice, just deep enough to stay there, discoverable with the right phone app. Domestic animals got the same thing: scan the chip and the data corresponding to it would appear almost immediately.

Terry spent one more night in the brad room, was hustled out to the building’s back entrance the next morning, handcuffed, shackled, anally plugged, belted with a urine catcher and placed in a body-length cage that felt like luxurious freedom because she could touch every part of herself for the first time in a week.

Her cage was loaded onto a truck with dozens of others, and some people knew each other and chatted, and Terry joined in at times. The hardships of conversion were a steady—and joyous—refrain now that it was over.

But the trip took too long, lasting until well after dark. The truck stopped too many times, and the food was worse than it had been at the center, little more than packs of crackers and tubes of water, and by the time her cage was offloaded onto an exterior dock, it was nighttime, getting cold, and Terry had entered a new season of despair.

She feared she would be forgotten, left out here until morning, taken by someone else, but after a long 30 minutes, she was rolled into the building, down a hall into a room with other cages. She was given water and more crackers, and these were thicker, a little chewy and more like a meal. A worker ordered her to lie with her middle against the bars so she could hook a line to her urine reservoir, and it was emptied with a minimum of spillage. Her anal plug, secured to her urine belt so its removal was impossible, stayed in. Terry and her neighbors were given blankets and small pillows, her despair eased, and she slept better than she had in a week.

It had been nine days since Terry and Marlena had first met over the half barrel at the Chicago homeless encampment. Tomorrow they would meet again, here, before they headed to Marlena’s Aurora, Colorado, home.

If she got a child out of this deal, it would be worth it, but there remained the possibility she wouldn’t, and then she would have paid a very high price for nothing.




Chapter 12: Colorado Annual Minor Subject Assessment

All subjects, upon reaching the age of 16 and with a permanent domicile in Colorado, must fill out and submit the following assessment, due no earlier than 30 days before or 5 days after their 16th birthday. Failure to complete and submit this form by the deadline may lead to sanctions against the minor subject and/or their owner(s). The goal of the assessment is to enable Colorado to maintain complete records on its minor subject population, as well as to protect subject safety, prevent abuse, and ensure compliance with the law. The answers you provide below should be your own and must be complete and truthful. Unless something in your situation has changed, this data should match what’s on file for you. Minor subjects who are found to have falsified answers or withheld information may be subject to sanctions.

Name: Annabelle Tillman

Birthdate: May 1, 2030

Your age: 15

Sex: Female

Address: 1630 Geneva Lane, Aurora, CO 80024

Current Owner(s): Randy and Marlena Tillman

Siblings: None

Biological Mother’s Name (if different from owner): Terry Tillman

Biological Mother’s Permanent or Mailing Address: 1630 Geneva Lane, Aurora, CO 80024

Biological Mother’s Subject Designation (if applicable): General Domestic

Biological Mother’s Subject Number (if applicable): V136N228

Biological Father’s Name (if different from owner; if unknown, write “UKNOWN”): UNKNOWN

Biological Father’s Permanent or Mailing Address:

Biological Father’s Subject Designation (if applicable):

Biological Father’s Subject Number (if applicable):

Where do you go to school? (if home-schooled, write “Home”): Aurora Central High School

Do you hope to continue your studies after you graduate from high school? Yes

Are you considering a particular field of study? If so, which field? Yes. Law

Are you regularly provided with adequate nutrition? Yes

Are you sexually active? No

Are you enrolled in one or more Colorado-accredited subject preparatory or training programs? Yes.

If yes, please list by name and accreditation number:

Subject 17 Girls Summer Camp (pre-attendee), 18-B1559

Options Club of Aurora Central High School, 18-FT3

Would you like to be contacted by an agent with the Colorado Department of Subject Welfare about any concerns you have regarding your treatment by your owner(s) or other parties? (Example areas of concern: interference with your studies, sexual coercion or abuse, excessive punishment, physical or mental harm, untreated medical needs, inadequate nutrition) For additional guidance on this question, please refer to Bulletin 2034-4-17: Rights of Minor Subjects: No

Thank you for your answers!

Signature: Annabelle Tillman

Date Submitted: April 26, 2036




Chapter 13: Rules of the House

“Terry, hey, it’s Marlena,” someone was whispering just inches from Terry’s ear.

Terry rolled to her back, stretched, looked at the chain link of the top of her cage, felt the presence of things she didn’t like, in her anus and urethra, searched her surroundings and found Marlena’s face, just beyond the boundary of her cage.

“Hey,” Terry said, immediately questioning herself despite her groggy state. Since they’d last spoken, Marlena had undergone a profound change in Terry’s world, from would-be owner to actual owner, one of two people for whom she was a piece of property, whose power over her was nearly absolute. They couldn’t kill her or injure her wantonly, there were laws about that kind of thing, and they were enforced, but that left plenty of room for discretion. Does one just say “Hey” to such people?

Marlena was smiling. She pulled her phone from her purse, tapped on it, smiled into it.

“She’s here!” Marlena announced. “I woke her up.”

“Let me see her,” came Randy’s voice, sounding surprisingly clear.

Terry sat up with a grunt, crossed her legs, noticed that there were five cages in the room besides hers, with five people in them, all unmoving and probably asleep. She turned her attention to the phone and Randy’s ugly, beaming face.

“Hi, Randy,” Terry said, both her word choice and her tone meant to be respectful.

Marlena was angling the phone down, the camera no longer on Terry’s face, it seemed, now aimed at her breasts, now lower, and Terry’s hands went of their own accord to her lap. The catheter embarrassed her, but so too did her nudity in the virtual presence of a man who was probably going to use her for pleasure as well as, she hoped, procreation. This was not how she wanted to be seen by a lover, or the father of her child.

“How was the trip?” Randy asked, his manner not at all stilted by the nature of their relationship. Maybe it would be normal among them all, three friends, even if one of them was the property of the other two.

Okay, let’s try it and see if I get called out, she thought.

“A little long,” Terry said. “Kind of rumbly. But I got here last night and I’ve been sleeping ever since.”

Marlena laughed and the phone shook.

“Sorry I’m not there to help pick you up,” Randy said. “I’m at a conference in Seattle. Home tomorrow.”

“What kind of conference?” Terry ventured.

Marlena returned the camera lens to her own face.

“Okay, I’m going to get her home,” she said. “Maybe do another call around 5 today, after I’ve gotten her cleaned up?”

“Can we make it six your time, five mine?” Randy asked. “Show wraps up at 4:30. I’ll be back in the room a little after that.”

“Sounds good, babe.”

“See ya, babe.”

Marlena put her phone away, looked in at Terry.

“I wish I could let you out myself and bring you home right now,” she said, “but there’s a whole process they said we have to go through. So your next stop is the undocking room, that’s what they called it, and then some other things, and then I’ll get you tied up and we can go home.”

“How long is the drive?” Terry asked.

“Thirty minutes, 45 max.”

Terry nodded, closed her eyes, ready to be in a home. No, desperate to be in a home, a concept made almost palpable by years of denial.

She moved through the final processing as in a dream, chained first, then freed from her cage, fingerprints taken, collar checked, weight recorded, eye color noted, chip scanned. There were things to sign, questions to answer, measurements to yield.

This was a facility of the State of Colorado, and Colorado—like all the other 50 states—did things a certain way where new subjects were concerned. Pictures were taken, of her face, her naked body, her sex organ. It was all done in a large room, each subject chained by one ankle to the floor, the owners allowed to observe from behind a railing, in a little gallery not unlike a jury box, and Marlena watched attentively from there most of the time, glancing at her phone only now and then.

When it was all done, Terry was chained hand and foot again and walked into a smaller room, and Marlena and a female social worker named Francesca greeted her there, and Marlena stood and hugged Terry, the first full-body hug she’d been able to give her in more than a week, and although Terry couldn’t reciprocate due to her chains, the gesture touched her. This is love. They love me. It might be the same kind of love one feels for a pet, but that love is real nonetheless. If Marlena could maintain that love, simply keep it flowing in her direction, she would live well. And her child would live well.

I will be cute, she thought to herself, her mind running close to full speed. I will be obedient. But I will not agree with everything, any more than a dog or a cat does.

Marlena’s interrogation by the social worker was surprisingly thorough, Terry thought. While Terry sat naked at the table, restrained and saying nothing, Marlena had to justify hers and Randy’s need for a subject, had to explain how they planned to use her, had to promise to treat both her and any issue humanely, to punish her fairly, to respect her dignity (“dignity” wasn’t specified, but Terry assumed it had something to do with sex). They had to assure that the resources were there to support their new girl, to keep her sheltered and fed (keeping her clothed didn’t come up, of course). Marlena promised to do right by Terry in all ways, but Terry knew these were all just words, promises that could be easily broken. But at least Colorado was trying. And Terry trusted Marlena, and Randy as well. She wouldn’t be here if she didn’t. The original choice had been hers, after all. And she considered herself a good judge of character.

Finally, it was done, and Marlena raised a large tote from the floor to the table, the klunk betraying its contents.

“So I guess we need to switch her to these,” Marlena said, displaying a flash of the awkwardness inevitable in such a relationship.

“Let’s see what you brought,” said Francesca, and Marlena reached into the tote and brought everything out in three jangling handfuls.

“I had no idea what to buy, really,” Marlena said. “But I went ahead and took everything out of the packaging, for time’s sake.”

Terry studied the mass of chains and cuffs in her own way, because these had been bought for her exclusive use. The cuffs held a particular interest for her, because they would be touching her body, her wrists and ankles and, judging by the size of the two longest chains, her neck.

Francesca had her own way of examining the restraints, her experience showing as she quickly sorted everything, the chains for the feet at the far end of the table in three neat lines of varying lengths, four pairs of handcuffs in varied lengths from a foot of chain between them to no chain at all, and two collars and leashes, one leash the length of a pet’s, the second much longer and perhaps meant to fix her someplace, indoors or outdoors, for the completion of chores.

“These will do in most cases,” Francesca said, holding up the shackles with the longest chain, some two feet between the cuffs. “The purpose of leg irons is to prevent running, and these will take care of that without interfering with her chores.” Francesca paused. “They can also be left on during sexual use, when that seems advisable.”

Terry sensed the quick flicker of Marlena’s eyes on her, but she didn’t meet her owner’s gaze. The reality of things as they would be, as they must be, was crashing through her mind with a soft sort of violence, the violence of words that suggested, inevitably, more tangible affronts (or pleasures), and she wondered how Marlena was hearing this.

“Handcuffs, the same idea,” Francesca continued. “The longer the chain, the easier it will be for her to get chores done, and serve in other ways.”

Francesca picked up the leashes, one at a time.

“These two should be all you need,” she said. “This one you can walk her on, and this is when you just need to keep her somewhere, but with relative freedom, in a part of the house, in the yard, when you travel.”

“How should I get her home?” Marlena asked, her abrupt tone suggesting she wanted to be done with this.

“That’s when you go with the short chains,” Francesca said, gesturing toward all the restraints spread out on the table. “She’s just sitting in the car, so everything close together is good.”

Francesca raised her hands, made fists, touched the insides of her wrists together, as though Marlena needed a demonstration of a short handcuff chain.

“Okay,” Marlena said. “So I guess . . . I put hers on first . . . and then you take yours off?”

“Sounds like a plan,” Francesca said. “Let’s see how you do getting her bound up. I’m assuming this is new to you?”

“It is,” Marlena said, picking up the handcuffs that were just cuffs, no chain between them.

Terry stood. The preamble to all this had been embarrassing. This wasn’t. They’d started out as two equals, more or less, two free women chatting amidst the rubble of an abandoned building north of Chicago’s downtown. Every transition from that moment to this was distinct, awkward, painful. But the transitions were over now. Terry had completed her conversion from free woman—albeit unemployed, homeless, destitute—to this. Now she was property. Equipment. A household appliance.

A very complicated appliance, of course, able to read, understand natural language, follow orders, provide pleasure, and reproduce herself. But a household fixture nonetheless.

It was done. She’d been chained for a week. She’d been naked for a week. So switching from one set of chains to the other for the ride home was a non-event.

And yet she stood, as though this were a ceremony of sorts, and she held her hands out, and Marlena laughed nervously because she wasn’t through this yet, the way Terry was. This was still awkward for her. She was the owner, and always would be, Terry realized. The hardest work was on her. Unless she stopped seeing Terry as human. Then it got easy. That’s why they did it, Terry speculated. That’s where the cruelty came from. Because if you kept seeing your property as a fellow human being, you’d have to question yourself at the end of every day.

Marlena bound Terry’s wrists with two cuffs, chainless, joined at a hinge, bound her ankles with the shortest chain she’d bought, her other chains were removed, and Terry shuffled after her new owner, out of the undocking room, down an uninteresting hall, through a door that unlocked with a beep, and outside, into a parking lot.

Terry was still naked, except for her collar and restraints. But that was normal here, she guessed. A woman was walking from her car toward the building and didn’t even glance up. The human mind can get used to anything.

Marlena’s car was surprisingly unimpressive, a compact Japanese model that had seen better days, its blue paint faded, its vinyl seating cracked, its carpet stained with a mysterious blackness. Marlena held the door open for Terry, shut it for her, but these were not courtesies so much as necessities.

“Our house is small right now,” were the first words Marlena spoke once they were on the road. “But Randy is amazing. That’s the first thing you need to know. Randy’s amazing.”

“Good,” Terry said, while she thought other things. How does being amazing relate to the problem of a small house? Does he build houses? Is he going to steal a million dollars? Is that what makes him amazing?

“We thought we’d be a little further by now,” Marlena continued, turning left at the next intersection. “Randy had a few false starts. But he never stops. And he can walk into a room of strangers, and by the time he’s done, they all believe.”

Marlena paused, slumped slightly against her seat, tightened her hands on her steering wheel.

“But getting people to believe in you, and actually having a setup that makes money . . .” she continued. “It turns out those are two different things.”

“What’s he working on now?” Terry asked. “At the conference in Seattle?”

Marlena seemed surprised by the question.

“It’s a new 3D printer,” she replied slowly, as though not expecting Terry to understand.

“We had those at work,” Terry said gamely. “I saw them a few times.”

“What were they for?”

“Making replacement parts on some of the machines. “They weren’t that great. They kept breaking.”

“Well, this is Gentron,” Marlena said. “Major tech breakthrough, 50 patents. It does colors, pictures, writing, super high-rez, down to 6-point type, 500 fonts. It comes with a scanner. You feed it a 3D scan and it does the rest. It does moving parts, screws. It works in aluminum, gold, plastic, acrylics. Bozo knows a lot more about it, but that’s what I remember.”

“Is it big?” Terry asked.

“We’ll keep it in the garage at first,” Marlena said. “Goal is to have it in a dedicated office space, but that’s phase 2.”

“What’s he going to make with it?” Terry asked.

“Nothing,” Marlena laughed. “Other people are going to make things with it, and they’ll pay him.”

“Would I help?” Terry asked.

“Yes, absolutely,” Marlena said. “It’s a big part of the reason we got you.”

“They didn’t train us to work with 3D printers,” Terry said. She meant it as a joke, but Marlena took her seriously.

“What did they train you to do?” she asked.

“Mostly hold still,” Terry said. “We were usually chained to something.”

“Was it hard?”

“I didn’t like it,” Terry replied. “But I knew it would be over.”

“But you understand . . .” Marlena began before she paused. This was a new phase of the conversation, something she’d obviously been planning to go over, but not as easy to talk about as technology. “We’ll be keeping you in chains most of the time.”

“I sort of expected that,” Terry said.

“Okay,” Marlena said, clearly relieved. This was the hardest thing she needed to say. “Randy and I really respect you, we both want you to know that. And we’ll take care of you, just like we talked about with the social worker.”

Marlena paused, as thought moving to the next item on a checklist of things she wanted to get out of the way.

“We’ve already invested a lot in you,” she continued. “A lot of money, but there will be a lot of time invested too. Your training. And if we get that printer, we’ll see if you can learn that. But the hardest part will be at the start. Our house is small. You might be doing a lot of work in the garage. We have a cage for you that you can sleep in, but it’s not that big.”

“Breeding,” Terry blurted. For her, it was the predominant question. Maybe the only question.

“Yes,” Marlena rejoined vaguely.

“The father can be anyone,” Terry said.

“You don’t want it to be Randy?” Marlena asked. As always, her voice was calm, even.

“I’d like it to be Randy,” Terry said. “But it can be anyone else, if you want it to be.”

“It’ll be Randy,” Marlena said. "But we need to wait a year. Let us get the business off the ground. Maybe even get into a new house.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Randy and Marlena owned a house in a new neighborhood of small tract dwellings, the land clearcut before the homes had been stamped out, cookie-cutter style.

Marlena helped Terry out of the car and across the driveway and over the threshold, where a strange sort of tour ensued, part job orientation, part the welcoming of a new family member, part the things one would say to a domestic animal that could understand English.

First was the den.

“We never watch TV, but we entertain in here,” Marlena said. “More we hope if we buy the printer. You’ll be part of that. Not a surprise I hope.”

“Entertain how?” Terry asked, eyes sweeping the space, estimating maximum capacity at 10 adults.

“Not that,” Marlena said. “Just serving. Food, drinks. Maybe you’ll talk a little about the printer, if we reach that point.”

Next was the kitchen.

“I can’t believe I’m asking you this for the first time,” Marlena said with a laugh, “but do you have any experience cooking?”

“Here and there,” Terry said, surveying a small space cluttered with the equipment of people harboring much bigger ambitions, but without the cabinetry to keep it all: Dominari bakeware, complete set from Marsten’s Knives & Tongs, a Billboard air fryer, china from Pochsky Anthems stacked up on the counter. “I did a lot of frying at Ben’s Bread, waited tables for a year,” Terry said. “That probably doesn’t count. But I did some creative cooking while I was homeless.”

“You can follow a recipe?”

“Yes.”

“Good enough,” Marlena said. “This is going to be important. We really need a chef. For us. For when we entertain.”

She headed next to the doorless entry to a small dining room where an antiqued cherry hutch presided over a matching table, all its leaves removed, just big enough for four chairs.

“We like to do dinner in here a few nights a week,” Marlena said. “When Randy’s home.”

Marlena turned to Terry, eyes boring into the slave girl’s.

“You’ll eat with us,” she said. “That’s not always done, but that’s what we want. You’ll be a part of the family.”

This seemed to be important to Marlena, and it sounded preferable to whatever was customary in other homes, which Terry imagined might be eating leftovers at midnight, or taking her meals in whatever place she was locked up, so she smiled and nodded, doing her best to convey appreciation.

She was still naked, a short chain between her bound feet, no chain between her wrist cuffs. She wanted the liberation of longer chains, and Marlena would probably give them to her if she asked, but these things must be done in due time, and now wasn’t the time.

Marlena’s tour continued, next pausing at a door next to the kitchen, older washer and dryer languishing there.

“Laundry?” Marlena asked.

“I’ve done my share,” Terry replied. “Usually I have to put quarters in.”

“Have you ever ironed?”

“A few times,” Terry said. “I’ll be a little rusty, I’m sure.”

They moved down the hall, stopping next at the master bedroom. “Our room,” Marlena said. “It’s small. It’s got its own bathroom. You’ll need to keep that clean. You’ll be the maid, too.”

“I can do that.”

“Guest bathroom,” Marlena said, gesturing toward the open door on the other side of the hall. “This is what you’ll use.”

Marlena passed into the space, greying white tile floor, dark blue wall tiles, a dark blue tub, a white toilet. “We put more effort into this room for you than the rest of the house combined.”

Marlena motioned Terry to join her in the tiny space, filled to capacity now that there were two women here.

“You’ll always be chained,” she said. “So we had to figure out how to do that in the bathroom. You can’t shower in handcuffs and your feet locked together, and we don’t want to have to monitor you, so we decided we’d do a tether.”

Terry pointed to a bronze plate bolted to the wall at the back of the shower, obviously new, a ring set in the middle of a flower motif.

“We’ll chain your ankle to that,” she said. “We had it put in for you. We’ll bring you in and give you time to get all your business done while we take care of our morning stuff, and then we start our day together.”

This was the nicest bathroom she’d ever been given, but Terry fixed her eyes on the bronze plate, considering it an imperfection.

They moved together to the next door, a room packed with random things: irregular furniture, half-opened boxes, a stack of golf shoes, a large model airplane of black fabric glued over a metal frame.

“This is where Bozo’s ideas go to die,” Marlena said. “Some of it’s my junk too.”

Marlena pushed away from the door and moved to the next one, pushing it open.

“And this is your place,” Marlena said.

It was the home’s smallest bedroom, perhaps intended as a nursery or tiny office, but its central feature now was a cage, four feet high and six feet long, almost touching the walls on either side, a short door fixed into the side facing Terry, something she’d have to pass through on her hands and knees, like a dog.

The cage held a mattress, pillow and bucket and nothing else, and Terry absorbed both its physical arrangement and its deeper import in one gut-deadening moment.

But it was still better than the Highland Park training center. And really, should she be surprised?

“This is as big as we could find for you,” Marlena said. “Our goal is better accommodations. More space. Your own plumbing at night. But we’ll need you to work with this for now.”

“It’s just for sleeping?” Terry inquired.

“And when we’re both gone,” Marlena said. “But, yeah, either in here, or in the garage, if it comes to that.”

“What do you mean?” Terry asked.

“If what Randy’s working on now pans out, the garage will be where we start the business. And we’re seeing you as key to it.”

Marlena turned and looked at Terry. This was something else important to her, obviously, so Terry waited.

“The machine is easy enough to use that a high school education will do,” Marlena said. “We’d expect you to learn it—or if it falls through, to learn what you need for whatever business Randy goes into.”

“And you?” Terry inquired. If Marlena understood her, it was another impertinent question. Aren’t you going to be helping out too? Shouldn’t you be Randy’s vice president, Girl Friday, right hand woman?

Marlena’s smile made clear she got Terry’s meaning. And once again, she didn’t take offense.

“No,” she said. “We decided before we got married Randy’s business would be his problem, and I would do my own thing. I write. And it means a lot of time at the library, a lot of time at coffee shops. And right now, I’m the only one paying the bills.”

“What do you write?” Terry asked.

“Magazine schlock,” Marlena said. “Online stuff. Niche pieces. Travelogue crap.”

“I’d like to read it,” Terry said.

“No you wouldn’t,” Marlena said. “So that’s what you’re for. You’ll help Randy. Once he has a business. And yeah, we probably should have waited, but it was kind of chicken and egg. Bring in a girl once the business is going strong, or bring in a girl to get the business going strong? We chose the second option.”

“A business . . .” Terry said uncertainly, adding in her mind only, Surely there’s been some mistake.

Two days ago her body was being stapled to the floor or stretched on a frame and masturbated and that, in her mind, was who she was, what she’d been turned into. Her place in the universe could be broadened, of course. Housekeeper. Cook. And mother. That was essential. Mother. But not launcher of a business.

“Can you learn?” Marlena asked, as though reading her mind.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Don’t do that?”

“Do what?”

“Call me ma’am. I’m not ma’am.”

“Oh, sorry.”

“I’m Marlena,” she said. “This isn’t a power thing. This is a ‘we need help’ thing, and when you hire someone and train them for a year and then they leave, you never make progress. So we own you. You can’t quit. We need an employee that stays. We don’t need a slave.”

“Okay,” Terry agreed.

“Can you learn?”

“Yes.”

“That was a joke question,” Marlena said. “I know you can learn. You want to be a mother. Now there’s a lot of learning, I’m sure. We’ll teach you what you need to know to run Randy’s business, and I’m sure you’ll get it.”

“I can learn,” Terry promised.

“We have a plan B, in case you’re wondering,” Marlena continued.

“Okay . . .” Terry prompted.

“If we can’t get it off the ground,” Marlena said. “If we can’t afford you anymore, we sell you. And probably make money on it. But that’s not what we want. And I’m telling you this so you’ll know the whole game plan. You do your part—just your part—to help Randy’s business take off, and we keep you and get a better house and live well and there’s nothing keeping you from having a baby. But if it doesn’t work out, maybe you end up with better owners, maybe they’re worse. Probably worse, because we’re going to do our best to keep you happy.”

Once again, Marlena was saying things that seemed very important to her, so Terry nodded and gave her owner a half smile and tried not to show how sick she suddenly felt, because this was not what she’d signed up for, not what she’d suffered for in Highland Park for a week. She’d thought she’d have certainty here in exchange for her freedom, but there was barely more certainty here than there’d been when she was warming her hands over the half-barrel at the homeless encampment.

“Okay,” Marlena said, standing in the hallway outside Terry’s room, and Terry looked back at her, naked and bound hand and foot and completely helpless.

What now?

“Punishment,” Marlena said. “Let’s just get everything out of the way now, okay?”

“Okay.”

“Randy and I have been talking about all this, nonstop. It feels like the only thing we’ve talked about for the last six months. So what I’m telling you, all of it is coming from both of us. And we looked into this a lot. You’re working for both of us. You’ll do Randy’s business, but you’ll be working for me too, working for the house, and so this really matters to me, and I did a lot of research and my voice and Randy’s were equal where you’re concerned. And there’s no reason to reinvent the wheel. People do things a certain way, and that’s going to work for us. So, you’re naked indoors, and outdoors, weather permitting, unless it’s against the rules there or something. And physically, you’ll be kept, you know, like this. We’ll chain you. We’ll lock you up. That’s what people do, and it works. And then, when things don’t go great. . . you know what I mean? You don’t have to be perfect, but when it’s, when it sort of crosses this red line, then we sort of go to the next level. Another level. Does that make sense so far?”

Terry nodded, shifted on her feet uncomfortably, sensed Marlena’s awkwardness. How, exactly, do you tell another adult you’re going to beat her?

“A lot of houses have a room just for that,” Marlena said. “We don’t in this house, so we’ll do it in the garage, in one corner, so there’s one place that’s not associated with anywhere else. We do it, we get it done, three or five or ten, and then we’re done.”

Marlena was speaking in a sort of code now, the topic too difficult for plain English, but Terry understood and believed that if it came to that, she’d endure it. It would last seconds, minutes at most, and then be done. The Highland Park training facility had taken a week, and she’d made it through that.

“Okay,” Marlena said, drawing in her breath. “Now, sex.”

“Sure,” Terry said, meaning nothing by the word, but something about it forced an explosive laugh, Marlena laughing and looking at Terry.

“Sorry,” she said, still laughing in between phrases as she straightened. “I just, you . . . you’re an unknown quantity, you know?”

Terry didn’t know, so she offered a weak smile.

“Okay,” Marlena said, forcing seriousness onto her demeanor. “We consider it important. For everyone. We want you to have what you need, within reason.”

Terry was still uncertain about the meaning here, so she waited.

“Bozo’s mine,” Marlena said. “I get him when I want him. You get him when I say you can have him and you want him. I’m thinking once a week, less when you’re on your period, obviously, more once we decide to give you that baby and you’re fertile. With me so far?”

“I am,” Terry said honestly.

“But we can get some other guys for you. Not just other subjects. An editor friend of mine has a teenage son who’s very interested.”

“Interested?” Terry echoed.

“You have to know what I mean,” Marlena said with another of her laughs, which were growing increasingly nervous. “They said you did good . . . with that.”

Terry raised her eyebrows, not sure enough of Marlena’s meaning to agree or disagree.

“Your sex scores were high,” Marlena elaborated.

Okay. This had something to do with the training place in Highland Park. They’d masturbated her when she was upside down, and she came every time. If that meant high sex scores, so be it. But the idea of being a . . . a what? A playmate? Practice girl? Booty slave? . . . for some teenage boy didn’t appeal to her, at all.

But what she wanted didn’t matter, of course, other than her drive to have children, because it was in the contract. Her sexual use hadn’t been specifically addressed in the document, other than that she couldn’t be abused, whatever that meant. The definition of sexual abuse was widely varied. Many were the victims whose tormenters claimed—often successfully—that there was nothing wrong with what they’d done.

“Okay, garage,” Marlena said, turning 180 degrees to emphasize the welcome move to another topic.

Terry shuffled behind, back to the kitchen and through a door that led to a space large enough for two cars, but which was both empty and surprisingly immaculate. The concrete floor was swept clean and, other than a faded oil stain here and there, uniformly gray. Counter spaces and shelves, empty but for a few boxes and an array of standard tools, lined two walls. But when Terry’s gaze reached the far corner, her attention stayed there. Its purpose was obvious, at least to her. A wooden post had been installed there, secured to the floor with metal brackets, fixed to the ceiling joist with a pair of bolts. Rings had been set into the post near the floor and at one-foot intervals to a height of six feet. The top of the post featured a large, sturdy pulley, the rope already looped through it, one end tied loosely to one of the rings, the other end hanging free, waiting to be passed around a pair of wrists. Or ankles.

More rings were set into the walls on either side of the post, and a small, ominous cabinet presided nearby, its closed doors concealing its contents.

Terry could be tied there in any configuration preferred by her new owners, including stretched out, contorted, spread, even hung upside down. And that would be punishment enough, for her at least. But no, the restraining would be a mere preliminary, her beating the second phase.

The space had been designed with obvious forethought and constructed with a meticulous attention to detail.

But whose forethought, whose attention? Terry wondered, all her mind dedicated to the question. Was it a kit Randy had bought and assembled? Had they hired someone to build a standard punishment space and let them install it as they’d seen fit? Or had Randy and Marlena devised this themselves, mapping out the best positioning of rings to ensure a wide variety of options for securing their slave’s body? We’ll tie her ankles here, Terry imagined one of them saying to the other, her knees here, thighs and hips here, shoulders here, hands up here. Who had conceived of the pulley? Was it a standard implement, or another manifestation of her owners’ creativity? We may need to hang her at times, one of them had said. Okay, this will work.

“We’ve spent a lot of time fixing it up,” Marlena said. “I hope it shows.”

Terry turned to Marlena, certain she was talking about her punishment corner, but no, Marlena wasn’t even looking at her, didn’t know that Terry’s gaze had fixed on the place of future misery, had no way of knowing that Terry had lost herself in the corner’s genesis.

“Okay, now you rest,” Marlena said, turning back toward the door that led to the kitchen. “Sound good?”




Chapter 14: Options Club Assignment #64 & #66

PART 1

Options Club Experience Assignment #64 (ages 14-16)

Objective: Gain familiarity and comfort with common subject conditions in a private setting

Preparation: Ask your owner for a set of conventional restraints. If you don’t already have them, they can be what your parent(s) wear, as long as they fit comfortably, or a new set can be bought for you. If possible, go to a shop that does fittings.

Assignment: Your goal, moving at whatever pace feels comfortable for you, is to spend two hours at your home nude in hand and foot restraints (hands should be secured in front). During the assignment: 1. Interact with at least one non-subject member of your household; 2. Complete one household chore; 3. Work on a school assignment; 4. In a written statement, describe the preparation, the experience, how it made you feel etc. If you like, you may submit your answer to the National Subject Board for consideration in the Options Club National Essay Contest (word limit 1,000 words):

Submitted by: Annabelle Tillman

Birthdate: May 1, 2030

Age: 16

Date Submitted: 9/8/2046

Chapter: Options Club of Aurora Central High School

Club Advisor: Mr. Newton Saylor

Would you like your club advisor to submit your answer to the Options Club National Essay Contest? Yes

My owners are Randy and Marlena Tillman. I live with them and my mom, Terry.

For this assignment, I talked to my mom first, and she said it would be okay to do, so I explained it to Marlena, and she was okay too and said she’d mention it to Randy.

They only have one set of leg irons, and mom is in them most of the time when she isn’t in her cage. They have handcuffs for her too but she only wears those for punishment, usually, just in her cage (it doesn’t happen that often). I’ve tried on her things a few times, just to see what it was like, but I was never naked, and it was just for a few minutes. We’re about the same size now but her handcuffs aren’t very comfortable (they sort of pinch on either side of my wrists), so Randy said he’d get me something, and I told him about getting fitted, so he took me to a shop near downtown where they go to get Mom’s stuff.

It was just me and him at the shop. We had to explain the situation a little to the worker, who was new, and Randy let me do the talking. I think that was the hardest part of the assignment, because she thought I was too young to have to wear chains, so I said it was just an assignment, and finally she said she’d measure me. It’s not just that they measure you, though, but also look at the shape of your wrists and ankles and try to get something that matches to what is unique about them, and the first handcuffs she brought out were perfect, no pinching, and I liked the third leg irons, so we bought those.

That was on a Monday night that we went to the store, so I decided to wait to do my assignment the next Saturday afternoon before going out. I wasn’t nervous at all. I sometimes go naked at home, just if I’m doing laundry or forget my clothes after a shower or when it’s too hot, and no one cares, so I’m not modest. And Mom’s almost always naked, and I grew up with that, so it’s not a big deal to me.

I think everyone else was more nervous than me. After lunch Saturday, I went to my bedroom and took everything off and went to my mom and she asked me if I was sure I wanted to do it and I said sure. So then we both went to Randy in his office, and I guess he was nervous too, or sort of seemed it, just by the way he talked. But he got my stuff from the garage, and he had to take things out of the packaging, and I was helping too but Mom wasn’t, she was sort of holding back.

So everything’s out of the packaging and I was still fine with everything, so Randy puts on my handcuffs first, in front like it said, then leg irons, and the saleslady did a good job because they felt fine, and then I did all the things I was supposed to, as follows:

	I guess I sort of interacted with Randy, just to get chains on, but he went back to his office so then I found Marlena. She was on social media in her bedroom, or sort of her second bedroom, and she already knew about the assignment so I just went in to talk to her, and she was sitting and I was standing at her door, and she asked how it felt, and that’s the thing. Nothing. It felt like nothing. There was no challenge to it. That’s what I told her, and we talked maybe 10 minutes, first about my assignment, then about some tests at school 
	My household chore was emptying the dishwasher. That was slightly challenging because I had to keep my hands together, but I got it done, no broken dishes. 
	For the school assignment, first I started writing this, but I wasn’t sure it was a true assignment so I just read a social studies chapter and took some notes. Again, easy. 
	And then, all this is my written assignment, below: 


I stayed chained the full two hours, and looked up some stuff and then got sort of bored so I did a SayHi with Aubrey, my best friend, and showed her what I was doing and she was sort of amazed, but she shouldn’t be because she knows about things, and I asked her what she’d think if she came over and I was like this, and she couldn’t give a straight answer, I don’t know. We went out that night to the mall and I didn’t ask her any more about it.

So that’s my total experience, it wasn’t bad, and I do feel like I can appreciate Mom’s situation a little better now, and I have more sympathy for her. And if it has to be done to me on a full-time basis, I feel like I could get used to it.

PART 2

Hi, Annabelle,

Mr. Saylor shared your essay with me and said you were disappointed it wasn’t considered for recognition, and he said you were hoping I would take a look and perhaps be able to give some advice. Of course I’d be glad to. First of all, as a lifelong writer who has been rejected far more often than I have been published, let me say that I understand clearly how you feel. I submitted seven book ideas to something like 200 agents and publishers before my first novel was accepted. Everyone is disappointed when writing they worked hard on is ignored. But most people lack the courage to try to find out what they could have done better. I applaud your desire to do so.

Let me say first that I found your essay informative, thorough, and well-written. I also found your words inspiring. It seems you are dealing with what some young ladies would consider a difficult life situation, and doing your best with it. I don’t pretend to know much about America’s subject system but would be interested in following your progress as you become an adult. It has crossed my mind to learn enough about it to write a novel.

Now, what might you have done differently? Some ideas for you to consider. You shared a series of facts, but you never developed a personality. I couldn’t get much of a sense of who you are because you didn’t offer any of those details that bring a narrative to life. Was the saleslady who helped you older or younger? What was she wearing? Did she seem to approve of your project? Tell me more about Randy’s nervousness when he was chaining you. Did he stutter, stammer, mispronounce your name? Share cues with us about your mother’s reaction, no matter how subtle, to seeing her daughter chained and naked for the first time. Where did you sit when you read your history assignment? Near a window? What was the chapter on? Did you see any parallels between the reading and your condition? Tell us more about Aubrey. I assume she’s free? Can you guess at the reasons for her reaction? And so forth, whatever’s most interesting.

Second, word choice. Readers want variety in nouns and phrasing. Look up simile and metaphor, both would serve you well.

Third, start with something strong, a sentence or two that makes your audience want to keep reading.

Finally, I was able to find a few winning essays from past years and am attaching them here. This seems to be what the judges are looking for.

Best of luck in all your endeavors. And do please keep in touch.

Bartholemew Chandler

PART 3

Options Club Experience Assignment #66 (ages 16-17)

(see Prerequisite: Options Club Experience Assignment #64)

Objective: Gain familiarity and comfort with common subject conditions in a public setting

Preparation: 1). Ask your owner for a set of conventional foot restraints. If you don’t already have them, they can be what your parent(s) wear, as long as they fit comfortably, or a new set can be bought for you. If possible, go to a shop that does fittings. 2). Ask your owner for a training collar, if you don’t already have one; 3). Find a subject-friendly public setting that allows restraint and subject nudity. It can be a church, park, mall, library, or any other public setting, but VERIFY BEFOREHAND that they allow subject nudity and are okay with your assignment.

Assignment: Spend two hours, escorted by a non-subject friend or guardian, nude, collared and shackled in the public setting of your choice.

During the assignment: 1. Interact with at least one person you don’t know in that setting. You might purchase something, tell them about yourself, or ask them questions. Take good notes or try to remember the details of what is said; 2. Using a phone or electronic step or distance tracker, walk at least a quarter mile in this setting without covering any part of it twice; 3. In a written statement, describe the experience. If you like, you may submit your answer to the National Subject Board for consideration in the Options Club National Essay Contest (word limit 1,500 words):

Submitted by: Annabelle Tillman

Birthdate: May 1, 2030

Age: 16

Date Submitted: 1/30/2046

Chapter: Options Club of Aurora Central High School

Club Advisor: Mr. Newton Saylor

Would you like your club advisor to submit your answer to the Options Club National Essay Contest? Yes

It's always weird when your best friend is blushing, and you’re the one naked in public with your feet chained together.

And it wasn’t a dream.

Aubrey, who is free, has been my best friend since fifth grade, and she’s always been great about my situation, so I chose her for this assignment, which requires that I spend two hours in a public place without any clothes on and chained to get me used to it in case that’s what I have to do at some future point.

I told my mom about it and she said fine, as long as Aubrey stayed with me. My owners, Randy and Marlena, also said it was okay.

I already had shackles I got for the prerequisite assignment. I don’t have a training collar but didn’t need one. Practically every girl I know wears jewelry that can totally pass for a collar, and they all halfway want people to think they’re a subject. Aubrey has two, so I borrowed one of them. It’s ironic I guess that I’m one of the few people I know who doesn’t own that kind of collar.

I picked Havana Plaza, which is the older mall in Aurora, Colorado, where I live, but it’s big enough and most importantly, they’re subject-friendly, and a lot of the people who work there are subjects and have to stay nude, but the people who shop there are subjects so they’re naked a lot too.

My owners have never chained me or made me go naked yet so I was maybe a little nervous the day we went. My mom hugged me like she always does when Aubrey came to pick me up, and she hugged Aubrey too, which made me think this was moving for her, and I looked at her in a different way right then, because I was about to be like she almost always is.

I had my clothes on when we got to the mall, but I was wearing just a t-shirt and wrap skirt so I could take it all off without getting out of Aubrey’s car. So I did that and told her to chain my ankles and she didn’t want to and didn’t know it was part of the deal so I took care of that. There was no rule against that in the assignment but it seemed sort of wrong. I put on the collar too, and got out and walked across the parking lot and into the mall with Aubrey. She turned on her step counter and we just walked around, instantly got the quarter-mile walk done even though we stopped (see attached image from MyleMaker on Aubrey’s phone).

I sort of ignored everyone on our walk. My strategy was to tell myself I belonged here and what was the problem anyway, so it didn’t matter if they looked. It helped that there were other subjects there, plenty naked and some chained like me.

Then we went to the food court since we still had almost 90 minutes to go, and there were some boys there, staring. I mean STARING. Like jackals hunting their prey. Not just at me because there were other naked people there too but maybe I was the youngest girl there. I couldn’t ignore them because they were staring so hard, like I was just a movie or a video game they were playing, so I stared back, but I was glad Aubrey was there, and we ordered eggrolls and fried rice and we’re eating and talking and she tells a joke that was like her old self, so I know she wasn’t nervous anymore, and I wasn’t really nervous either. But I knew I needed to talk to someone there and didn’t have a plan for that yet, but there was a table with a bunch of staring boys and they were all laughing and I wasn’t sure what was happening, but then one of them, in Big Sur trunks and a Hawaiian shirt like he was late for a surfing appointment, gets up and sort of slow-walks over to us like he was hoping to be struck by lightning, but no lightning struck so he kept walking towards us and then he stopped right near us.

“Hi.”

Aubrey stepped up for me right then, because I didn’t know what to say at the moment, because I didn’t know what he wanted.

“Hey,” she said with this fork wave she does to let people know she doesn’t care.

“They dared me to talk to you,” he said.

“Well, you’re done now, congratulations,” Aubrey said. Another fork wave.

But then I saw this as my chance to get part of my assignment done. I had some questions in mind, so I just started asking them and remembering his answers.

“I would like to ask you some questions,” I say.

“Yup,” he says, looking super surprised.

“Does your family own any subjects?”

“No.”

“Have they expressed interest in buying someone?”

The boy got this look, thinking about his answer.

“That’s not really a yes or no question,” he said.

“That’s okay,” I said. “I have time.”

“Can I sit?” he asked, like he was asking if he could borrow one hundred dollars.

I put my hand on the chair next to me, and he sat there and I looked at all his friends and they were laughing and looking surprised so much, like they couldn’t even believe it. I think he sort of became a hero to them in that moment.

“Mom and dad talk about it,” was what he said. “They say they need help with things around the house, because they both work a lot, but I know they’ll never buy anyone. Is she your owner?”

He nodded to Aubrey.

“No, my friend,” I said. I explained my assignment, talked about my mom, told him about the Options Club, which he’s heard of since they’re fairly famous.

“Do you think you’ll ever own a subject?” I asked.

“Are you for sale?” he asked, with a crooked smile.

“He’s hitting on you, Annabelle,” Aubrey warned, which made him laugh and he sort of blushed too.

We talked a little more and then he went back to his group of guys and they were all celebrating sort of so I guess he succeeded at the dare, and we finished our lunch and were done.

Aubrey brought me home and I guess I was glad to get back to my natural environment but I didn’t mind the assignment and felt like I could do it again.

PART 4

Dear Mr. Chandler.

I hope you can see that I tried to take your advice on better writing for my second experience essay. It’s still not that great, as you can probably see, and there’s a lot I would change if I had it to do over again right now, but I won First Place for Voice (!!!) which means they really liked my overall tone. One of the judges wrote this: “A commanding synthesis of the writer’s observational powers and sense of humor, a real pleasure to read.” I have you to thank. So, thank you!!! So much!!!

PART 5

Dearest Annabelle,

The judge is right, wonderfully written. You have made my day. And I believe I am going to write that novel. I might even name the heroine Annabelle.

Yours, always,

Bart




Chapter 15: Training and Making

When the door opened, Terry was sitting naked in the middle of her room, each ankle bound separately by six feet of chain to a pair of rings bolted side by side into the base of the carpeted floor.

“Terry, this is Marcus,” Marlena announced as a boy in his late teens entered.

“Hi, Marcus,” Terry said, looking up but not standing, not offering her hand.

Marlena shut the door, leaving the couple alone.

There was no need for preamble or idle chatter. They both knew what he was there for. His mother was one of Marlena’s friends, and they had been talking this over for months. Arranging sex for one’s son with one’s friend’s slave must be done delicately, or not at all. But now that the moment had arrived, the two principal actors were on their own.

“First time?” Terry asked.

“Yes,” Marcus said, smiling grimly and covering his mouth for an indeterminate cough. This was probably going to be several firsts for the teen: first sex, first foreplay, first time in the presence of a naked female.

“You can take your clothes off now,” she said, and when he raised his eyebrows in surprise, she laughed and added, “You sort of have to.”

He removed his clothing awkwardly, as if undressing itself was a sex act that had to be done to perfection and thus would be done invariably badly. He reached first for the hem of his t-shirt, then let it go and unbuckled his belt, left that and pulled off his shirt, removed his belt and set it on the floor, slid his jeans down, tried to push his briefs down with the same grace, but the waistband caught on the tip of his erect penis and he fumbled a bit before his member was free, bouncing and hard. Only then did he remember his shoes, and he sat and untied them and kicked everything off and eyed Terry sheepishly, as though expecting her to tell him never mind, if he couldn’t undress any more gracefully than that, she didn’t want him. He was forgetting, obviously, that this was something her owners had ordered her to do, their authority in this matter absolute, the twin chains binding her to the floor all the evidence anyone should need.

“Oh,” she said simply, eyeing his penis. It was a good size, and thick, but there was no need to sing its praises. Other lovers might do that, or they might not. If Terry gushed and the next girl didn’t, he might think something was wrong. And that’s ultimately what all this was about—the next girl. What modern, open-minded parent wouldn’t want as much control as possible over their child’s first sexual encounter? Marcus could try his luck behind the couch in someone’s musty basement with a girl who wasn’t sober, wasn’t nice, wasn’t sure she wanted this once their clothes were off. Or he could learn from someone’s female property, her cooperation a given.

“Want to do some oral stuff first?” she said, looking into his eyes for the first time. Marcus seemed serious, earnest, shy—the kind of boy who would never get laid in high school because he was too much like everyone’s fathers.

“I guess,” he said, dropping to his knees and taking two tentative steps toward her on them. “What . . .?”

“Start on me first,” she said, leaning back on her elbows and spreading her legs, the chain on her left ankle clinking.

He moved forward tentatively, dropping to his hands, staring at Terry’s entrance.

“I shaved,” she said, her tone factual, informative. “Some girls do, some don’t, but for your first time, this is going to be easier.”

She reached down to her vulva, spread her lips, tapped the little bump at the top of her vulva.

“Lick here first,” she said. “That’s the clitoris, if they didn’t teach you that in sex ed.”

Marcus moved forward with the expression of one trying raw oysters for the first time, but his erection held as he extended his tongue for a first tentative pass at Terry’s flesh.

“It’s an acquired taste,” she said. “You’re not supposed to like it the first time. But it’s something the girls will want, so you need to get used to it.”

He licked a little more assertively on his second pass.

“That’s right,” she said. “Start with that, but don’t ignore the rest.”

Marcus proved a quick study, his mouth widening as he brought more of it into contact with more of Terry’s vulva.

“Good,” she said. “Watch the teeth, though. That’s right. The teeth are good, but just don’t forget they’re there. Press a little, but watch where the points go. Good. Now, up my hole.”

Marcus lifted himself to regard his partner curiously.

“Tongue, I mean,” she said. “Inside me. You’re doing good.”

The boy dropped back down, pressed his tongue against her slot, seemed to sense her wetness, and paused.

“It’s lubrication,” she said. “Another acquired taste.”

He made a second half-hearted pass across her entrance.

“Inside,” she said. “Drink it.”

Although his tongue had not been fashioned with erectile tissue, and consuming something produced by someone else’s body is in almost all cases frowned upon, Marcus did his best, exploring the hole, cleaning it, devouring its sweet release as the taste was indeed acquired.

“Okay, let me show you what it’s for,” she said. “Let’s go.”

He gave her another curious stare, so she smiled, lay flat and touched the backs of his hands with her fingertips, urging him forward.

“Open me,” she said quietly. “And go in.”

All his uncertainty vanished, and he moved forward and dropped down, adjusted his hips and wrapped his right hand around the middle of his shaft, aiming his tip at the lower part of Terry’s vulva, entering her and pushing all the way in.

“Yeah, yeah, good,” Terry said, her instructional tone yielding to something less authoritative under the weight of new sensations.

“Not too fast, not too fast,” she urged, raising her legs, the chains clinking as her feet swung in time to his thrusts.

“Okay, you can kiss me,” she said. “You need to know how to do that.”

Marcus looked at her as though gauging her seriousness, and when she nodded earnestly he dropped his body against hers, put his mouth on hers, and when she opened, he opened too and did a passable job at a deep kiss. The effort stilled his loins for a moment, but once he’d settled into the position, he began stirring her insides again, withdrawing about half his penis before he pushed it all back within her, moving steadily until the dawn of his orgasm sparked chaos, the pleasures too great to be captured in a back and forth motion, the boy writhing as though in pain, spine bending like the back of a snake hustling toward its next meal, and soon after came his grunts of victory, one for each delivery of semen up Terry’s chamber.

Before he was done spurting within her, Marcus sighed and dropped down, all the weight of his upper body against Terry’s chest and belly. He was a baseball player, she’d been told, agility more valuable than mass, and she bore him comfortably and breathed into his hair and dropped her feet to the floor with another ring of chain.

“That was good,” she said. “Nice.”

“It was?” he said, raising his head to regard her with surprise. “You mean, for you?”

“Of course,” she said. “Couldn’t you tell?”

“No,” he said. “How do you tell?”

Terry laughed and pulled his head down against her shoulder.

“I didn’t push you off,” she said. “I didn’t tell you to stop. And I would have if I didn’t like it, I promise.”

As it softened, his penis slipped out of her hole, but he remained in position between her legs.

“Do girls always like it?” he asked.

“No, not like boys do,” she said. “Girls have different reasons for having sex. It’s not just for fun. It can be to do someone a favor, or to have a baby, or because she loves you. But when it is done for fun, every girl likes different things, too, and every girl will tell you what she likes in different ways. Or she won’t tell you, and she’ll expect you to figure it out. So you just have to try to feel it. Feel what she wants. Feel her.”

“That’s like,” Marcus said, “a lot of stuff to keep track of.”

“Follow your instincts,” Terry said. “Don’t overthink it. You did good”

~ ~ ~

Two summers after she’d been converted, Terry was as naked as she usually was, bound to the garage floor by a pair of long chains, one fastened to each ankle.

She wasn’t there to provide guidance and inspiration to another adolescent boy, however. In fact, her services were at the moment occupying the other end of the technological spectrum.

There’d been a knock at the garage’s side door. Terry, who’d spent the last 30 minutes warming up the printer and running the collection of apps that drove it, rose from her seat and peered through the window, smiling at the dark-haired man in his 30s. Once he made out her face and form through the window’s late-morning glare, he smiled back.

“Martin?” she inquired as soon as the door was open.

“Yes,” he said, standing back and taking in her form, eyes lingering in equal measures on her shaved mound, her breasts, her collar, and her cuffed ankles. “You’re Terry?”

“Yes,” she said, offering her hand without a hint of self-consciousness. “You brought the chips?”

He stepped in, still looking at her as he sidled past and into the garage.

“I didn’t know you were . . .” he began, voice faltering but his meaning obvious.

“They converted me almost two years ago,” Terry said.

“Voluntarily?”

“Is there any other way?” Terry said, playing innocent. “You’ve got your chips?”

“Yes,” he said, and he reached into his pocket, handed Terry three thumb drives, and took in the space.

Much had been done here since Terry’s arrival some 18 months before. The concrete floor was now high-end carpeting, plush, off-white. The walls, originally bare studs, had been finished with gypsum and plaster and light blue paint, and covered with posters of golden statuary, columns made with swirls of white and blue marble, and cross sections of complex machinery, wires and gears and tiny motors in one image, the components of a farm tractor’s burly engine in a second.

The ceiling remained unfinished, but its beams and new ductwork had been painted black and unobtrusive. A small conference table and four chairs had been set up in one corner of the space, where Terry and her owner could meet with customers, and a closet had been built around the place in the opposite corner, where Terry’s owner occasionally punished her.

And then there was the machine itself—or really, a series of linked machines, in aggregate the size of a van—which hummed next to Terry’s space, a designer chair that swiveled between two tables, each holding a large monitor. The work station itself, its cooling fans roaring intermittently, sat beneath the table to Terry’s left, joined with wires to some accessories, wirelessly to others, thick cables attaching it to the printer.

Terry headed to her chair, chains slithering behind her noiselessly against the carpet, and pressed the three drives Martin had given her into three ports in a 10-drive array. The monitors came to life and she sat, pressing keys, stroking the touchpad, looking into each screen, brow furrowed with concentration. But when Martin stepped behind her to observe, she tore her eyes away from her work.

“Sorry,” she said, “but could you sit over there?”

“Huh?” Martin said.

“You’re not supposed to see what I’m doing.”

“Oh,” Martin said. “Proprietary?”

“Yes,” she said. “It’s fine if you want to use your phone, or get your laptop or something to read from your car.”

“How long will this take?”

“Maybe half an hour,” she said.

Martin went to the table and sat, but he didn’t have a laptop, and his phone didn’t seem to interest him as much as Terry did, so he continued to study the girl as she worked, tapping keys, sliding her fingers over a touchpad, leaning back with her arms folded under her breasts to wait while a process ran.

“Do you live here?” he asked during Terry’s second pause.

Terry looked up with surprise, as though she’d forgotten he was there.

“Yeah.”

“Where do you sleep?”

“In the house,” she said. “I mean, I don’t live in this room.”

“You have a normal room?”

“Yeah,” Terry said. “Or, sort of. We’re moving next month.”

“Where to?”

“We had a house built in Central Park.”

“Oh,” Martin said, looking surprised. “Nice area.”

The PC clicked, and Terry returned her attention to the screen for a time, but as soon as she leaned back, Martin had his next question ready.

“Big house?” he asked.

“Yeah,” she said. “Bigger than this.”

“How big?”

“Ten bedrooms.”

“Big family?” he asked.

“What do you mean?”

“Why all the rooms?”

“For guests,” she said. “Hobbies.”

“Do they have any kids, though?” Martin persisted.

“Not yet,” she said. “I want one.”

“Are you pregnant?”

“Not yet,” she said. “Your part’s done.”

“Which part?” he asked.

“All of it,” she said. “Behind that door. No, that one. The big one. Yeah.”

Martin pulled open a blue door set into the side of the machinery, seemed surprised when he looked down to find a drone with five propellers at his feet, each rotor a different size, each mounted obliquely above or beside the device’s plastic housing.

He picked it up, studied it.

“The remote control’s in there too,” Terry said.

More surprise as Martin retrieved the second item, and when he hit the power button and the rotors started idling, his expression morphed to sublime joy.

“You did it,” he said.

“Yes.”

“It’s free?” he asked dubiously.

“Yes,” Terry said. “We call the first one proof of concept.”

Martin looked on raptly as he cradled the drone in one hand and worked the remote control in the other, tapping buttons and laughing as the machine responded accordingly. He held it before him, pulled his hand away, and the device hovered there.

“How much for the second one?” he asked, unable to conceal his excitement. “There’s a charge for that, right?”

“10,000,” Terry said.

“Okay,” he said. “That’s actually not bad. But what if I need to make some changes?”

“Still 10,000,” she said.

“Can I come back tomorrow?”

“No, we’re booked the next two weeks. How many do you think you’ll need?”

“A dozen this month. Hundreds, eventually.”

“Make an appointment on our page.”

“I will.”

~ ~ ~

With the agreement of all concerned, Randy’s first coupling with Terry was meant to inseminate her while the latter was kenneled, locked up for the night in the little cage in her little room, the girl on all fours, Randy pressing through the bars and into her body.

Impersonal as it was, the event was not without conversation.

“Yeah,” Randy said first, voice a little shaky. “Okay. So it’s in there.”

“Yeah,” Terry agreed.

“Just . . . just . . .” Randy said, the rest of his thought unspoken as he drove fast enough into the girl to rattle her cage.

“You should slow down,” Terry said, offering a quick “oh!” before she added, “so there’s a lot.”

“Sorry, sorry,” Randy said, huffing as though there was a great weight on his chest, “want a boy . . . or a girl?”

“Girl,” Terry said simply.

“What’s her name?” Randy grunted.

“She’s not born yet,” Terry noted.

“I mean . . . I mean . . . what would—”

“Annabelle,” Terry said. “Annabelle.”

“This might not . . . the first time,” Randy warned.

“You have to keep doing it,” Terry said. “Until it does.”

“It’s okay,” Randy grunted. “I mean . . . I want to.”

“Marlena said it would be okay,” Terry said.

“Marlena’s . . . not here.”

“She doesn’t know?” Terry said with alarm.

“No, she knows, she knows,” Randy said tightly. “She just . . . she’s going to leave when we . . . she doesn’t want to be . . . around.”

“Yeah,” Terry said, adjusting her hips to receive Randy more comfortably. “It’s good.”

“You like it?”

“I’m glad you’re doing it,” Terry said, adding after a pause, “I mean, yeah. I like it. Do you?”

“I like it.”

With all that settled, the two fell into wordless mating, but their exertions weren’t silent. The couple breathed in and out, and Terry’s kennel—not the top of the line model, of course—continued to clang with every thrust. And the thrusts themselves made a distinct sound, a rhythmic wetness as Randy’s penis glided between Terry’s soft lips.

It would take another eight such sessions over the next three months before Terry’s periods would end and she’d start throwing up what little breakfast she could eat.
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Chapter 16: Letters from Camp

Dear Mom,

Hello from Subject 17! Actually, the official name of the camp is Camp Tillamook. That’s what it says on this wooden sign our bus drove under. The word is Native American and also a kind of cheese. A lot of groups stay here, not just Subject 17.

They said we have to send a normal letter at least twice a week, and they even have a class for it to teach us the fine points, and I was one of the few girls who could do cursive. Thank you Mrs. Pachrymos!

So I hope you can read this, and you don’t get tired of hearing from me. They aren’t reading what we write, so I can write anything, and I’ll try to keep it interesting.

I’m already looking forward to coming home next month, but I’m also really enjoying camp so far. You said you wanted details, so get ready for some details!

Oh, but first, tell Randy and Marlena thanks for letting me come. I didn’t know how much it cost until some of the other girls were talking about it, and how their owners had to save up for it.

Okay, so after you and Marlena put me on the bus, it drove all night and half the morning, but you saw how nice the bus was, and at 11 this lady who called herself a matron said we had to go to sleep, and the seats go way back so I actually slept really well until the first light of day, and I woke up looking at mountains which were super-beautiful, and one thing about the food here is it’s tremendous. Breakfast was on the bus, ham and eggs and sourdough muffins, and juice and even coffee. And the coffee was good. Not as good as you make with our Maestrobrew, but still good.

I’ve been meeting everyone and everyone’s cool but my favorites are Kendra from a ranch in Wyoming, and then Diana and Marcha and Fannie.

There are about 60 girls here, 30 from my bus and 30 more from a bus that started from Redwoods in California.

Oh, dinner on the bus was nice too. Steak and chicken and this salad that was really good. Brownies for desert. And all the meals at the camp are really good too. They even have a barbecue and we got chicken and ribs on it for lunch today.

Can you tell I’m not used to writing on paper? If I could email you, I would have probably rewritten this 20 times already and organized it much more effectively, but when you write by hand you just have to deal with whatever thought you have next. So please bare with me.

Mainly I want you to know I’m fine, and I’m having fun so far. And I’m sorry for laughing at you when you were getting emotional. We were just in very different places waiting for the bus. I was looking forward to camp and I guess you were trying to handle losing me for a month. Or was that it? Or was it something else? You can always tell me things, you know. You’re my mom, you know.

So the bus pulled up and stopped yesterday at camp about lunch time, and it pulls up near a table they tell us to walk to where these two ladies are sitting, naked and with collars on, and we had to line up, and then once we get to the table, we say our name and then have to give them everything, including everything we were wearing. I knew that was a rule coming in, but it was still sort of uncomfortable for me in front of so many strangers. But it was worse for some of the other girls, who were blushing the whole time and some were sort of covering up with their hands, and laughing like it was all funny but you could tell it wasn’t. I didn’t try to hide anything. It was sort of hopeless, anyway, because there’s so much to hide (ha). But it’s really hot this week, so wearing nothing is probably a good clothing choice for us anyway.

I think the club at school helped. Do you remember that time I went to the mall with Aubrey and had to be naked?

Our cabin’s really nice, it has two rooms with four bunk beds in each, and me and Kendra are sharing one bunk.

Okay, Kendra and I. I promise I’m not going to forget all the writing rules from AP just because I’m camping.

There are 10 cabins where we all sleep, an office cabin, a dining cabin, some classrooms and supply rooms that look like cabins too. Okay, everything’s a cabin here, obviously. I could have just said that.

They lock our cabins at night. They probably do that at any camp, but I guess I’m sort of aware of it because of the kind of camp it is. We have bathrooms in our cabin, and even a little break room with snacks, so it’s not like I’d want to leave anyway. And there’s a fence around it too. I mean, the main area where all the cabins are. Before our bus came through, they had to unlock it, and then they locked it again when the bus left. It’s a high fence, and not particularly attractive, but some of it has trees in front of it so you just see trees, not the fence.

We got this long lecture in the main classroom about everything, all the rules and how things would be and what we could expect. I’m sure I’m forgetting something but the things I remember are canoeing, we’ll get to ride horses some, they mentioned some art stuff

Some of the girls already have their collars, including Kendra, and she let me look at hers. She wasn’t self-conscious about it at all. She got it put on two months ago, and she said after the fourth or fifth day with it on, she pretty much forgot it’s there.

The way they set it up, camp gets harder after the first week. The girls who aren’t collared yet have to start wearing them for practice, and they’re going to lock them on and then lock us up in various ways, but please don’t worry about me, I’m looking forward to it.

I wrote way more than I thought I would, I think I sort of like writing by hand, but my fingers are tired! Look for my next note in a few days. Love you so much, Mom!

Annabelle

~ ~ ~

Hey, Mom!

It was great to get your note, thanks for writing. A lot of the girls have gotten nothing from home so far, so I was proud to show them yours.

Yesterday and today were a crash course in the ways we can be tied, chained, and everything (they call it “keeping or kept” as in, here are the most common ways you can be kept), and I know you’ve been really worried about that, so first, it was a little scary but not bad at all, really, probably because they never left us any certain way for very long. They never “kept” us, I should say.

The main purpose of it all was to just get us familiar with all the things that might be done, so it wouldn’t be a surprise if it happens again, for real. I mean, for real in the world, not like in a camp.

So, we woke up, we had breakfast in the chow hall, we went back to our cabins to wash up, and then they came through and told us to head to the main outside instruction area, so pretty much the same as every day of the first week.

We were broken up into three groups, 20 girls in a group, to do three things. The first thing my group did was what they call 4-points, which is chains on wrists and ankles, a chain running from one to the other, so you can walk around but in a very limited way. We each had to do that for 45 minutes and took turns trying to get these fake chores done, such as clearing the picnic table and putting it all on a cart, and pushing a vacuum cleaner, which was fake but very heavy and not easy over grass and dirt. Two girls acted like it was a joke and dropped things and got their butts popped, and then they got serious, but the red marks were there the rest of the day, which was sort of funny. Then, the next thing was getting handcuffed in back. You can’t do anything so all of us just stood there, or sat when they said we could, which was for 30 minutes, and I was so ready to be done with that. The last thing was when you got X’ed. That’s not the official name, but that’s what we started calling it as a joke, because they tie your wrists and ankles to the four corners of a metal square, which turns you into an X shape, if that makes sense. The squares they put us on were on blankets in the grass, in the shade under a tree, and they kept us on them for 30 minutes, and it was officially okay if we joked about it, so we were all laughing about it, although some girls in one other group cried. But it was fine. They said we might get transported that way sometimes, but they might drug us for it if the trip’s long. It could be done for punishment too, supposedly, but I just see that as another reason to be good all the time.

That afternoon we all walked outside the fence to a lake, and got to ride horses there if we wanted and weren’t on our period, and since I’m not I rode a horse named Chantilly and was one of the better riders because I was somewhat experienced. It was western saddle, and they gave us all towels to sit on. We all got to swim too, and the water was way colder than I expected, but it was still fun. We saw some people on the trail, just a couple, man and woman, and they waved like it was normal to see a bunch of girls in the buff on horses, but I think they knew we were from the camp. I’m already getting used to it, but some of the girls were covering up with their hands or pulling their towels up, which just made it worse I think.

The girls who don’t have collars yet are supposed to get them tomorrow. I have zero fear of that.

Hand is tired, lights out in five minutes, love ya!

Annabelle

~ ~ ~

Dear Mom,

I’m starting to understand what you had to go through for your conversion, because they’ve been telling us about it, and how it was a lot harder 20 years ago when you did it. Sometime you’ll have to tell me about it, if you think you can. It was also harder I’m sure because you’d been free, sort of (but homeless), whereas I grew up with it.

We’ll be back Saturday, between 4 and 7, but they said you’d get a text with a more exact time. Please tell Randy and Marlena I miss them, and I miss you so much. I can’t wait to get home, but I’m going to miss this camp too, and the girls I’ve met. I’ve gotten really close with some of them.

I won’t miss my collar. It’s not a great fit, so before I get my official one, let’s make sure I get measured exactly.

This week it’s been plenty of outside time, like archery and softball and wrestling, but more classroom time when it’s been raining

Everyone had to do a practice punishment this week. Just spanks on our rear, five with a paddle while we took turns going to the front of the classroom. It hurt for like 20 seconds, and it was okay if you yelled during it. It pretty much stopped hurting after it was over, but everyone’s butts were red the rest of the day, which was sort of funny.

One thing they’ve gone over are what they call the three O’s of subjecthood: obedience, opportunity, and the owner’s always right.

Opportunity means you look for ways to improve your abilities, but you also look for happiness. If something hurts, you tell your owner. If you like something, you tell them that too. It’s like you should think of yourself as your owner’s equipment, sort of, and taking care of yourself and improving yourself makes you better at taking care of them. You probably know all this but it was sort of a cool idea for me, and I feel like I really learned a lot here.

We also did some practical stuff, like learning about working in a factory, cooking for a family or a bigger group, working on a farm, taking care of kids. Also taking care of your body, like exercising, being coordinated and stuff like that, and also being open to learning things. Self-improvement is service improvement. They said that a lot. They went over some sex stuff too, but honestly sex ed my freshman year was more informative from a biological perspective. This was more about the things your owner might like. People like a lot of different things. Some of them surprised me but that’s okay. That was the main take away, I guess.

See you Saturday!

Love,

Annabelle




Chapter 17: Annabelle’s College Application, Question III

III: Describe a challenge you faced. How did you overcome it? How would this experience make you a better student at the University of Colorado?

Two months into my freshman year of high school, a girl transferred in from New York state, an albino girl with long white hair, pale blue eyes, white eyebrows, white skin. She was smart, doing AP math, English and history, so I had her in several classes.

I didn’t think anything of it, just noticed she was different, but some of the kids were whispering about her. She was the only albino in school, maybe the only one they’d ever seen, so maybe they can be forgiven for reacting a little bit to her. Some boys would cough “freak” when she went by, the girls would whisper very cattily about why she didn’t just dye her hair and eyebrows and wear contacts, and she sat by herself at lunch for close to a month, just reading a novel like she didn’t care, but I felt sorry for her.

I wish I could say my challenge was bringing her into my peer group and getting those immature boys to shut up, but that’s not what I’m writing about for this essay.

Because I’m a freak too.

I’m a subject, the daughter of a subject. I was collared in September. My tag reads “K449N417” and “FEMALE, STUDENT.”

I wasn’t the only subject in my schools, but I was always one of the few, and I’ve heard it all. “Subject,” of course, whispered all the time when I was passing in the hall, from elementary school on. “Slave” too, often enough. I started hearing “sex slave” once I got to middle school and kids were old enough to know what it meant. Sometimes it was “freak,” like they called the albino girl, or worse, “bitch”—like I wasn’t even human enough to be a freak. Sometimes I’d fight back with the worst words I could think of, sometimes I’d just take it. Sometimes I’d even believe it.

So that was my challenge: convincing myself I wasn’t weird, strange, unhuman.

The albino girl was my greatest inspiration, but not the only.

First there was my mother, who sold herself into slavery to escape homelessness, and whose collar still says “GENERAL, DOMESTIC,” but who has learned an amazing skill and enabled a fabulous life for our owners, herself, and me.

Then there was me, just trying to give off the flavor of normal as I became increasingly aware of how different I was. I didn’t withdraw, or cower in my shell, or worry when guests saw my naked mom in her collar with her feet chained together. I made friends, had people over, went to sleepovers, and answered any question about what I was to the best of my ability.

But the start of my freshman year at Aurora Central High was very tough for me. The school was huge, I didn’t know anyone in any of my classes, and I didn’t know who knew what I was. Some people would just look away when I looked at them. Are they just shy? I would wonder. Or does looking at a subject make them uncomfortable? Or maybe it was something else wrong with me.

For a while, it kind of became an obsession. I got a chip in my back when I was 8, and I knew everyone could see it in the shower after gym class, and I’d try to see it in the mirror (you really can’t see it, but that didn’t matter). And every time I saw two girls whispering, I knew it was about me. And if a boy smiled at me or even just looked at me too long, I was sure he wasn’t just being friendly. I knew what he was picturing.

By Thanksgiving of that year, I was in an emotional crisis. I know that sounds dramatic, but that’s what it was. I couldn’t eat. I couldn’t sleep. I couldn’t talk to my friends anymore, even my best friend, Aubrey. I’d go to school, come home, study a little, and then lie in my bed.

My mom sensed I was having problems right off, and they convinced me to see a therapist, and I’d go once a week and just be pissy and bitchy because what could he do anyway? Buy me? Set me free? But he said one thing that stuck with me: Do you know any other subjects? Do they feel the same way?

No, not at my school. There are two guys and one other girl that I know of, but none of them are in my classes and aren’t trying to get to college.

But I thought about it. And yes, there was someone I could relate to: Carrie. The albino girl.

She was smart. And funny.

AND SHE DIDN’T CARE.

It wasn’t an act. She didn’t care what people said. I know because one time I sat down with her at lunch, made myself although I was really nervous, and we just started talking, small talk at first, like about what she was reading, but then about our classes and our lives, and she told me her grandmother was albino and I told her I was a subject, which she didn’t know or care about, and we became friends, and neither one of us sees a freak when we look at the other. We just see another girl.

I didn’t just snap out of it, of course, but by the next spring, I was almost never worrying about what other people thought of me. Carrie really helped, because her attitude was so positive, but then I started to see that she and I weren’t the only different ones. Everyone is weird. Just in different ways.

But then, I took it a step further. I sort of hate this term, but I decided to “embrace” my difference. It’s who I am, it’s what I am, I can’t change it, so why not just be it, for all it’s worth? My sophomore year, I lobbied to get an Options Club started at my school, and the school administrators said yes, and it became a really popular club. Subjects from three other high schools in Aurora came to meetings, because their schools didn’t have clubs, but the thing I’m proudest of is that a lot of free kids started coming. Morbid curiosity in some cases, and some wanted to support us, and some just wanted to learn more. And this year, it’s about 50-50 free vs. subject, with 30 kids at some meetings.

I was all in, if that’s not already obvious. I did a bunch of the exercises, some very challenging (walking naked through a mall with my feet chained together, for example!), won recognition in an essay contest (see “Honors and Awards”) and was elected president of the club my sophomore year and again this year (okay, I’m really proud of that too). I was collared in October of this year, and I sort of made a big deal about that too. I went the ceremonial route at Four Seasons, invited 40 friends, and 45 showed up.

I could write a lot more about this, but I’m getting close to my word limit and I still need to answer the last part of the question: How would overcoming my insecurities make me a better student at University of Colorado, you ask? Well, first of all, I embrace not only my own differences, but everyone else’s. And I have learned to overcome not just my insecurities about my subjecthood, but my other insecurities, about my body, my face (my mouth is definitely very big, but I don’t care anymore), and whatever else occurs to me from day to day (I am sometimes convinced I’m a terrible writer—which every writer sometimes believes, I’ve learned).

On a more practical note, I love participating in classroom discussion, work as hard as any free person I know at my studies, and would be incredibly proud to call myself a Buffalo.




Chapter 18: Aubrey’s College Application, Question 5

	The Northwestern University student body is known for its cultural, racial, ethnic and experiential diversity, and the students who do best here are comfortable navigating communities different from their own. Describe a time when you found yourself in a social situation outside your comfort zone. What happened? How did you react? Do you think you did the right thing? How did you grow from the experience? 


Annabelle and I were put in class together in fifth grade, and we hit it off immediately and she asked me to come over for a sleepover, so I went and my mom dropped me off. I’d never been to her place before, and my first impression was: wow, mansion. I went to the door and a naked woman answers with chains on her feet. This was unexpected, and made me very uncomfortable, but I quickly concluded that Annabelle’s family was obviously rich and owned this woman for work around the house, and I went in. She introduced herself as Terry and so I called her Terry and she seemed really glad that I was there, and called up this big flight of stairs to Annabelle, and Annabelle came down and we went back up to her room and were just talking about school stuff and boy-girl stuff and she was showing me her collections of stuff and I finally worked the question that had been bugging me into our conversation: Who is Terry? My mom, she said.

Okay, I said, getting way more uncomfortable because it seemed so weird. I mean, I sort of knew about subjects, I’ve seen movies they were in and you can see them working at some of the stores and other places, sometimes naked, but I’ve never seen one in someone’s home. I think what was the weirdest for me though is how Annabelle was acting: no big deal.

Why is she naked? is how I kept the conversation going. Seriously, I was thinking about having my mom come pick me up right then. Annabelle says that’s how you’re supposed to be, because Mom’s a subject.

She takes care of you?

She takes care of everyone, Annabelle says.

Who else lives here?

Randy and Marlena.

We talked about this conversation a few times in the ensuing years, and Annabelle told me that she was starting to realize right then that I wasn’t getting it, that her home life and my home life were totally different, and she needed to explain things a little, so she explained that her mom was a slave to Randy and Marlena, and that made her sort of a slave too. We went to their home theater to listen to a band she really liked, and we watched videos from concerts and interviews of some people we were fans of, but I couldn’t stop thinking about her mom, and her. So yes, I was way outside my comfort zone, as anyone would be who found out their new best friend was a slave.

Terry called us to dinner that night and I got to meet Randy and Marlena, and they were nothing like what I expected. They were both very nice, asked me a lot of questions, and so did Terry. Terry made the dinner, lasagna since Annabelle knew that was my favorite, and she took care of everyone but she also had dinner with us, so it was sort of like a family, but a very weird family.

I was starting to be okay with it, though. I was thinking that this is who raised Annabelle, and she’s awesome (and is still my best friend), so everyone’s okay here. Randy was a little lecturey, but just about how you have to follow your dreams, figure out what you want and totally go for it. Those were things he did, and it was why he had such a nice house. And Marlena reminded him that Terry helped a lot.

I didn’t know how rich Annabelle was until then, because she doesn’t act like a rich girl, ever. She always has nice clothes but doesn’t brag about them, is nice to everyone and never stuck-up, and at dinner I kind of figured out why, because Randy pointed to his head and said success comes from here, not from your clothes or your parentage. He talked about always working hard and using your strengths to succeed, and I thought he was trying to mainly lecture me but Annabelle said later he talks like that to her too and she considers it good advice.

So this is where I think I did really well with a challenging situation, because I acted normal and we had a lot of fun. I kept all my doubts to myself. She had a tent in her playroom and we talked and told ghost stories in there after everyone else was asleep and I asked her more about her situation, because I was thinking Randy could be her dad but she said no way, she didn’t know who her dad was but it definitely wasn’t Randy. She wasn’t sure about her future, what she’d have to do when she grew up, but she was fine with it. Overall, my friendship with Annabelle was strengthened by sleeping at her house and visiting her family, and I’m very proud of that. I also feel that my success dealing with my best friend’s unusual situation made me more open to other situations outside my normal experiences.




Chapter 19: Acceptance

Dear Annabelle Tillman,

Congratulations!

You are hereby invited to join the class of 2052 as one of our outstanding freshmen. We look forward to welcoming you for orientation on August 24, 2048.

You have been conditionally accepted to the pre-law program. Please be aware that many more students apply for pre-law than we can accept, and your full admission to the program will be dependent on your academic performance in your freshman and sophomore years. While admission to the pre-law program is extremely competitive, a commitment to your studies and a demonstrated ability for logical processing and critical reasoning will be essential.

As a subject, you will join a long and proud tradition of University of Colorado alumni who have graduated and gone on to great things as teachers, researchers, post-graduate students, and treasured members of our alumni family.

Currently, all non-married, undergraduate subject students are assigned to Blythe Hall, an on-campus housing facility. Blythe Hall was established in 2031 to provide a residential college experience for subjects that matches, to the extent possible, other residential options. Please visit the “Student Residential” tab, subtab “Subject Housing,” to familiarize yourself with the policies and expectations of that hall.

Note that you must accept this invitation by April 4 to be registered as a member of the incoming class. Go to the University website and use the PIN below to create a login and password, and watch your email for future messages from your new school.

Sincerely,

Candace Flannery

Director of Admissions

University of Colorado




Chapter 20: A Tour of Blythe

Like most of the other incoming freshmen that Saturday in late August, Annabelle’s first stop was her new home, Blythe Hall.

Or officially, Blythe Enrolled Subject Residential Facility, a small, two-story structure built from the campus’s ubiquitous sandstone, topped with red terra cotta tiles, fashioned vaguely after the pattern of common houses in the wine regions of old Tuscany, and the only campus residential building surrounded by a sandstone wall, ten-feet high and with but two ways through, wider and narrower gateways of arched limestone, in front and back respectively, each secured with solid oak doors on iron hinges.

The front gateway door had been flung wide on this auspicious day, and through it Annabelle passed with her mother and her owners, Randy and Marlena Tillman.

A stone walkway brought them through the narrow yard to the building’s front door, also arched with limestone, and at the moment monitored by a man in his late 30s, nude except for his collar, shackles, and the steel housing around his genitals.

“Welcome, freshman!” he said genially, directing his attention to Annabelle. “Miss Tillman, I presume?”

“Hi,” Annabelle said. She’d tied her black hair back with a wide white ribbon, and had dressed with a carefully understated artifice, black sandals, black designer jeans torn at the knees, and a light blue tank top that gathered closely around her ample bosom, the overall effect detracting from the silver collar around her neck, and the smile she struggled to maintain, because she was terrified.

And here she was perhaps not so different from the rest of her peers, free or subject, virtually all of them embarking on the greatest change to date in their young lives. But Annabelle’s fears might have been justifiably greater, given the wall she’d just passed through, the naked man who knew who she was, the bars that crisscrossed the eight second-story windows.

“Kirby,” said the man, spreading his arms and, before Annabelle could resist or even consider resisting, wrapping the girl in a tight embrace. “Dorm mother,” he added, smiling at the three adults behind the girl.

Releasing Annabelle, he turned to Terry, not naked but whose collar and shackle-bound feet gave her away as the new student’s mother.

“We are very pleased to have your daughter with us,” he said, taking Terry’s hands in both of his, and the woman offered him a broken smile while a fresh tide of tears rolled from her eyes.

“I’m sorry,” she said, shaking her head and pressing fingertips against the sides of her nose.

“Oh, Momma, let’s have a hug!” he said, voice breaking as he rested his chin on Terry’s shoulder, his caged penis against her hip. “Is she your only one?”

“Yes,” Terry managed.

Kirby tore himself from the grieving mother and turned to Randy and Marlena, neither of whom needed a hug, although a careful observer might have noticed the woman’s wet eyes.

“The owner, I assume?” he said, shaking Randy’s hand before turning to Marlena. “Or owners?”

“Owners,” Marlena said. “I’m Marlena, he’s Randy, nice to meet you.”

Kirby stood back, peered at the open gate.

“We’re expecting a few more today, but looks like they’ll be in the next group,” he said. “Everyone up for a tour?”

Everyone was, so Kirby stepped through the entrance, closely followed by Annabelle, the three adults bringing up the rear.

“Everyone enters and leaves through here, except in the event of fire,” he announced in the small lobby, and he gestured to a clothed, collarless female of college age sitting behind a desk, and she looked up from her laptop briefly. “And leaving or entering, you have to get past Shelley. Hi, Shelley.”

The girl offered a small wave but didn’t look up again.

“Or one of her equally qualified house managers,” Kirby continued, pointing to a black box next to Shelley’s PC. “All residents sign in and sign out, no exceptions, on the pad, with a unique, four-digit PIN.”

Kirby pointed to the wall of cubbyholes behind Shelley. “That’s where all the mail goes. Everyone gets a slot, with their name on it. Big packages will be kept by the house manager behind the desk.”

Kirby headed to the right, passed through a doorway and down a short hallway with more doorways. “Kitchen and cafeteria, rec room, my room, study rooms,” he said, pausing at the last door to point to couches, a ping pong table, beanbags, a fridge, before he stopped at a pair of barred doors behind which bunkbeds stood, their mattresses unsheeted, their desks empty. “And here at the end, two pods. Each pod holds four students. The rest of the pods are upstairs. Miss Annabelle, do you remember your housing assignment?”

“Pod 7-B,” she said, nerves slowly settling down thanks to Kirby’s solicitousness.

“Okay,” he said. “We’ve got room for 40 residents, but just 28 signed up this year so far. We may end up with a few more, but we’ll probably be able to keep everyone on the second floor.”

Kirby brushed past the family, heading to the end of the building on the other side of the lobby, but Annabelle’s eyes lingered on the empty pod while she suffered a sudden, biting sorrow. These beds would never be slept in, she mourned. These desks might never be used for study. There were eight subjects somewhere who didn’t come to school here, who should have, or could have. Her own joy at being here, as joy sometimes has a habit of doing, had narrowed.

The little gathering trooped back through the lobby, through the second door and down the hall.

“That’s the brig,” he said, pointing to a short, narrow side hall with an open barred door at its entrance and more barred doors on either side. “Eight cells total, so we can punish up to eight residents at a time. Annabelle, want to take a look?”

Annabelle did not want to take a look, found the idea of being confined for some minor misdeed diametrically opposite to what she was here to do. She hadn’t grown up like most slaves, who were introduced to the physical side of correction starting in grade school. Annabelle, always driven by the need to conform, belong, achieve, received at worst a verbal reprimand from her mother now and then, and that was enough to bring tears to her eyes. Why did Kirby want her to have a look? To scare her straight? But she could feel herself blushing and didn’t want anyone to notice, so she ducked into the hallway because it was darker, and she pretended to care what the eight punitive spaces held: bed and integrated toilet/sink and that’s all, and she exited smiling weakly and hoped no one thought she would ever end up in one of those cells.

“Corporal punishment is done in there,” Kirby said, pointing through the next door, and Annabelle glanced in, grateful Kirby didn’t ask her to investigate that as well. Every modern house over a certain size had a room like this, she knew, as did their own, a place where subjects could be taken for quick correction, but she’d never suffered in one. Her mother had now and then, but it was nothing she’d ever witnessed. The small room featured a desk, a table, two chairs, and a cabinet with closed doors where the equipment was probably kept.

“Long-term storage here and here,” Kirby said, pointing to the next two rooms. “Suitcases, extra furniture, clothes and food you don’t have room for. You’ll get assigned a space if you need it.” Kirby pushed open the door at the end of the hall. “And these are the stairs you’ll take to get to the second floor.”

Kirby took the stairs two at a time, his enthusiastic nudity in an academic setting compounding Annabelle’s discomfiture. Was she sad about unused living quarters, embarrassed about the prospect of physical punishment, morbidly curious about the nudity here . . . or was it all part of something deeper, an abiding sense that she didn’t belong, that she was about to be found out as a slave girl like every other slave girl, except that the delusions of grandeur had not yet been chased from her mind? How long would it take before the myths of high school success dissipated, leaving just another black-haired, large-mouthed, big-breasted subject who needed to zip up her book bag for the last time and answer to her true calling?

Annabelle shook her head, forced the doubt from her mind, and chased Kirby up the stairs. She might fail here, but only if she were forced to. She would never, ever, give in.

“Visitors!” Kirby shouted as he opened the door at the second-floor landing. Annabelle, looking over the man’s shoulder, saw no indication that his warning meant anything to anyone here. Midway down the long hall, a girl was on her knees, naked except for her collar, reaching into a cardboard box, and she never looked up as she pulled out a stuffed, rainbow-colored unicorn and headed with it through the door behind her.

The first two pods Annabelle passed, to her left and right, were empty, but the barred doors at the entrance to each had been flung wide, and a sheet with four names had been taped to the wall next to each. Annabelle studied the names—four girls on one side, four boys on the other—and tried to imagine the people they belonged to.

Marvin Stokes: Definitely agricultural. Parents are the property of a farm. He’s here to study business so he can help run things when he goes home.

“Every college dorm in America has to balance freedom and control,” Kirby said, turning to address Annabelle and her adult entourage. “You’re giving teenagers—free or subject, it’s all the same—more liberty than they’ve ever had.” Kirby laughed before he continued. “And some of them don’t have the slightest fucking idea what to do with themselves.”

Grace Ophelia-Blair: Another future lawyer. Her name sounds like a law firm. I really need to meet her. Is she a freshman too? No way to tell. But what if she’s a freshman? And takes the same classes? And gets A’s and I get C’s?

“Curfew at 9 p.m.,” Kirby said. “We lock the pod doors at 9 p.m., open them up at 6 the next morning. And if you’re late, if you get here after 9, you sleep in the brig, and the next morning, you go next door and get three of CP. Now, clothing. What you wear is—”

“What’s CP?” Marlena asked.

“Corporal punishment,” Kirby said without blinking.

Growing up, by virtue of her own compliance, her mother’s protectiveness, and the indulgence of their owners, Annabelle had been spared the physical indignities of subjecthood. She’d never been bound, confined, beaten, other than as part of trainings she’d opted for. And when it was done—at the Subject 17 camp, for example—it wasn’t done in anger, but simply as an experience, a thing to try. Annabelle’s rear would be just as red as the bottoms of the girls who got punished all the time growing up, but there was a difference.

There would be no difference here, Annabelle told herself.

First, stay out of trouble. Second, endure, and be strong. “What doesn’t kill me makes me stronger.” Friedrich Nietzsche, Twilight of the Idols. Question from the AP Humanities test I know I got right. I got a 4, exempted 6 hours of—

“Now, clothing,” Kirby said, glancing back at the naked girl pulling more things from the box in the hall. “Wear what you want, obviously, but most residents opt for nudity. However, outside Blythe Hall, you wear what other students wear. Or you get expelled. They’re pretty strict about that.”

Tex Junker. Ooh, interesting name. You’d think ranch property at first, but there you’d be wrong. Bought at birth by a mega-rich business family. Pharmaceuticals. He was bought from an orphanage, maybe, because that’s where he got left. Grew up with the family’s kids. Daughter has fallen in love with him. Parents don’t know. Yet.

“True story,” Kirby said, voice going quiet, as if what he was about to share was meant only for their ears. “We get a couple of calls a year from parents of free students who ask if they can house their children here. Of course we always turn them down.”

Doll Washington: OMG, seriously? Doll? Sex doll? Fuckdoll? Who the fuck named you Doll, Doll? And why the fuck are you here? Last time I checked, this school doesn’t teach you how to lie still while guys put their dicks in your holes.

“Annabelle, still with us?” Kirby said, staring at the girl.

Annabelle turned and stared at the man, and she knew she was probably trying too hard at the moment to look attentive, to sound attentive. “Yes, one hundred percent,” she announced.

“Good, just making sure. You’ll probably want to pay attention to this.” Kirby drew in his breath. “Sex is allowed up until curfew, but it needs to be done in your bed, or your partner’s bed. Not in the hall, not on the desks, not in the bathroom. You can couple all you want with your podmates once your door is locked, just like in any dorm in the world, and we do allow some overnight privileges. See the Blythe Hall residents’ manual for details on that. But this is a privilege that can be revoked. And by revoked, we mean physically revoked. Girls get a belt, boys get a tube. Kirby reached down, raised the metal housing that confined his own penis, a mesh with an open tip and various slots carved into its length.

“It’s locked around the testicles,” he said, “so it’s not coming off. That’s something our girls need to understand.” Kirby assumed a countenance of mock horror and pulled at the tube. “We’ve had a few incidents.” He laughed before he continued. “Annabelle, your belt will lock around your waist, and it will prevent penetration of your vagina and anus. But—and this is everyone’s next question—you can still pee and poop with it on, and you can still masturbate—or let someone else masturbate you.”

Kirby lifted the tube again, held it side to side, ran his finger up the long slot on the covering’s underside, pointed to the two slots running parallel along the top. “The openings here give males enough access to achieve orgasm. They all complain, but they all figure it out. Annabelle, your clitoris will be fully exposed, and if you need to penetrate either hole, we’ve got rods that work with your belt but keep the penis out.”

Terry was standing just behind Annabelle’s right shoulder, close enough that the daughter could feel her mother’s breath on her bare shoulder, and the girl fought the urge to ask the woman to please, please back away.

Better yet, leave. All three of you, please just . . . don’t be here.

“There are some restrictions for the first few weeks,” Kirby continued, “to give everyone a chance to settle in without too much distraction. Social media is blocked for the first week, and sexual intercourse privileges are withheld for all residents, 24-7, for two weeks. Annabelle, you’ll get your belt this evening sometime. Oh, and no, it won’t show under your clothing.”

Kirby, apparently looking for a reaction, studied Annabelle’s face, but a nude male had stepped through a pod door at the end of the hall, and she kept her eyes trained on him, because he was 1). One of her neighbors, 2). Naked, 3). Fit, and 4). Not yet wearing any encumbrance over his penis, so she could see the soft organ bouncing before he turned away to head to the end of the hall.

“Let’s see your new home, then,” Kirby said, apparently sensing that Annabelle wanted to get on with things, and he turned and headed up the hall, pausing briefly at the box where the naked girl was on her knees again, rummaging through a haphazard collection of novels, stuffed animals, bras and panties, brown prescription bottles, and knickknacks that included a small globe, a glass figurine of a classical composer, and a bust of Einstein.

“Miley, I’ve got another neighbor for you,” Kirby said, and the girl looked up at Annabelle with hard dark eyes, slung a lock of black hair behind her right ear, and said, “Hi, I’m Miley.”

“Annabelle.”

“From?”

“Aurora.”

“Nice, hi,” Miley said, returning her attention to the contents of the box. She seemed to be looking for something in particular, and not finding it.

“We’ve had to lock your pod,” Kirby said, continuing up the hall, “but we’ll open it up and put your podmate somewhere else while you get moved in.”

“7-A 7-B” read the brass plate on the wall, and Annabelle stared at it, and then at the four names written on the sheet beside it: Dorothy Marshall. Dauphine Brown. Sandra Mackenzie. And Annabelle Tillman.

She’d been looking forward to this moment ever since she’d been emailed her housing assignment. This would be the place where her days would end and begin, where she’d recharge between classes, where she’d study and sleep and dream and make her way in the world—for that’s what she was here to do. The world would be hers, with just a few limitations.

The door to her pod had been closed and locked, and there was a girl behind the bars, naked except for her collar and—to Annabelle’s surprise—a belt as well, the kind Kirby had just told her about. The belt was black, wrapped tightly around her waist, the padlock just below her bellybutton, with a single chain running from the lock to the top of a plate of metal that curved around her genitals.

Annabelle confirmed that an opening appeared in the plate where the girl’s clitoris would be, and there was presumably a corresponding opening at the girl’s anus and vagina, big enough to pass wastes but not stick a penis into. Only a toy of some kind. The garment, so to speak, was not designed for modesty, the girl’s black pubic hair sprouting thickly above and around the plate. Annabelle, well aware she’d be wearing something similar later today, was forced to divert her attention from the belt to the conversation between Kirby and the girl.

“Are we doing any better, Sandra?”

The girl, petite, black-haired and small breasted, pressed the back of her hand against her forehead and leaned to the side.

“Oh, Sir,” she said dramatically, “to what do I owe the kindness of your attention?”

Annabelle’s antipathy toward the girl was immediate, and deep.

“This is Annabelle,” Kirby said flatly. “She needs to move in. Which means you’re going to the brig.”

Sandra’s entire demeanor changed with startling speed. She straightened, turned her feet in, wrapped her hands around the bars before her, and aimed her frantic, wide-eyed attention at Annabelle.

“Save me!” she shouted, and when Annabelle took a half step back, Sandra added solemnly, “I have always depended on the kindness of strangers.”

Annabelle, tempted to offer a biting retort, refrained only because she couldn’t think of anything sufficiently acerbic. Annabelle could be forgiven for her lack of withering words. Mentally quick on her feet as she usually was, there was simply too much working against her wit here: the anxiety of entering a new world, a world specific to slaves, where two naked males and two naked females had already been observed.

“Overseer, you are required,” Kirby announced.

Kirby stared expectantly down the hall, and in due time, a male’s face appeared, and then the rest of his body, naked except for the same penis cage Kirby was wearing, his bearing mature. Annabelle guessed immediately he was an upperclassman.

“Yes, Boss?” the male said.

“Sandra needs to be taken securely to the brig,” Kirby said.

“Sure, Boss,” the boy replied with a little too much enthusiasm, and Annabelle suspected she was watching something akin to theater, a little drama being played out for her benefit: Yes, the brig was used, and yes, girls could be sent to it.

The male ducked into his room, and Kirby’s next words confirmed to Annabelle the instructive nature of the interaction.

“Overseer wouldn’t have been my first choice for a title,” Kirby said, “but it’s what the residents chose years ago, and no one’s tried to overturn it since. But resident advisor is probably closer to what they actually do. They’re a rising senior, they are selected by their fellow subjects, they serve as the first point of contact for resident concerns, and they are the administration’s representative in the hall.”

The boy reappeared, holding a length of rope.

“The primary difference with conventional RAs,” Kirby continued, an edge of humor in his voice, “is, as you’re about to see, regular RAs don’t tie up residents, and they don’t imprison them.”

The boy headed toward pod 7-A—Annabelle’s pod—slowing to take in the crowd before him, focusing most intently on Annabelle.

“John, this Annabelle and her family,” Kirby said. “Annabelle, this is your overseer, John Perlman.”

“Hello, Overseer,” Annabelle said, smiling at the boy, her courage returning with such force it surprised her, and she stepped up and offered her hand, and he moved the rope to his left hand so he could return her greeting.

Was there a spark, the distillation of passions when flesh met flesh? Annabelle sensed it, and she smiled at the boy with her big mouth and without any self-consciousness, because some people made fun of her mouth and some people seemed to like it, and part of growing up is realizing that not everyone likes everything about you (or anyone else) and you have to get used to that.

He smiled back and took her in with all-encompassing eyes, and her heart skipped a beat, proverbially at least.

Why was she drawn to him? Was it John himself, his face and body and manners and air, some irresistible aspect of his unique maleness? Or just his context? Annabelle, who had learned to question initial ideas, pondered context as the overseer turned his attention to Sandra. He was an upperclassman, and that made him attractive by itself. He had proven himself. And then, he was nude—or almost nude—and entirely comfortable being so. He’d been put in charge of slaves in this building, which gave him an authority that impressed Annabelle, especially given his status as a subject.

What was he studying? Did he have a girlfriend? Did he mind wearing that thing over his penis?

“Turn around, hands behind your back, up against the bars,” John said to Sandra, and to Annabelle’s surprise, the girl obeyed and held still while John passed the rope around her wrists in three quick loops and knotted it tightly.

“It burns,” Sandra protested with a high-pitched, gravelly voice. Annabelle assumed she was joking.

While John was binding Sandra, Kirby had ducked into a closet at the end of the hall, returned with a key and used it to open the barred door that Annabelle would be sharing with the ridiculous girl.

“I just wanted to shave first, okay?” Sandra protested, looking down at her middle before she stared directly into Annabelle’s eyes, and Annabelle leveled her most neutral expression back at the girl—no contempt, no sympathy, no friendship, simply an acknowledgement that Sandra existed and had as much a right to live in this world as anyone else. But when John wrapped his hand around Sandra’s upper arm and led her down the hall to the stairs, Annabelle sensed another emotion: envy. Because she herself wanted to feel the touch of the almost-naked boy.

“What did she do?” Terry asked, her question and the way it was asked equally—and embarrassingly—transparent to Annabelle.

Is my daughter going to be treated that way? Are you going to have her hands tied behind her back so she can be led downstairs to a little cage, in the nude? Is college for her going to be just one long series of humiliations?

To which Annabelle responded with her own thought:

Please, Mom, this girl is majorly decrepit, and they’re probably doing her a favor anyway. One look at her and you should be able to tell she deserves whatever she’s getting, whereas I’m not her, or like her in any way.

“She didn’t want the belt,” Kirby said. “We practically had to hold her down to get it on.”

“You’re not making Annabelle wear one yet,” Terry noted.

Translation: But it’s okay when you do. She won’t resist. Please, Annabelle, don’t resist.

“We’ll let her get moved in first,” Kirby said. “Sandra was one of our first arrivals, and when it was her turn, she said some very harsh things. But let’s move on.”

Kirby stepped into Annabelle’s pod, the girl close behind him, the three adults following.

Nothing Kirby said next made it to Annabelle’s brain, because she was laser-focused on things he wouldn’t know were important. Sandra had claimed the bottom bunk, laying a giant pink snake diagonally across it, its head looking suspiciously phallic. Other terrible things Sandra had brought into the small space included ten green plastic trolls lined up on one edge of the desk, and at least a dozen pairs of sandals, shoes and flipflops in a row along the wall; the green and pink laces on a pair of black dress shoes drew most of Annabelle’s attention. A poster had been taped to the wall, from what looked like a high school production. Sandra’s face was visible in the background, obviously a bit player in the drama.

There were no doors on the closet, enabling Annabelle not so much to review her bunkmate’s fashion choices as to absorb them. Loud plaids, bright stripes, rainbow ties, orange overalls. Hats.

The girl had no theme. Anchorless. Rudderless. Better off naked. But at least the girl herself was gone, temporarily.

Annabelle tuned back into Kirby’s monologue as he pulled open a narrow door between the pods to point out the little water closet there, a toilet and a tiny faucet and washbasin.

“After you’re locked up for the night, you use this,” Kirby said. “Otherwise, you’ve got a full washroom down the hall. Let’s take a look.”

Kirby navigated his way between the bodies and bustled down the hall, Annabelle and her family following him, all of them stepping into a space with toilet stalls and sinks in rows and beyond it, a dozen showers, six on a side, no barrier between them. So you could end up taking a shower with a boy, Annabelle noted, with a mixture of concern and belly-churning curiosity.

Annabelle silently willed her mother to say nothing, and for once, Terry seemed to hear her, and even when Kirby turned and asked if there were any further questions, Terry held her peace.

“All good?” he asked, raising his eyebrows and putting his hands together as if in prayer, and when no one indicated otherwise, he bowed to Annabelle and said solemnly, “We’re so glad to have you. Go ahead and move yourself in.”




Chapter 21: A Look! Chat w/Aubrey

100percentAnnabelle: Hey!

AubreyWinster: OMFG! Where have you been, B-notch?

100percentAnnabelle: They wouldn’t let us do sosh first week, nor phone or anything

AubreyWinster: total nazis hows it there?

100percentAnnabelle: so amazing I luv it big school

AubreyWinster: Srsly? You know U can tell truth

100percentAnnabelle: It’s true. How is Nwestern?

AubreyWinster: Lots of homework

100percentAnnabelle: Boys?

AubreyWinster: No time for that yet. U?

100percentAnnabelle: Yeah

AubreyWinster: Yeah what?

100percentAnnabelle: There are boys here

AubreyWinster: You gonna do it with them?

100percentAnnabelle: Can’t

AubreyWinster: Why not?

100percentAnnabelle: We have to wear this thing. Covers your private acreage

AubreyWinster: No f***cking way

100percentAnnabelle: I told you there would be weird rules

AubreyWinster: Yeah, but like forever?

100percentAnnabelle: No, just two weeks. Boys wear them too

AubreyWinster: Covers their sausage?

100percentAnnabelle: Yup

AubreyWinster: How’s it work

100percentAnnabelle: You really wanna know it’s a tube, locks around their cue balls

AubreyWinster: Wait, you’ve seen one?

100percentAnnabelle: Yes, all the guys have to wear them

AubreyWinster: And you’ve seen them?

100percentAnnabelle: Yes, it’s all they wear usually

AubreyWinster: They’re naked?

100percentAnnabelle: Except for their thingies

AubreyWinster: Just like, going to class in them?

100percentAnnabelle: No, they dress for that. We have to. Here though, in the hall, you wear whatever

AubreyWinster: Youre naked?

100percentAnnabelle: We all are, usually

AubreyWinster: Fuck

100percentAnnabelle: You’re surprised? You went to the mall with me that time. You saw my mom

AubreyWinster: Yeah, but all the time n your dorm?

100percentAnnabelle: Yup

AubreyWinster: Which is why you want it all the time

100percentAnnabelle: I don’t want it all the time. I’m just free. No mom, no Rand & Marl I can do anything it’s weird how it makes you feel no high school clubs that keeps reminding you to obey

AubreyWinster: Let me know when you become a woman

100percentAnnabelle: First of all, that doesn’t make you a woman, and if it did, you’ve been a woman since you were 15

AubreyWinster: That doesn’t count

100percentAnnabelle: Why not?

AubreyWinster: You know why not, B-notch, it was with Bowser

100percentAnnabelle: Doesn’t matter, he put it in you

AubreyWinster: I’ve gotten more thrill from a toy did you bring yours?

100percentAnnabelle: Of course - can’t use em though until the belt is off

AubreyWinster: How much does the belt cover?

100percentAnnabelle: just the holes, basically It locks on, you can’t see it under your clothes, it just keeps guys from getting their junk in you

AubreyWinster: How do you pee and poop?

100percentAnnabelle: They have openings, And you can wash em

AubreyWinster: But . . . period?

100percentAnnabelle: You can get a tampon in

AubreyWinster: But not a gentleman caller?

100percentAnnabelle: No, it’s got a slot that a boy can’t go through. It’s too small, and a weird shape and tampon dosent matter still 2 wks away for me

AubreyWinster: Your play hole gets no toys then?

100percentAnnabelle: Nothing I brought

AubreyWinster: Don’t you miss your dragon?

100percentAnnabelle: Yeah, but they have things that fit through the slot, if you need that

AubreyWinster: Do you need that? B-notch?

100percentAnnabelle: Yes, Z-notch. I do. You ask for it and they give it to you

AubreyWinster: Who they?

100percentAnnabelle: He’s a senior his official title is overseer which is sort of a joke. Basically a residential hall advisor

AubreyWinster: Uh . . . I don’t ask for toys from my RA What do the guys get?

100percentAnnabelle: Nothing they don’t need it

AubreyWinster: But they’re allowed to yank it?

100percentAnnabelle: yessss

AubreyWinster: how

100percentAnnabelle: little slots where they need em

AubreyWinster: Please don’t tell me you’ve seen them doing it

100percentAnnabelle: I have,. People do it together

AubreyWinster: You are making this up

100percentAnnabelle: No im Not.

AubreyWinster: You’ve seen this also? Jerk teams?

100percentAnnabelle: I have, jerk teams that’s funny

AubreyWinster: You’ve done this?

100percentAnnabelle: No

AubreyWinster: Well . . . so you have to wear them for two weeks?

100percentAnnabelle: One more week

AubreyWinster: And then, everyone just does it? All the time?

100percentAnnabelle: No, we’re in school we study and go to class & eat & thing

AubreyWinster: eat

100percentAnnabelle: ha ha

AubreyWinster: U still wanna be lawyer

100percentAnnabelle: totez yeah

AubreyWinster: tryn 2 pictur that

100percentAnnabelle: Why?

AubreyWinster: rules make it hard, don’t they?

100percentAnnabelle: I told Randy when I 15, he always saed go for it, hed pay

AubreyWinster: seems like u choose the hardest thing possible

100percentAnnabelle: nailed it

AubreyWinster: that’s why?

100percentAnnabelle: sort of but also, such a cool job .. you make everything happen & noone knows it Write kickass brief & now lives changed companys pay millions law changes

AubreyWinster: you want millions

100percentAnnabelle: no Randy gets it all

AubreyWinster: He’ll bye you a super car

100percentAnnabelle: dont want car maybe nice aprtment or something for mom

AubreyWinster: How are classes?

100percentAnnabelle: Good. I’m studying like nonstop, 100 on first pop quiz, one of three in class!

AubreyWinster: Genius

100percentAnnabelle: No, I had to study

AubreyWinster: Still . . . hey, how’s your mom?

100percentAnnabelle: Don’t get me started

AubreyWinster: She won’t let go?

100percentAnnabelle: No, she’s fine, just writing letters. On paper

AubreyWinster: Old school. But sweet. So what’s the complaint

100percentAnnabelle: Just my first day we do this tour, and she’s asking dumb questions, worrying about everything she doesn’t have to worry about and then, just super emotional at the end Randy had to prac

100percentAnnabelle: tically throw her into the car when we were done unpacking. I mean, I love her, but mom, please, let me grow up!

AubreyWinster: She’ll adapt Your mom’s cool, you know?

100percentAnnabelle: I know I know what’s your roommate like?

AubreyWinster: She’s Brittany. Bookworm. Nerdy, which is good, I did not want a party girl. But maybe almost too nerdy. What about yours?

100percentAnnabelle: There are four of us in our room. They call it a pod. Split in two, so two bunk beds on my side, two on the other. The other two girls are totally good, but the other girl in my bunk zzzzzz

AubreyWinster: Tell me

100percentAnnabelle: Remember Mitzi Dawkins? Theater club?

AubreyWinster: Mitzi Dawson?

100percentAnnabelle: Yeah, right. Her. She’s just like her. Dramatic, like over the top, and infinitely annoying, for everyone. She’s already gone to the brig at least twice, yelled at, butt caned

AubreyWinster: Wait. What?

100percentAnnabelle: Sorry. Brig are these cages you have to stay in if you mess up, just overnight, and then they do corporal punishment here

AubreyWinster: Damn. You got it yet?

100percentAnnabelle: No but it’s fine if I do. You get this red mark on your rear that lasts half a day, and people laugh about itHow’s your dorm?

AubreyWinster: Nice old but nice, radiators. Leave them on and your whole room is like a sauna

100percentAnnabelle: I mean more the people

AubreyWinster: Oh, yeah everyone on the hall is kosher

100percentAnnabelle: close to classes?

AubreyWinster: Short walk to three classes, campus bus to one You close

100percentAnnabelle: Pretty much I can walk to everything Are there any slaves at nWestern?

AubreyWinster: Ive seen a few but its hard to tell half the time, everyone wears collars here, dudes too some

100percentAnnabelle: You can tell, look for tag

AubreyWinster: It’s not that ez when they have a ring or jewelry or something you cant just walk up and start staring

100percentAnnabelle: I keep my tag in front, got a school tag too, school colors, that’s not allowed if you’re not official

AubreyWinster: if I think someone’s a subject ill be nice to them

100percentAnnabelle: My hero hey can we catch up agin soon got a thing going on in pod they’re locking us up for night

AubreyWinster: B-Notch love ya

100percentAnnabelle: luv U!




Chapter 22: Coupling in the Pods

Annabelle, sitting naked at the desk next to the bunk beds, logged off Look!, shut her laptop, and gazed at the last traces of dusk through the barred window before her. Something was bothering her, the clenched jaw and the blank eyes suggesting inner turmoil.

She hadn’t been completely honest with Aubrey, her best friend since elementary school, the girl from whom no secrets were kept. Any question Aubrey asked, Annabelle answered. Often, Annabelle shared unbidden the details of growing up a slave daughter to a slave mother. The Options Club, the Subject 17 summer camp, the sexual questions, overt or implied, all of these were books Annabelle had gladly opened for her entirely free friend.

There had always been a gulf between the two girls, but a gulf bridged by openness—private dreams, improbable hopes, whispered confessions in both directions. College, however, seemed likely to exacerbate that gulf in ways that could not be breached.

It was sex, of course.

Annabelle was destined to be a lawyer. Of this she was certain, barring some force beyond her powers. As long as it was up to her, she would be practicing law in seven years (four years undergrad plus three years of law school plus pass the bar equals 84 months, give or take). But once Annabelle had reached her majority, and now she was in college and on her own, her status weighed heavily on her in ways she found she was no longer comfortable sharing with a free person, particularly over an online chat.

No matter what else a subject’s function or purpose, sexuality was a given. You might be a factory worker, a nanny, an instructor, a researcher with a Ph.D.—or a lawyer—but if someone found you interesting, the path to experiencing what about you they found interesting was considerably shortened.

The owner’s right to their property was unquestioned, but owners also could—and routinely did—grant property rights to anyone who asked nicely or had something of value to exchange. Annabelle had always known this, had understood the terms of her arrangement since she’d first gained a knowledge of sex. And so, inevitably, was her conception of sex colored from its origins—but not in the way one might expect. Here, at least, there was freedom for slaves, where free girls were the captives, forced to subject every whim, stray thought and unbidden desire to trial by a jury of whomever they considered their peers. And if the jury did not approve, that imaginary body would issue an imaginary ruling, no less devastating for its being altogether fabricated: Slut, whore. Unclean, unworthy; Undeserving of love, a husband, a family; A disgrace to your parents, your church, the upright men and women who had thought you were better.

All the other girls whose company you pretended you were equal to, they are all better than you.

No such jury haunted the minds of the servile. The courtrooms of their imaginings were empty, no one presiding at the high bench, the stand devoid of witnesses, no scandalous fact to provoke the wheels of justice to grind away, no exhibit to astound a jury that never showed up.

The training in this alternate reality had been done subtly, but it had always been there, something Annabelle realized when she was 17 and was looking back through old papers, mementoes, diaries, things she’d written and read long ago (Subjects, who are by law denied a full identity, naturally become much more interested in their identities than the free).

Comfort

That word alone had opened her eyes.

“A subject might work in a house,” began a passage in a little pamphlet about slavery published for children who happened to be slaves. Annabelle had first read the document when she was in fourth grade, and thought little of it at the time. She had always learned much more about her status from her mother, whose existence as household property was carried on before her eyes. But the passage was designed to do its part to direct her down her own variegated path of servitude.

It read in its entirety:

A subject might work in a house for a family or one person, sharing in the work of the house

and providing companionship, comfort and love to the people there.

Subjects can also have children, which is where you came from!

She knew what “companionship” meant. Friendship. Being there. Taking your friend’s calls. Texting back. And she knew what “love” meant. Strong bonds. Emotional ties. The way Annabelle and her mother felt about each other.

But “comfort.” To her 17-year-old mind, that meant one thing: sex. Especially, followed as it was by a nod toward conception.

Sex.

But not just any sex. Slave sex. The sex you kind of had to do. Compulsory copulation.

Kids talked about it, of course, furtive whispers on the topic as soon as they knew what sex was. It had come up plenty of times as Annabelle was maturing, between herself and Aubrey, mentioned by kids she barely knew, or at a sleepover one time. The two-fold message in all of it was the same: yes, you could be used for sex, but no, there was nothing wrong with it. At least, nothing wrong with it beyond how you felt about it yourself. No one would judge you for having your body used, or for using your body to the same end. Sexually, you could do whatever you could find the opportunity to do.

And so Annabelle, now that she’d made it to college, was free in a way Aubrey could never be. Their paths, united over homework, crushes, cupcakes at school and popsicles at home, had reached its fork. Annabelle could do anything. Aubrey could only look on, faux-scandalized. And that made all the difference right now.

Annabelle was still a virgin, but she was further along the path of non-virginity than she’d revealed in her exchange with Aubrey. Things were happening. Things had happened. She was thinking things, planning things. Things were, she hoped, going to happen tonight. New things.

Why had she kept it to herself? She wasn’t sure, exactly. Aubrey had won Annabelle’s friendship from the start by occupying the perfect space between scandal and curiosity. On her first visit to the Tillman home, she’d accepted Terry’s nudity with, briefly, a raised eyebrow, and then aplomb. She’d been able to talk about every nuance of slavery, including the sex, with comfort but without obsessiveness.

“Okay, true answer, you have to say it,” Aubrey had said once when they were 14. “You get bought by a rich old guy and he wants it. You just do it?”

“It depends on the rich old guy,” Annabelle said.

“What about him?”

“On when he last got it with me,” Annabelle said, looking skyward as she considered qualifying conditions. “Am I having my period? Is he being nice about it? Is he sweet? How much does he—”

Annabelle stopped when Aubrey gasped, eyes wide and hands covering her mouth. But there was a smile behind the hands, a reaction Annabelle had witnessed many times before and since.

I’m on one side of a line, and she’s on the other, and we can see each other across it, and talk, and can even imagine, mostly, what the other side of the line is like. But neither of us will ever be able to cross it to.

So Annabelle could have shared more with Aubrey tonight, and Aubrey would have reacted with the same faux scandal, and there would have been no judging. But Annabelle had held back. Maybe she didn’t want to make Aubrey jealous. But something about it hurt. It felt like lying. And lying would, eventually, kill any relationship. Annabelle had never lied to Aubrey. Well, almost never. There was a week when she’d enjoyed an especially prolific bout of masturbation, multiple times a day, more at night, and when Aubrey asked for a number, Annabelle had halved her confession. Or more than halved.

But that was just girl talk. This was life talk.

Annabelle stood up from her desk with intentional haste, because standing quickly when she was naked left her breasts behind, and then they caught up, and then they kept going, heavy flesh rising toward her shoulders, nipples pointing at the ceiling, then the pair dropped again, rose again, and so on until they stabilized. It felt good. And novel. And yes, sexual in a way. And Annabelle hadn’t discovered this little feature of her body until she’d gotten to college and spent hours naked. She could have found this out at home. She sometimes studied in the nude in high school, and certainly she’d risen quickly from her desk there and her breasts had bounced. But college, she’d been told more than once, would be a place and a time of self-discovery.

Self-discovery: I can make my breasts bounce. Wow.

They weren’t really about to lock everyone into their pods. That was another lie, but more the white variety, like Annabelle telling Aubrey she needed to get off the phone so she could pee even though she didn’t need to pee, because Aubrey was talking a little obsessively about every single word of some conversation with a guy who was probably just seeing if Aubrey was easy and Aubrey thought he was about to ask her to go steady.

No, it was 8:30, so Annabelle had half an hour before John came through to lock all the pod doors. And Aubrey had some business with John. She headed into the hallway. On a whim, she reached up and cupped her breasts. Why not?

She headed down to the overseer’s pod. He lived there alone—one of the perks of being the overseer. He was the only one who wasn’t locked into his room at night, meaning he had the run of the building when everyone else was confined. But he couldn’t leave the building. It was locked at ten and only Kirby, who had his own apartment on the first floor, had keys to those doors.

Annabelle was finding it difficult to walk, her belly was churning, and her vagina was thickening (thickening—that’s how she thought of it, because there wasn’t any other word she could think of) as she neared John’s open door.

He was on his bed, sitting cross-legged, a textbook balanced on his knees, his caged penis slanted down but still mostly visible.

“Hey,” Annabelle said.

“Hey,” John said, looking up, taking all of Annabelle in, eyes finishing at her breasts and the hands covering them. “Modest tonight?”

“They were bouncing,” Annabelle said, looking down.

“Don’t they always bounce?” John said, before he added with the conviction of experience, “They always bounce.”

“I don’t always notice though,” Annabelle said. “I was noticing more tonight.”

Annabelle could almost feel the sudden change in John’s demeanor, could almost see his pupils dilate.

“Do you need help with them?” he asked.

They’d been flirting this way since they’d met a week ago, hinting at mutual interest, drinking each other in without much discretion. John had asked Annabelle about her classes, and he seemed sincerely interested in her answers. That was flirting too, as arousing as anything else he could have said. But this afternoon, things had picked up a little, a brief conversation at his door. All subtle things, but then, they were both naked. That wasn’t subtle.

“I think I do,” Annabelle admitted, barely breathing the answer because her voice had been muted, her energies flowing to other parts of her body.

John, eyes fixed on Annabelle’s, patted the place on his bed beside him, and Annabelle staggered in, almost hit her head on the unused top bunk as she coiled up, sat, uncoiled, returned her hands to her breasts in a gesture that she found very clever, because the average girl would have given up the ruse at that point.

The next move was John’s, and he took it, leaning forward, pressing his lips against hers, the kiss gentle at first, then harder, both mouths opening, and he played his part in her little game, reaching up to caress her left breast, easing her hand away from it so he could pinch her nipple between the knuckles of his index and middle fingers, and suddenly he was on top of her in a sex act that was sex in every respect except in terms of actual penetration. But even there the boy was performing to his limit, the tip of his penis cage bouncing rhythmically against her shield, at exactly the place that covered her vaginal opening.

“Uhhhh,” Annabelle grunted, consciously willing herself to a guttural sound, and she raised her legs up and around John, dug her heels into the backs of his thighs, and found herself—completely unconsciously—rocking her pelvis up as though trying to meet his insertions. Where had she learned all this? Pure instinct. It’s just something you knew how to do, apparently.

He kissed her mouth, moved down to kiss her neck, then her left nipple, licking it, sucking it hard enough that it seemed it might give him milk, and Annabelle stroked the back of his head and tightened her legs around his body.

On every third or fourth thrust, the tip of John’s cage struck Annabelle’s clitoris in a way she was beginning not to enjoy, so she slid her hips slightly to the left, thinking that John might be content to drive against her thigh, but he seemed to be drawing on other experiences now, because he gave Annabelle one last kiss, then rose up and turned around over her, caged penis hovering over her mouth, his lips and tongue making their way around her chastity shield to find her hole and clitoris, and he sucked those parts just as energetically as he’d worked at her nipple.

The sensation was shocking at first, overwhelming, and slightly embarrassing to, to have someone else triggering her most private, most sensitive places, but still her hips rocked by instinct.

She tried to reciprocate, she truly did, using her hand and mouth to explore the confined, throbbing organ hovering above her face, but she could only guess at what John wanted her to do.

There was a wide opening along the underside of his penis that ran from his head to the midpoint of his shaft, and she focused on that, simply licking it, pressing her tongue hard against the flesh, marveling at the hardness just beneath the soft skin, and the sweet taste, all sensations unlike anything else she’d ever experienced.

Another hole had been opened at the tip of the cage, his straining organ and slit visible there, but Annabelle guessed this had been provided to allow the passage of urine and semen, not for stimulation. And yet, driven by the sensations between her legs, her inhibitions dropping to nothing, she licked. It was wet there, for some reason. Okay, not urine. This must be pre-ejaculate. She’d heard of it, of course. A boy didn’t have to climax inside you to get you pregnant. This stuff was full of sperm.

John seemed to like what she was doing, bouncing his own hips while he redoubled his efforts at her female slot, and she turned her head sideways to work at the long opening on his underside when she realized he was going to get her all the way, her orgasm was building and there was no way to stop it.

In a brief moment of lucidity before her climax began, Annabelle remembered that John’s door was bars, just like everyone else’s. Anyone walking down the hall could peer in and see them coupling, and would get to watch her climax.

So what? She’d seen the same thing in her first week here, boys and girls, boys and boys, girls and girls acting out things that couldn’t be consummated yet. Now she was one of them. She hoped someone noticed, really.

“Ahhhahhhhahhha,” Annabelle breath-groaned, shaking as the orgasm took over her all, but John wasn’t cumming, she noticed. She hadn’t gotten him there while he was conveying her, and as the ecstasy climbed, forced more writhing and another groan of joy, and finally began wearing off, she felt slightly guilty about that, but John didn’t seem to mind, turning around on her once she was done spasming so they could kiss and he could press his confined organ against her thigh.

She was tasting herself on his lips, an unusual variation of a flavor she knew, because she often sampled herself during both arousal and masturbation, her juice intriguing to her in all its monthly permutations. But now there was a boy in the mix. She was glad.

“We should do that again,” he said.

“Now?” Annabelle said, partly as a joke.

“No, it’s time to lock you up.”

“Okay, overseer,” she said, rolling off his bed, planting her feet hard on the floor and rising up in one fluid motion, like a gymnast at bedroom Olympics, and it might be said she stuck the landing, except that her breasts were bouncing again, so she cupped them as she had before.

“More bouncing?” John asked.

“Yeah,” she said. “It’s becoming a crisis. I’m sorry you didn’t get to orgasm.”

“I came earlier,” he said. “But once you get that belt off, I’d like another go at you.”

“Let’s do that,” Annabelle agreed, and she turned and made her way back down the hall, noticed with disappointment that Sandra had made it back to the pod, which Annabelle considered doubly bad news—first, Annabelle would be locked in with her all night, and second, Sandra wouldn’t have to do another night in the brig, and get her bottom rapped the next day, both things Annabelle felt should happen as often as possible.

And yet, somehow, after a week, the girl had remained clueless to Annabelle’s antipathy, greeting her warmly (but always too dramatically) after classes, in the mornings, when they crossed paths on campus. Full body hugs were not uncommon.

But no, something else was going on tonight. Sandra was belly-down on her bed, headphones on, propped up on her elbows, lower legs up and crossed at the ankles, staring at her tablet. And crying, her cheeks wet, her face twisted in sorrow.

Annabelle, still a little winded from her session with John, didn’t need this. Everyone in Blythe had gotten access to social media today. Maybe Sandra was getting broken up with, told off by her new owner (a complicated situation Annabelle didn’t fully understand), lambasted for her general annoyingness by an acquaintance.

Annabelle didn’t want to know, so she crossed the divider to say goodnight to the girls in the other half of the pod, waved coyly to John as he locked their door, went to the little water closet to pee and clean herself, set out the things she would be wearing tomorrow, and tried to slip up to the top bunk without being accosted.

No such luck.

“This is so, so sad,” Sandra said, pulling off her headphones and looking up at Annabelle with a sniffle, and knuckles against each eye.

“What’s that?” Annabelle asked gamely, but she put both a hand and a foot on her ladder.

“Derby and the Jiggaloes,” Sandra said. “This one girl just said—”

“Who?” Annabelle interrupted.

“Sorry, Derbajig. This one girl just—”

“I’m still not sure what you said,” Annabelle interrupted again.

“They’re great, they do cutaroom, bingo rock, this one girl says she doesn’t think Igloomix is going to Powatam, so she’s so . . . so wrong.”

Sandra put her face in her hands and her shoulders shook with despair.

“Okay,” Annabelle said.

Meet people where they are. Even someone as annoying as Sandra. She wasn’t trying to be incomprehensible. It’s who she was. Ignore her and be done with it, or try to reach her. It was a talent you needed, lawyer or otherwise. Besides, Sandra slept right beneath her most nights. And Sandra had given her one clue to grab on to. “So Powatam is the big concert in Arizona?”

Sandra looked up, grimaced in pain. “Igloomix has an eating disorder, and they’re like, really struggling, so now they’re saying just Toothmonster is going to do all the percussion while Igloomix gets their shit together in rehab, and . . . why do I have to be the only one with the knowledge?”

“So you think, um, they’re going?”

“Totally,” Sandra said, turning her attention back to her tablet. “Hey, hate to cut this short, but I wanna get my truth typed up asap.”

“Sure,” Annabelle said, quickly ascending to her bed, grabbing the romance novel she kept there. “How much longer will you be?”

“Half an hour max. The spirit is really moving me right now.”

“All good,” Annabelle said sincerely. She was going to read for at least the next half hour, and she didn’t care what Sandra did below.

The light went out in the other half of the pod, and while she turned the pages of her novel, Annabelle half-listened, wondering if Dorothy and Dauphine were going to make love, something they’d done at least twice in the last week.

And yes, confirmation came after a few more pages, first a few inconclusive whispers, and then the proof, a distinct “ooooh” that could only be sexual.

They didn’t have to be, but they were trying to be discreet—maybe to keep Sandra out of their business. Surely they found the girl as annoying as Annabelle did, didn’t want her rounding the divide to ask what they were doing, to offer to join in, or just watch (not that Sandra had yet done any of those things, but Annabelle believed it was just a matter of time).

“They’re doing it again,” Sandra said, not nearly quietly enough. Okay, so she wasn’t going to bother the two girls next door, just bother Annabelle about what the two girls next door were doing.

“Hmm,” Annabelle agreed.

“It sounds like fun.”

“I guess,” Annabelle replied, rereading the last paragraph for the third time.

“Do you know who Sappho was?” Sandra persisted.

“Greek lesbian,” said Annabelle, beginning to lose faith that terse answers would shut the girl up.

“You know that?” Sandra said.

“I do,” Annabelle confirmed.

“Do you want to have sex then?”

Annabelle sat up, closed her book around her index finger, and withheld her answer while she contemplated the stunning layers of wrong in Sandra’s question. No, knowing about Sappho did not make her a lesbian, and no, she did not want to make love to Sandra. And also no, she was not going to explain her decision in any way, for example by discussing lesbianism with Sandra, or her own history therein, which really wasn’t that interesting anyway (She’d surprised herself at the Subject 17 camp, and that was the extent of it. A lot of the girls there surprised themselves, probably, but it was part of the experience, not encouraged but not forbidden either. What were a bunch of girls supposed to do, locked up in a cabin at night after they’d spent the whole day together naked and learning, among other things, about sex?)

“I can’t tonight,” Annabelle said, instantly regretting the lie. I can’t ever, she should have said. This will never happen, she should have said. Because not only was Sandra generally annoying, she was also sexually weird.

Annabelle had been masturbating every other night, just a quiet little romp with herself after lights out, not long or loud, just enough to get the job done through the holes in her chastity shield, but tension had been building up, which was why she’d barged in on John tonight. She’d like to have put more effort into her solo flights, but having an annoying girl on the bunk beneath her—or any girl, really—stifled the pleasuring she had grown accustomed to giving herself while growing up with her own bedroom. She didn’t care if Sandra could hear her, and she didn’t care if she could hear Sandra doing the same thing.

But Sandra wasn’t doing the same thing. She thrashed, the rustling of her sheets following an incomprehensible pattern comprising something akin to pedaling an invisible bike followed by random spasmings and finally humming, which was apparently her climaxing sound.

Between civilized couples, or roommates, “I can’t tonight” ends the conversation and everyone goes to sleep. But Sandra, along with all her other flaws, lacked any civilizing influences. Sheets moved, the bed creaked, and there Sandra was, standing next to the bunk beds and looking at Annabelle, who was seated cross-legged on her bed, novel resting against her thigh.

“Your tits are a lesbian,” Sandra said, looking at Annabelle’s right nipple.

“I don’t get it,” Annabelle retorted.

“They’re like, lesbian food.”

“Still don’t get it,” Annabelle said, adding for good measure, “they don’t make food, also.”

“All lesbians would come running,” Sandra said, and she leaned forward and rested her chin on Annabelle’s bed while staring up at her face, and Annabelle’s vague sense of being violated crystalized into something very specific, and she found herself caught between two choices, either de-escalating this interaction with minimal damage, or having it out with the girl, telling her she didn’t like her, didn’t like living with her, thought she was weird and dramatic and sexually disorganized, and she needed to get her chin off her bed and never speak to her again, and she was leaning toward the latter option when a deep sigh emanated from the other half of the pod and Sandra turned to look in that direction briefly before she turned back and spoke first.

“I’m not a lesbian,” she said. “But I would so suck those things.”

Annabelle sighed in a way meant to give off a vibe of despair and long-suffering.

“No,” Annabelle said at last. Just no. Why waste words on someone that probably couldn’t understand them anyway?

“I’m not asking to right now,” Sandra said. “I’m just saying I would.”

“Great,” Annabelle said, settling firmly on de-escalation, and mistakenly future willingness again in the process. “I’m sort of tired now. So maybe later.”

“Goodnight,” Sandra said, and she was gone, maybe to masturbate, maybe just to sleep, but Annabelle—sexually sated and glad in the end she hadn’t insulted the girl she shared her tiny space with—fell asleep before she heard anything else.




Chapter 23: A First Time

The girl was in a deceptively simple-looking flower-print sundress, yellow foundation with what at first looked like red roses, except if you looked a little closer and had a certain knowledge you’d realize each blossom was a stylized red Rorschach ink blot, placed there for one to make of them what one would.

The belt was wide vinyl, a clashing yellow stripe between two stripes of lime green, the dress and the belt two pieces of a single, quite intentional ensemble, although an ensemble appearing to have been snatched not just from two ends of the department store, but from two ends of the universe until one stood back and took it all in and understood that van Minsk was to women’s fashion what van Gogh was to art: the ultimate statement in the jarringly sublime.

A leather bracelet on her left wrist, two brass hoops on her right, and a fairly convincing slave collar around her neck completed her industriously unstudied look.

Her flats were simple white canvas, but with narrow cream laces, her black hair cascaded down to her shoulders, her hand held a Darling’s Dry Wine Cooler, and her mouth was turned ever so slightly up—the visage of a satisfied observer who held secrets.

She was seated on a lounge chair, one of a half dozen scattered randomly on a patio beneath an awning beside a pool where a couple who were obviously boyfriend-girlfriend were chatting waist deep in the water, he holding beer in a red cup, she with her own Darling’s Dry, of which there were many more resting in ice for anyone to take.

The music was loud but not overwhelming, and the gathering was subdued, a Sunday afternoon affair for those who had indulged excessively the night before.

A second couple sat on a lounge far enough from the girl that she could not hear their conversation, their heads bowed toward each other and their reciprocal nods suggesting a relationship in the early stages of formation.

Behind the dark-haired van Minsk girl, a set of French doors had been left open, and the noise from within the two-story brick dwelling—domicile of Beta Tau fraternity at the University of Colorado—was growing.

“Auh, auh, auh!” shouted a man imitating a seal, prompting a girl to laugh.

“Where’s the par-tay?” someone asked.

Several people tried to answer, words like “mountain” and “Alexandra’s pants” breaking through, the rest garbled.

A male’s voice got louder. He was singing slightly off-key as he emerged:

I just want to freak all night,

Get it ‘til I get it right,

Run the tables, run the marks,

Do the—

“Oh”

The singing ended abruptly, and the girl by herself on the lounge chair looked up at him.

“I didn’t know anyone was out here,” he said, eyebrows high and mouth very small.

“I am,” she said before she pointed the neck of her drink toward the pool and the couples. “Some other people are too.”

The man’s face opened with interest and a sudden obvious attention. He was in black tennis shorts, a white designer t-shirt, black flipflops, sunglasses perched atop his head. He grabbed the nearest chair, dragged it over to the girl, sat.

“I’m Chance,” he said.

“Annabelle,” she said, taking his hand, gripping firmly.

“What brings you to Beta Tau this afternoon, Annabelle?” he inquired, passing his other hand through his longish black hair with an ironic flutter.

“I was walking back from the library,” she said, “and I noticed you were having a party.”

Chance smirked, looked around the deck.

“Hardly a party,” he said.

“It seemed right for me.”

“Wait,” he said. “You just let yourself in?”

“Yeah, through the gate over there,” she said pointing past the pool.

“That usually stays locked.”

“It was open,” she said. “Someone was taking out the trash, and I heard the music, and I snuck past them.”

“So you don’t know anyone here?” he said, his tone offended, his smile broad.

“One person,” she said.

“Who?”

“I think his name’s Chance.”

Chance made a gun of his hand, aimed it at the girl, clicked his mouth as he brought his thumb down. “Good one.”

“And then I got a drink,” Annabelle said. “To make it official.”

“What’s your story?” he asked. “Student? Drifter? Ex-con?”

“Pre-law,” Annabelle said with confidence.

“Law school?”

“No, that’s a few years away. I have to get into the program first.”

“What year are you?”

“Freshman,” she replied.

“You mean, freshman-freshman?” he asked. “You just got here coupla weeks ago?”

“Has it been that long?”

“It’s all a blur to me,” he said with another pass of hand through hair.

“What are you?” she asked.

“Junior. Business. Minor in Mandarin.”

“Tell me something in Mandarin.”

Chance stared at the girl earnestly as he spoke, and when he was done, he looked at her with the sidelong grin of the only person in on the joke.

“Well put,” she said.

His smile vanished. “You speak it?”

“Yeah.”

“You know what I said?”

“I’m working through it,” Annabelle said, bringing the bottle to her mouth.

“Hey, wow,” he said, “I’m really, really sorry. I mean, I’m not . . . I wouldn’t . . .”

“It’s okay,” she said, turning her eyes to the couple in the pool.

Chance leaned forward, embarrassment yielding to hope.

“So then, you’re okay with it?”

“Okay with what?” she asked.

“With what I said?”

“Oh, yeah,” she laughed.

“Now?” he asked.

“I guess.”

“My room’s upstairs.”

“Nice,” she said.

“Wanna go?”

“To your room?”

“Yeah,” he said.

“I guess,” and she turned and set her feet on the deck, set down her half-finished drink, looked at him with a resigned smile.

“Okay, wait,” he said, leaning back, hands raised, and when she looked at him with an arched eyebrow, he laughed nervously. “Is this really happening?”

“So far, it all se—seems real,” Annabelle replied, voice catching once before she finished her sentence.

“You’re a freshman?”

“Yes. Pre-law.”

“What’s your name? Your full name?”

“Annabelle Tillman. Annabelle Hastings Tillman.”

“Where are you from?”

“Aurora.”

“Colorado?”

“Yup,” she said, pausing before she continued uncertainly, “I think I’ve put you on the spot.”

“When something seems too good to be true . . .” he said, not bothering to finish.

“Oh,” she said, picking up her drink and taking another sip, her cheeks suddenly flushed. “I guess I didn’t really think of that.”

He laughed. “Sometimes, someone ends up arrested. Or dead. Oh, or minus a kidney. That can happen.”

“I’ve heard of that, yeah,” she said, nodding and putting her bottle down beside her foot once more. “I was just . . . I just wanted to try it.”

“Try it?”

“See what it’s like.”

“First time?” he said.

“Yeah.”

“Damn,” Chance said with another run of fingers through hair. “I mean . . . why?”

“Freedom,” she said. “First . . . just that.”

“Were you in prison?” he asked, laughing a little too hard, to make sure she knew he was joking.

“Almost,” she said. “And I’ll be going back one day too.”

Chance cleared his throat, looked at her with the raised eyebrow that suggested he found her funny but mysterious.

“I’m nice,” he said.

“I hope so.”

“I mean, some guys aren’t, you know?”

“I do, I think.”

“I would be a gentleman,” he continued.

“Good,” Annabelle said, and she looked at her drink but didn’t reach for it, and she straightened her spine and peered quizzically at the boy, waiting, and finally he stood and backed away, watching her expectantly.

“I’ll follow you,” she said.

It’s called a walk of shame, when a couple or one member of that couple must pass by others on the way to or from a tryst. The crowd in the kitchen had grown to a noisy 15, male and female college students making a half-hearted attempt at putting a small party together, laying out cold cuts and bread, filling a second cooler with ice, opening up two half-eaten boxes of pizza from the fridge.

“Hey!” said a girl with overdone auburn hair as Annabelle passed.

“Hi,” Annabelle replied, tentatively, after she’d confirmed the girl was speaking to her.

“Annabelle, this is Trish,” Chance said. “How’s it going, Trish? Got your schedule sorted out?”

“Almost,” Trish said absently while she studied the girl who’d crashed the party. “Where did you meet Chance?”

“Outside,” Annabelle said, drifting after the boy.

A male appeared at the door from the kitchen, blocking Chance’s path while he looked Annabelle over, and the two shoved their shoulders together before the boy could pass, the meaning of their communication lost to anyone else.

The stairway to the upper floors was wide and curved to the right, one of the few features of the building that gave off the impression of something better than college student housing. The second-floor hall, on the other hand, was poorly-lit, narrow and cluttered—two bikes, a rack of shirts, an ironing board.

The hall was, thankfully, devoid of people, and Chance brought Annabelle to the last door on the right, pushed it open and revealed the small domicile of an orderly mind. The bed was made, there were no clothes to be seen, the guitar was resting on a stand near the window. Only the desk revealed disorder, two textbooks open beside a laptop, papers and notebooks in a pile along both edges.

Chance didn’t close the door, so Annabelle turned and pushed it shut, bolting it as well, pushing off her flats and reaching for her belt.

Chance sat on his bed and watched her with an air of wonderment while she continued to strip, but she didn’t turn her attention to him until her dress, belt and bra had been draped over the desk chair. Her full breasts hung in the air, with only a pair of white panties clinging to her body.

“Aren’t you going to take your clothes off?” she asked.

“Do you want to kiss first?” Chance asked.

Annabelle laughed nervously.

“For romance?” she asked.

Chance didn’t have an answer, so he stood, pulled his t-shirt over his head, which sent his forgotten sunglasses flying from his head to his pillow, where they landed with a click. He slipped his feet out of his flipflops, unbuckled his belt, pushed everything down.

Chance was fit, body showing the benefits of a few trips a week to the campus gym and treadmill, but his most noteworthy feature at the moment was his penis, jutting straight out, swinging indecently.

Annabelle was sliding her bracelets off, setting them on Chance’s desk, when the boy took two steps, pressed himself against her, reached up with one hand to palm her left breast, lowered his other hand to fondle her sex organ through her panties. She opened her legs, allowing him to rub the cloth against the wet place between her legs before he put his hand within the garment, stroking her labia, and she drew her breath in as though surprised.

They pushed her panties down together to her thighs, revealing a thoroughly shaved mound, and he pressed back into her, lowering his penis so the top of the shaft pressed against her vulva. Sighing with arousal, he lowered his mouth to her right nipple and sucked until she offered her own sigh, and he released it and kissed her while he thrust between her thighs.

“Ready for this?” he asked into her ear.

“Can we do it standing?” she asked.

“I was thinking on the bed.”

“Yeah,” she agreed, and she dropped to the bed and rolled to her back while the tag affixed to her collar clicked.

“You’re not gonna take that off?” Chance asked, kneeling between the girl’s legs.

“It doesn’t come off,” she replied, raising her head to look at his penis.

“Why not?”

“It’s not jewelry,” she said. “It’s real.”

Chance dropped down on top of her, positioning his penis against her left thigh, licking both breasts before he sucked her left nipple while she undulated softly beneath him.

He let the girl make the next move, and when she eased her legs apart he was ready, repositioning and grabbing his member by the base to direct it into her opening. Both grunted at the moment of entry, and again when he was fully inside her, and they worked together here, a moment of both physical and social import. The boy lasted a respectable amount of time before nature took him and he grunted again, repeatedly this time, while he climaxed within her, filling her chamber with his soft cream. After he’d finished, he continued to move slowly within her, hips rising and falling, and she kissed the side of his head as he stilled.

“Wow,” she said, angling up her pelvis for one last vaginal swallow. “So that’s it, then.”

Chance laughed, the rumble in his chest transferring to her, and he raised himself up on his arms over her as his penis slid out of her body.

“You like?” he asked.

“It’s good,” she said, adding with a self-conscious laugh, “Yeah, I like.”

He returned to his knees, looking down at her, from her face—with its thick eyebrows and its unusually large mouth—to her leaking vagina.

“This kind of thing never happens to me,” he said with another laugh.

“A first for me,” she said.

“You’ve really never had sex before?” he asked doubtfully.

“No, not at all,” she said, rising on her elbows.

“You didn’t bleed,” he noted.

“No,” she said. “I took care of that like, five years ago.”

“Took care of it?”

“With my mom’s dildo,” Annabelle explained. “She told me to.”

Chance settled his rear against his heels and looked at the girl as though she’d sprouted horns.

“Precautionary,” she explained. “The market can be weird about virgins.”

Chance shook his head.

“You really don’t know what I’m talking about?” she asked.

“Enlighten me.”

“I’m a subject,” she said, pressing her index finger against the tags, one silver, one gold, that dangled from the ring set into her collar. “A slave.”

Chance, still perched on his heels, slid his lower jaw sideways and stared at the bedroom wall.

“What?” she said.

“Did you just get me in trouble?” he asked after a long pause.

“How would I get you into trouble?” Annabelle inquired.

“Are you allowed to be here?”

“I’m not not allowed to be here,” she replied.

“Who owns you?” he asked.

“His name is Randy Tillman.”

“Where is he?”

“In Aurora.”

“He knows you’re here, right?”

“He’s paying for my school.”

“Why?”

Annabelle, still on her back on the bed with her legs splayed, laughed.

“Why not?”

“What are you gonna do for him?” Chance asked.

“Make him money, I hope,” Annabelle said, and when Chance’s eyes went wide, she quickly added, “as a lawyer.”

“You’ll be his lawyer?”

“No,” Annabelle said. “He’ll rent me out. At least, that’s the plan.”

“How’d he get you?”

“He owned my mom, and she had me.”

Chance’s shoulders slumped, and he exhaled.

“I’m not really understanding your life,” he said.

“Do you know any subjects?”

“Yeah, but none like you,” he said. “Our neighbors owned one, a dude. And rich people have their girls. I knew some of them. But if they’re pretty, they sort of do one thing. And definitely not with me.”

“There are all kinds,” Annabelle noted. “They go to school here.”

“I know some of them,” Chance said. “You still kind of stand out, though.”

“You know how to tell if we are or not?”

“Apparently not,” Chance confessed.

Still splayed shamelessly, Annabelle conducted a brief class on subject identification, reaching up to her collar and fingering the silver tag first.

“You can’t have one of these if you’re not a subject.”

“Some girls do though,” Chance asserted. “Every girl I know has, like, three slave collars.”

“But not the tag, with my ID and all,” Annabelle said, flicking the little piece of metal with her finger, making it ring. “It’s literally against the law to wear a tag like this, with a number on it, on a collar like this.”

“Some girls come really close, though,” Chance said. “You could try to see what the tag says, but then you’d have to invade her individual space.”

“Whatever,” Annabelle said, fingers finding the second tag, the plastic one finished in University of Colorado gold. “And you get this one if you’re a student here.”

“You’re a freshman?”

“Still am.”

“Welcome to the student body,” he said, eyes raking the girl’s form, breathing in reverently. “I still can’t believe this happened.”

“I wanted to know what it was like.”

“Now you do,” Chance said. “At least with me.”

“It was nice.”

“Would you get in trouble?” Chance asked. “If Randy knew?”

“I think my mom would care more. But she’d be okay with it, probably, as long as I’m careful.”

“She’s still your mom?”

“Totally. She’s very dedicated.”

“Do you wanna have kids?”

“I don’t know. I wanna be a lawyer.”

In the brief silenced that followed, something undefinable in Chance’s room shifted, as it often does after lovemaking between strangers. Was there a future here? Did either of them want it to continue? Were either of them, even now, realizing this had been a mistake, a relationship that needed to end?

“Will I see you again?” he asked.

Did he mean it? Or was he just trying to be nice?

“I’d like that,” she said, her own motivations unclear, even to her, and she closed her legs and sat up, then looked down with surprise as a dollop of Chance’s semen spilled from her body. She looked up again, and the words spilled from her mouth. “But I can’t just spend the night. I have a curfew. I’m staying at Blythe Hall, and we have to be back by 9 or we get in trouble. So we could meet in the library, or between classes. Or here. During the day.”

When Chance said nothing, she slid off the bed and went to her clothes, pulled on her panties and bra, kept dressing.

“This has been, like, transcendent,” Chance said, sliding back into his own things.

“I’m glad,” she said. “I liked it too. Can you walk me out?”

That night, after she’d finished her studies and dealt with Sandra and got into bed, she reached between her legs to feel herself, noticed that it all still felt the same, and good, and she wept.

She hadn’t fallen in love with Chance. Of course not. She barely knew him. And it wasn’t that she was a slave and he was free. No, it was deeper than that, the tears girls have always shed over a fleeting closeness with a fraught future. Thus did Juliet cry for Romeo, Isolde for Tristan, Morgan for King Arthur (or maybe not, Annabelle wasn’t sure about that last one).

And then she dried her eyes and knew, now that everyone’s sex organs in the subject dorm were free, that she would be taking John soon. She wouldn’t cry over him, it wouldn’t mean anything. Just be fun.




Chapter 24: falling is not death. or love this is not normal

“Explain this.”

Annabelle turned away from her desk and her laptop to find Dauphine standing at the pod door, holding an event flyer in her hand.

“Sandra,” Annabelle said simply.

“I know,” said Dauphine, the sturdy, light-skinned Black girl who shared the other side of the pod with Dorothy. “I’m not asking who it is. I’m asking what it is.”

“You know as much as I do,” Annabelle confessed. “She put one on my pillow this morning while I was in the shower.”

“So it’s serious?” Dauphine said, arching one eyebrow suspiciously.

Annabelle whirled back around to her desk, grabbed her copy of the flyer from the top of a teetering pile of books and papers. It was the third week of October in her freshman year, mid-term exams had just wrapped up, and she hadn’t straightened her things yet.

“It says Houghton-Stover Hall, Thursday night at 8,” Annabelle noted. “She can’t just say that and it not be right, unless she wants to get expelled.”

“And her sorry white ass whooped,” said Dauphine, raised in an upper-middle class household in Denver but comfortable with ethnic colloquialisms when they suited.

“It says Basement 1-C,” Annabelle noted, adding with a sardonic smile, “I suspect it’s a more . . . intimate space.”

Dauphine raised her hand to her mouth in an exaggerated snicker.

“Think anyone’ll show up?” she asked.

Annabelle shook her head with sincere sorrow, imagining the girl standing at the front of an empty room, doing whatever it was she was planning to do.

“Did you see this?” Dauphine asked, pressing her index finger across the fine print at the bottom of the sheet. Annabelle looked at her copy there:

subject convention will be followed (performer will be nude)

“Okay,” Annabelle said with an air of faux-scandal. “Someone will show up.”

“Think you’ll go?” Dauphine asked.

Annabelle looked dourly at her podmate.

“I can see her naked any time I want.”

“No,” Dauphine said. “To support her.”

“You’re being serious?” Annabelle inquired.

“You live with her,” Dauphine said. “You do each other.”

“We don’t do each other,” Annabelle corrected.

“I hear things going on,” Dauphine said.

“You hear Sandra by herself,” Annabelle corrected. “She has a very . . . energetic masturbating approach.”

Dauphine covered her mouth again before her expression resolved into something else, something hard, and hungry. “Well, you’re always welcome next door, if you want something soft at bedtime.”

“I wouldn’t want to interrupt,” Annabelle said, her eyes going hard too as they wandered Dauphine’s body, her broad shoulders and hips, her full breasts, her shaved vulva.

“We could squeeze you in,” Dauphine said. “There’s always room for anotha sista.”

Annabelle smiled. She’d been wondering when—or if—she’d get invited next door. But there was one wrinkle to things.

“Sandra’s been asking for it,” she said. “I’d have to be with her first.”

“Get it done then,” Dauphine said. “So you’re definitely not going?”

Annabelle looked at the flyer again. “It starts at 8,” she said. “We’ll miss curfew.”

“Oh yeah,” Dauphine agreed. “Why did she even invite us?”

The mystery was solved that night at dinner, when Sandra stood up and tapped on her plate with her fork.

“Hey, everyone,” she said, the room going instantly quiet. “I’m Sandra Mackenzie, if you didn’t know that. I know most of you I guess. I have a flyer out which publicized my one-woman show Thursday night. It starts at 8. Two nights from now. It will last about 45 minutes. I timed it. Curfew got extended that night, because I asked, and I’m doing the event. You can get back by 9:30 and not go to the brig. At Houghton-Stover. That’s where I’m doing it. In the basement. I got it reserved. I’ll be naked, like now. They said I could be.”

For someone preparing to do a one-woman show in the nude, Sandra seemed strangely nervous for just her little announcement, and she sat heavily before she popped back up.

“Oh, wait,” she said. “I’ll be naked, like it says. People were asking me, asking me what it’s about. And it’s about me.” She gestured to her naked form. “And my story, ‘cuz someone said it should be a book, my story. And I said no, that takes too long, maybe it should be a speech. And some people said yes. Thank you.”

Annabelle, sitting across from Sandra and four seats down, stared at the girl as she sat for the second time, marveling at her lack of self-awareness, at her determination to make a fool of herself in front of a room with some people in it, maybe, as opposed to just doing it her regular way, one-on-one.

And yet, something about her impromptu announcement seemed to speak to people. A girl at the other table started clapping, then a few more did, and finally most of the room settled into a short wave of polite applause, including Annabelle.

Sandra beamed, cast her eyes to her bunkmate and beamed anew, and Annabelle smiled back weakly and knew she’d have to go.

~ ~ ~

It was an irregular space, floor slightly uneven, ceiling low, its black steel ceiling girders visible, glaring LEDs placed at random among them, half of them turned off, the aura dismal, claustrophobic. Perhaps the room was an apt metaphor for whatever it was Sandra had planned.

The space was meant for no more than 75 people, according to the little Fire Marshal’s sign just inside the door, but Annabelle guessed more than 100 had shown up, judging from the number of people lined up along the walls, standing in back.

Why are you here? she wondered. Just to see a naked girl? You could see that all day online. Or just to see a naked girl in person? Okay, not as easy to do online, but really? Maybe some were truly interested in her message, vague as her flyer had been. In the half-light, Annabelle believed she could make out at least two dozen real slave collars, maybe more, maybe less. Dauphine and Dorothy were here, of course, a few more from Blythe Hall, maybe some more subjects who lived off-campus. Sandra had done a decent marketing job.

And when a small closet door in the room’s front corner opened, and Sandra stepped out, Annabelle had to concede that the girl was also not bad at drama. Yes, she was naked, but the sparse light in that corner offered more a hint of her pale, small-breasted body than the pornographic feast some might have been expecting. And when she stepped into the light, pausing before a microphone stand, she crossed one forearm across her breasts and placed her other hand over her mound. It was a gesture of modesty that conveyed the opposite, Annabelle thought. A girl touching her vulva, even to cover it, had made herself into a more erotic object, not less.

“Hello,” Sandra said, overloud, voice quavering slightly before she continued a little more quietly. “I’m Sandra Mackenzie. I go to school here. I’m a freshman. If you’re wondering why I’m naked, it’s because I’m a subject. How, I mean why, why am I a subject? It’s because I got turned into one. My mom married this guy. He was nice enough, my stepdad. Then mom died. She had cancer. She knew she had it before she got married, and they knew she was going to die. That sounds super romantic, doesn’t it? But then she died. And my stepdad didn’t want me. Not really, anyway. I mean he had his own kids. I was sort of weird around him. And I . . .”

Sandra’s delivery continued, flat, almost to a monotone. She didn’t gesture, keeping her arms over herself, and she swept the room with a gaze that oscillated almost mechanically. Was she nervous? Yes, Annabelle thought, but her behavior was overall not much different from what people saw at Blythe—a little off-putting, a little strange, but within the range of identifiable human behaviors. Still, unless she could improve her delivery, the girl was not going to get chosen for any leading roles, Annabelle thought with a mixture of sorrow and schadenfreude. Not even in a minor campus production.

The story was compelling, however, and Annabelle was glad to hear the details of something Sandra had only hinted at to date. The girl’s conversion to slavery was not linear, not the simple result of bad debt, or a crime, or her own decision to succumb to bondage. The stepfather had made a half-hearted attempt to keep her out of chains. The older two of her four step-siblings had also made some unspecified effort. Sandra herself bore some of the blame, she admitted, not understanding her peril until it was too late. Ultimately, the matter was settled in probate court, where the judge, not finding any of the applicable documents, attestations, specimens, wills or trusts (some of which her dying mother should have created and had notarized, but didn’t), had no choice but to remand her to the custody of the state of Colorado.

“I still didn’t get it,” Sandra said, her performance growing more intense with the rise in her story’s dramatic arc. “The judge says okay, or some such, okay, just okay, and points to people I didn’t even know were there. And then, ‘take her.’ Just that. ‘Take her.’ And they took me. First they took me into this little side room, and told me to take off all my clothes. And I did, cuz’ you don’t know. You just do that, you know? And then they put these chains on me. Actual chains. Like a prisoner. A criminal. But there was no crime. I just wasn’t wanted.”

Sandra breathed in and out, and finally dropped her hands to her sides, and Annabelle took in the body she knew well but saw anew, given the changed context. The first thing she noticed was the shadow cast by her nipples, two black streaks against her pale breasts. And then her pubic hair, which she tended to creatively: dyeing it, shaving it, trimming it and letting it grow. Tonight it was a narrow black strip. And her nipples were as pronounced as they ever got.

“They put me in a kennel and called it transport,” Sandra said, her voice surer now, and Annabelle guessed this was the most heavily rehearsed part of her presentation. “They made me a slave and called me a subject.” She raised her hand to her collar, flicked her federal and university tags. “They locked my neck in a collar and called it my ID. They fucked me and called it training. The company that bought me as an investment calls me a girl. They sent me here, to college, to increase my value, and called it an education.”

Sandra surveyed the room again. Standing directly under the room’s brightest lights, how much could she see? Annabelle wondered.

“Now, when they tell me to let them chain me, or tie me, I do. When they call me by the number on my tag, I answer. When they tell me to hold still for my next spanking, I obey. This is not normal.”

A light ripple of laughter crossed the room. It seemed to surprise Sandra, but she persevered.

“Every night, they lock us up, and call it a dormitory. I’m caged with other slave girls, and they call us roommates. We have sex, and they call it friendship.”

Sandra paused, seemed to be searching the room for something, smiled and returned her arms to her original pose.

“This is not normal,” she said again. “Thank you, everyone, you have been a very generous audience.”

She bowed, straightened, seemed to be waiting for something, perhaps applause, and after an uncertain silence, it came, slowly at first, and then spreading, gathering to crescendo, people standing together in clumps here and there until everyone was on their feet. Including Annabelle.

It had been a sincere effort, and that was enough for a standing ovation, Annabelle thought.

Sandra, hands returned to their places over herself, bowed again, beamed, and exposed herself unintentionally to blow kisses, and then it was over, she stepped to the closet and, with one more wave, slipped in and shut the door behind her.

Annabelle didn’t hurry back to Blythe. It was a cool October night but not wintry yet, so she took the long way, past the normal dormitories and one of the smaller classroom buildings.

This is the same experience every college student has, she told herself, slave or free. Walking across campus at night. Breathing in the air, the essence, the knowledge. Thinking about anything that came to mind.

What had she just seen? She couldn’t quite dismiss it, she realized. The girl had raised some valid questions, made some valid points.

“You didn’t like it.”

Anabelle turned, startled, to find Sandra walking beside her, clothed now, but only in gym shorts and a t-shirt.

“You must be freezing!” Annabelle exclaimed.

“You didn’t like it,” Sandra repeated, looking up hopefully at the taller girl beside her.

“Why are you saying that?”

“Because you left right after. I saw you in the front row, I was looking for you and you were already gone.”

“Oh, I didn’t know,” Annabelle said. “I just wanted to make sure to be back before curfew.”

“Okay,” Sandra said, considering the claim carefully. “So you liked it?”

“I did,” Annabelle said, trying to sound sincere, and then adding honestly, “A lot to think about.”

“I know, isn’t there?” Sandra said. “What do you think?”

“About what?”

“About what I said.”

“Okay, yeah,” Annabelle said, speaking with the same awkwardness of every consumer of art ever, beginning probably with the people invited into the cave at Lascaux. Artists should never put their audiences in this position, no matter how great their creation is. “It was really . . . you know, you were really brave. That was my first impression.”

“Because I was naked?”

“Yes,” Annabelle said. “It’s different outside Blythe. I don’t think I could do it.”

“Do you like being naked?” Sandra asked.

“I don’t know if it’s really liking or not liking. But everyone does it. So it’s sort of like peer pressure.”

“Did you grow up naked?” Sandra asked.

“No. My mom had to stay nude, almost always at home, but I got to wear whatever I wanted. So I’d be naked sometimes, but it was up to me.”

“Then you must have been dying inside, when you got to Colorado.”

“Not really,” Annabelle said. “I did some programs where we got to practice it. Like a summer camp. And these assignments. You go to a mall or whatever, and walk around.”

“When did you get those?” Sandra asked, gesturing toward Annabelle’s breasts, still pronounced despite the bra and heavy sweater that covered them.

Annabelle laughed. “Well, it wasn’t on a certain date.”

Sandra should have laughed too. Anyone normal would have laughed, male or female. But she remained humorless.

“Okay, then,” Sandra asked, “when did they start growing?”

Annabelle shrugged. “I guess around 11 or 12, where you could start to see them. I was sort of an early bloomer.”

“Didn’t you just look at them and grab them and get off like all the time with them?”

Annabelle laughed, looked down at Sandra, realized the question was serious and had been asked with the expectation of a serious answer.

“Okay,” Annabelle began, reminding herself that she was talking to a fellow slave, a girl she bunked with as members of a culture in which there were no secrets, at least not of the sexual variety. But a true answer wasn’t yes or no, but something in between. She liked her breasts. She liked the way they moved and swung, and masturbation included fondling them often enough. In fact, she could spend a lot of time discussing the place her breasts played in her sexuality, both alone and with a growing number of others.

“I guess sometimes they help,” Annabelle said. “But not always. And they weren’t a, a focus at the start. They sort of scared me at first.”

Now Sandra laughed, and she looked at her own modest bosom, cupped each breast under a hand. “Rowwr!” she barked, raising them before she laughed again.

“I didn’t know how big they were going to get,” Annabelle added, pleased to have found the girl’s sense of humor, hoping for more amusement.

“Do you like getting them done stuff to?” Sandra asked.

“Huh?”

“Do you like it when people do stuff to them?”

“It depends on what they do.”

“Suck?” Sandra asked.

“That’s okay.”

They walked on in an uncomfortable silence Annabelle knew she would have to break.

“You want to?” she asked.

“Yeah,” Sandra said, “but not like gay stuff.”

“What do you mean?”

“Connecting with my youth stuff,” Sandra said. “Like, you’re my mom. ‘Cuz I’m not gay.”

“Oooh,” Annabelle said, disturbed but not sure how to express it.

“You will?” Sandra asked.

“Will what?”

“Let me suck them?”

“Yeah, sure. Tonight?”

“Yeah. But you think it’s weird, right?”

“What?” Annabelle asked.

“Everything,” Sandra said. “Like in my speech. Not normal.”

“I don’t know,” Annabelle replied. “It’s what I grew up with, so it seems more normal to me.”

“I think we should rise up.”

“No,” Annabelle said, “we shouldn’t.”

“Okay,” Sandra agreed, in what was quite possibly the shortest-lived servile uprising in human history. But then, looking at history as a whole, Sandra was probably one of the freest members of the slave class in history. Modern American slavery was not a terrible institution. Fragile as it was, it couldn’t be terrible, or it would be shut down again. As long as it fed the hungry, sheltered the homeless (its history of clothing the naked was, by design, checkered) and settled otherwise unsettleable debts in a moderately benevolent way, the majority of Americans would tolerate it. Annabelle counted herself among that majority, learning at her mother’s knee from the time she could stand by that knee why things were as they were, why her mother was kept naked and sometimes chained, and why she cried. Such things were only bad in isolation, were very good beside the alternative, which was living among ruins in Chicago and, worse from Annabelle’s existentialist perspective, never having any hope of viable motherhood.

There were costs to this way of life, particularly the costs that still lay before her, she knew. Until she’d arrived at the University of Colorado, her life as a slave was all cosplay, wearing chains for practice, being confined as a summer camp exercise. So things were getting more real now, at least in terms of confinement (she’d still never been chained for any practical reason), but there were costs to any path. And there were benefits to slavery, things she appreciated that most people wouldn’t think about.

“Your tits are a lesbian,” Sandra said, changing the subject with an apocryphal statement Annabelle believed she had heard before.

“Like, they’ll make you a lesbian?” Annabelle asked. They were almost at Blythe, and once they got to their pod, they’d be doing something, Annabelle wasn’t sure what yet, and she felt a need to know.

“No, not me,” Sandra said. “Other people maybe.”

They checked in with five minutes to spare, went straight to their pod, nodded to Dauphine and Dorothy but left them alone because they were in the middle of coupling, looking up in obvious distraction from between each other’s legs. So Annabelle and Sandra stripped and were taking turns in the little water closet when John locked them up.

Sandra finished first and went to her bed, and when Annabelle was done, she went to the girl, bent to peer at her.

“So . . .?” she prompted.

“Yeah,” Sandra said, sliding off her bed. “I know just how I want to do it. You have to get in your bed and lie down.”

Annabelle climbed to the top bunk, looked at her bunkmate, who had risen, was now standing next to the bed.

“Lie on your side, breast on the edge of the bed,” Sandra said, her voice suddenly shaky, her eyes focused on Annabelle’s left nipple, and Annabelle got into the requested position, which put her nipple inches from Sandra’s mouth.

All of Sandra’s focus seemed to be on Annabelle now, her eyes closed, her tongue extending to make contact, licking first before she suckled.

Annabelle watched the girl curiously, wondering what she was thinking, what drama she was acting out, or thought she was acting out. It didn’t feel bad, but it wasn’t arousing either, because she didn’t think of Sandra as a sex partner. And she wasn’t sure Sandra considered her a sex partner either. It was just something she wanted to do, apparently.

“Hey,” Dauphine said softly, and Annabelle looked up to see Dauphine, with Dorothy behind her. “We just wanted to congratulate our dramatist.”

“What’s she doing?” Dorothy asked.

“Sucking me,” Annabelle said. “Hey, Sandra, can you say hi to the neighbors?”

Sandra pulled away from Annabelle’s breast, her demeanor changing as she turned.

“Did you like it?” she asked, accepting hugs from both girls.

“You were amazing,” Dauphine said.

“Does your owner know you were doing that?” Dorothy asked.

“Fuck ‘em,” Sandra replied.

“You’re not going to get in trouble, right?” Dauphine asked, looking worried.

“I don’t care,” Sandra said. “But probably.”

“Were they there?” Dorothy asked.

“No, but I’m sure their spies were.”

“Wait, spies?” Dauphine said, sounding alarmed.

“Not officially,” Sandra said. “But someone’s going to talk. They’d have to.”

“You wanted them to?” Annabelle asked.

Sandra turned back to Annabelle’s nipple, sucked briefly before she turned back to the two neighbors, not unlike someone chatting and vaping.

“I told administration I was doing a dramatic reading of Ibsen,” Sandra said, her voice dropping, her shoulders slumping, her affect of martyrdom becoming increasingly embarrassing to Annabelle, given the ultimate insignificance of her speech. “Clothed. For a class. They never saw my flyers, or they would have shut it down, probably.”

“Maybe no one will talk,” Dauphine said hopefully.

“Two of my professors were there,” Sandra said, returning to Annabelle’s nipple for another long, dramatic suck. Done there she added, with an air of weary persecution Annabelle found ridiculous, “I invited them. I’m sure they’ll talk. They have to. They’re part of the system.”

“You could get expelled,” Dorothy warned.

“I’ll fight it with everything I’ve got,” Sandra promised, turning and reaching up to tug on Annabelle’s nipple. “You both should try this. It won’t make you gay, but it’s kinda refreshing.”

Dauphine was the first to raise her eyebrows at Annabelle, and Annabelle nodded with the sudden sense that something was working here, that the odd consortium of situations and stimulations could be arousing, indeed was arousing.

Dorothy took a tentative step forward, and Sandra stepped back, allowing the girl to have her turn at Annabelle’s fully-engorged nipple. The newcomer licked, sucked, pulled away and offered her mouth to Annabelle, and the two girls kissed briefly before Dorothy looked at Annabelle’s right nipple, and Annabelle lowered it to her.

Annabelle’s sex organ warmed and wetted itself in familiar ways, even when Sandra set her foot onto the desk chair and began, in true form, a very dramatic manipulation of her clitoris and vulva, coupled with gasps from a wide-open mouth and the tossing back of her head.

Eventually, Sandra’s performance could have killed the mood, but Dauphine rescued things, possibly with true desire. She stepped over to Sandra, Sandra welcomed her with a smile and a moment later the two were coupling upright, Sandra’s legs still raised so Dauphine could massage her female slot, Sandra’s hands exploring the other girl’s breasts, back, vulva.

This was, Annabelle realized only the next day, her first orgy, four people gathered together to express their sexuality in front of each other, being seen because they wanted to be, heard intentionally as well.

Annabelle, not sure she wanted to see Sandra even while she mated with their pretty Black neighbor, closed her eyes and raised her right leg so she could reach all of the pink flesh between her legs, and she rocked and worked at herself until she sensed someone climbing up to her bunk.

Sandra. Of course. Sandra, looking furiously hungry. And for once, completely unaffected. There was nothing in her eyes that suggested ad hoc, drama, another performance, or anything but getting another opportunity with Annabelle’s body.

“Let her have this one,” Annabelle whispered to Dorothy, and Dorothy looked up from Annabelle’s right nipple, took in the scene playing out on the bed, returned her mouth to Annabelle’s left nipple, and Annabelle turned slightly to make things easier for Sandra.

Sandra took her position on hands and knees above Annabelle, lowered her mouth to Annabelle’s free nipple, and licked and sucked in equal measure while Annabelle continued masturbating.

This arrangement left Dauphine temporarily unoccupied, but the confident student stepped up to stroke her bunkmate’s back until—to her credit—Sandra realized that there were three areas of interest on Annabelle’s body, and with a little shuffling, all three girls could avail themselves of one of the stations.

“Suck this,” Sandra said, releasing Annabelle’s right nipple and crawling backward, and Dauphine moved into position next to Dorothy, and Annabelle twisted back toward the couple to bring her free nipple to Dauphine’s mouth, while Sandra directed all her attention to the place between Annabelle’s legs.

Annabelle was still rubbing her front, so Sandra took aim from the back with her tongue, licking both holes while Annabelle raised her right leg higher in, perhaps for the first time, full approval for something her hapless bunkmate was doing.

Briefly, Annabelle wondered why she was receiving all the service when it was Sandra who’d been the evening’s brightest, and bravest, star, but those thoughts vanished and she climaxed all the same, grunting and shaking and struggling not to pull her breasts away from her neighbors’ mouths.

Only when she’d finished her orgasm did Dorothy and Dauphine disengage from Annabelle’s bosom, but Sandra was still licking with a gusto that was no longer providing any benefit.

“Okay, okay,” Annabelle said gently, putting her hand on Sandra’s thick hair. “That’s good.”

Sandra closed her mouth but continued to stare at Annabelle’s glistening slot as she muttered, “I am such a lesbian.”

Dauphine broke the awkward silence with a laugh and an invitation.

“Anyone want to continue the party?” she asked.

“I do,” Sandra said, rising up on her knees and raising her hand.

“Come next door with me,” Dauphine said, and Sandra kissed Annabelle’s leg and clambered off the bed, letting Dauphine lead her to the other side of the pod.

“Come on up,” Annabelle whispered to Dorothy, and in another minute the girls were kissing hungrily, their heads beside each other on Annabelle’s pillow, and after a long round of open-mouthed affection, Dorothy—who had more experience with girls—began licking Annabelle’s teeth and lips and cheeks, and by unspoken agreement Annabelle rose up, turned, and set her vagina over Dorothy’s mouth while she set upon Dorothy’s wet lower half, and all four residents of the locked pod eventually groaned through end of day orgasms, and if Sandra’s was a little more dramatic than necessary, no one was complaining.




Chapter 25: Background, Testimony and Verdict

Case 33-12A

Student Court

University of Colorado

Case Summary:

On October 4 of the current school term, Sandra Mackenzie (“MACKENZIE”), a subject freshman at the University and resident of Blythe Enrolled Subject Residential Facility Hall, applied for the use of a large basement room at Houghton-Stover Hall. As detailed in her application (EXHIBIT A), MACKENZIE said she would be conducting a dramatic reading of passages from Henrik Ibsen’s “Ghosts.” She further stated that her event was a class requirement. MACKENZIE was subsequently granted use of Basement 1-C at Houghton-Stover Hall for one hour, beginning at 8 p.m. Thursday, October 23. At some point prior to the event, MACKENZIE distributed promotional materials (EXHIBIT B) which titled her event “falling is not death. or love this is not normal (a one-act, one-woman play, by slave-student sandra mackenzie).” These promotional materials made no reference to Ibsen, and promised that she would perform in the nude. MACKENZIE did not request permission to perform nude, and would not have received permission under current University policies if she had. MACKENZIE made no effort to limit attendees to the maximum capacity as established and clearly posted by the Aurora Fire Department, allowing approximately 100 audience members into a room meant for no more than 75 people. MACKENZIE remained nude throughout her performance, made no mention of Ibsen, and instead spoke in a controversial, provocative and insurrectionist manner about being a subject, using terms and expressions determined by University Administration to seek to create unrest and or rebellion among certain student populations. University authorities were subsequently notified of the nature of her delivery and conducted a formal interview with MACKENZIE, and created a transcript of that interview (EXHIBIT C). In that interview, MACKENZIE confessed that she never intended to mention Ibsen’s work, was not fulfilling the requirements for a class assignment, had planned since the event’s inception to appear in the nude, did not attempt to limit her audience size, and claimed ignorance of such limits. MACKENZIE’S owners, Exegis Foundation, Inc., were contacted and interviewed, and submitted a letter (EXHIBIT D) in which they expressed disappointment with MACKENZIE’S behavior, encouraged the University to pursue any action against her it deemed fit, but asked that she not be expelled and that her status as a student not be otherwise limited or compromised. At the December 4 meeting of the Student Court, the following charges were filed against MACKENZIE:

CHARGES (Applicable Student Honor Code passage listed):

Knowingly submitting false information to University Administration (Section D, Paragraph 15)

Failure to enforce fire marshal occupancy limit (Section G, Preamble)

Disseminating a message that might tend to cause unrest among the student population (Section A, Paragraph 8-c.)

Appearing in a publicly-accessible area of campus inappropriately dressed (Section A, Paragraph 8-17)

The following consequence was proposed:

SENTENCE:

Immediate expulsion

RESPONSE:

Mackenzie appealed the sentence and requested a jury trial

TRIAL:

A trial was held on February 8. The Student Court was represented by Roberta Fortman, a junior at the University. MACKENZIE was defended by Annabelle Tillman, a freshman at the University. A summary of Tillman’s defense of MACKENZIE (see Transx recording for complete trial proceedings) was as follows:

	MACKENZIE’s performance was an example of the bedrock right to free speech and an essential work of art, as indicated by the fact cellphone recordings of the presentation have received hundreds of thousands of views on worldwide social media; while online comments indicate many viewers were drawn by MACKENZIE’S nudity, a considerable number of comments included robust debates of the cultural and commercial significance of the performance, as well as its artistic merit. 
	MACKENZIE couldn’t reveal the true nature of her performance to University officials because then her application would be denied and she would not be able to conduct this essential performance. 
	MACKENZIE was surprised by the number of attendees who showed up and had no means of enforcing the fire marshal capacity limits because she was naked and was intimidated by the clothed audience, some of whom were faculty members; further, those faculty members were in a better position to enforce the maximum capacity of the room, given they work for the University. 
	MACKENZIE’S message was not intended to foment unrest among the University’s subject students, and in fact did not do so. To support this claim, Tillman subpoenaed seven subjects who attend the University and were present at MACKENZIE’s performance, and none indicated any interest in rebelling or resisting their subjecthood as a result of the performance. 
	MACKENZIE, as captured in recordings of the first moments of the performance, attempted to cover up her breasts with her right arm and her pubic area with her left hand, and in testimony during the trial said she had planned to keep herself covered in that way throughout the performance, but was overwhelmed by her message and forgot to keep her arms in a covering position. 
	MACKENZIE said during her testimony that subjects are kept nude, and as a subject, she is often nude and thus has been desensitized to nudity and didn’t understand how wrong it was. 
	MACKENZIE said she believes she was suffering from temporary insanity as a result of being unexpectedly converted to subject status following her mother’s death last year, and that led to her deciding to do the performance; however, she is no longer insane and will not be doing another performance of that nature. 
	MACKENZIE said she had already been punished for her performance by managers at Blythe Hall, her residence, including spending three nights in a small cell and receiving a total of 18 hits over three days on her buttocks with a wooden paddle. The cumulative effect of being paddled was immediate pain and also that it was difficult to sit down for a few days afterwards. 


VERDICT:

The jury was composed of 9 students. The students voted on each charge separately, with the verdict decided by a simple majority. The verdict was not guilty on each charge.

Respectfully Submitted: Angela Frasier, Student Court Secretary/Reporter
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“Does it surprise you that I can talk like that?”


Chapter 26: A Finals Distraction

“Hey, want some company?” Annabelle asked, two textbooks under one arm, a stack of index cards in her free hand.

John turned away from his desk, looked at his naked fellow slave.

“Company?” he said. “You mean to study?”

“Maybe study, and sex?” she offered. “I need a break.”

“Which first?” he asked, standing, the growing erection suggesting his preference.

“Yeah, that,” she said, looking down as she entered and put everything on his desk. “I’m . . . well, you know I love Sandra, but she can be hard to study with. Lots of weird noises.”

John nodded knowingly, went to his bed and rolled to his back.

“The usual?” he said.

“Yes, I’m not feeling that creative today,” she said, clambering onto his bed, watching that her head didn’t rap the bunk above. With a few more deft, practiced moves, she straddled Blythe Hall’s subject overseer, mouth of her vagina just above his tip. She propped herself up on her left arm, used the index and ring fingers of her right hand to spread her vaginal lips and the middle finger to guide John’s penis into her vagina, her eyes going wide as she slid down his shaft, her female tunnel stretched and lengthened like it always did with him.

“Can we take a while tonight?” she asked breathlessly after she was finished descending, because going through flash cards and notes and highlighted textbook passages had her feeling both numb and slow. Knowledge wasn’t sticking, and she hoped that a long diversion with someone else’s body would shake things up enough to get her mind rolling again.

“If you’re going to sit on me like that,” John said, voice a little hoarse, “this isn’t going to last long.”

“Lick me then,” she said, rising, letting his member slip out of her hole, and she turned and positioned her chamber door above John’s mouth, and he did as he was told, running his tongue from her clitoris to her anus before he pushed it into her sex opening and licked off the juices gathering there. Annabelle, in the meantime, granted spare attention to the penis below her, licking her lubricant off the shaft and occasionally swallowing as much of it as she could fit into her mouth, but her focus was on keeping John aroused and rewarded without pushing him to orgasm.

The couple stayed like that for longer than one might expect, 10 minutes at least, each entering a sort of meditation in which the character of their opposite’s sex organ was carefully considered, experienced, enjoyed, eventually serving as the representative talisman for all in the universe that was interesting, and good.

Through the long months of Annabelle’s freshman year, the two had coupled often enough that they knew each other’s bodies well, and when Annabelle pressed her vulva against John’s mouth, he responded as expected, licking and circling her clitoris with his tongue, biting it with his teeth, and her first orgasm since last night came quickly and shook her to her core, and she grunted and gasped with a pose not unlike a she-wolf howling at the moon, haunches down, back arched, mouth open, head pressed against the upper bunk, the embodiment of one antidote to academic paralysis.

As the climax ebbed, she regained her focus on her partner’s organ, gave his tip a few swipes with her tongue, let it back deep into her mouth briefly, and turned to relieve her desperately hungry partner.

After bringing him within her, she hovered above him on both arms, allowing him to make a feast of her breasts and nipples, his tongue tasting her everywhere before he suckled left, right, left again, and began the final buildup to ejaculation. As John began thrusting in earnest up Annabelle’s hole, she finished her transition from she-wolf to reliable comforter, holding her position and letting the slave boy do most of the work, each thrust rocking her forward, slowly at first and then faster and faster as he began dispensing his semen, one jolt after another propelled with such force into Annabelle’s wet girlhood she could feel them, and John was still shooting into her when she began her second climax, pelvis oscillating, vagina constricting as she coaxed the last of his juice into her body.

She stayed above him as they recovered, breathing so deeply her breasts swung with each inhalation, and she waited for him to soften before she lifted herself slightly and his penis slipped out.

“Ready to study now?” he quipped.

Annabelle took the question seriously, looking at the wall at the head of John’s bed and pondering.

“If I’m not now, I never will be,” she said. “Thanks.”

“Hey, Belle-Belle, you guys done?”

Annabelle turned to see Sandra at John’s door, topless but in blue panties. The girl had started her period yesterday, and today her biological drama matched the ever-present drama of her personality, meaning both a tampon and a pad were necessary to keep things under control.

“Pretty much,” Annabelle replied with a quick, amused glance into John’s eyes. “What do you need?”

“I noticed you had a bunch of pads under the bed, and I’m going through mine every few hours. I should have enough, but could I borrow one or two, maybe, if I need to?”

“Of course.”

“Thanks. Hey, John.”

“Hey, Sandra.”

“I probably won’t be able to do anything for a few days,” Sandra said apologetically. “But they’re not picking me up until Saturday, so if you’re still around then, maybe we could do it.”

“Sounds good,” John said.

“But I could, you know, I could clean you up now.”

“Would you mind?” John said.

This was one of Sandra’s peculiarities, a sixth sense of the moment Annabelle and John had finished coupling, and a standing offer to clean him. Her motivations remained murky—not blatantly sexual, nor based on hygienic concerns, instead most likely another outgrowth of the girl’s oral fixation, coupled with a steady, sometimes intrusive infatuation with everything about Annabelle, from her oversized breasts and mouth to the silky products of her nether regions.

There was no malevolence in the offer, no harm in it, and John and Annabelle had learned to accommodate the girl, in fact to act grateful. Annabelle swung her leg over John’s chest and headed to his toilet to wipe herself, and Sandra took her place at the edge of the bed, dropping her mouth to John’s organ and doing no more nor less than what she’d proposed, the methodical cleaning of his still-wet penis with her tongue and mouth. He had hardened slightly by the time she was done, but he wasn’t ready yet for another orgasm, and Sandra lacked the focus anyway to provoke a climax by mouth.

“Hey, thanks,” John said when Sandra released him and stood.

“Thanks, Sandra,” Annabelle said with another ironic look at John.

“Anytime,” Sandra said, pausing at the door. “Are you going to be down here for a while, Annabellia?”

“Yeah, until lockup,” Annabelle replied, and she settled at John’s desk and opened her Intro to Psychology textbook. “Make as much noise as you want.”

Once the girl was gone, John retrieved his laptop and returned to his bed.

“How are finals going?” he asked.

“I think good so far,” she replied, “two left and I’m just trying to pack in every last scrap of data.”

“Think you’ll get straight As again?”

“No,” she said. “The C on my anthropology paper is going to bring me down to a high B.”

“How did you get a C?”

Annabelle leaned back, folded her arms under her breasts and laughed at herself.

“Misguided mission to make some sort of profound observations about subject culture,” she said. “I’m not sure what I was trying to accomplish, really, couldn’t find any research to support my arguments, so I just went with a bunch of personal observations and the prof, uh, accused me of a lack of observational rigor . . . her exact words. Oh, and a self-referent skew, she said that too, a big no-no in anthropology.”

“I’m sure it was a sincere effort.”

“Maybe,” Annabelle agreed. “But a 4.0 isn’t all it’s cracked up to be, or so I’ve been told. Makes it seem like that’s all you do.”

“I’ve heard the same thing,” John said. “When are you going home?”

“They’re picking me up Wednesday.”

“Summer plans?”

“Subject 17 camp counselor for a month, and then just whatever.”

“Subject 17?”

“it’s a camp for rich slave girls. I did it in high school, loved it.”

“All girls?”

“All female, unfortunately, but the counselors can mix with each other all they want in private, and they bring males in a couple of times a week.”

“Officially?” John asked.

“What do you mean?”

“The males are brought in officially, as part of the contract?”

“Oh, yeah, officially,” Annabelle said. “’Subject males,’ this is how they put it, ‘Subject males will be provided to counselors for overnight use no less often than every four days.”

“What, they let them loose in your cabin?” John asked, penis arcing upward.

“No, not at all,” Annabelle laughed. “A girl who was there last year said they chain them to the floor, you just go to them if you want, do whatever foreplay you want, then you mount and leave. You just have to make sure they cum, for humanitarian reasons. Not exactly romantic, but better than nothing. What are you doing next? Did your sale go through?”

“Closing in a couple of weeks, I’m told,” John said. “Tractor sales and service is apparently my destiny.”

“That sounds perfect for you. Will you miss us, though?”

“I will.”




Chapter 27: A Dark Turn in a Pre-Law Interview

Annabelle knocked, was invited in, pushed the door open and entered the office of Suzanne Peterson, dean of undergraduate studies at the University of Colorado School of Law.

“Hello, Dr. Peterson,” she said, stepping forward confidently, comfortably, offering her hand. “I’m Annabelle Tillman.”

Peterson took Annabelle’s hand without standing. “Nice to meet you, please take a seat, this shouldn’t take more than 10 minutes.”

Annabelle sat, set her bookbag next to her chair, and Dr. Peterson searched her desk for the file with Annabelle’s information, opened it and leafed through it.

“An impressive GPA,” she said.

“Thank you. I’ve really tried to learn.”

“You’ve done a few extracurriculars,” Peterson noted.

“I was a little limited there,” Annabelle conceded. “Blythe had a strict curfew. So I couldn’t really travel, or do nighttime—”

“Blythe?” Peterson said.

“My residence hall,” Annabelle explained. Surely the woman knew what Blythe was. Surely she was going to address the elephant in the room, that Annabelle was a subject, a status that added interesting wrinkles to her admission to pre-law, but shouldn’t preclude it.

“Your essay was scored well,” Peterson said.

“Scored?” Annabelle echoed. She’d been asked to say what she hoped to be doing in five years. She’d done her best to answer, given her circumstances. It wasn’t something you could score, she didn’t think. It wasn’t objective, it was subjective.

“We score these things,” Peterson said with a half-smile. “It’s something you should be familiar with. A legal filing meets its target, or it doesn’t, or it meets it halfway. Each outcome can be scored.”

“Okay, yeah, that makes sense,” Annabelle agreed. “I was sort of just talking about myself, though. I wasn’t thinking of it as a—”

“How will you make the University of Colorado School of Law proud?” Peterson interrupted.

“By doing my best work,” Annabelle said, leaning forward to make her point. “I’ll approach my first legal case like I’ve approached academics here. I’ll—”

“As someone’s property,” Peterson noted.

“Yes,” Annabelle said with a relieved nod, and she reached unconsciously for her collar. “As my owner’s property. He’s planning to rent me out.”

“Rent you out,” Peterson said doubtfully.

“As a lawyer,” Annabelle said. “Contingent on my becoming a lawyer. But I’m very confident there.”

“What would he rent you out to do if you don’t graduate?” Peterson asked. “Or pass the bar?”

“Whatever my highest, best use is,” Annabelle said, falling back to a familiar legal term that might or might not apply here. What did the question mean? Where was Dr. Peterson going with this?

“Do you have any other experience?” she asked.

“Not . . . well, not like part-time work,” Annabelle said. “Is that what you mean?”

Peterson shrugged.

“It was . . . it was sort of hard to get, like, a real job, because . . . I looked into it, the hours were always a problem. Because a lot of stuff on campus doesn’t close until 10 . . . which is after Blythe curfew. So not much opportunity there.”

Annabelle was stammering, and Peterson wasn’t rescuing her.

“But if you had an idea,” Annabelle continued, “something I should do . . . for experience here . . . for law school . . . I could probably get permission. Or just miss curfew sometimes. It’s not that bad, just inconvenient, but . . .”

Peterson was just watching Annabelle flail, face devoid of emotion. This wasn’t going well, Annabelle realized. She expected an easy interview, the last step toward something she’d been working diligently toward for two and a half years, and this felt like a hitch. She had done something wrong, somehow. She’d offended this woman. Annabelle stopped talking and shrunk into her chair.

“Character,” Peterson finally said.

“Yes,” Annabelle agreed, seeing in the word a possible handhold. Character. Of course.

“Character is part of the criteria,” Peterson noted.

“It should be,” Annabelle said, straightening her back and nodding to make clear how important she considered character to be.

“You joined forces with that naked student girl,” Peterson said, face betraying a new emotion: disgust.

“Oh, Sandra Mackenzie?” Annabelle said with surprise. She hadn’t mentioned the case in her application, but people remembered. Universally positively so far, both because of Sandra’s viral performance, and Annabelle’s aggressive defense. It made people laugh. But it also impressed them. “Right. But I didn’t really join forces . . . or, I mean, I don’t know the right way to put it. It was, I guess you know about it, then. I was a freshman. We both were. And she asked me to speak for her. On her behalf. So that’s all I did.”

“As her representative?”

“Sure, I guess you could put it that way, yeah,” Annabelle agreed.

“As her legal representative?”

“Oh, I’m not sure about that,” Annabelle said. “I’m not . . . I wasn’t a lawyer. I was just kind of, I guess, applying some logic to her situation, and fighting—”

“You weren’t a lawyer,” Peterson said.

“No,” Annabelle agreed. “Not yet.”

“You used some legal terms, though, did you not?” Peterson said. The woman had worked for five years as a trial lawyer, so Annabelle shouldn’t have been surprised that her tone was starting to veer into the cross-examinational. But to Annabelle, it was another divergence in an interview that had already gone off the rails.

“I did,” Annabelle said, mentally scrambling for some way to get this conversation back on track. “I did a little research. Not that much, though, because of my studies. And I probably had some things wrong. But that’s why I want to go into pre-law. And I really hope I’ll be accepted.”

“Your first client was a sex worker,” Peterson said flatly.

“Oh,” Annabelle said, tension forcing a hard laugh, and she looked at the woman, desperately hoping she might laugh along. No such luck. “Yes, I never thought of it like that. But some people, their first client is a murderer. But everyone deserves. . . but she wasn’t really a, a . . . I mean, she wasn’t a—”

“I’m concerned,” Peterson interrupted, speaking slowly, “that your first case (and here the woman raised her hands, curling two fingers in the air) indicates some fundamental problems . . . character issues that pre-law studies, or law school, won’t be able to overcome.”

Many were the criminal defendants whose reactions to being found guilty were less dramatic than Annabelle’s at this moment. This wasn’t an interview, it was a trial where the prosecutor, the judge and the jury were all the same person, the verdict foregone.

“You’re turning me down,” Annabelle blurted, blinking back tears.

After all she’d done to be like everyone else, to overcome her limitations; despite all the advantages she’d been given, all her mother and the Tillmans had done for her, the cloud under which she’d been born was still there, hovering just above her head, as black as ever.

“You haven’t been turned down yet,” Peterson said, smiling now, with a saccharine sympathy. “But the pre-law program isn’t for everyone. Character is subjective, admittedly. But it’s more important than academics. It’s more important than anything, arguably. And the School of Law knows what it’s looking for. And I’m just trying to be honest with you. None of us always get what we want.”

“I very much disagree,” Annabelle said, blurting again, pressing the heel of her hand impatiently beneath each eye.

“Disagree with what?”

“With . . . with the whole thing,” Annabelle said, the injustice crystal clear, the words to describe it lost in an emotional murk. “I just think . . . I think this isn’t the right decision. At all.”

“You’re entitled to your opinion,” Peterson said with a thin smile.

“It wouldn’t be my opinion,” Annabelle shot back, running the back of her hand over each eye now, reaching for her bag with her other hand. “This is objective . . . objectively wrong.”

Annabelle stood, shuffled to the door of the office, stopped, turned, her voice breaking through her next words.

“But thank you . . . for your time today.”




Chapter 28: Annabelle Submits a Brief

“Well, you stirred up a hornet’s nest.”

Suzanne Peterson looked up from her computer screen and scowled at Law School Dean Ahmed al-Binwah.

“What did I do this time?”

al-Binwah sat, clutching a thick manilla folder in his lap.

“Annabelle Tillman,” he said.

“What about her?” Peterson asked, looking at the folder with an expression of slight disconcert.

“We got this today,” he said, and he held it up beside his face. “From her.”

“Let me guess,” Peterson said, voice edged with contempt. “Every assignment she ever got an A on, starting in sixth grade.”

al-Binwah shook his head sadly, pulled out a thick document, stapled in the upper left corner.

“The first 10 pages are a legal document,” he said. “A brief.”

“She’s suing us?” Peterson exclaimed, and now there was hunger in her eyes. Once a lawyer, always a lawyer, and a certain kind of lawyer loved frivolous lawsuits, because one could see all the way to the plaintiff’s ultimate humiliation, and that moment was the stuff of life for them.

“No, she’s not suing us,” al-Binwah said. “She’s showing off.”

“Explain.”

“When did you interview her?” he asked.

“Monday. Four days ago.”

“This is second-year quality,” he said, setting the brief on her desk. “End of second year. Not an A paper. She missed some things, because she hasn’t been trained yet. But a strong B, all self-taught apparently. She’s got the background, the arguments, the precedents. We’ve graduated four subjects, she knows that. And only one ended up doing sex work. We’ve graduated two non-subjects who are now in prison, which she uses to argue that no one can judge character.”

“What’s the rest of it?” Peterson said, glancing at the brief but not deigning to touch it.

“Letters of recommendation from three professors, two class assignments where she touched on legal theories, the full transcript of that case with the naked anti-slavery girl, anno—”

“Why would she include that?” Peterson demanded.

“She annotated it,” al-Binwah said. “She tore the case apart, praised what she got right, pointed out everything she got wrong. She was harder on herself than any of our litigationists would have been, with the possible exception of Burley.”

Peterson was scowling again. “What’s the point?”

“She wants in,” al-Binwah said.

“Into pre-law?”

“That’s all,” he confirmed. “Last page. Quote, ‘Annabelle Tillman respectfully requests admission into the pre-law program.’”

Peterson sighed, leaned toward al-Binwah. “Do you think she’s planning to go public with this? She does like publicity.”

“I don’t think so. And outside the Law School, it’s not worth anyone’s time anyway.”

“How does she make me look?” Peterson asked.

“What do you mean?”

“Vengeful bitch?” she offered. “Subject hater? Issues with pretty sex objects?”

“Oh, no, nothing like that,” al-Binwah said. “She paraphrased your conversation to the best of her ability, or so she said. You came across as professional but critical. Read it for yourself, but I don’t think it does you any damage.”

“I’ll pass,” Peterson sniffed. “So she gets in?”

“I’ll submit her new materials to the committee, but I don’t see how she doesn’t. I’m going to give her my strongest recommendation. On merit.”

“Since we don’t care about character anymore,” Peterson said, words spoken with a cross between a scowl and a sneer. “You know she’s going to apply to our Law School next year.”

“And she’ll get in,” al-Binwah said. “Unless she’s caught fu . . . doing something compromising.”

“And she’ll walk out of here with her Juris Doctor degree and go right to work getting reamed by the highest bidder,” Peterson said, no longer trying to hide her bitterness.

“We don’t know that,” al-Binwah countered. “Every graduate is a risk . . . or someone to be proud of.”

“She’s a slave. That’s what . . . five strikes against her?”

“We’ve had successful subject graduates,” al-Binwah said, pointing to Annabelle’s folder. “She listed them.”

“All male,” Peterson said. “We know what happens to the girls. Especially girls . . . like her.”

al-Binwah raised an eyebrow, and Peterson answered by holding her hands out in front of her chest, prompting a guffaw from the dean.

“Think they’re real?” he asked.

“Who knows?” she replied. “She’s been cossetted, you can tell in three—”

“Cossetted?”

“Pampered, babied, spoiled. Whoever owns her either really loves her, or they’re investing everything they’ve got into her.”

“Who owns her?”

“Rich guy in Aurora,” Peterson said. “3-D printing is what her application said.”

“He bought her from an orphanage?”

“No, he bought her mom before she was born.”

“Who’s the dad?”

“Didn’t say. She left that line blank.”

“So she’s not the property of a lawyer then, who’s pushing her to get her JD,” al-Binwah said. “Not someone who wants to own his next associate.”

Peterson laughed. “No, this seems to be her own idea. And the way she walked in here . . . most free girls don’t have that much confidence.”

“She believes in herself,” al-Binwah said. “Not a bad thing.”

“She’s in for a rude awakening,” Peterson shot back.

“Just like all our graduates,” al-Binwah said. “Especially the over-achievers. But they all survive.”




Chapter 29: Questions During an Internship Interview

“Annabelle,” Deputy Managing Partner Felicia Hardy said musically as her face popped up on the screen.

Annabelle flashed a slightly larger-than-average smile at her. “Hello, Ms. Hardy.”

“Thanks so much for meeting with me,” the plump, fey, middle-aged woman said.

“Oh, sure,” Annabelle said, not believing she was owed any thanks. “This is really . . . I’m so glad I got an interview. Thank you.”

“So,” Felicia said with a sharp intake of breath and a quick fluff of her red hair. “Why Dinnerstein MacCauley?”

“The breadth of your casework,” Annabelle replied. “I’m not sure yet where I want to focus, and you’re the smallest firm on the list that does it all.”

A good answer, but not unexpected. Felicia smiled and nodded, and her eyes went to Annabelle’s neck, flickered up, returned, focused.

“That looks real,” she said.

“It is real,” Annabelle said without even the briefest hesitation.

“You’re a subject?”

“Since I was born,” Annabelle said. “My mother was converted when she was about my age.”

“I didn’t know,” Felicia said.

“It wasn’t asked anywhere on the application,” Annabelle said. “Does it matter?”

Felicia stared hard into Annabelle’s eyes, smiled and fluffed her hair again.

“It might not,” Felicia said. “It shouldn’t. But you could have mentioned it in your essay. Just so we’d know.”

“You asked me about a case that meant something to me, I wrote about Bandowski v. Texas, there was no reason to mention it.”

“Right,” Felicia said. “It was a good essay. I learned some things.”

The woman paused, seem to be collecting herself.

“The interview is where we go over things that weren’t covered in your materials,” she said. “Whatever else seems interesting, about you, or about the internship, or about Dinnerstein MacCauley. So this is a legitimate area of discussion, at least to me. So . . . do you want to talk about it?”

“For sure,” Annabelle said, waiting with wide eyes until Felicia rolled her hand in a “go-on” gesture. “Okay. My owners are Randy and Marlena Tillman, so that’s my last name too. I grew up in a very stable, loving household. I didn’t know it at the time, but my homelife was better than most free kids. My mom was . . . still is . . . very loving. And Randy and his wife Marlena, they were both like parents to me too. I had a normal childhood, except that I was a subject. I learned about it, I got used to it, I joined clubs and went to a camp, I talked to my friends about it if they wanted to know something.”

“Your story,” Felicia began haltingly, “it’s impressive. I’m impressed. And it’s not completely up to me, but I think the partners won’t hold it . . . won’t see a problem with it. But how . . . how would it work?”

“I’d do an internship for you,” Annabelle replied simply.

“But your status impacts things,” Felicia said. “Right?”

“What do you mean?” Annabelle asked.

“We would be responsible for you,” Felicia said. “Your . . . I mean, if something happened to you . . . you . . . I mean, we’d be liable, right?”

“You mean if I disappeared?” Annabelle said. “I think they have insurance for that.”

Felicia clasped her hands beneath her chin, smiled weakly at Annabelle. “This is not something I know much about,” she said. “Or the firm either. We don’t do much subject law, which you probably already know.”

“I do,” Annabelle said. “I wasn’t looking for a subject-specialty practice. But I’d be glad to learn about it too, if a case came up.”

“You’re high on our list of candidates,” Felicia said. “Very high. But you’re also, I guess the word is asset, in a sense of the word. So we wouldn’t want to be . . . okay, tell you what. Let’s talk to your owner. Can we do that?”

“Sure,” Annabelle agreed.

“I feel like we’d need to,” Felicia said. “And we can just see what his rules would be, what he expects. And if it doesn’t work, then that would be it.”

“Of course,” Annabelle said, struggling to conceal her disappointment. “I’ll send you all their contact information. I know they really want this to work out for me. And so do I.”

“How are you getting around?” Felicia asked. “Do you have a car?”

“No,” Annabelle replied. “I’ve never needed one. And I’m not sure they’d give me one anyway.”

“Have you been to Denver?”

“I visited with a boyfriend a few times,” Annabelle said. “His family lives here.”

“Oh,” Felicia said. “Were you planning to stay there if you got the internship?”

“It’s not that serious,” Annabelle said. “He’s one of . . . a few.”

Felicia nodded, partially understanding perhaps. In some ways, Annabelle was entirely normal. Even her collar looked more like a fashion statement than mandatory subject hardware. But sex was an area where convention broke, because slave girls and free girls had sex for different reasons. Not entirely different, of course. Both could indulge for pleasure, or experience, or as a part of friendship. But free girls might occasionally have sex to land a husband or a serious partner, while those avenues were not open to subjects. Subject girls, on the other hand, could partake more transactionally, without any shame. Money might change hands, but the law (and some owners) frowned on that. Many things could be done for a subject girl that weren’t currency, however, and that would be worth it for her. Did Annabelle do the boy who gave her a ride to Denver any favors? Had they negotiated the details beforehand? And what did the boy’s parents think? They were upper middle class, living in a comfortable enclave in the Denver suburbs. Surely they gave their son and Annabelle dinner. Surely they asked her about her schooling, and were impressed with her answers, and doubly impressed with her reason for being here, wanting to see Denver because she’d been short-listed for an internship with one of the city’s most respected law firms. And when the boy and girl retired for the night, both settling into his full-sized bed, laughing as they made room for each other before they groaned through the stresses of intercourse, his parents thought no less of the girl. For such was her life, and she seemed to be doing well at it. She made no secret of the fact she had several boyfriends. She mentioned them over dinner, in passing. Their son was one of them. He had found something that worked for him, pleasure without a commitment. No reason to get serious with anyone before he’d started his career.

“I haven’t thought at all about where I’d live,” Annabelle said. “I’m sure you’d have recommendations.”

“How was it handled at school?” Felicia asked. “Did you have the run of campus? And Boulder?”

“We had a curfew,” Annabelle said. “They locked us in at 9 at night.”

“But you could go where you wanted during the day?” Felicia persisted. “You were . . . you weren’t . . .”

“No chains,” Annabelle said. “I’ve worn them, but only for practice, sort of.”

Annabelle paused, considered. “There’s a thing called convention. Have you heard of it?”

“Convention?” Felicia said. “I don’t . . .”

“How subjects are treated,” Annabelle explained. “The rules about things. It doesn’t always make sense, especially if you’re looking at it from a legal perspective, because consistency is lacking. But I think it’s just about what’s been found to work and not work.”

Felicia raised an eyebrow, so Annabelle continued.

“We’re kept naked,” she said. “Chained during the day, locked up at night. But if you go to college, some of those rules won’t work, so they don’t even try. And it’s okay, because who would get into college just so they could run off? And naked, no way in class. And when I was growing up, none of that was done. Not to any kids. You get introduced to it slowly, age-appropriately, because I think it would be traumatic to just start living that way at, like, you know, you’re a four-year-old. Plus, where are you going to run off to when you’re a minor? You get a chip when you’re young. I was eight. I mean, in my back. The chip goes there. And a collar when you’re 17. And the collar is hard to hide. So that’s good enough in a lot of situations, and they skip restraints.”

“But you said you did them . . . for practice?”

“Yeah,” Annabelle said with a laugh. “At a camp in high school. As part of assignments, believe it or not. But not to keep me someplace, or—well, wait, I was tied a few times. Just to give you a complete answer. They tied us . . . okay, I hope this doesn’t . . . so it’s convention, okay? Because if you’re not familiar with it, it will sound really different. But at our dorm, at the University of Colorado, a dorm for subjects only, if we broke certain rules, missed curfew or whatever, we’d go to get a spanking . . . a literal spanking. Paddle. And we’d get tied, hands behind your back, to go downstairs for it. But tied, with rope. And once you get there, hands tied to the table for it, for the paddle. Only a few times for me. I was a total conformist mostly. Just rope, not chains.”

“How would you feel about that though?” Felicia said, squinting as though it hurt to ask the question.

“Chains?” Annabelle queried.

“Yes. Or any restraints.”

“I . . . well, it’s just . . . no, I just wouldn’t want that to interfere with my work. It wouldn’t matter though, outside of that. I really want this internship.”

“I’m just trying to cover all the bases,” Felicia said apologetically. “So there aren’t any surprises when we talk to your owners. Send me that information, so we can go over it as soon as possible.”

“I will, sure,” Annabelle said, nodding, smiling lightly, not seeming the least bit perturbed by the direction the interview had taken.

“Okay, so,” Felicia said, breathing in and fluffing her hair. “What would you like to know? I’m sure you have questions?”

“I do,” Annabelle said. “I put Jake Halston on my list of people I want to talk to if I get the internship?”

“I mentioned that to him,” Felicia said. “He was honored by the request, would be glad to talk to you, even mentor you if it worked. But out of curiosity, why him?”

Annabelle was surprised by the question. “He was two years out of law school and decided to launch the most hopeless class-action suit in history.”

“Ah yes, Metter et al v Cromartie Co.”

“I’ve been through all the filings,” Annabelle said, “but nothing tells me what he was thinking when he decided to take it on.”

“I’m sure he’d love to tell you all about it.”

And so it went, the interview proceeding as such things do, just that one hiccup at the start, and Annabelle fielded the questions with aplomb, joking and answering graciously and with sincere enthusiasm, the very picture of a Dinnerstein MacCauley intern, even if she was a slave.




Chapter 30: A Word with the Owners

“Hello, you must be Terry,” Felicia said through her PC. The woman at the other end of the connection was sitting at the table next to the kitchen window, collared around the neck but topless and presumably bare below as well.

“Hi,” she said, peering at the laptop screen, then at the camera above it. “Yeah, that’s me. Annabelle’s mom. Want me to get Randy and Marlena?”

“Please.”

Terry stood, confirming that she was indeed completely naked and completely unashamed, revealing first her unshaved front, and then her round rear to the camera before she shuffled off, the slight jingle of chain with every short step suggesting she’d been shackled.

“Randy?” she shouted. “Randy? Marlena? She’s on! Felicia’s already on! From the Denver law firm!” After a pause, she shouted “Okay!” and returned to the table.

“They’re on their way,” Terry said. “Is it just you?”

“No, once we’re all set, Hogue Branson will be joining us,” Felicia said. “He’s got some experience in insurance matters.”

It took another three minutes for Randy and Marlena—both fully-clothed—to settle themselves on either side of Terry, and while Terry was pushing the laptop back so all three of them were on camera, Branson appeared in a separate window. After another round of introductions, Felicia took the floor.

“First of all, Terry,” she began, “I want to congratulate you on raising an amazing young woman. Whether or not Annabelle gets an internship with us, we’re all very impressed with her. She will go far.”

Felicia didn’t add, “despite her challenges,” because that was obvious.

“We all raised her,” Terry said, nodding to each of her owners.

“Now, some ground rules,” Felicia continued. “This is not a merit interview. We are not looking for reasons to bring Annabelle on for the summer. She’s a finalist, so we’ve reached the point where we need to negotiate terms. Normally that’s done with the candidate him or herself, but in Annabelle’s case, because she is property, there are others who need to weigh in. So the main question has to do with her security.”

Felicia looked at the three faces on the screen, all of them waiting for her to speak. The owners seemed to be in their mid to late 40s, Randy gray and balding, Marlena with her bleached hair tied back. Terry’s age was harder to judge. She didn’t look old enough to be the mother of a rising third-year law student, her face unlined and her body still youthfully curved. Slavery was not always harder on people than freedom. Some people thrived under the system.

“We’ve done a little research into this,” Felicia said while Branson nodded. “I’m sure you have her insured?”

“Yes,” Randy said.

“Good,” Felicia said. “And your policy lays out the third-party custody arrangements?”

“It does,” Randy said. “It’s all pretty standard.”

“Can you share the high points?”

“They want her in Class 3 confinement or above at night,” he said.

“Class 3?”

“I’ll send you the policy,” Randy said. “But it’s basically a room with walls, ceiling and windows that can’t be broken through. A prison cell would be the best example, but anything that secure works. Drywall wouldn’t do, because you can kick through that.”

“Hogue, maybe the old records room?” Felicia said.

“That’s what I was thinking,” he agreed.

“We don’t use it for records anymore,” Felicia said. “It was built to be fireproof.”

“We can upfit it,” Branson said. “The partners have been talking about it anyway. Needs a new door. It’s already got plumbing, for fire suppression. We can probably adapt that.”

“What do we need to do about the door?” Felicia asked.

“Steel and lockable, as I recall,” Randy said.

“All this is easy,” Felicia said. “What about during the day? She’ll need the run of the offices here, and she might be meeting with clients at times.”

“Shackles outside confinement,” Randy said.

“Shackles?”

“For the feet,” he clarified.

“She can walk in them?”

“Yes,” Randy said. “Just not run. Or a tether.”

“Will you provide those?” Felicia asked.

“We can,” Randy said.

“Or we can buy them,” Branson said. “Just, so there’s no question about who has the keys.”

“Good point,” Felicia said.

“I understand she wasn’t kept this strictly at college,” Felicia said, clearly wondering how much wiggle room there was in the policies.

“She had a curfew, and she was locked in at night,” Terry said, adding proudly, “she was in charge of everyone her last year. The overseer. That’s what they called her.”

“But she told me she was allowed on campus, without restraints,” Felicia said. “Does that sound accurate?”

“The policy permitted it,” Randy said. “My understanding is no one disappears from college. If they’re there, they want to be there, and if someone steals them, they don’t cooperate, so they’re not worth the trouble.”

“She’ll be a college student here,” Felicia noted.

“I called the underwriter yesterday about that,” Randy said. “An internship is considered a job. Job rules apply. That’s just how it is.”

“What about outside the building?” Felicia said. “There’s a monthly dinner, there might be client meetings, other things we’d like her to come to.”

“That should be okay, with shackles or a tether,” Randy said, “but look at the policy. As I recall, as long as someone in authority is with her at all times, and has a backup plan if they need to step away, you’re covered.”

“Does she have a boyfriend, friends?” Felicia asked. “Anyone she’d want to see while she’s with us?”

“Lots of friends, lots of boyfriends,” Terry said with obvious pride. “She spends a lot of time with boys . . . when she’s not studying, I mean.”

“Would that be a requirement?” Branson asked, looking distinctly uncomfortable.

“What’s that?” Terry asked.

“Will Annabelle require a . . .” Felicia began with equal discomfiture, “Okay, Hogue, I think what you’re asking is . . . is this about her sexual outlets?”

“Yes,” he said with a grimace.

Terry put her hands over her mouth and looked with embarrassment at Marlena, who stared back blankly.

“She can take care of that, wherever she is,” Terry said.

“But she’ll be in a more restricted setting,” Felicia noted. “It won’t be like campus. And she might not understand that. Have you talked about that with her? Have you—”

“We haven’t,” Randy said. “I went over the rules for the first time in years yesterday. I forgot how strict they were once she gets a job.”

“Do you have any lawyers that like girls?” Terry asked innocently, but the question prompted obvious variations of distress among all four of the free people on the call.

Felicia was the first to find her voice. “We’ll need to talk about this,” she said. “Maybe it’s just a conversation with Annabelle, if we select her, when she gets here.”

“Are there any clothing terms?” Branson asked, casting his eye over Terry’s naked form.

“She sleeps naked,” Terry said helpfully. “Always has.”

“See the policy,” Randy said. “It’s addressed. But her boss makes the final call.”

“Can you send it ASAP?” Felicia asked. “You’ve been very helpful, but we’re going to need to see the fine points as part of our final decision. Hogue, anything else?”

“That’s it,” he said. “Send the policy, and we’ll go from there.”




Chapter 31: Another Acceptance

Dear Annabelle Tillman,

We are very pleased to extend an invitation to join Dinnerstein MacCauley as a summer intern. Your selection reflects your outstanding academic performance, your application, and your interview performance. We look forward to contributing to your growth as a legal exemplar!

If you wish to accept this offer, please reply by close of business Thursday. We hope you’ll decide to join us.

Sincerely,

Felicia Hardy

Deputy Managing Partner

P.S. Once we receive your confirmation, we’ll be preparing a space for you, per insurance terms, as well as buying required equipment. Because there will be considerable expense involved on our part, we ask for a firm commitment if this is something you want to do.
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Primary Owner Name
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PART 2. Subject Information

Subject Name

Anabelle Hastings Tillman
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‘Subject’s Bological Mother

Terry Tillman
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Subject’ Biological Father
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