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SLAVE OF THE NEW CONFEDERACY is a provocative series that wonders, what if the South had won the Civil War? It mixes alternate history with erotic tension, submission and domination.

Duped

When Grace gets invited to an ‘experience’ south of the Mason-Dixon line, she’s more than a bit skeptical. 

She’s never visited the Confederate States of America in her life. 

But when her best friend talks her into going, she gets cautiously excited. 

It’s supposed to be a fun, enlightening experience, the likes of which she’s never contemplated. 

Until their fun day trip turns into something she never could have anticipated. 

And something that can’t be undone… 

Auctioned

It was supposed to be a day-trip, a fun and enlightening lark with friends from high school. 

But Grace’s world was shattered when she was pressed into the New Confederacy’s centuries-old system of human bondage. 

Now she finds herself being prepared to be auctioned to the highest bidder. 

For what purposes, she can only guess. 

None of them good. 

And yet… 

Owned

What began with Grace has been delivered to the Athens Club, an exclusive group of rich men in Georgia.

Men who take a special delight in owning and training girls from up North.

Girls who have no experience with the slave industry.

Girls like Grace, who is new to all this.

Sold

Grace has been with almost every member of the Athens Club before her debut is complete.

And she proves to be one of the most requested slaves of the dozens they own.

But the club’s goal is not to own her for too long.

Its goal is to sell her to the highest bidder.

Of which there are, not surprisingly, many.

But only one will succeed.

Lost

Grace’s life in the Anderson household is predictable and painful but not without merit. 

She is one of five slaves owned and stabled on the beautiful, sprawling estate. 

She’s well-fed, housed, even allowed to be intimate with other slaves. 

But she knows her best friend is nearby. 

She saw her on the street. 

And she’s scared. 

For both of them. 

Found

When Grace is shipped off to the Clayton plantation in Alabama, 

she finds her circumstances have changed dramatically. 

In some ways better but in other ways, worse. 

At least until things change again. 

In a shocking turn of events. 

Even for Grace. 

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Duped
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1 - The Invitation

“Are you sure?” Grace Rooney asks her best friend since kindergarten, Destiny Austin. “I barely know her.”

“I’m sure, Grace,” Destiny assures her. “She told me specifically that she wants you to come with us.”

“I don’t know, Des. I’ve never been below the M-D line in my life.”

Her friend rolls her eyes. “That’s what makes it so exciting, Grace. None of us has been down south. And now, to get invited to see what it’s like to be a slave? Come on, you have to come.”

“Isn’t it dangerous? Couldn’t we get hurt, or worse?”

“No, they take care of everything. All we have to do is show up.”

“I don’t know, Destiny. I doubt if my parents will go for something like that.”

Destiny gets right in Grace’s face and whispers, “That’s the thing. We’re eighteen now so we don’t need their permission to go. You got your blue card, right?”

“Yeah, of course,” Grace says, trying to think if admitting it is a good idea or not. Her parents got her a blue card when they went to Canada last summer and it’s good for five years. But Canada is a long way from the Confederate States of America. Light years, in fact.

“So, you can go,” Destiny adds breathlessly. “The question is, will you.”

Grace shakes her head. “No, the question is, why would I want to go? I have no interest in seeing what it’s like to be a slave. Even for a few hours.”

“Well, it’s more like a full day, Grace. But you can do it. Don’t you want to know what it’s like? I mean, to be naked and chained up, locked in a cell, or even a punishment cage? It’s so hot.” She shakes her friend’s hands and stares into her eyes. “I want to go, but I’m not going to if you don’t come with me.”

Now it’s Grace’s turn to roll her eyes. “Why are you putting it on me, Destiny? If you want to go, then go. You don’t need me to hold your hand. I doubt they’d even let me if they put you in chains and cells and all.”

Grace knew all about the CSA from school and the fact that the town where she grew up and still lives in is just a few miles from the M-D border. The looming presence of a country where slavery is still legal, more than two decades into the twenty-first century, is unavoidable, and she’s been aware of it, even if she’s never crossed the border and visited, for as long as she can remember.

“I need moral support, Grace. I’m like you - I don’t really know Natalie all that well. We just had the one class together but it’s not like I was going to her place after school to hang out or anything.”

“Why did she invite you, then?”

“I have no freaking idea and I don’t care, honestly. All I know is that she did, and she told me to invite you and you have to come, Grace. You have to.”

Grace side-eyes her friend hard but she knows she’s having no impact so she decides to change tactics. “Why do you even want to do this, Des?”

“Oh, come on, Grace. The whole idea of it is so hot. Being tied up, or chained down or whatevs. Locked in a tiny cage so that you can’t move, even scratch your nose or something. It makes me wet just thinking about it.”

Destiny may be Grace’s best friend but she often wonders why. The two girls couldn’t be more dissimilar. Grace has never had a real boyfriend or even gone on a proper date, for that matter. She got invited to the prom but her parents vetoed the idea because they didn't like the boy’s background, whatever that meant. She’s been on group dates but has yet to be kissed properly by a boy her own age, not counting the kiss her second cousin tried to steal from her last year, which she doesn’t count at all.

Destiny, however, is a whole other story. She’s been going steady with Mark on and off for almost a year, and it’s pretty clear to Grace that she’s stringing him along mostly because he’s got a car and he pays for things. Oh, and sex. Destiny loves sex, something she never shuts up about even when it makes Grace uncomfortable, which is pretty much all the time. She gives Grace detailed descriptions of her encounters with Mark until she begs her to stop, and even then she usually goes too far. Which drives Grace crazy in more ways than one.

“But why does being tied up or caged or any of that appeal to you, Des?”

The look in Destiny’s eyes goes far away and dreamy. “I don’t know, really. It’s just something that touches something deep inside me, being completely helpless like that. I have no idea why but this is my best chance to experience it, Grace. My only chance, really. Natalie said she’s providing transportation and everything, so all we have to do is show up at the school parking lot first thing Saturday morning. We’ll be home before supper.”

“I don’t know, Destiny. I’m just not interested in that sort of thing.” Although the wetness between her thighs is saying otherwise, she wouldn’t be sharing that fact with her friend.

“Okay, look. Here’s the thing. If we go with Natalie and her friends to this facility, it means we’re part of her crew. We’re in, finally. We’ve only got a few months of school left, Grace. Why not make the most of it? Go out on top as part of the ‘in’ crowd.” She looks at her friend with a desperately earnest smile and grabs her hands again. “Please, Grace? Can’t you do this one thing for me?”

She stares into her eyes and quiets the little voice in the back of her head that keeps screaming what a bad idea this is.

“Okay, Des. For you.”

“Ooo, Grace, I love you...”


2 - The Facility

The bus that was to take all the girls to the Beaumont Processing Facility just across the border was idling when Grace and Destiny pulled into the parking lot. They could see a few girls already in their seats and talking with nervous energy as they waited to climb aboard. The bus driver is checking girls in as they stand in line, matching names on his manifest against picture IDs and blue cards. Destiny is jabbering away about something but Grace isn’t listening to her. She’s scanning the bus for any sign of their host, Natalie, to no avail.

“Do you think she’s even here yet?” Grace asks her friend, interrupting her.

“Who?” Destiny asks without noting that she was just rudely interrupted.

Grace rolls her eyes. “Natalie. Who else?”

“Oh, I don’t know.” She cranes her neck to try and look into the windows that are three feet over her head. Destiny is half a foot shorter than her due to Grace’s recent growth spurt but she acts as if she can see who is sitting inside the bus. Destiny’s expression tells Grace that she doesn’t see anyone as the girls already seated are facing the aisle and not the windows. “She’ll be here soon if she’s not.”

Grace checks the car pulling into the parking lot, a late-model Mercedes, and she recognizes the birthday girl immediately, even if they are hardly even acquaintances, let alone friends. She wonders, not for the first or last time, what she’s doing here. She glances down at her outfit - a dark hoodie over a worn tee shirt, jeans, and Chuck Taylors, cursing her mother for not leaving the house so she could wear something more appropriate for a party, even one in a slave processing facility. But trying to leave the house in anything other than her usual weekend clothing would have triggered alarm bells in her mother’s mind, so a dress was out of the question. As Natalie parks her car, exits with a big smile, and glances at the line to get on the bus, Grace’s heart sinks - the birthday girl and her posse are all done up as if they’re going to the spring formal.

“Hey, everybody,” Natalie yells as she slams the driver-side door. Two other girls exit her car right behind her and wave at those on the bus and the ones still in line, which the three newcomers proceed to cut without a hint of remorse or apology. Grace keeps quiet and tries to blend into the line but without success.

“Destiny, Grace,” Natalie gushes as she hands her paperwork to the bus driver. “So glad you both made it,” she calls out with an exaggerated smile. “Too bad you couldn’t afford to change your clothes,” she stage-whispers to her crew who are flanking her. The three of them giggle and glance at Grace and Destiny before climbing onto the bus without waiting for the driver to finish checking them in.

“What are we doing here?” Grace says again as the line inches forward. Destiny waves her off.

“Come on, Grace. Don’t worry about it. She’ll be fine, you just wait. This is going to be amazing.” They finally climb the steps and the driver follows them on, closing the door with a pneumatic hiss and a thud and wrestling the transmission into gear as the diesel motor growls and belches, and the girls all cheer. All except Grace.

“Here we go,” Destiny almost sings as she wraps her arm around her friend’s shoulder. “This is so freaking cool. I’m so excited I'm going to be sick,” she says with a giggle.

“Then you get the window,” Grace says as she stands to switch seats.

“I’m kidding. Chill out, girlfriend,” Destiny orders her but they switch seats just the same.

“How long is the bus ride?” Grace says as she looks back at the collection of high school seniors. She counts fifteen girls including herself and Destiny and wonders what the day will hold in store for them. Most of all, she wants some sort of reassurance that this isn’t going to cost her anything. She’s got twenty dollars in her purse but that’s got to last until the end of the month for school lunches and whatever else comes up. College savings claims most of the paltry income she manages to eke out at the pizza joint where she waitresses after school and on weekends. She gave up tonight’s shift on top of everything else, so this trip is costing her money even if the cost of the ‘experience’ is already paid for.

The girls settle into their seats for the hour-long ride to the border crossing with everyone still talking but at a more muted level. Grace and Destiny discuss the latest news to come out about a couple of influencers they both follow when Natalie appears at Grace’s shoulder.

“I’m so glad you two could make it,” she says with a bit more sincerity than she managed in the parking lot. “And don’t worry about anything - I’ve got you covered.”

Grace is about to ask what she means when Destiny pipes up. “What’s it like, Natalie? You’ve been here before, haven’t you?”

Natalie gives Destiny a look that Grace can’t decipher. “No one’s supposed to know that, Destiny,” she says with annoyance but an undertone of delight. Then she leans closer. “I wasn’t old enough, so keep your fucking mouth shut.” Her sudden vehemence shocks Grace, not to mention the fact that Natalie is apparently an old hand at slave-play. “You can’t fuck with these guys, understand?”

“Sorry, Natalie. I won’t say another word.” Grace turns to look at her friend and is also surprised that she looks so scared.

“Why can’t you fuck with these guys, Natalie?” Grace asks.

“Oh, for fuck sake, Grace. They’re slavers. Don’t ever forget for a minute what it is they do for a living. It’s not like we’re going to a concert. We’re the show, and they’re really good at what they do.” She huffs away before Grace can ask what she means.

“We’re the show?” Grace asks her friend, who looks like she’s still recovering from her slip-up. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“It means that we might just be play-acting at being slaves today, but they do this all the time, with real slaves. It’s not an act for them.”

“And tell me again how this whole thing is not as totally insane as it sounds?” Grace asks in a barely-controlled growl.

“Because that’s what makes it so real, Grace. This isn’t some playtime bullshit where it’s all like a Halloween haunted house. This is the same program people go through if they want to get into the slave-handling industry as a profession. They take this shit seriously and so should we. But that’s what makes it so exciting. This is how slaves are really handled, with handcuffs and shackles and cells that you can’t open from the inside. I hear the food is really gross but if that’s the way they live, then that’s what I want to experience. It’s about as authentic as things ever get.”

“Or maybe too authentic,” Grace says with a nervous sigh.

The rest of the trip goes smoothly and surprisingly quickly, maybe too quickly for Grace given her mounting anxiety, when the bus pulls up to the gate at the border that separates the USA from the CSA. The bus driver hands the paperwork to the guards, first on the American side and then again on the Confederate side, and after just a few minutes, they are heading south. The processing center is just a few miles from the border according to the grapevine on the bus, so Grace’s anxiety level is almost maxed out. Destiny is chattering incessantly as her way of coping with the pressure, as are most of the other girls on the bus. Even Natalie looks a little rattled.

Too soon for everyone, the bus pulls off the highway and into an industrial park that looks like a collection of warehouses, not unlike the ones that cluster around the sketchier parts of their hometown. There are no signs anywhere that the girls can see but the bus is parking near one of the entrances so they all start chattering nervously.

“Is that the place?” Destiny yells at the back of the bus where Natalie is holding court.

“That’s it,” she replies with a smug smile. “And here comes our guide.” She points out the window as the door in question opens.

The woman who walks out the door is in a gray uniform that reminds Grace of the janitors at their school. She’s hard-pressed to take in any other details about the woman except for one glaring fact - the woman is black.

“What the fuck?” Destiny asks just loud enough for Grace to hear. They look at each other in stunned silence. They’ve both seen black people before but it’s always been on TV or in the movies - there just aren’t that many of them in the US.

“I don’t get it,” Grace says in a whisper. “She’s a slaver?”

Destiny shushes her but they both giggle nervously. Everyone else on the bus is staring and whispering as well when Grace turns around to look. Only Natalie is smiling like she just pulled off the biggest surprise of the day. Which she did, Grace admits, if only to herself.

The bus driver opens the door and the woman climbs the stairs to take up a strong stance at the front of the aisle. She’s standing next to Grace who is looking up at her in complete fascination - the woman’s dark skin and kinky hair in loosely braided clumps look otherworldly. Her thick lips and broad nose only accentuate the foreign aura the woman exudes.

“Ladies, welcome,” the woman states in a confident tone and unmistakable Southern accent. “My name is Mrs. Jenkins and I’ll be your guide for the introductory part of your visit to the Beaumont Processing Facility. Please take everything with you as you exit the bus as we can’t guarantee the security of the vehicle. You will all get individual lockers to store your things for the duration of your visit.”

She turns and exits the bus as quickly as she appeared and marches back to the door without waiting for the girls to collect their things and follow her. Grace stuffs her book in her purse, the one she never even cracked during the drive down, and stands in the aisle. She’s the first to exit the bus and leads the way to the door that looks as unwelcoming as it did when she first set eyes on it. She looks over her shoulder to make sure everyone is following her, then she pulls on the handle and it swings open. It’s no different than the outer door at her school and she smiles to herself. What was she expecting, a steel-plated, blast-proof bunker?

Inside, the light is dim compared to the bright noonday sunshine she just stepped out of. She looks around and sees an empty room with flickering fluorescent lights overhead. There’s a second door - the only one available, so she walks to it and pulls the handle to find it’s more what she expected - heavy and imposing. Destiny grabs the door to help her pull it all the way open and the line of girls files into what looks a lot like a doctor’s waiting room, with a Formica counter manned by two additional black women in gray uniforms. The women both offer clipboards to Grace and Destiny who take them and look at them in confusion - didn’t they already hand all their paperwork over to the bus driver?

The woman speaking to them both seems to read Grace’s mind. “This is just a form so that you can list out whatever you’re locking up during your visit. Please itemize everything you’re carrying or wearing and when you return the form to me I’ll give you a bag for your things.”

“I’m sorry,” Grace says in a low voice. “Did you say everything I’m wearing?”

“You’ll be naked for the duration of your visit, beginning with the orientation with Mrs. Jenkins. You can get undressed over there.” She points to a row of chairs at the far wall. Grace looks at the form again as if it has different answers than she’s getting from the woman behind the counter. “Move along, please,” the woman says as she picks up another clipboard to hand to the next girl in line.

Grace and Destiny take the clipboards they were handed, with pens attached by a small beaded chain. They walk grudgingly to the row of chairs and dutifully list all of their personal items, clothes included, and then walk back to the desk. The woman is still handing out clipboards but she takes Grace’s list and hands her a plastic bag that barely looks big enough to hold her clothes if she's supposed to put her shoes in it as well. She asks the woman if she’s supposed to pack her sneakers and the woman gives her a cursory nod before going into her spiel again for another girl, someone Grace doesn’t recognize. It suddenly dawns on Grace that apart from Destiny and Natalie, she doesn’t really know any of the dozen other girls in the room.

“Let’s do this,” Destiny tells her in a vigorous if muted voice. She grabs Grace by the forearm and leads her to the row of chairs. She begins unbuttoning her blouse as if they’re just getting changed for gym class, but Grace isn’t buying it - in the high school locker room they provide curtains you can hide behind so you don’t have to disrobe in front of your peers.

Grace takes a deep breath and reluctantly follows Destiny’s lead. They are soon joined by two other girls who are also unburdened by the prospect of getting naked in a strange, drab room as if they knew this would happen and had time to prepare for it. Suddenly, it dawns on Grace - they probably did know. Only she, or perhaps Destiny as well, were kept in the dark about how this part of the day would go down. She looks around for Natalie to shoot daggers at her with her eyes, only to find the girl staring at her and smirking. Of course, she is - she planned for this to happen just as it did.

Destiny is slipping out of her panties before Grace has untied her sneakers and the reality of it all hits her like a tidal wave. This is really happening. She stuffs her shoes into the bag and wriggles out of her jeans as every other girl in the room is slipping out of a dress or a skirt. Grace tries to look on the bright side - now that she’s almost naked, she’s no longer underdressed. She giggles nervously as it strikes her - I’m not underdressed, I’m undressed!

“Okay, ladies,” Mrs. Jenkins intones from another doorway. “When you’ve turned in your bag, please follow me into this room.” She disappears through the door and the girls who are already naked as jaybirds follow her as animated, some might say nervous discussions fill the room.

Grace isn’t quite the last girl to finish her tasks and exit through the doorway but she’s dropped from first to almost last due to her dithering. She’s tempted to cover her breasts and pubic hair with her arms and hands but realizes that no one else is, so she forces herself to just walk without trying to hide anything. The room on the other side of the doorway is set up like a classroom with desks and attached chairs, the kind she remembered from elementary school. She slips into one near the far side of the windowless room and belatedly looks around for Destiny, who is whispering something to a girl Grace doesn’t even recognize, never mind her name.

“Okay, ladies,” Mrs. Jenkins says to the chattering group. She waits for the talking to stop without another word and slowly, it does. “As I said, this is the introductory phase of your visit to the Beaumont Processing Facility and it should take no more than an hour depending on how many questions you have for me at the end of my presentation. I’d ask that you hold all of your questions until then because I will answer many of them in the course of my talk.

“Let me begin,” she says as she turns away from the collective gaze of over fifteen naked teenage girls, “by giving you some facts about slavery that you may not be aware of. Slavery is either explicitly or implicitly mentioned over six hundred times in the Bible. Moses encouraged the taking of virgin female slaves in the war against the Midianites at the direct behest of God. The Bible outlines in detail the sources of slaves and the legal status of slaves, the economics of slavery, and the types of slavery. The practice of slavery has been in existence for thousands, perhaps tens of thousands of years, and was sanctioned by all major religions, if not God himself.

“The original version of the US Constitution doesn’t mention slavery explicitly but it does reference it in four separate instances. Clearly, the practice of slavery was implicitly acknowledged and condoned by the founding fathers of your country and that practice continued for almost a hundred years in some form, even in the United States, until the Confederate War of Independence in the 1860s.

“My point is that the history of slavery is much longer and ingrained in the minds and practices of men than your society would have you believe. But it is not my intention to argue either for or against those practices. Your time at this facility will show you how we practice slavery and what it means to be a slave in the New Confederacy.

“During your time here, you will be treated just as slaves are treated every day and in every state, county, and town in the Confederacy. We have evolved over the decades, to be sure, but the basics remain the same - a slave is not a person. They are property and are treated as such. I liken it to the way you treat animals in your country. It’s perfectly permissible to own cats and dogs, horses and cows, and all manner of livestock in the US. The same is true in the CS, we just include slaves in that category.

“While you are here, you will be experiencing what slaves go through on a daily basis, but with one big difference - your time being treated as a slave is limited. You will be going home at the end of your stay with us. The life of a slave offers no such respite - there is no way out of slavery. Remember that fact during your time with us.

“This brings me to one final item we need to take care of before I open the floor to questions. We need to have you all sign consent decrees and waivers now that you’re here. Who is the organizer of this event?”

“I am,” Natalie states in a clear voice.

“You chose the standard package for the event, correct?”

“I did.”

“What that means,” Mrs. Jenkins says to the group as a whole. “Is that the event will be paid for by conducting a lottery at the end of your stay with us. We assign each of you a number from one to a hundred before the lottery is conducted. The odds of anyone being selected, obviously, is one in a hundred, so you have only a one percent chance of being chosen.

“But, and this is a very big but.” A smattering of nervous giggles ripples through the room. “Given that there is a chance, albeit a very small one, that your number might be called, there’s a very small chance that you will be pressed into the system. So as you spend your time with us, secure in the knowledge that your time with us will likely be short, there’s a remote possibility that it will not be short at all.

“Any questions?”


3 - The Restraints

“Wait, what?” Grace says as much to herself as anyone else. She glances at Destiny but doesn’t get her attention. Is she the only one who heard that last bit?

“Mrs. Jenkins,” Natalie says as she raises her hand. “Can you explain how you came to be involved in this industry?”

“Of course,” she says. “The business of handling slaves changed dramatically over the decades. The impetus for the change started during The Great Depression which collapsed the economics of owning slaves right along with the overall economies in both our countries and the rest of the world. Most slave owners had to free their slaves because they could no longer afford to feed and house themselves and their own families, never mind feeding and housing slaves and their families. By the Second World War, slavery had almost gone completely away, but it was revived in the 1960s with the coming of the sexual revolution. Slaves became much more desired as sexual partners than as workers. In addition, the laws were changed to allow people to sell themselves into slavery for their family’s benefit, and bankruptcy laws were modified to allow creditors to take slaves in lieu of payment. Criminals were also allowed to choose slavery over prison.

“With the revival of slavery in the sixties, black people filled the void left by whites in handling this new class of slaves and it’s been thus ever since. Most handlers, brokers, agents, etcetera, are black even though most slaves are now white, young, and female.”

“Are there any male slaves?” Natalie asks, ignoring Grace’s attempts to ask her question.

“A few but not many, to be honest. There isn’t a lot of demand for male slaves, black or white, so the economics aren’t conducive at all to their production or maintenance.”

“I have a question,” Grace finally interjects.

“Go ahead,” Mrs. Jenkins says, almost reluctantly. “We have time for just one more.”

“What did you say about the lottery thing?” Grace asks with a desperate tone.

“It’s all in the waiver in your hand. Your host, Natalie, specified that your group would be paying for your stay with us by entering all of you in our general lottery. It’s the only way we can support the cost of providing this experience for you without a sizable cash payment in advance.” She turns away from Grace who is not satisfied with her answer. “It’s time to sign your contract so we can begin your experience in earnest.”

“But, I’m not sure I want to sign,” Grace says with a slight whine.

“Oh, come on, Grace,” Natalie barks at her. “You either sign the contract or you can spend the night in the bus, in the parking lot.”

“Actually,” Mrs. Jenkins cuts in. “You can’t stay on the bus as it’s not secure. If you refuse to sign the contract, we’ll hold you until someone comes to get you, but only if they get here before the close of business.”

“What do you mean, spend the night in the parking lot?” Grace asks with panic in her voice. “I thought we were going home at the end of the day.”

Mrs. Jenkins adds in an authoritative voice. “The experience lasts until approximately noon tomorrow. You can’t really get the full slave experience without spending the night.” She begins collecting the forms as she makes her way through the rows of naked girls sitting at the small desks.

“Come on, Grace,” Destiny says as she rushes to her friend’s desk. “You need to sign so we can get things going.”

“But…” Grace starts until Natalie cuts her off.

“Just sign the damn form, Grace, and stop ruining my party.”

Grace looks around and finds everyone in the room staring at her, Mrs. Jenkins included. She picks up the pen and signs the form, then hands it to the black woman in the gray uniform.

“Very good, ladies,” she says as she straightens the forms against the desktop. “Please file through the door at the back of the classroom and enjoy your stay with us.”

Grace tries to quiet the voice in the back of her head that will not stop screaming at her as she joins the line of girls moving toward the door. Natalie is holding the door open for everyone, nodding and smiling as they pass into the bowels of the facility. “Nice job, Grace,” she sneers as they exit the room almost together. “Glad you finally managed to do the right thing.”

“Uh, huh,” Grace manages as she looks into the new room and gasps. The new room is enormous, looking more like the warehouse she mistook the building for when the bus drove into the parking lot an hour ago. The ceiling is at least forty feet in the air but the view close to the ground is cut off by a long row of gray cubicle partitions.

“Wait, you’ll see,” Natalie says to her as if she can read her thoughts. But Grace is surprised by something else, a sudden realization.

“You’ve been here before, haven’t you?” she asks in as neutral a tone as she can manage.

“I came when my sister had her party.”

“Your older sister?”

Natalie gives her a look. “I used a fake blue card.”

“Oh,” Grace says with wide eyes. “So, you’ve done this before?”

“Just the once.”

“So you knew we’d be staying until tomorrow.”

“Yeah, so?” Natalie asks with a fuck-you attitude. “You’ll be fine, Grace. Don’t get your undies all in a bunch, okay, seeing as you’re not wearing any?” She laughs but without mirth.

Grace has had enough of Natalie so she looks for Destiny and joins her. She’s talking to one of the girls they both know vaguely, Brianne. “So, how am I going to explain this to my parents tomorrow when I get home the day after I said I would?”

“We’ll figure something out,” Destiny tells her with a bit of attitude that Grace doesn’t appreciate.

“You thought we were going home tonight?” Brianne asks.

“Yeah, I did. I doubt if my parents would have let me come if they knew I was going to be here all night.”

“Oh, come on, Grace,” Destiny says with even more attitude. “They don’t know you’re here at all.”

“Yeah, but I wouldn’t have used the story I did if I knew we weren’t coming home tonight.”

“Ladies,” Mrs. Jenkins says in a loud voice. “Please gather over here.”

As the girls amble toward their uniformed guide, Grace notices she’s now carrying a baton that looks similar to the ones the police carry back home - at least that’s what she’s seen on TV. She’s never had any encounters with the police in her real life.

“This is a standard disciplinary device that most of the guards in the facility will be carrying at all times. Please note the two electrodes on this model.” She holds the baton up so everyone can see it. Grace notes two silver nubs at opposite sides of the end of the stick.

“What do they do?” Brianne asks, which generates a scowl from Mrs. Jenkins.

“Come here and I’ll show you,” the guard replies, because with this ‘standard disciplinary device’ in her hand she looks much more like a guard and less like a tour guide.

The girl is reluctant to step forward so Mrs. Jenkins walks briskly toward her. Brianne smiles nervously, then cowers slightly as the woman with the nightstick reaches her.

“When you receive a direct order from any member of this organization, you need to obey it, immediately.” She jabs at the poor girl with the stick as if to emphasize her point when a loud zapping noise surprises the group - all except for Brianne who screams and darts backward so fast she almost loses her balance.

“Oh, my god, what was that?” the girl screams.

“That is a thousand volts of persuasion that is always available to motivate you should you need it,” Mrs. Jenkins explains in a patronizing tone.

“Are you trying to electrocute me?” Brianne asks through her tears which are now flowing copiously.

“Voltage won’t kill you,” she explains. “Amperage will kill you and the amps are quite low on this device. It’s used in cattle ranching all over the world and even PETA doesn’t have a problem with it.” She holds the stick up and fires it again with a twist of her wrist. A blue bolt of electricity arcs from one electrode to the other. “It won’t damage the skin or leave a permanent mark.”

“Says you,” Brianne mumbles as she rubs her ribs where she was shocked.

“Just do as you’re told and you won’t have any more issues,” Mrs. Jenkins says. “That concludes the introductory part of your stay with us, ladies. When you go through that door,” she says, pointing, “I will be leaving you and from that point on you will be treated as any other new slave that is being pressed into the system. Good luck.” She turns without waiting for a response and exits through the door on the other side of the enclosure.

“Good luck?” Grace asks Destiny. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“It means that we all have a one-in-a-hundred chance of being pressed permanently,” Natalie says from behind Grace.

“Yeah, what’s up with that,” Destiny asks. “You never said anything about that when you invited us.”

“It’s the only way to pay for this. If we don’t enter the lottery, they charge $1500 per person for the experience. There was no way in hell I was going to ask my parents to foot that size bill. So we all enter the lottery and it’s all free.”

“As long as no one gets selected,” Destiny adds, which reminds Grace that she’s sorry she ever agreed to this ‘experience’.

“Come on, Destiny,” Natalie whines. “What are the odds?”

“About one in a hundred,” Grace says with a sharp look at her friend.

“Ladies,” another black woman in a gray uniform announces from the door Mrs. Jenkins pointed out. “This way, all of you.”

The girls all look around for someone to step forward for a few seconds until Natalie takes the lead. “Come on, ladies,” she says in an exaggerated tone, mimicking the guard.

Who promptly shocks the girl with her own baton.

“Hey,” Natalie yelps as she jumps back. “What the fuck?”

The guard steps toward Natalie and moves quickly yet decisively. Before Natalie or anyone else can react, she’s flat on her back with the guard standing over her. “What did you say?” the guard asks in a too-calm voice.

“I said what the fuck, bitch. Get off of me.” Grace notices that the guard has her foot planted on Natalie’s forearm, much to her surprise.

The guard smiles and jams her baton in Natalie’s ribs, shocking her again, but this time Natalie is unable to back away or even squirm free. The baton rattles as it disgorges its angry electrical venom directly into Natalie’s ribcage. The girl screams, then gurgles, all the while shaking uncontrollably. After what seemed to be far too long for Grace, the guard pulled the baton off her skin and the shaking stopped but the screaming and sobbing do not.

“Get up,” the guard growls and Natalie scrambles away from her when she lifts her foot from her forearm. Natalie just sits on the floor sobbing while the guard looks at the rest of the group.

“Okay, ladies. Don’t make me say it again. This way.” She turns and heads to the door. The girls reluctantly follow her at a safe distance, including a still-crying Natalie.

“Some party,” Destiny stage-whispers to Grace as they walk toward the doorway.

“I heard that,” the still-nameless guard says in a flat tone as the two girls reach her as she holds the door open for them. “Let me give you the last piece of advice you’ll get from any of the employees here at this facility. Do what you’re told, as soon as you’re told to do it. Don’t mouth off, to anyone - not the guards, the technicians, the other slaves, or even your friends. Just keep your mouth shut and you’ll be fine. Don’t make trouble, period.”

Grace realizes she and everyone else came to a complete halt to listen to the woman’s diatribe, but as soon as it ended they moved through the doorway. Her eyes widen at what she sees on the other side of the door. Now, instead of being cut off from the rest of the enclosure, she can see to the far end of the facility which looks like it’s a hundred yards away. The room is now wide open and filled with naked slaves, uniformed guards, and others dressed in black uniforms, red ones, and green ones, all nearly identical to the gray guard uniforms in design with only the colors differentiating them. But one consistency stands out above all - every last person in uniform is black, while all the slaves are white.

“Fuck,” Destiny whispers, more to herself than to Grace.

“I know, right?” Grace responds as she tries to take it all in.

“Ladies, everyone gather here,” the female guard intones. 

The girls crowd against the wall just past the doorway facing the guard. Grace glances over her shoulder at the large expanse when the guard clears her throat. Grace forces herself to turn away from the cavernous room and look at their new minder.

“Your next step in the process involves fitting y’all with restraints, which includes collars, manacles, and shackles. Unlike the slaves you see exiting the preparation area to your right, your restraints will not lock permanently, although they will remain locked in place for the duration of your experience. Other than the fact that they are not permanent, they are identical to the restraints the slaves will wear for the rest of their lives.” She nods at the line of women coming through another doorway to the group’s right. Grace stares at the women who look even more miserable than she feels at the moment - wet hair and skin, some of them shivering and trying to hold in their body heat by wrapping their arms around themselves.

“Why are they all wet?” someone asks the lecturing guard.

“They’ve just been deloused, vaccinated, and implanted with birth control. Since y’all are not being permanently pressed into slavery, we’ll skip the vaccines and the BC.”

“Wait, what?” Grace asks as the woman picks up a hose from the floor and aims it at the group. Before anyone can react, the spray inundates the screaming girls with a cold, foul-smelling liquid under high pressure. Once everyone is soaked, the spray is turned off.

“Line up for your next step,” the guard instructs them. Grace shakes the liquid out of her hair as best she can and follows behind Destiny and parallel to the line of actual slaves. They shuffle slowly toward a group of green-uniformed personnel that are fitting each girl with a silver collar.

“Make sure you don’t wander into the wrong line or you’ll be collared forever,” the guard who just sprayed them calls out with a laugh. The green guard nearest the lead girl in the group rolls her eyes and motions for them to line up in front of her station.

“Don’t worry,” the green tech assures them. “Everything is color-coded. Bronze collars for guests, silver collars for slaves.” She lifts a bronze collar that looks heavy to Grace. It is hinged open and she snaps it shut around Natalie’s neck with a practiced motion. Natalie touches the collar as soon as it is locked into place. “Next,” the woman says as he motions to Natalie to proceed to the next table.

Grace is fixated on the collaring tech for the next two installations before her eyes drift to the next station where Natalie is being fitted with bronze bracelets, each one about an inch wide and fairly thin. They too look heavy and ominous but as soon as they are locked around Natalie’s wrists, she lifts her arms to indicate they are lighter than they look.

Suddenly, Grace is next in line for a collar and as soon as Destiny moves on with hers locked in place, Grace steps up to the tech with her heart racing. Without a word, the black woman snaps the collar around Grace’s neck and motions her to move aside. Grace is surprised at how light the collar feels. She decides it must be either hollow or some sort of high-tech alloy that makes it feel slightly less onerous than it should, although she has to admit, just the fact of its presence is incredibly intense.

Grace moves to her left and waits for the manacles to be applied to the girl in front of Destiny. Since two applications are required at this station, the line bunches slightly but the black tech in charge of the bracelets moves even faster than the collaring tech. Grace looks past the manacle tech to follow Natalie’s progress again and watches as two small horseshoe-like bronze clamps are applied to the girl’s ankles. These look more ominous than the bracelets or collars, and Grace assumes they will be quite annoying as they seem practically medieval. Shackles, Grace recalls at last - that’s what they are - shackles. She looks further down the line at the slaves who are being fitted with the silver ones that, according to the guard, are not to be worn for the next several hours but for years or even decades. She shudders at the thought.

“Step closer,” the manacle tech instructs Grace as her attention had wandered off. She holds out her hand and the woman selects a pair of cuffs for her then snaps them into place. They are somewhat bulky but not at all as heavy as they look. They each have a small eyelet at the edges, presumingly to be linked to each other and thus acting as handcuffs. Grace shudders again at the implications for the slaves. She moves to her left once again and in short order is fitted with shackles that are also lighter than they should be but are not as light as the bracelets.

“This way,” the guard who doused her intones when Grace is slow to keep moving away from the shackle station. The rest of the group is standing in line for a station that is not obvious in its purpose - no big, bulky restraints are evident from where she’s standing. Soon enough, though, the line moves along and Grace sees that a thin chain is being attached to the holes in the manacles and the shackles, and then attached to the collar to her horror. Each girl has to bend slightly to accommodate the intentional lack of length this tech is inflicting on them - the chains are too short by design to allow them to stand upright once they are attached. Once fully restrained, each of the girls is hunched over, her hands pinned at her waist, her feet unable to take a full step.

“Step lively,” the technician, also dressed in green, also a black woman, tells her. She hardly takes any time at all to judge the length of chain she needs to hobble Grace before she turns to snatch a length from the rack behind her. Grace realizes that there are small clips at each end of the chain that the woman is attaching to her shackles. The chain is not one single strand but three chains that are attached. The clips are attached to her shackles with a quick motion, then the longer chain is attached to the eyelets on her bracelets. Finally, another clip at the long end is attached to an eyelet she hadn’t realized at first was there on her collar. She had to hunch over to accommodate the technician, but did so willingly - she didn’t want to risk incurring the wrath of the guard’s baton for not being fully cooperative.

Once completely restrained, she could only assume - what more could they do, really? - she shuffles over to the clutch of girls in her group huddled near another station that is not manned by any technician. She assumes this is just a staging area for whatever fresh hell will be inflicted on them next. She waits without talking for the others in their group to finish the restraining process, which doesn’t take long but seems to take forever, somehow.

As she’s waiting, Grace experiments with her restraints. If she moves her feet closer together, it creates enough slack that she can almost stand fully upright. Almost. Even with her ankles - or her shackles, really - touching, she can’t extend her head to its proper position. Being a slave, even a temporary one, requires a certain level of enforced subservience if only in her posture, if nothing else. And although she understands the logic of such a requirement, it only intensifies her disgust at a system that treats people in such a degrading manner.

Until she remembers the statement Mrs. Jenkins made that continues to seep into every fiber of her being - slaves are not people. They are possessions. They are not worthy of considerations like pride, dignity, or even decency. Those very concepts are to be eliminated from the lives of slaves lest they forget the true nature of their existence. In that respect, the restraints Grace is coming to grips with are perfectly designed to fulfill their ultimate purpose.

To break the human spirit.


4 - The Discipline Room

Once all of the girls in her group are finished being restrained, their hair and skin drying in the warm still air of the facility, Grace tries to peer around the end of the partition she’s standing near. Since they entered the main room of the warehouse-like structure, their view near the ground has been restricted by the maze of fabric-covered partitions that remind Grace of the cubicles in her father’s police station. The gray-colored walls look rather flimsy for a facility that handles new slaves but it’s what lies beyond them that puzzles Grace. She can hear the din of a lot more people than she’s seen so far, and she can see over the partitions to the high ceiling and far walls, but her view of what lies around the corner remains a mystery. She considers wandering away from the group just to take a look until the memory of Natalie’s ordeal at the hands of their nameless guard is too seared into her memory to allow that kind of spontaneity.

“Okay, ladies,” intones a black man in a black version of the ubiquitous uniforms they’ve seen on all the employees. He is not very tall but quite muscled and quite imposing in a way they haven’t experienced with the women handlers so far. His manner of quiet authority is bolstered by the fierce-looking baton he’s carrying, larger around and longer than the one wielded to such stunning effect by Mrs. Jenkins and her nameless replacement. “My name is Mr. Hamilton and I’ll be your guide for the rest of the afternoon. Follow me,” he says as he walks away from the huddle of pale, shivering high school seniors.

As quickly as their new restraints allow, they trudge behind their new keeper as he leads them toward the very corner Grace had considered peeking around. As she clears the end of the partition, she sucks in a breath when the rest of the facility comes into view - the room seems even bigger than she envisioned and the floor is almost covered with wire cages, the kind that large dogs are kept in at the big box pet store Grace worked in last summer.

“What the…?” Destiny whispers to herself more than to Grace but Mr. Hamilton’s head snaps around just the same.

“No talking,” he says in a quietly intense voice that sends a shudder down Grace’s spine. Destiny bows her head even more than her restraints call for in a futile effort to disappear as the guard is staring right at her. Grace watches for a sign that he will inflict the same sort of retribution on her friend that Natalie was made to suffer, but either Mr. Hamilton is more secure in the authority he commands just by giving an order or he is not inclined to ruin the dramatic impact of the moment. For all of the girls are staring at the site of rows upon rows of cages, the closest ones clearly stocked with girls like themselves, and the din of human activity indicating that most if not all of the rest of them are as well.

“This way,” the guard orders them as he leads them slowly to allow for their short steps to the closest outer wall of the cavernous room. When the group is at last clustered around the minder, he stands by the door and looks at his charges. Grace, standing so close to him that she’s forced to look up at him sideways due to the enforced bowing of her head due to her collar and the short chain, considers backing up but decides against it.

“So, because you’re all just here for a day and a half, we have to do things differently than with the standard week-long experience. On the other side of this door is one of two discipline rooms attached to this facility. We’ve got the full complement of disciplinary devices on hand but only one of each, so we’ll be putting y’all in holding pens to begin with. Real slaves will take priority at each station, so you might be in there waiting for some time, but we’ll try to get everyone processed as quickly as possible so you can get to your cages for the night.

“The holding pens will allow you to see how each device works. In order to get processed out of the room, you’ll need to choose which station you’re willing to experience. Obviously, you’ll only get to be processed when a station is vacant, so keep that in mind. Our overall facility is close to full capacity at this time so there won’t be a lot of downtime, especially at the restraint stations. The corporal punishment stations are much quicker and offer more opportunities for you to volunteer and get processed.”

Grace looks at Destiny as Mr. Hamilton is talking, her eyes wide with disbelief. She wants desperately to ask if her friend knew that they would be disciplined when she signed up for this experience but there was no chance for that now, not that it would have done any good. Still, she wants to know.

“Tomorrow, we’ll be bringing y’all to the playroom first thing in the morning, so you have that to look forward to. The same rules will apply for the rest of your stay - no talking, do what you’re told, and y’all will be just fine.” He nods and reaches for the door handle to push it open. As soon as the heavy door swings away from him, the sounds of women moaning fill the air. Grace shudders and curses her friend silently.

“Go on, then,” Mr. Hamilton prods her with his baton. She flinches, bracing for a shock but none is forthcoming. She moves into the windowless room, much smaller than the cavernous main room but twice the size or more of the staging room where everyone had disrobed. The ceiling is higher as well, and the first thing Grace sees is the obvious need for a high ceiling - one unfortunate woman is stretched out and hanging from a pulley by her hands, her feet dangling a foot above the concrete floor. She’s moaning, one of several in indisputable discomfort if not outright pain.

“This way,” Mr. Hamilton indicates and Grace moves toward a row of cages made of chain links that look like oversized lockers lining two walls. Hamilton opens the door to the nearest cage and beckons Grace to enter, which she does with her heart pounding and her mouth dry as dust. The guard closes the door before she has a chance to turn around and when she moves to do so, her shoulders nearly pin her sideways in the enclosure, so close is the door to the back wall. When she finally turns completely around, she sees Destiny slip into the cage next to hers.

The line of her classmates trudges slowly past her cage and she hears each door open and slam shut in rapid succession. Once the last girl is out of her view, she takes in the rest of the room. She counts a half dozen women, not all of them girls like her, in various restraint stations as Mr. Hamilton called them. One girl has her neck and hands in old-fashioned wooden stocks, her body bent at the waist and her head hanging forward. Next to her is a woman with her head in a noose that is suspended from the ceiling, her face turning purple but her breathing evident if labored. Her hands are restrained behind her back and her feet are planted firmly on the floor, but she too is suffering just differently from the woman who is dangling by her wrists. Next to each restrained female is a digital clock counting down - all had some fraction of an hour remaining, from ten minutes to close to fifty.

At the far end of the room were the last two restrained slaves. One was hanging on the wall, each of her bracelets and shackles attached to hooks through their eyelets, and from the way her head is hanging, her collar is attached as well. Next to her is another young girl, perhaps the same age as Grace dangling from a rope a few feet above the floor by her restraints. The girl’s breasts are heaving as she struggles to breathe, her body bent backward in a cruel crescent with her toes practically touching the back of her head. Grace winces as she can’t force herself to look away from the girl who appears to be in the most severe distress of any of the restrained slaves in her field of vision.

Grace’s attention is suddenly ripped away from that static scene by the crack of a large wooden paddle against the jutting behind of an older woman strapped over a bench of some sort. The man handling the thick piece of wood is not quite as muscled as Mr. Hamilton but not by much in Grace’s assessment. He winds up and strikes her again, a thick slap reverberating throughout the room ferociously, followed by another piercing scream. The guard, also black but wearing a dark red uniform, lays the paddle against the bench before moving on to the next station, another bench of the same sort as the first but slightly different, the woman attached to it more bent over, her butt sticking almost straight up in the air. The woman looks younger than the one who was paddled, but she pleads with a gasping, desperate tone when the guard picks up a three-foot rod of frightening thickness and measures his reach with his arm outstretched and the rod caressing her butt. He winds up and strikes her viciously, the sound even more alarming than the paddle as it whistles before it lands, and the woman’s response is likewise more intense, more disturbing, and more frightening.

Grace realizes she’s crying only when a teardrop lands on her breast.

After two intensely painful swings and screams, the same overworked guard moves down the far wall to a woman pinned to the wall by the same hooks and restraints as the one hanging at the far end of the room. But the woman’s feet are on the concrete floor, so although she’s bound in a similar fashion, her suffering is much less severe. So it doesn’t surprise Grace when the guard hefts a flogger and measures the arc of his swing with a couple of light practice swings before he flogs her breasts with a half dozen rapid strokes. The woman is blubbering uncontrollably by the third swing and begging for mercy by the last. Her breasts are bright red when he drops the flogger to return to the woman he had paddled just minutes before. The routine is repeated ad nauseam until each woman has been cycled through a half dozen times.

“What the fuck?” Destiny whispers. Grace turns to see her friend crying. They stare at each other for a few seconds until a figure passes right in front of Grace’s cage, startling her.

“No talking,” the figure says when he stops in front of Destiny’s cage, then he jams his baton through the chain link and shocks her. She screams and tries to back away but she’s flat against the back wall and unable to move away from the source of her misery. The guard doesn’t shock her as long as Natalie was shocked when she was writhing on the floor an hour ago but it’s more than the demonstration shock, a lot more. As Grace looks on in horror, the guard turns to look at her, his eyes cruel as they remain fixed on hers.

“You need something?” the guard growls as he withdraws his baton from Destiny’s cage. Grace shakes her head vigorously but says nothing. The guard walks across the front of her cage again and disappears around a corner.

When Destiny stops sobbing, Grace’s attention is free to focus on the guard that was dishing out the corporal punishment. He is in the final stages of freeing the slave who was strapped to the paddling station and the same guard that just shocked Destiny reappears to take her away. The woman strapped to the caning bench is next to be released and another guard emerges from the same invisible corner to escort her from the discipline room. Before the guard can attend to the woman who was flogged, an alarm goes off about one of the women being suspended, the one in the noose. The guard, who now seems overworked, detaches the rope that has her suspended and she breathes deeply as the noose slackens from her neck. He walks the girl to one of the cages on the far wall and locks her inside, then goes back to the woman still attached to the flogging station to release and cage her.

“Any takers for the noose or any of the corporal stations, raise your hand,” the red-clad guard announces and Grace turns to see if any of her classmates volunteer. She doesn’t see any hands go up so the guard shrugs and walks to the door that leads back to the main room. Then he turns and adds, “By the way, if anyone messes their cage you’ll buy yourself two extra stations, so keep that in mind as you stand around waiting for who knows what.” He exits the room and the girls are left alone, or so it seems. Grace looks around but doesn’t feel inclined to test that hypothesis.

With the corporal punishments over, the sounds of the women and girls being restrained reasserts itself. The moans are muted but unavoidable, almost more intense for being so faint. Grace wonders how long they will have to wait for a guard to come back into the room, then she calculates how long she’ll be able to hold her water. She hasn’t peed since they got off the bus, hours ago.

On top of everything else, she realizes just how hungry she is. Breakfast was even further back in her crowded recollection of a memorable day so far and she isn’t aware of any food anywhere in the facility. She knows it’s patently ridiculous to think that all these women can be expected to exist without sustenance but that didn’t stop her from jumping to the conclusion that they might not eat again until they leave this wretched place tomorrow afternoon. She is desperate to know how this place works at those basic levels but has no way to ask.

Another alarm sounds about the woman who is hanging by her hands from the ceiling and the door to the main room opens a few seconds later. The same red-clad guard enters and lowers her to the floor, where she collapses and sobs with relief. Or hopelessness - Grace can’t tell. She’s so focused on the woman as she cries that she doesn’t realize someone has raised her hand to volunteer. The guard looks at the row of cages against the wall but Grace can’t tell who’s decided to be the first of her group to be disciplined.

“What’s it going to be?” the guard asks as he walks the now-upright sobbing woman to a storage cage. “You can talk, no penalty for telling me what you want to do.”

“The flogger,” says a voice I recognize immediately. It’s Natalie. “Can I pee first?” she adds.

“Over there, on the grate.” He opens a cage and directs Natalie to a round drain with a metal grate covering it. Natalie walks to it and squats, spreading her feet as far apart as her restraints will allow which is not very far. She doesn’t move and nothing happens for a few seconds until the unmistakable sound begins, then intensifies, and Grace watches in amazement as Natalie douses her feet, shackles, and the lower section of the restraining chain. She looks around when she’s finished, presumably for something to wipe with but finds nothing, so she stands and waits to be escorted to the wall where she’ll be flogged.

On her tits, Grace realizes, and her own nipples get hard for reasons she can’t begin to understand.

The guard walks back to Natalie and picks up a hose with a gun nozzle on the end of it and sprays Natalie from her waist down. She flinches and tries to cover herself but she’s unable to reach anything so she just endures. The guard instructs her to turn around and bend over, which she does, and is sprayed again. Finally, dripping wet, he walks her to the flogging station.

He unhooks Natalie’s restraining chain from her collar and manacles and drops it on the floor at her feet. He turns the collar so that the eyelet is behind her neck and attaches it to a small hook embedded in the wall, then he lifts her arms and attaches them to the hooks over her head. He picks up the flogger and takes his position to her side but an alarm goes off as he measures his swinging radius. He drapes the flogger on the back of a chair and goes to the source of the alarm to release the woman who is locked in the stocks. After he quickly locks her in a storage cage, he resumes his position next to Natalie who is watching him with eyes opened wide and a tightly clenched mouth. He measures his distance again and without hesitating unleashes a torrent of blows on her modest breasts and hard nipples. After just two strokes her breasts are bright red, but unlike the first woman who Grace watched endure the flogger, there are no other corporal disciplines to break his focus on Natalie so he just continues through the full thirty-six strokes as the girl sobs and pleads for him to stop. Which he does, eventually.

Natalie blubbers the whole time he is disconnecting her from the wall and reconnecting her restraining chain, then he walks her back to the same storage cage and closes it. Grace wonders if Natalie will be arrogant or stupid enough to complain that she should be released into the main room now but she says nothing. Even in her disheveled state, she appears to have the presence of mind to realize she needs an escort to be taken from the discipline room and there are other girls who have priority.

It occurs to Grace that although Natalie hasn’t dramatically improved her situation, at least she’s done with her punishment. And she got to pee.

“Any other volunteers?” the guard asks with a beleaguered tone as if he’s the one suffering. Several hands go up, including Grace’s and Destiny’s.

“You,” the guard says, pointing at Grace. “What’s your pleasure?” he asks without a hint of irony.

“Suspension, there,” Grace nods toward the station where the woman had been hanging by her wrists. “But I need to pee,” she adds urgently.

“Over there,” he nods toward the grate Natalie used, and Grace shuffles towards it, praying hard that she doesn’t lose control of her bladder so close to her chance to relieve herself. She manages to cover the distance relatively quickly and squats over the grate, not caring if she urinates on her feet or her restraints. When she’s finished and sighing with a contentment she hasn’t felt since the bus left the school parking lot early that morning, she straightens up as much as the chain allows and prepares to be hosed down. Like an animal, she admits to herself.

The guard has freed Destiny while Grace was otherwise occupied and she’s surprised to see the girl trudging toward her and their only solace, such as it is. The guard sprays Grace while Destiny waits, bouncing on the balls of her feet in obvious distress. When Grace moves away, Destiny almost bumps her in her haste to take her place over the grate and as Grace makes her way to the suspension station, she hears the sound of Destiny’s respite.

“Hands out,” the guard tells her after he releases the chain from her neck and manacles. She offers them up and he hooks the rope to each eyelet, then walks to the wall to raise Grace into position. “One hour,” he says when he ties off the rope on the cleat by the clock. Grace looks on in despair - she’s the first girl to begin her suspension since they arrived in the discipline section and she was hoping for a shorter time in pain. The clock is counting down from sixty minutes, with the seconds slowly ticking by as she looks down to see how far her feet are from the floor. The distance looks greater from this angle than when she was looking at the woman who preceded her but it didn’t matter - suspension, whether an inch or a mile, was just that.

The pain in her wrists and shoulders became immediately unbearable. The bronze cuffs were uncomfortable enough when hanging from her wrists - now that the situation was reversed, they were cutting off the circulation in her hands quite efficiently. Grace looks up and is horrified to see them already turned a bright red as the blood is trapped in her fingers and palms. Her shoulders, meanwhile, are screaming at her as the full weight of her body is twisting them in a way she’s never experienced before and which they are not designed to endure. It feels as if her shoulders will dislocate at any moment, which reminds Grace to look at the clock again to see how much longer she has to endure. She almost breaks down when she realizes it hasn’t been even a full minute. She moans in hopeless despair.

So early in her torture, different from the girl who was hanging when she entered the room, the rope is unwinding gently at the pulley in the ceiling, causing Grace to slowly turn in place. The girls in the cages come into view as the clock on the wall disappears, then the cages on the far wall appear, then Destiny, who is being attached to the wall next to her. She watches until the rope spins her slowly away to face the clock again and Grace moans loudly as she sees that only two minutes have elapsed. She is convinced that she will not be able to endure the full hour, not even close.

Not least because she’s laboring to breathe as the stress position puts pressure on her rib cage and diaphragm. Further distress is caused by any attempt she makes at taking in a full breath as it changes the angle of pressure on her shoulders and exacerbates her suffering. Her hands are almost numb but her wrists feel as if they will tear from the ends of her forearms at any moment.

As Grace drifts in one direction and then the other as the rope works with and then against momentum, she watches the guard as he busies himself with practiced boredom moving girls in and out of the cages to the stations. All of the restraint stations fill up quickly once Grace broke the logjam, and the remaining girls are forced to endure the contact punishments in lieu of longer, somewhat gentler discomfort. The guard has a full complement of subjects strapped into place when he picks up the paddle to begin working his way down the line, and Grace is suddenly reminded that compared to the sharp thwacks, hissing cane strokes, and brutal floggings that she witnesses as her body turns, her suffering is at least not that intense.

It also occurs to her that no one has left or entered the discipline room since Natalie was the first to be flogged. The women and girls who were already being disciplined when their group arrived are still in the holding cages, including Natalie, who is now being joined by the subsequent recipients of contact disciplines as the guard finishes with them. Grace also notices that hers is the longest duration of the various suspension stations - all the clocks are showing shorter times than hers, increasing her despair exponentially.

One by one, as the seconds crawl by, the other suspension alarms sound and the guard releases the girls from their misery and locks them in their original holding cages. At long last, Grace is the only one left hanging as her clock ticks down, her slow turning having ended some time ago and her body and face pointed at the row of girls watching her suffer. None of them meet her eyes when she musters enough strength to look up at them, so mostly she just lets her head hang and keeps her eyes on the ground. 

Finally, the guard stands up from his chair near the flogging station and walks toward Grace. She raises her head just enough to meet his eyes which offer no sympathy or compassion. He walks past her and she hears him unwrapping the rope from the cleat on the wall behind her. She’s not seen the clock in some time since the rope stopped unwinding and twirling her slowly around. The guard lowers her to the ground and she tries to stand but is unable to and she crumples to the floor in tears as her shoulders are relieved of the excruciating pain.

Her hands are another story, though. The blood surges from her fingers and she writhes in fresh agony as they slowly, painfully resume a semblance of normal circulation as the guard unhooks her manacles from the hooks at the end of the rope. He finds some sort of humanity somewhere as he helps Grace to her feet, or perhaps he just wants to get back to his chair and his phone. In any event, he walks the blubbering girl to her cage and locks her inside. He returns to his chair and taps his phone, oblivious to his charges.

“You okay?” Destiny whispers so softly Grace barely hears her. She looks through her tears and nods, afraid to talk.

“When are they going to feed us?” Destiny asks in a slightly louder voice. “I’m starving.”

Grace realizes she is, too. She looks at the clocks but they all read zero and there’s not a real clock anywhere in the room. The lack of windows cements the realization that she has no idea what time it is, or if it’s day or night. She thinks back to the main room with its high ceiling and confirms there were no windows there, either. They haven’t seen the sun since they walked through the entrance door this morning.

Suddenly, the door to the main room swings open, and another guard in a scarlet uniform hustles in. “Sorry, sorry,” the man, another large black man, says to no one and everyone. Grace wonders why in the world he’d be apologizing.

“About fucking time,” the seated guard snaps as he stands from his chair and pockets his phone. “What the fuck, Charlie?”

“I know, I know,” the new guard says with a placating hand motion. “I got caught up in D2. It’s a shitshow in there, sure enough.” The man’s southern drawl is the thickest Grace has heard so far. And for all his talk of being sorry, he’s acting like he’s done nothing wrong. “Get on out of here, Ben. I got it from here.”

The first guard, the one who inflicted all the suffering on the girls, hustles out of the room without looking back, but Grace reminds herself that they are not human beings in his eyes, even if only temporarily. From the looks of the population she’s seen so far, and assuming that the sightseers like Natalie and her crew of interlopers, the facility is far and away designed to process and handle real slaves, not wannabes like Destiny.

“Okay, ladies,” the new guard intones with what seems like a genuine smile. “We’re gonna git y’all out of here as fast as we can, so just bear with us, y’hear?” As unused to a Southern accent as Grace is - she’s never heard one in person before today, her only prior experience coming from TV and movies - the new guard sounds as if he’s exaggerating it for effect. No one could be that corny, Grace thinks, especially in a job like this. But here he is, and here she is, and that’s the way things are for the moment.

As if on cue, a line of black men in normal black guard uniforms stream into the room and begin unlocking the holding cages. Grace notices that they focus solely on the women who were already in the room when Natalie’s group arrived. She’s disheartened that they will have to wait but it seems only right - the others were here first and should leave first. Plus, their hardware is all the standard silver which denotes actual slaves, lifetime residents of, if not this facility then one not much different. Her heart goes out to the women, most of whom are closer to her mother’s age than her own.

The thought of her own mother unsettles Grace - what would she tell her when she gets home? How would she explain her disappearance for a full day and night without lying, something Grace is not good at? The prospect of her likely confession and subsequent punishment for such a major infraction of her parents’ rules sickens her.

Then she remembers the punishment, totally undeserved, she just endured and survived. She rubs her wrists and smiles, if only to herself. Punishment and suffering are relative, and the experience she just suffered has changed her attitude, if only for the moment. Whatever her mother and especially her father could invent would pale in comparison to the pain of hanging by her wrists for an endless hour.

“Alright, ladies,” the cornpone guard says in a voice designed to grab their attention. “We’re splitting you up in the pen so you get a more realistic experience - no friends nearby, no one who knows you’re only here for the night, same as everyone else out there. Lights go out at ten o’clock and are back on at six in the AM and a strict no-talking policy will be enforced when the lights go down, so don’t test us. We open this here facility again at eight and even though your group isn’t scheduled to come back we can always make exceptions for deserving individuals.

“You’ll find food and water in your cages. You’ll get more in the morning so don’t feel like you have to starve yourselves. And keep the lid on your can when you’re not using it - nobody likes the smell so be kind to your neighbors. Any questions?”

Grace and the other girls look around at each other without anyone speaking up. The cornpone guard looks at the group one last time with a big grin plastered on his face.

“One more thing, I guess. Tomorrow morning, you’ll get a tour of the playroom. No one has to participate if you don’t want to, but if y’all want a true experience of what it’s really like to be owned, you should give it a try.” He leers at them, especially Grace, for a long moment that makes her suddenly unnerved. The Playroom?

The door to the main room opens and another squad of regular guards troop in and begin escorting the girls out, each guard gripping two girls by their forearms as they file through the open door. Grace and Destiny are led out by an enormous black man in a black uniform. The trios in front of them fan out into different rows of cages as if they know exactly where they’re going, which, Grace assumes, they do. Their guard doesn’t hesitate as he marches his two charges down the side of the building and then deep into the center of the rows and rows of cages, almost all of which are occupied.

“You’re in here,” he says to Destiny when he stops them without warning. He opens the front of the cage and holds it until Destiny crawls on her hands and knees into the small enclosure. Grace notes that it is slightly larger than the largest dog cages she sold at Petsmart last summer and the wire is a thicker gauge as well. The floor is mottled steel, well-used as opposed to the pristine condition of the new ones in the pet store. Animals get new cages, she realizes with some bitterness. Why is she taking this so hard? she wonders.

The guard lets her go to bend down and lock the cage but he tells Destiny to unhook her chain restraint and hand it to him first. Grace is stunned - they were told that it was strictly forbidden to tamper with the chain when it was first attached. Now, in the confines of their cages, they were not only free but expected to free themselves. Was this a kind of psychological torture, to allow them to break the rules under certain hopeless circumstances?

As soon as Destiny removes her chain and hands it to the guard, he locks her in the cage, then he stands and grabs Grace’s arm again. He doesn’t say anything - a tug on her arm gets her moving as fast as her restraints allow. They move past countless rows of cages, all full, down the same aisle until they come at last to an empty cage. He opens the door and motions her to crouch down and crawl inside. For the first time since they arrived at the facility, Grace is overwhelmed by the inhumanity of her treatment. Being collared, hung, made to pee on a grate - for some unknowable reason all of that is not as deeply humiliating as being caged in such a manner. She begins to undo her chain as soon as she’s completely inside and hands them through the open door. When he slams it closed and locks it with a quick twist of the key on his keychain, she almost breaks down with shame and mortification. Even knowing that this all ends tomorrow doesn’t ease her despair.

“Hey,” the woman in the cage next to her says softly. “You okay?”

Grace looks up and realizes her eyes are filled with tears. She wipes them with her hand and nods. “I’m okay.”

“You’re here for the experience?” the woman asks, her accent unmistakably Southern.

“Yeah.”

“Just for the night or a full week?”

Grace looks at her in horror. “People do this for a week?”

“Crazy, isn’t it?” the woman says with a crooked grin. “But then, you signed up, right?”

“I didn’t really know what I was getting into,” Grace mumbles. “My friend talked me into coming.” She looks at the woman. “Stupid, right?”

“Not something I’d ever do if I had a choice.” She shrugs.

“How long have you been here?” Grace asks, suddenly aware of how insensitive she’s being.

“In this facility? Only a few days,” the woman responds. “I’m Margot, by the way.”

“Grace. No, I meant how long have you, uh…” Grace can’t finish her question.

“How long have I been a slave? What year is this?”

Grace is startled. “2023.”

“Really? Ten years, then.”

“You lost track of what year it is?”

“I’ve been in and out of society,” she says with a shrug. “And it doesn’t really matter to me.”

“How did it happen?”

“How did I lose my freedom?” The woman suddenly looks sad to Grace. “Wow, I haven’t thought about it in some time.”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to upset you.”

“No, that’s okay. I shouldn’t be so upset about it. You know, water under the bridge and all.” She shifts around in her cage. She’s naked, of course, but Grace has been getting used to seeing nothing but naked women since the morning. She stares at her lack of pubic hair though when Margot sits cross-legged facing her directly. As soon as she realizes that she’s staring rudely, she looks down.

“It’s okay, honey. My first owner lasered my hair away and I don’t miss it. Never have, really.” She laughs but with a bitter overtone. “That was a while ago, but it really brings me back.”

“Brings you back?” Grace asks.

“To when I got enslaved. I was young and foolish, really. I was in a lot of debt and I tried to declare bankruptcy, but that’s only for rich people. When poor people get in over their head, the creditors can insist on enslavement as a way to repay the debt. It’s pretty common with pretty girls, especially. And I was pretty.”

“You still are,” Grace says earnestly even though the woman looks a bit rough - she’s got a tattoo on her arm and her nipples are pierced and drooping. Her hair is messy but Grace can’t imagine how bad her own hair looks.

“Oh, you’re so sweet, hon. But I’m pushing forty and being sold again, so I know how this will play out. But it’s fine.”

“Play out?”

“Well, I was sold because I was pretty back in the day. The houses are always on the lookout for pretty young girls who will bring a good price and last a few years. Which I did, even though I was almost thirty when they took me.” She stops talking and stares off into the distance for a few seconds. “Wow, I just realized that my son is probably your age by now. What are you, hon? You have to be eighteen to volunteer for a slave experience, right?”

“Yeah, I think so. The girl who organized our group said she used a fake ID to sneak in here when she was underage, but I’m not sure that’s true.” Grace startles as she finishes her story. “Wait, did you say your son is my age? You have children?”

“A boy and a girl. She’s younger so I doubt she’s in the system. I don’t know, though. I haven’t seen them since they took me.”

“How can that happen? Don’t they have any compassion for mothers?” The realization that Margot is just a couple of years younger than her own mother hits her so hard that she feels ill.

The older woman laughs. “Compassion? Here? You seen any compassion since you got here, hon?” She shakes her head. “No, you got what they want, they take you, end of story. They don’t give a shit about your family.”

“Were you married?”

“Not when they took me. My old man divorced me a couple of years before I got taken and auctioned. I like to think that’s why I got in over my head, but I might be kidding myself, honestly.”

“What happened to your kids?”

“My ex had them when I got into the system. I hope he still does but I kinda doubt it. He got remarried to a real bitch with a couple of her own kids and I imagine that did not go well.”

Grace just stares at her. “So you haven’t seen or heard from your kids in ten years?”

The woman smiles but then looks down. “Yeah,” she whispers, finally. “I don’t think I ever will, either. It’s something I made peace with a long time ago.” She looks up and Grace sees her eyes filled with tears.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to upset you.”

“It’s okay, hon. You were just being curious, I get it.” She wipes her eyes with the back of her hand and gives Grace a sad smile. “What else do you want to know?”

“You said you know how this is going to play out before. What exactly did you mean?”

“Well, when a slave gets older, she’s less desirable. She gets sold more often and for less money each time. Eventually, you wind up doing things that don’t require you to be desirable.”

“Like what?”

“Research, manual labor, companionship, if you’re lucky.”

“Companionship? You mean, like, sex?”

“No, hon. Sex is sex. If that’s what I meant I would have said that. Companionship is taking care of old people, like a caretaker but you live with them full time and stay with them until they die. Then their estate disposes of you.”

“Disposes of you?” Grace asks, horrified.

“Yeah, they don’t ship you off to the slaughterhouse, if that’s what you’re thinking. They could but that’s the very last resort when absolutely no one wants you for anything. No, they just send you to an auction house, like an old car that’s gonna be dismantled and sold for parts. They don’t dismantle slaves, though. Too much trouble.”

“Trouble?”

“Yeah, the states don’t like it when you dump a slave’s body so they discourage it. It’s within an owner's right to have us put down but, like I said, it’s pretty rare. You can almost always get something for a functioning slave.”

“What if you get sick?”

“It depends on what’s wrong. If it’s too expensive to fix you, they ship you off to a disposal facility. At least it’s quick and relatively painless, from what I hear. But who really knows?”

“So, what do you think is going to happen to you, Margot?” Grace is almost too scared to ask but she can’t help but wonder about the woman who is not much younger than her own mom.

“Well, my last owner bought me because he needed help with his mother who had Alzheimer’s and he liked to fuck me as well. But his mom finally died and her Social Security went away, so he couldn’t afford to keep me just to fuck me. So he sent me to an auction house, but they’re full up, so they sent me here for storage.”

“How long will you have to stay here?”

“I have no idea. Could be a week, could be a month.”

“Do they ever let you out of that cage?”

“Not so far. I doubt they will until a space frees up at the auction houses.”

“Why are they so crowded that you’re stuck here?”

“Covid is what I was told.” She laughs. “I never even heard of it until I got here. It’s some sort of disease, right?”

“Yeah.”

“Well, I guess a lot of older owners died and left a lot of slaves with no one to take care of them, so the system is overloaded. But that’s just one of all kinds of rumors that float around this place. So, who knows?”

Grace has just about run out of questions when her stomach growls. “Do they ever feed us?” she blurts out.

“Oh, hun, I’m sorry. You can always eat, didn’t they tell you?”

“No.”

“Look here.” Margot pulls a dull gray cylinder off the back of the cage and pops the top off. She rolls what looks like a biscuit from the can and takes a bite. “It’s not real tasty but it’ll fill you up. The white can is water, and the brown one is wipes, for when you go.” She motions toward the short, lidded pail that Grace has been avoiding even looking at.

Grace pulls the gray can off the back of her cage and discovers that it’s full of small, plain biscuits. She takes a bite and admits that it doesn’t taste wonderful but it’s not bad, either. The fact that she is ravenously hungry helps, she realizes. She takes the water can down and drinks a long time from it.

“Careful, you don’t get any more water until morning,” Margot admonishes her. “So go easy on that.”

They eat in silence for a while until Grace remembers one last question. “What did you say about the houses that buy girls when they’re young?”

The woman nods as she’s chewing, reluctant to eat and talk simultaneously. When she swallows, she takes a quick drink and then turns to Grace.

“Whorehouses. They like to get fresh young girls like yourself if the price is right, but it’s always a tradeoff. Whoever takes a pretty girl knows she’s gonna be in high demand, so they hold out for the best price. Which means the poor girl gets worked hard so they can get their money’s worth.”

Grace stops eating, suddenly feeling ill. “Did you ever work in one of those houses?” she whispers.

“Yeah, for a while. My first owner had me for about a year or so before he got tired of me and sold me to a house in Atlanta. I don’t know how long I was there, though. I never saw a clock or anything like that and there weren’t any windows, so it was tough to know what was going on outside. I got some sense of the seasons based on how the men were dressed, but Atlanta’s never all that cold, so it’s not like they were showing up with winter coats or some such things.”

“How long do you think you were there?” Grace ventures, trembling.

“Might have been a couple of years, maybe more. I doubt it was more than three, though.” She shrugs.

“Who bought you after that?”

The woman’s face darkens. She looks at Grace and says flatly, “I don’t want to talk about this anymore.” She rolls onto her side facing away from Grace, who is stunned at the sudden turn in the conversation.

“Don’t mind her,” a voice from behind Grace says. She turns to find another girl closer to her own age lying naked in her cage, staring at Grace with a blank look. “She’s a big ole drama queen, ya hear?” the girl says in an accent so thick Grace isn’t sure she understood what was being said. “She just tryin’ to scare the bejeebers outta ya.”

It’s working, Grace thought to herself.


5 - The Main Room

The lights eventually go out in the cavernous room and although the talking ceases, the sounds girls make when they are pleasuring themselves in the dark do not. Grace turns over frequently in a nearly hopeless attempt to get comfortable, but with nothing to cushion her body and especially her head against the hard steel floor, sleep comes grudgingly. She finally decides to use the bucket to pee in and wonders if she’ll have to use it for another more disgusting purpose in the morning, vowing to do everything possible to avoid such a trauma. She grits her teeth as her urine makes a rattling noise against the empty pail and covers it quickly once she fumbles with the wipes canister attached to the other end of her cage. She eats another biscuit in the dark and finishes her water, then lies down to stare at the wire and the ceiling beyond wondering what the morning will inflict on her.

The guard did mention a playroom and she regrets not asking Margot about it, but she consoles herself by deciding that a playroom makes some sense for girls here for an ‘experience’ but not for a long-term slave in limbo while waiting to be sold again. She doesn’t want to explore what kinds of ‘play’ the room might offer but the lack of distractions and her inability to sleep force her to consider the possibilities.

She can only think of one possibility.

Sex.

She shudders at the thought but knows beyond all doubt that it must be the answer. What she knows about the South’s resurrected slave industry is minuscule but she is aware, both from the recent orientation lecture and from talk amongst her classmates back home that sex is the main purpose of most slaves in the New Confederacy. Why else would there be an entire warehouse full of women and girls with not one male slave in sight? Even in her pathetic ignorance, she knows enough about sex to realize that the demand for male slaves would be negligible while the demand for female slaves was strong enough to revive a once-dying institution in recent decades.

Ignorant as she is, Grace is not totally naive on the subject. She even had sex once, if it can be called that, such as it was. Her one nominal and short-lived boyfriend, Freddie Moran, did talk her into allowing him to penetrate her sex briefly during a boy-girl party she attended just a few months ago. She did not enjoy the experience at all, short and painful as it was, and his first desperate and then dismissive attitude about the act only compounded her confusion about the fuss everyone made about it. Of course, Freddie was, is, a total nerd, with thick black-rimmed glasses, greasy unkempt hair, and a body that was both babyish and oddly middle-aged in all its rotund glory. She saw precious little porn in her sheltered existence but enough to know that real men did indeed walk the earth, although none of them would be interested in her, awkward as a baby lamb and not anywhere near as cute. Her hair is blond but stringy, her figure is more stick than anything a real woman would aspire to, and her face was still mired in teenage adolescence than budding beauty. Even Destiny was beginning to bloom while Grace felt as if she’d been nipped in the bud. Her only real attribute was reasonably-full breasts, although she still finds them rather more embarrassing than anything, new as they are.

Not that any of this would matter in the ‘Playroom’ whatever that turned out to be. Would the guards be the ones to do the playing? Would they bring in male slaves after all, perhaps from another facility? Would members of the free public, good ole Southern boys who volunteered to show the poor female tourists from the US a fun time?

God, would the girls be forced to have sex with each other for the amusement of who knows who?

Stranger things had been happening when Destiny showed her a site on the internet that catered to adults with strange tastes. She looked at it long enough, oh let’s be honest, she couldn’t look away - to see women together, men with other men, groups of men with one woman doing disgusting, unsettling things. Unsettling. That was the word that stuck with her when she went home that night, convinced that her parents, and especially her mother, would know just from looking at her that she’d seen the things she’d seen and been forever tainted. Then, just a few months later, at that party, she went off into the dark corner of a basement she had no business being in with Freddie and let him slip his fingers under her panties, getting her all worked up and disturbingly wet before he sweet talked his way into lying on top of her and doing the deed. How in the world she didn’t get pregnant she’ll never understand.

Now, in the bowels of the New Confederacy, was she really at risk of being impregnated? Did guards or whoever was going to play with her in the playroom even care what would happen to her if she went home with a proverbial bun in the oven? Is there another girl on the planet as naive and broken as she is? No, there most definitely is not, she concluded bitterly. No way on God's green earth.

Now that’s a phrase that makes her laugh, she concludes. Does she even believe in God? She’s convinced her parents don’t. Her mother made a feeble attempt to give her some grounding in whatever denomination her grandmother had foisted on her daughter as a young girl, but Grace could tell from a young age that her mother’s heart was never really in it. She was never all that interested in anything the minister had to say, never insisted that Grace go to religious training classes, and by the time Grace was old enough to wonder about the inconsistencies of what she did learn mostly by osmosis, her mother lost all interest and abandoned the project entirely. So the notion of a vengeful god hell-bent on smiting fornicators and adulterers strikes Grace as more laughable than frightening.

The lights awaken Grace which tells her that she did eventually fall asleep at some point. The din in the main room rises gradually to a dull roar as what she can only guess is hundreds of girls begin their day. She glances at Margot who is still sleeping or faking but it doesn’t matter - she’s facing away from Grace and that’s fine with her. She looks the other way to find the skinny brunette facing her and pulling the lid off of her bucket. She’s peeing a few seconds later and Grace looks away, chastising herself for being embarrassed about such a natural function but unable to force herself to feel otherwise. When she hears the girl replace the lid she sneaks a quick look and is relieved to see her facing the other direction, so Grace pulls the lid off her own bucket and squats over it. She reaches for the wipes as she finishes and wonders if she’ll have to do more before they go home this afternoon. The thought of defecating in such a public and degrading manner sends shivers down her arms and neck.

Hunger gnaws at her belly as she pulls open the biscuit canister to find one left. She nibbles on it but doesn’t take a big bite as it’s as dry as it is tasteless. By forcing herself to eat it slowly and chew it thoroughly she’s convinced she can at least quell the emptiness in her stomach. She looks at the girl behind her cage to see if she can inquire about when more water will be arriving but the girl is deep in conversation with a neighbor in the same row. A scan across the aisle that the guards use to navigate the rows of cages offers no solution - all the girls she can see directly are either sleeping or otherwise engaged. Grace continues to eat her lone biscuit ensconced in an odd form of noisy, crowded solitude.

With no clocks or windows, time grinds on slowly, made worse by the uncomfortable reality of a steel-floored cage with no cushions of any kind. Even leaning against the wire walls of the cage is unbearable and she wonders how Margot has endured several days in hers without a break. Scared as Grace is about what her prospective journey to the ‘playroom’ will entail, she is nonetheless looking forward to being able to stand up and stretch her legs. The confines of her cage don’t allow for her to even lie down without bending her knees, usually on her back which offers up her vagina to anyone who walks by. Not that anyone is walking by.

A stirring in Margot’s cage catches Grace's attention and she turns to see the woman yawn and stretch as much as she can in her tiny prison. Grace props herself up on her elbows, also not comfortable but tolerable for a short time, and stares at her erstwhile friend. Margot seems to ignore her intentionally until she doesn’t, looking at Grace after a time and smiling, as if nothing happened last night to cause a rift. Grace is grateful for the truce, miffed that she was forced to endure the rift, and confused about how it came about in the first place.

“Morning,” Margot offered in a tone that Grace took to embody acknowledgment that she was blameless for the treatment she’d received.

“Morning,” Grace responds quietly. “When do we get more water?” she asks before the silent treatment has a chance to take hold again.

“It depends. Not long, though. They’ll make their way throughout the facility soon enough.” Margot reaches for her own water canister and shrugs - getting any of her own water to Grace is clearly not possible. She takes a drink and then seals it up again. “Did you get any sleep last night?”

“A little. How do you do it?”

Margot smiles but it’s tinged with sadness. “Practice. I spent quite a while, maybe a year or so, sleeping on the floor once. It was wood so not quite as hard as this but still. You learn to make do.”

“Do you have any idea how many owners you’ve had over the years?”

Margot looks thoughtfully at her biscuit as she chews slowly. “Not really. At least a dozen but less than twenty is my best guess. To be honest, I only remember the extremes at this point.”

“The extremes?” Grace asks with a slight cringe. Does she really want to know? she wonders.

“The best and the worst. Mostly the worst, though.” Grace doesn’t press her for details.

“What’s going to happen to me in the ‘playroom’?” she asks in a burst.

Margot shrugs. “I’ve never been in there. I’ve heard from some of the week-long tourists that it’s mostly a playroom for the guards, not the girls. The male guards, if you take my meaning.”

Grace nods and looks down, not ready to hear any more about it. She’s distracted almost immediately by the slight commotion at the end of the row as a guard in a gray uniform is pushing a cart down the aisle and stopping at each cage to replace the canisters through holes in the top of the cage. Grace scrambles to put her canister in their original locations so she doesn’t miss out. None of the other girls speak as the guard works quickly and efficiently, and soon enough Grace has fresh supplies. For the first time since she left home yesterday morning, Grace feels something akin to joy.

Once the guard has replaced Margot’s canisters, Grace feels bold enough to ask another question. “How often do we get watered and fed?”

“Just twice a day, hon,” Margot says with a sad tone. “Even in the deep South, where they deep fry everything, you never see a fat slave.”

Grace pulls the gray canister filled with biscuits from its place on the wall of her cage and opens it. She extracts one of the same dull nuggets of bland nutrition and eats it, her appetite not nearly sated by the one she ate earlier. She looks at Margot and raises her eyebrows.

“What is it, hon?” the woman asks.

“What was the best owner you had like? Why was he the best?”

Margot takes another sip from her water canister and then carefully replaces the cap. “Oh, that’s easy. It was right after I finished my time at the whorehouse I went to after I was first taken. Like I said yesterday, I don’t know exactly how long I was there but it was about two or three years. One of my regulars bought me. He thought he was in love with me. He treated me real nice for a time.”

“What happened?”

She shrugs. “He was a young guy, maybe ten years younger than me. When he was coming to see me in the whorehouse, he just couldn’t get enough of me. Never had a woman before me, is my guess, but I never asked. I didn’t want to know. Anyway, I was getting older and the whorehouse wasn’t renting me often enough to justify taking up the space in their facility, so I told him if he made an offer, a low-ball offer, they might take it. Which they did.

“So, he brought me home with him that same day. He was a smart kid, too. Had an engineering degree of some sort so he made a decent living. He treated me real nice. He still treated me like a slave, mind you. It wasn’t like we were a couple or anything. But he was kind and he only chained me or caged me when he went to work. I even got to sleep in the same bed as him, every night. I cooked and cleaned for him, did his laundry. I was a better wife to him than I was to my own husband, to be honest.”

“What happened?”

“Well, see here’s the thing. When you get taken into the system, especially if they know you’re gonna be going to a whorehouse or something like it where you’re gonna be real busy like that, they almost always sterilize you first thing. And Marshall wanted to have kids.

“They sterilized you?”

“Sure. It’s a lot cheaper than birth control which they have to switch out a few times a year. They just tie your tubes and you’re done, no worries about getting pregnant by some john at the house. Way cheaper than an abortion, too. So it’s pretty standard.”

Grace tried not to show how upset she was at the injustice of it all but the look on Margot’s face made it clear to her she wasn’t fooling the woman. A tear rolling down her cheek emphasized her distress.

“It’s okay, hon. I already had my two kids, so I got to experience being a mother for a while, and the right way, too. Being a slave and having kids, well, nobody wants that.”

“Why not? Wouldn’t Marshall have wanted that?”

“No, not really. It wasn’t possible so we never really discussed it, but even if I could have kids, it wouldn’t have been what he wanted. See, if he impregnated me, even though he was free, I was still a slave, so in the eyes of the state, my child would have been born into slavery, too. That would have put Marshall in the awkward position of being the baby’s father and owner, which wouldn’t have worked well at all.”

“Didn’t that happen all the time in the old South?”

“Yeah, but they were used to it back then. They were fine having their offspring be slaves since the color thing made it pretty cut and dry. Anyone with even a drop of black blood was a slave, not a person. End of story. Marshall wanted a child of his own, not another slave. It wouldn't have worked, not in the long run.” She sighs. “But it didn’t really matter since I’d been spayed. So there’s that, too.”

“Couldn’t he have freed you and married you? Didn’t most slaves get freed during the Depression?”

Margot looks at Grace as if she’s crazy. “Is that what they told you in your orientation?” Grace nods. “No, that’s not what happened. Most black slaves from the old South just died, mostly of malnutrition or exposure. They weren’t set free. The South doesn’t allow manumission. Never has, never will.”

“What’s manumission?” Grace asks.

“Freeing a slave. The North tried to free all the slaves at once with the Emancipation Proclamation during the Confederate Revolution, but that’s different. That was all of them. Manumission is one at a time. Not that it matters. It’s never going to happen.”

“Didn’t George Washington free his slaves when he died?”

“I know that’s what y’all northerners believe but no one down here believes that.”

“So what happened with you and Marshall?”

“He couldn’t live with the idea that he’d never be a father, so he got married. He tried to keep me but his bride was never gonna go for that. Southern women will tolerate their husbands owning sex slaves after a while, once they’ve had children and don’t want any more. But they never allow it early in a marriage and you almost never hear of a man bringing a sex slave into a marriage. That’s not acceptable.”

Margot looks over Grace’s shoulder and nods. “Looks like you’re being moved,” she whispers.

Grace turns to find a new black guard in a black uniform unlocking her cage. He slips the five-point chains into her cage and waits for Grace to click them onto her collar, manacles, and shackles. He then lifts the gate and Grace crawls out into the aisle. She turns to wave goodbye to Margot but the woman has turned away to talk to her other neighbor.

“Let’s go,” the guard instructs Grace. “I’ve got three more of you to round up before we take you to the playroom.” Grace looks up at him as best she can with the chains forcing her head down - she heard a derisive tone in his voice but she can’t see enough of his face. She shuffles along as best she can as he’s not walking slow enough for her to keep up.

He stops at Destiny’s cage and Grace’s heart leaps at the sight of a familiar face, even though it’s been less than twelve hours since they last saw each other. Destiny gives Grace a quick look as she’s attaching her chains but the girls don’t dare acknowledge each other as they are shuffling together down the aisle, trying to keep up with the guard.

Once two more girls from their group whom Grace doesn’t know at all are collected from their cages and join the small procession, the guard walks behind the four of them and directs them to a doorway not far from the discipline room they spent most of yesterday enduring. They wait at the closed door as other small clutches of girls from their high school are herded toward the door until everyone is present - chained, slightly bent over, and silent. Glances are shared but furtively as the final members of Natalie’s ‘party’ arrive.

“Okay, ladies,” the same cornpone guard from the discipline room almost yells over the din of the main room. “We’ll be spending the rest of your visit in the playroom before we process you for release. How long we spend in there is up to y’all, but I’ll explain everything once we get inside and I can hear myself think.” He chuckles at his own joke and Grace flashes a look at Destiny. All of the girls appear to be unwilling to risk talking until explicitly given permission. Even Natalie looks a little ragged from an uncomfortable night after her ordeal in the discipline room. The girl’s nipples are standing up, giving Grace pause - is she excited for what’s to come, or is this a result of the punishment she endured?

The guard fumbles with his keys for a few minutes until he finds the one that opens the door. He steps through the threshold and holds the door open in a silent invitation for the girls to follow. More uncertain glances are exchanged before Natalie makes a frustrated noise and steps into the breach. Slowly, the rest of her group follows her lead.


6 - The Playroom

As Grace enters the playroom, the first thing she notices is its similarity to the discipline room, which causes her belly to clench and her mouth to go dry. Chain link cages line the same two walls at the side and back of the room. The ceiling is high but not as high as the main room, the lighting is harsh and the floor is plain concrete. The differences though are stark - no ropes or chains hang from overhead pulleys, no clamps are embedded in the wall that isn’t lined with cages, no floggers, canes, or paddles are visible anywhere.

What is similar are the stations in the center of the room. They look familiar but with differences - there are the same leather straps used in the discipline room to hold the girls in place as they were paddled, caned, or flogged, but the shape of the benches that they will presumably be attached to is slightly different. Clearly, they will be severely restrained once strapped to the stations but for obviously different reasons.

The guard busies himself with caging the girls, one after the other without bothering to remove or ask for their five-point chains, so by the time Grace is closed inside a cage almost exactly like the one yesterday except for it being in the center of the row instead of at the end, she can barely see the room because she’s forced to bow her head. She turns as much as the cage will allow and looks sideways at the room but nothing much is happening, so she looks down at her feet.

“Well, I hope y’all used your buckets before you got released from your overnights because the same rules apply as yesterday - anyone who soils their cage will make a quick trip next door and will have to suffer at each of the corporal stations before you come back in here. Anyone who volunteers to join in the fun will be allowed to use the toilet before and after, our own little incentive to encourage y’all to go with the flow. Now, I know y’all are wondering what we got in store for you, and after yesterday I know there might be a bit of hesitancy to just jump right in, seeing as how poorly that worked out for Miss High-and-Mighty over there,” he says with a nod to Natalie. A few snickers ripple through the cages.

“So to give y’all a taste of what’s to come, we’re bringing in a couple of real slaves to give y’all a demonstration of just what this place is all about.”

As if on cue, the door to the main room swings open, and two women who look to be in their late twenties to Grace are brought in by guards holding their arms at the elbows. The women are not particularly engaged, and neither give the appearance of being excited or worried to have been selected. The two escorting guards walk the slaves, both wearing the dull silver-colored collars, manacles, and shackles that the vast majority of the inmates of the facility are wearing. The guard said they were ‘real slaves’, Grace recalls, so the permanent restraints make sense to her.

The woman who arrives at her station first turns to her escorting guard to have her restraining chain removed. Unlike the group, hers are locked and require a key to release them, which the guard does. Once she’s free, she climbs onto the station, a bench that resembles a picnic table sawed in half lengthwise. Her head hangs over the high side while the guard straps her arms to the upper level, then he straps her legs to the low side but spread further apart than what was done in the discipline room. Grace assumes she’s being opened for a very specific reason.

The second slave sits on the lower bench of the other station and the guard tilts the upper one to angle against her back. He straps her arms to the upper bench but also attaches her collar to a hook from behind. The woman’s legs are then strapped to the lower bench with the same leather straps as the first, but once she’s in place the guard raises the lower bench with a crank on the side of the station until her feet are over her head. As with the first, her feet are spread apart to allow access, Grace is now convinced.

“Do we have any virgins in the group,” the guard who led them into the room asks in a booming voice that seems louder than it needed to be. The girls don’t respond and he doesn’t ask again. “We’ll find out soon enough if you’re not being honest about it,” he adds with a crooked smile.

Two girls raise their hands. “We can just do oral, or we can pop your cherry,” he says to them and they blush furiously as they are right next to Grace. She was suddenly grateful for her bumbling adventure with Freddie Moran a few months ago. “Makes no difference to us.”

One of the girls mumbles something unintelligible and the guard orders her to speak up.

“What if you don’t want to do either?” she squeaks.

“Well, sorry, little lady. That’s not an option. You signed a consent form, remember? This is one of the many things you consented to.”

The door to the main room swings open and three black guards walk into the room laughing about something as they survey the cages first and then the stations. The tallest of the three walks to the slave strapped on her knees and unbuckles his belt, unbuttons his pants, and extracts a black cock that shocks Grace to her core. It is huge, veined, rigid, and almost angry looking. He continues his quiet conversation with his compatriots as he steps behind the slave’s body and plunges his cock into her vagina if the grunt she makes is any indication of what happened as Grace doesn’t have a good view or the action from her angle. The guard continues talking and laughing as his hips sway forward and back, the slave’s face wincing at each thrust.

After a time, the guard withdraws his cock from the slave’s hole. Grace is mesmerized by the glistening wetness of it compared to the second guard’s cock, now exposed but dry as he waits his turn. The first guard, holding up his pants as he circles around the far side of the station, steps in front of the slave and mounts a stool or some sort of step, as his wet cock was now level with the slave’s mouth. She opens her mouth to accept him, if not enthusiastically then at least without resistance. He eases his cock into her mouth just as the second guard begins to fuck her from behind. They soon establish a synchronized rhythm and continue conversing and laughing as they penetrate the poor woman from opposite sides.

Grace soon realizes she is appalled and excited by what she was witnessing when she is suddenly struck by the realization that this is what she will have to submit to before she is released from her temporary bondage. Her eyes, already as wide as half-dollars, begin to fill with tears at the prospect of being violated in such a manner, and by huge black penises, not the small white dick that her only other lover wielded. Tears fall onto her breasts as she contemplates her fate, and she hears whimpering in the surrounding cages mingling with the laughter of the guards.

At long last, the first guard disengages from the slave’s mouth and turns to face the second slave, who has been waiting patiently because what choice does she have? Grace realizes. He steps off the stool and walks with his pants still held up by one hand. He moves into position between the second slave’s upraised thighs and enters her. She grunts but doesn’t wince as the first slave did. The first guard quickly resumes his rhythm, now alone in his endeavors, as the second guard disengages from the first slave’s pussy and circles the station to avail himself of her mouth as the first guard did. He is replaced behind her by the third guard, who as far as Grace can tell, is endowed with the largest of the three penises she’s seen so far.

“She been lubed, Charlie?” The first guard asks the one who is still fully dressed and who brought the girls into the room to explain the playroom rules.

“Not by me,” the guard responds. “You want some?”

“No, she’s good and wet. Won’t be a problem.” Grace watches in horror, her angle perfect now to see what’s being done to the second slave’s holes when the first guard withdraws his slimy cock from her vagina and eases it into her dark passage. The second slave now matches or exceeds the first slave’s expression of discomfort as he slides his cock home up her ass. She moans loudly as he begins to fuck her with greater tempo and enthusiasm until finally he gasps and grunts and flexes his back, his eyes locked on the ceiling. Grace can only assume he’s orgasming in the poor slave's ass, a fact that is quickly confirmed when he withdraws his wilting penis and a glob of white cream oozes from her lower hole.

“So that’s the program, ladies,” the guard named Charlie tells them. “We have three sets of belts that we’ll be using on each station so we can get through this phase of your visit in no time at all,” he continues, as the first guard, now spent, tucks himself back into his pants and strides out of the room. He is quickly replaced by another guard who surveys the room but doesn’t move to take his place in line to fuck the first slave. And when the other two guards have cycled through the two stations, each orgasming in the second slave’s ass, the new guard unbuckles the slaves' leather straps holding them to the stations and walks them out the door into the main room.

“Okay, ladies,” Charlie, their unofficial master-of-ceremonies intones. “Now that you know what’s going to happen, who wants to volunteer to go first?” 

Grace decided while she was hanging by her wrists the day before never to go first again when anyone asks for volunteers, so she keeps her hands at her sides and looks around. She sees three hands go up, one of them being Destiny. Her stomach clenches as she watches the guard open Destiny’s cage and walk her to the first station. He has her kneel on the lower bench and straps her legs firmly in place just in front of Grace’s cage, then he has her lean forward and does the same with her arms. She waits and looks excited and nervous as the guard repeats the steps with the other two volunteers, both of whom he positions next to Destiny on the first station.

“We need at least one more but preferably two or three of you ladies to step up and man the second station. Any more volunteers, or do I just have to pick someone to start us off?”

The girls look around nervously but no one raises their hand. Grace tries to crouch down in her cage in a futile effort to disappear from the guard’s view, and she sighs a breath of relief when he picks Natalie for the lone occupant of the second bench. Grace chastises herself for enjoying the idea that Natalie, who is responsible in Grace’s mind for getting her into this predicament, will be the sole focus of the guards in the same way the second slave who preceded her at the second station was.

No, Grace admits to herself. I’m here because I agreed to be here. Natalie may have duped her into coming - indirectly through Destiny - but without Grace’s consent, none of this would be happening to her.

Still, Natalie looks as unhappy as a girl can look as the guard positions her on the bench and lifts her legs to expose her holes for the guards to finish in. For all the guards to finish in. Grace wonders if even Natalie deserves that fate, but it doesn’t change her resolve not to volunteer to join her.

“Okay, here we go,” the guard says with glee as he walks to the door to the main room and opens it a crack. “We got at least a dozen guards waitin’ and a couple dozen more making their way here, so all you ladies who are still in the cages, don’t you worry your pretty little heads. There’s plenty of black cock to go around.” He cackles as he pulls the door wide open and a line of guards files into the room.

Destiny is strapped to the first station just a few feet from Grace’s cage and the girl looks at her in terror as the sounds of the crowd behind her become almost deafening. She closes her eyes and tears stream down her face as the first guard undoes his pants and leans into Destiny’s open pussy. Grace can’t see the actual penetration from her angle but she can see the results on Destiny’s face as the girl gasps and cries outright, but the guard takes his time with her and before long she stops crying and begins rocking in time with the guard’s thrusts into her. Grace watches in amazement as Destiny’s demeanor changes completely from one of terror to something resembling enjoyment. The other two girls next to her at the first station undergo similar transformations. Before long each of the three girls is moaning in pleasure as the guards smile and exchange knowing glances with each other.

Destiny’s guard is the first to disengage from behind her and circle the station to offer his wet cock for her consideration. He doesn’t force himself on her but allows her to get used to the idea of taking his impressive member in her mouth. Destiny licks the tip and then kisses it tentatively until another guard enters her from behind. Destiny grunts as her body is shoved forward and the cock penetrates her lips almost as an afterthought. The guards sync their rhythm much as the first ones did with the slaves and Destiny opens her eyes and looks up at the guard now fucking her mouth. Grace can’t tell if she’s actually enjoying it but she’s not crying, or even protesting. Grace finds herself getting wet as she watches her friend being taken at both ends.

The other two guards that began behind the other two girls at the first station likewise disengage and come to the front as two others take their place behind. Grace has no way of knowing if they are using the girls’ pussies or asses but she assumes from their lack of outright pain and rebellion that the three are all being used as God intended women be used by men. The moans from the girls fill the room as all eyes are locked on the sight of three girls sucking three black cocks next to each other, a sight Grace has never seen or even imagined before but which is now locked in her memory forever.

“Let’s get you ready, little lady,” Charlie says to Natalie as he douses his hand with lube and fingers her asshole. Grace has a perfect view of his digital penetration and Natalie’s reaction to it, which is less than enthusiastic. But when the first guard steps away from using Destiny’s mouth and turns to finish in Natalie, he bypasses her available pussy and goes right for her tight if glistening pucker. Natalie gasps and shuts her eyes tight at the sudden violation but the guard, perhaps aware that she’s not experienced in that way, takes his time easing his thick black cock into her dark passage. Once his head pops through the slight barrier her anus offered at first, he begins to fuck her in earnest, clearly intent on finishing quickly to make room for the others.

The disjointed procession of black men fucking the girls attached to the stations proceeds apace until Charlie steps up and raises his hands. The men keep on fucking but the talking stops momentarily.

“We’re gonna need more of you to take their places, ladies. Do we have any volunteers or will I have to make the choices for you?”

Grace looks at Destiny and the girl pleads with her eyes. Grace raises her hand and is swiftly recognized and approached to be released from her cage. Another guard unstraps Destiny and Grace is led past her as she stumbles back to her cage to be locked in again, to the dismay of every girl in the room. Grace is still looking at her friend when the guard nudges her to climb onto the bench. Grace looks up at him and nods without comment.

As she’s strapped in, she glances behind her and sees the guard who was just fucking Destiny, her juices still wet on his intimidating cock, waiting and eyeing her without smiling. Everyone in the room has turned serious as the progression of guards is now in full swing, with an even bigger crowd waiting at the door to the main room and more outside. Grace feels the straps lock her legs in place and then her arms and the cock behind her press against her pussy which thankfully is still wet from watching the proceedings from her cage. She grunts as the cock penetrates her lips, slowly but relentlessly, filling her chamber as nothing she’s ever dreamed of before, certainly a far cry from her first and only other lover’s puny white dick. As her second lover ever pushes deeper and deeper into her chamber, the guard in front of her nudges her lips with his cock and she looks up at him. He is not smiling either. She opens her mouth and he takes advantage of the implied invitation to fill her with his manhood. He tastes salty and masculine in a way she never could have predicted but recognizes immediately. She balls her fists as he reaches the back of her throat and gags her slightly but backs off before she chokes. She has no trouble breathing and is thankful for small miracles.

Her two lovers establish a synched rhythm quickly but keep it steady - no sudden urgency as she experienced with that putz, Freddie Moran, when she lost her virginity just a few months ago. This experience is so different and almost enjoyable although she is not there yet. More than anything, she’s enduring their use of her. She’s the tool of their enjoyment as the designers of this exercise surely intended all along.

Suddenly, it dawns on her - this is the true purpose of a sex slave. To be used. To provide sex to men at their whim. This is the real lesson of this wretched weekend, one she will never forget as long as she lives. The realization that she is nothing but a mouth and a cunt to these men, that she exists at this moment to serve their carnal needs and desires, overwhelms Grace and inflames her own desire. She understands her place in this point in time as a means to an end - she is not a person but an instrument of pleasure. She will do more than merely tolerate their use of her body, she will revel in their enjoyment of it, of her. She will do more than endure, she will flourish, if only for this brief interlude.

Then the man behind her touches her. She can’t turn to look but he must be reaching between her thighs and manipulating her clit because who else would it be? Grace is no stranger to masturbation or orgasms, but her knowledge of them is to this point has been furtive and mostly unsatisfying. This is anything but. The fingers against her erect clit, the thick cock sawing in and out of her wet sex, the black erection stretching her mouth and filling her throat all combine to vault her to the edge of a climax she’s never dared to imagine before and then without warning launch her into the abyss. Her body shakes with the raging electricity that is coursing through her and she struggles against her bonds in an effort to do something, anything, which only inflames her more. When the cocks withdraw from her mouth and cunt, she hangs her head and sobs at the inequity of it all - her first real sexual experience and she is in no position to fully enjoy it, even if it was the most incredible experience of her young life so far.

“No rest for the weary,” the guard now standing in front of her says with a tone that compels her to lift her head. He wastes no time shoving he wet cock into her mouth and she recoils but is unable to resist his wanton violation of her mouth and throat, just as another cock, the largest so far, is filling her chamber from behind, its owner faceless and nameless but also relentless and almost ruthless. Her vagina is now super sensitive from her orgasm and to be used again so quickly is neither wanted nor enjoyable. Now, the sex is too much but she is powerless to stop it. She would if she could but she can’t. Now, she really is forced to endure.

The two fuck her from both ends for what seems to Grace to be an eternity until it’s over. She has the presence of mind to prepare herself for another violation, another onslaught but it doesn’t come. Instead, someone is unbuckling her straps and lifts her from the bench. She’s ushered to the grate near the far wall where she’s able to urinate for the first time since she was in her cage this morning. She squats and holds onto the bars, dousing her feet and shackles, but the guard who escorted her to the grate picks up the hose hanging on a hook and sprays her feet and lower legs. She’s then led back to her cage and locked in, standing with no room to sit down as before. Her legs are wobbly from the stress of being strapped to the benches and fucked for her time at the first station, so she leans back and braces her knees against the front of the cage to ease the stain in her thighs.

“You okay?” Destiny asks from her cage next to Grace’s. She manages to nod but can’t muster the energy to say anything. She glances at her friend who looks almost fully recovered from her time on the benches, then she looks at the second station. Natalie is no longer strapped in the middle of the bench - two other girls now have their arms and legs held in place as two guards ply their nether region with vigorous thrusts. Grace looks away, her head falling forward until her chin meets her chest.

The rest of the morning passes slowly as the rest of the girls in the group are attached to the benches, fucked fore and aft or just in their dark passage depending on where they landed, then returned to their holding cages. When the last of the guards had been serviced, Charlie, the guard who orchestrated the event, closes the door to the main room and releases the last five girls from their leather restraints. Grace is suddenly overwhelmed by the thought that they were lucky they didn’t have to each take a turn on both of the stations - one was hard enough.

“Ladies, that concludes your experience this weekend. Everyone here at the Beaumont Processing Facility hopes you found your time with us instructional and even enlightening. Bear with me as I prepare you all for your final processing before we release you for your trip home.”

‘Your trip home.’ Grace is so ready to return to her life in the US that she puts any concerns about how her parents would react to her being gone for 36 hours out of her mind. All she wants is a long, luxurious shower, a real meal with hot food served on a plate, and her own bed, with its soft sheets, warm comforter, and actual, blessed pillows to cradle her aching head. When exactly her head began to ache she couldn’t remember - she only knew that it had been for some time.

She watches as the lone guard releases each girl one at a time from her cage, clips the five-point chains to her collar, manacles, and shackles, and slow-marches her out the door to the main room, presumably for a long walk back to the reception area near the front of the facility, as each trip takes forever in Grace’s opinion. Finally, he releases her and she is indeed led to the room where they were first made aware of what they had gotten themselves into. Grace looks longingly at the door to where the lockers holding her clothes are along with everyone else’s and takes her seat in the combination chair and desk that still reminds her of grade school.

When the last of the group finally arrives, Mrs. Jenkins, the black woman who greeted them yesterday morning on the bus - was that just yesterday? - enters the room with six other girls in chains and gold cuffs and collars. The girls in Grace’s group look at each other in confusion as the guard rolls a cart into the room behind the six girls they’ve not seen before this moment. Grace notices that the girls are not just restrained with five-point chains but also to each other at the wrists, with the chain between them passing between their legs to the girl behind or in front. As they shuffle as a single unit to the middle of the room, Mrs. Jenkins takes the cart from the guard, which Grace notices contains a round basket filled with what looks like bingo balls. Confused, she looks at Destiny sitting next to her and raises her eyebrows in silent question but her friend only offers a similar look and a shrug.

“Ladies, I hope you all enjoyed your stay with us,” Mrs. Jenkins calls out to the silent group in front of her. “We do hope you tell your friends about your experience with us and we hope to see you again real soon.” The girls chained together next to the guard exchange glances and it seems to Grace they do not look happy to be ending their stay at the Beaumont Processing Facility. Grace can’t imagine why they would feel that way - she can hardly wait to leave.

Then Mrs. Jenkins ads, with a sly grin, “But before we let you go, it’s time for the lottery.”


7 - The Lottery

“For those sitting down, our weekend visitors, let me explain,” Mrs. Jenkins begins. “These ladies with gold-colored hardware have spent a full week with us. They signed up for a more immersive slave experience and I think they will all agree that they received exactly that.” The black guard turns to smile at the six girls chained to each other at the front of the classroom and they all glance at her, some of them nodding. Grace is astonished that anyone would willingly subject themselves to a full week at the Beaumont Processing Facility but, she admits if only to herself, she allowed herself to be held for most of a weekend.

“Now, one of the special considerations we offer to our gold clients is the knowledge that at the end of the week, one of them is guaranteed to be pressed into permanent slavery and sold at auction. This does two things - it allows us to offer a weeks-long stay at our facility at no charge to any of them, something which normally entails a considerable fee, but more importantly, it provides each of our gold-collared guests here the understanding that this experience might not end after a mere seven days. All of them are at substantial risk of being kept forever and they are secure in the knowledge that one of them will be. I think they will all agree that it changes the psychological impact of their stay with us, right ladies?” she asks with a big smile. The women look at her and nod but none of them are smiling.

Grace is appalled. She glances at Destiny but doesn’t catch her eye.

“Now, here’s how we’ll play Confederate Roulette this afternoon,” Mrs. Jenkins continues. “It’s pretty simple - there are one hundred numbered balls in this basket. I will draw a ball out of our basket for each of the ladies here, and the one with the lowest number gets processed into slavery immediately while the others are free to go. Everyone clear on the procedure? Good.”

The smiling guard steps behind the cart and turns a crank on the basket. The wooden balls make an awful racket as they spin around inside the basket and a few of the girls standing at the front of the classroom wince. Grace looks at each of them closely for the first time since they were led into the room. Their ages appear to be more diverse than her group’s - one looks almost thirty and two others appear to be in their mid-twenties. The other three could pass for classmates of her own group.

After a long and seemingly torturous spin of the basket, Mrs. Jenkins brings it to a halt, opens a door, and reaches inside, pulling out a ball. She walks down the line of women and hands the ball to the one at the far end of the line. “Please announce your number, dear,” she says gently to the girl who is now very much distraught.

“Fifteen,” the girl says through her tears as she grips the ball. The other girls and women in the line exchange looks, some of them looking more hopeful, others just looking as if they’re in shock.

Mrs. Jenkins takes her time making her way back to the basket, seemingly intent on dragging out the process as long as possible. She cranks the basket again, not as long as the first time but certainly longer than necessary in Grace’s estimation. She pulls out another ball, looks at it but says nothing, then strolls down the lineup and hands it to the next woman, the one who looks the oldest of the group.

“Seventy-five,” the woman says with obvious and overwhelming relief. She smiles to the point of becoming giddy, but when the girl next to her almost breaks down blubbering, the woman looks at her in horror and contains her glee. Mrs. Jenkins smiles again and ambles back to the basket.

The spin, selection, walk, and announcement regimen is repeated three more times and the first girl in line remains the loser each time. She is wailing when the next to last number is announced until Mrs. Jenkins admonishes her to control herself. The girl is either unwilling or unable to do so, so Mrs. Jenkins picks up her baton, which she had placed on the cart before the lottery had begun, walks to the end of the line, and touches the crying girl's ribs, shocking her briefly but effectively.

“Control yourself, dear,” Mrs. Jenkins says to her in an incongruously gentle voice.

The woman at the far end of the line, the only one without a ball and the first girl’s only hope at redemption is shaking noticeably as Mrs. Jenkins returns to the cart to spin the basket for the last time. The first girl is weeping quietly as the ball is extracted from the basket and handed to the sixth and final participant. Grace watches her eyes closely as she turns the ball over in her hands in search of the number, and for reasons unknown to Grace, her heart sinks as she watches the color drain from the woman’s face and her mouth twist into a twitching, trembling mess.

“Fourteen,” she says, her voice almost inaudible. The crying girl at the other end of the line snaps her head around and falls to her knees, crying uncontrollably but these are tears of happiness. The woman just closes her eyes and slumps but doesn’t react nearly as much as Grace expected.

“Max, would you please escort our new slave to the processing room?” Mrs. Jenkins says to one of the male guards by the door of the classroom. He walks briskly to the woman and unhooks the chain that connects her to the rest of the line, then grabs her arm at the elbow and walks her toward the door. The woman begins to cry in earnest but doesn’t resist or even protest and is soon out of the room and lost to the system.

“James,” Mrs. Jenkins tells another guard. “Please take these lucky ladies to reception for immediate release.” The women, all looking dazed but relieved, file out of the room toward freedom, their week-long ordeal almost over. Each handed their numbered wooden balls to the guard as they passed her and she deposited them back into the basket.

“Alright,” Mrs. Jenkins says to Grace and her group. “On to the next lottery. As I’m sure you have figured out by now, we have a different procedure for your group. As we said during your orientation yesterday, your odds of being selected for processing are much lower than what you just witnessed. I’m going to pass out cards with numbers on them to each of you. Once everyone has a number, I’ll select a ball at random from the basket. If none of you has that number, then you’re all free to go. Obviously, if your number is selected, you will be taken to the processing room for admission into the system.” She waits and catches each of their eyes as she looks over the group. “Any questions?”

No one says a word.

The guard picks up a stack of notecards from the cart and passes through the rows of desks handing one card to each girl in turn. Grace looks up at the woman as she hands her a card and wills herself not to break down. She turns the card over to see that her number is thirteen. Lucky or unlucky? She’ll find out soon enough.

“Everyone all set?” Mrs. Jenkins asks with another big smile as she turns the crank. Grace wonders how it can sound even more menacing than before but of course, she knows the answer - this one matters to her personally. Why did she sign the consent form yesterday? What was she thinking? Was that really just yesterday?

She looks up from the card as the basket finally settles and Mrs. Jenkins opens the trap door to extract a numbered ball. Grace’s heart is pounding so hard that she can barely breathe and the roaring in her ears threatens to drown out the crucial announcement that might end her life as she knows it. She tries to stop her lips from quivering but she finds it impossible. She grips the side of the desk and watches as Mrs. Jenkins holds up the ball and smiles broadly.

“Thirteen.”
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1 - Processed

Grace Rooney looks at the black female guard, Mrs. Jenkins, in disbelief. She hides the card on the desk in front of her, not needing to see it because she knows what it says.

“Does anyone have the number thirteen?” Mrs. Jenkins asks the group of high school seniors sitting in a windowless room at the Beaumont Processing Facility in the New Confederacy. “Anyone have thirteen?”

Grace stares at her hand for only a moment to make sure the card is not visible. If willing it to disappear could make it so, she wouldn’t have to admit anything.

“Everyone please turn your cards up on the desk and put your hands in your laps,” the woman with the black baton instructs the group. Grace doesn’t have to look around to see the other girls comply with the guard’s direct order. She knows she’s risking being shocked with the two electrodes at the end of Mrs. Jenkins’s baton as the guard walks down the aisle of desks, inspecting the other cards, but she can’t bring herself to follow her simple instructions. Grace just watches in horror as the woman approaches.

“Dear,” Mrs. Jenkins says in a kind, almost motherly tone. “Let me see your card.” Grace is staring at her hands but she can feel the woman’s looming presence. She raises her eyes to look her in the eyes and pleads with her silently not to force her to reveal her number. The woman is smiling, incongruously. Her expression doesn’t change.

“Please,” Grace begs her.

“Let me see your number, dear.” She shifts the baton in her hand. She doesn’t move it enough to threaten Grace but her message is crystal clear.

Grace begins to cry. Her lips tremble and her mouth is dry as tears roll down her cheeks. She never wanted to sign the contract in the first place. She’s only eighteen - too young for her signature to have any weight - so this is all a big misunderstanding. This can’t be real.

This cannot be real.

“Show me your number,” the guard says with less kindness, none really, and an unmistakable threat. The baton shifts again and Grace can’t take her eyes off the two sliver nubs at the end as they are now almost in position to inflict severe pain. She leans away from them involuntarily. She begins to shake uncontrollably.

She turns over the card.

“That’s what I thought,” Mrs. Jenkins says, the gentleness back in her tone. “James, we have another one for processing,” she calls out to the male guard near the door at the front of the room. “Stand up, dear,” she says, the last words Grace will ever hear from her.

The male guard, a hulking presence compared to the rather diminutive female, strides down the other aisle to Grace’s desk and waits. Grace rises slowly and he doesn’t rush her, but when she slides out from the confines of the desk and into the aisle next to him, he grabs her arm just above her elbow, not hard but hard enough, and nudges her forward. She walks up the aisle trying to keep from looking at the eyes she feels looking at her - naked except for her bronze collar, her bronze manacles, her bronze shackles, and the chain linking all five to each other - her nudity doesn’t register at all. She’s been nude since shortly after she arrived at noon yesterday, as have all of her classmates, and it almost feels normal, as much as anything can feel normal under these bizarre circumstances.

But nothing is normal about the fact that she just lost her freedom. Inconceivable as it seems, she sees no way to stop the process that is suddenly being foisted upon her. One she never anticipated, didn’t really agree to, and can’t even begin to comprehend. All she can understand is that the man walking behind her - with his electric baton at the ready to encourage her cooperation - is marching her up the aisle and toward the door that leads out of the room. She is leaving her classmates behind - she’s leaving everything behind. When she walks out that door, she will be taking her last steps as a free person, as a person at all, and begin the transition to property. Whose property, she has no idea. She is lost completely, in more ways than one.

When she arrives at the door, the chains connecting her shackles forcing short, demeaning steps, she looks up at the door handle and realizes her manacles will not allow her to reach it. She turns to the guard and catches sight of the rest of the girls in her group - all staring at her with looks of fear, dismay, and horror on their faces. Her best friend since kindergarten, Destiny Austin, is crying openly, blubbering in fact, no doubt remembering how she talked Grace into coming on this nightmare of a trip in the first place.

The only face that Grace sees that looks out of place is Natalie Jones, the girl who organized this ‘experience’ for her eighteenth birthday celebration. The girl who is ultimately responsible for what is happening to Grace is not crying - she’s smiling. Grace can’t process it but she will carry that image with her forever.

The male guard reaches past her for the door handle and pulls it open, nudging Grace to keep moving. She looks away from the other girls for the last time and walks through the open door into the main room of the Beaumont Processing Facility just over the border from the state she was born in, grew up in, and would never see again. As a slave in the New Confederacy, the life she once lived, just over twenty-four hours ago, is over.

Her new life is about to begin.

~ ~ ~

“What did you do?” Destiny asks Natalie as tears stream down her face. “What did you do to her?” she screams at the girl whose birthday they are supposedly celebrating.

“I didn’t do anything, Destiny,” Natalie replies, not even trying to hide her smirk. “She signed the contract just like everybody in here. We all knew the risks. She just got unlucky.”

“You never told me about the damn lottery, Natalie. You never said a word about it. And now Grace is gone. What am I going to tell her parents? How can I ever explain it to them?”

Natalie shrugs and almost sneers at her. “What do I care? Tell them whatever you like.” The girl turns to the guard, Mrs. Jenkins, who has been watching the proceedings with a detached look that makes Destiny want to grab her by the neck and throttle her. But her own restraints and the guard’s electric baton make that impossible. She wants to scream at her but she knows it will do no good. Grace, her best friend, is gone, and nothing she can do will bring her back.

Nothing.

~ ~ ~

The raucous din of the main room assaults Grace as soon as she steps through the doorway. The guard takes a few seconds to close the door behind him, giving her a moment to look at the collection of slaves in cages across the huge expanse of the main room at the Beaumont Processing Facility. When she first saw this scene, at least she felt secure in the knowledge that however unpleasant and demeaning it would be to spend the night as a slave, it was temporary. Now the reality that it is permanent slams into Grace with the force of a freight train, leveling her emotionally if not physically. Tears continue to stream down her cheeks and drip onto her breasts but her manacles and chain prevent her from wiping her eyes even if she wanted to. Truth is, she’s beyond wanting to dry her tears, maybe forever.

“Keep moving,” the guard intones as he touches her back with his baton. She flinches, expecting to be shocked but nothing happens. She shuffles forward between the last row of cages and the outer wall of the main room with its forty-foot ceiling and harsh fluorescent lighting. She moves slowly but the guard doesn’t prod her again until they reach the corner of the building and a door that leads to the part of the building near the main entrance. She notices the procession of newly processed slaves waiting in line to be restrained, their necks and wrists, and ankles free of the dull silver restraints worn by all the permanent slaves she met last night in the cages in the main room. The guard escorting her pulls open the door to the processing unit, one she bypassed yesterday when she was a mere visitor, a tourist. Her eyes well up at the memory of that short time ago.

“Wait here,” the guard tells her as she stands near the door while he disappears inside. The door closes and she stands alone, looking around at the line of slaves waiting to be collared. She looks at her manacles and shackles, knowing they will be removed but only to be replaced when she joins that line. Her temporary restraints will be exchanged for permanent, lifelong, symbols of bondage, of non-personhood. Now, she is property. Of whom, she doesn’t know. She doesn’t care.

“Inside,” the guard barks at her when the door swings open. He unclips the chains from her collar and manacles, then he uses a small tool to unlock all of her hardware. She rubs her wrists unconsciously, still raw from her ordeal the day before in the discipline room, where she hung by her manacles for an hour as a taste of the kinds of punishments the facility can inflict on slaves. Once the guard released her shackles he stands and grabs her arm above the elbow again and walks her to a padded table, indicating she’s to climb on. When she does, he tells her to roll over onto her stomach and when she does, he pulls a thick leather strap across her waist and buckles it, locking her arms at her side and pinning her to the table.

Then he walks away and she hears the same door open and close. She looks around as best she can but sees no one. So she waits.

And waits.

After a long while - she has no idea how long because there’s no clock in the room - another door opens and a black male technician in a green uniform enters the room. He doesn’t say a word to Grace. He walks to a counter with plastic bins lining the wall and opens a drawer. Grace strains her neck to see what he takes out of the drawer but the angle is too much and her neck rebels so she lays her head on the table and waits. The tech circles behind her and she flips her head around but doesn’t see his hands which are below the table when he passes close to her. She feels him swab her bottom with something cold and smells alcohol soon after. She braces herself and feels a needle penetrate her skin as she sort of expected but it still makes her jump.

“What was that?” she asks in a small voice.

He doesn’t answer. She tries to look back at what he’s doing but she can’t see anything but his head and shoulders. He ignores her look and focuses on whatever he’s got near her thigh on the table. Another swab with alcohol higher on her hip is followed by a searing pain that causes her to scream. She doesn’t bother asking this time.

The tech continues to stand at the table and another searing pain in the exact same spot elicits another scream. Then he pinches the same area causing more pain, longer in duration but less severe. He applies a bandage of some sort from what she can feel. The tech then walks back to the counter but she doesn’t have the energy or the inclination to look at him.

She hears him open another drawer and now she’s curious but by the time she flips her head around to look, he’s already at her other hip, swabbing her skin again. The same procedure as before is repeated on her left hip, searing pain, more pain, pinching pain, and some sort of bandage. When the guard is finished he goes back to the bench and then leaves the room.

He never uttered a word to her.

It occurs to Grace that this is the way she would be treated from now on - as an inanimate object, a piece of property, not unlike a dog at a vet's office or perhaps a toaster in a warehouse. She is no longer a person and she’d better get used to it. Thoughts of her friends and especially Destiny, looking at her in stunned silence as she left them behind, would be her last memory of her life before her abduction. She still couldn’t think of it as anything other than an abduction, even though she signed that infernal contract or release or whatever Mrs. Jenkins called it. The one that Natalie, the instigator of this whole fiasco bullied her into signing. Natalie, whom she didn’t know all that well when informed by Destiny that they were invited to come on the trip to ‘experience’ life as a slave for a day, which turned into a weekend, then morphed into a life-changing abduction.

Natalie - who smiled as Grace was led away.

Natalie.

“Alright, let’s get her up and out of here,” a guard she can’t see announces as he enters the room through the same door she did however long ago. “Looks like she’s all set and good to go.” She doesn’t respond as he isn’t expecting her to, he’s talking to himself more than her, as if she’s not even there when clearly she is.

Then she realizes there are two black-clad male guards in the room. The one unbuckles the straps on the table and the other waits by the door as she climbs to the floor. She is still unrestrained but she knows that will change at her next stop. The guard opens the door and grasps her arm in his large black hand and eases her into the main room again, the din almost as overwhelming as before. He doesn’t say anything but guides her to the end of a line of women and girls waiting to be collared, manacled, and shackled with the dull silver hardware that all the slaves in the cages wore. Hundreds of slaves, forever restrained, as she soon would be.

The guard walks her to the end of the line and leaves her, trusting that she will follow along behind the girls in front of her. She looks at them as they wait, sneaking glances when they aren’t aware. All five of them look to be about her age or slightly older. All are relatively attractive with nice figures, long hair, and pleasant features only partly marred by sour expressions. She wonders if she measures up and what the consequences will be if she doesn’t. The slave industry, Mrs. Jenkins told her and her friends at orientation yesterday, had morphed from agricultural labor before the Great Depression to primarily sexual in nature since it was revived in the 1960s, with freed blacks supplying most of the presumably paid labor to manage the new crop of slaves, of which she was now one.

“Step lively,” a black female technician in a green uniform instructs her as she finds herself next in line to be fitted with a permanent collar. She hopes the woman doesn’t unwittingly put her in a collar that chokes her as there appears to be no way to correct any mistakes. The woman eyes her neck for a second before turning to a row of bins that all contain open collars. She doesn’t hesitate when she selects Grace’s collar and wraps it around her neck. She does hesitate briefly as she closes the gap just before it snaps shut and Grace’s hope flickers in her chest that maybe the guard realizes this is all a huge mistake, but less than a second later her stomach drops as the woman locks the device with a gentle click that is much more ominous than it sounds.

“Move along,” the guard tells her dispassionately. Grace slides to her left and waits for the slave in front of her to finish. Two clicks of her manacles means that Grace is next and she shifts into place.

No words are exchanged but Grace’s wrists are locked into matching silver manacles that are even lighter than the temporary bronze-colored ones she was fitted with yesterday. She shuffles down the line and is fitted with matching shackles at the next to the last station, then a five-point chain that, unlike yesterday’s version, is slightly thicker and heavier, more restrictive, and locks into place with a key that hangs around the technician’s neck.

The chain prevents Grace from straightening fully as it is connected to each piece of her new hardware. She can raise her head almost fully when her ankles are touching but not quite. When she’s walking, with shortened steps due to the short length of the chain between her ankles, her head is pulled downward by the chain attached to her collar. Each movement impedes every other movement, she discovers, even more than the chains she wore as a visitor.

With her chains in place, she is fully restrained, so she shuffles to the clutch of other girls standing at the end of the row of restraining stations. The line behind her has petered out so only four girls and one young woman are being attended to. When they are through the stations, the women technicians exit through the door that Grace remembers leads to the front entrance. She has no idea what time it is but assumes that on a Sunday, the business of processing new slaves ends early.

“Okay, slaves,” a male guard booms behind the group of freshly collared slaves. “Follow me.” Yesterday, when a guard addressed her and her friends, back when she was still a person, a visitor for the weekend, the guard said ‘ladies’ even if it was with obvious irony. Now, all pretenses have been dropped - she is a slave, not a person. They all are.

The group shuffles behind the guard who seems to be walking at a practiced pace, just slow enough that they don’t fall behind but fast enough that they all have to hurry with their restricted half steps to keep up with him. He leads them down an aisle of cages in the main room until they come to an empty cage. The first girl in line is unlocked with the guard’s key and her chains are tossed into the cage before she is ordered to crawl in. The cage is locked and the group moves on without looking back at the girl they left behind. All the cages are filled with young girls and the occasional middle-aged woman as they make their way down the aisle. Most are ignoring them, talking quietly to their neighbors, or sleeping, but a few watch them pass with blank stares. Grace can’t bring herself to look at them for long and after a while, she keeps her eyes on the guard's feet.

By the time all the girls in front of Grace are caged and she’s next, she finds herself looking forward to being caged so she can pee and have a drink of water and a biscuit, all of which she learned about last night during her supposed short overnight visit. The guard orders her to stop at the next empty cage, unlocks her chains, and waits for her to crawl inside. He locks her in and the sound almost guts her, but she ignores her pain and lifts the lid on her bucket so she can pee. She is no longer embarrassed after just a day of conditioning at the loud noise her stream makes as it hits the side of the short galvanized bucket. When she’s empty, she grabs the brown canister at the top of her cage and removes a wipe, cleans her vagina, and replaces the top of the bucket to contain the smell. She sits in the cage and looks around at her neighbors before she reaches for the water canister. A sudden chill runs through her as she wonders if her predecessor in the cage might have emptied the canister, but as soon as she slides it from its sleeve she can tell it’s full. She sips the water judiciously even though she’s had no water since early that morning, then she pops the third canister from its sleeve and opens it to find the full complement of dry, almost tasteless but filling biscuits contained within. She taps one out into her other hand and replaces the lid and the canister, then sits down to dinner, such as it is. She resists the urge to take a big bite out of the small biscuit, intent on making it last as long as possible, to make it seem like more than it is in her empty belly, and to distract her as long as possible while she waits for lights out. She has no idea how long that will be.

~ ~ ~

Destiny is standing outside of Grace’s house, trying to will herself to go up to the front door and confess what happened to the Rooneys’ daughter but she can’t force herself to do it. So she just stands on the sidewalk staring at the house and wishing she was anywhere else in the world. At this moment, she would gladly change places with Grace and become a slave herself.

She was the sole reason Grace agreed to go on that disastrous trip just to scratch a stupid itch that Destiny imagined she had to see what life was like as a slave of the New Confederacy. She naively thought that she and Grace would spend a few hours being restrained, eating crappy food, maybe getting spanked or even just yelled at before they called it a day and came home to their families and friends. Which is exactly what the other thirteen girls who went on their stupid excursion into the one place in the world where slavery is legal did - they came home, none the worse for their experience. Only Grace was kept, taken into the system, and it was all her fault.

“Destiny?” a voice calls out to her, the pain in it hitting Destiny like a rock. “Where’s Grace?” Mrs. Rooney yells at her as she comes running down the path from her front door. “What’s going on, Destiny? We’re sick with worry and we can’t find her anywhere.”

Mr. Rooney appears at the front door as his wife reaches Destiny and grabs her shoulders. “Do you know anything? I talked to your mother this morning when I realized Grace hadn’t come home last night and she said you didn’t either. Where were you and where’s my daughter?” she screams at the cowering girl and gripping her so hard Destiny knows she’s left marks.

“I’m so sorry, Mrs. Rooney,” Destiny wails and the woman screams and falls to her knees. Mr. Rooney charges down the path and kneels next to his wife but he looks at Destiny with his face contorted with rage.

“Where did you go?” Mr. Rooney yells at her as Mrs. Rooney wails and buries her face in her hands. “What did you do, Destiny?”

“I’m so sorry,” is all she can manage to say but she can’t stop saying it.

~ ~ ~

“Hey,” the girl in the cage next to her says and Grace swings her head around to find a pretty brunette a bit older than her, perhaps twenty.

“Hey,” Grace replies as she continues to chew on her nourishment.

“Been here long?” the girl asks in a thick Southern accent.

“Since yesterday,” Grace responds. “You?”

“This’ll be my third night. Wish they’d give us a blanket, or even a pillow. I can’t sleep on a hard surface like this. I was awake the whole first night.”

“I had trouble, too,” Grace says with a nod. “How long have you been in the system?” she asks with a bit of trepidation.

“I think it’s been about a year. I’m Lisa, by the way.”

“Grace. You don’t know how long it’s been?”

“You lose track of time. When they brought me here two days ago, the weather seemed pretty similar to when I got taken into the system.”

“Why were you taken?”

Lisa shakes her head. “Being poor and pretty, mostly. I mean, the reason they put on the edict was that I stole a sweater but I didn’t really. I think it was mostly a setup.”

“Are you from around here?”

“No, I’m from Georgia, out in the sticks. We didn’t have no money to get a good defense lawyer and once the judge got a look at me, I knew it was all over. He was almost drooling on the bench in the courtroom.”

Grace is horrified. “Why would that matter?”

“I’m from a poor county and they use adjudicated slaves as a way to pay for shit. At least, that’s what my public defender told us. I think they got something like twenty-thousand feds for me at auction. That’s a lot of money where I come from and the county got it all.”

“Your family didn’t get anything?”

“Why would they? I committed a crime, even though I didn’t. I just made a mistake. I didn’t realize I put the damn sweater in my bag when I walked out of the store.”

“That seems like a pretty small amount for them to do that to you.”

“Yeah, right? It’s so unfair.” She shakes her head as if she’s trying to clear her thoughts of bad memories. “What about you? Why are you here?”

“I came yesterday with a group of classmates to have a one-day experience,” Grace begins.

“And you lost the lottery, right?” Lisa offers with a sad, knowing smile.

“How did you know?”

“It happens a lot, way too often, you ask me.”

“Wait,” a girl in the cage catty-corner from Grace cuts in. “You lost the lottery, too?”

Grace peers through the cage wires but it’s hard to see who’s talking through two sets of wires. She scoots to the edge of her cage and the other girl does as well - as soon as they do, Grace recognizes her - the woman who lost right before she did, this very morning.

“I saw you lose,” Grace almost yells and is shushed by Lisa.

“Hey, keep it down or we’ll have the guards all over us.”

“Sorry,” Grace tells her. “But I was there.”

“Yeah,” the woman says. “I wish I could say I remember you, but I don’t remember much of anything from this morning.”

“Why were you there?” Grace asks. “I mean, I got talked into coming for the day but you came for a week, right?”

“That’s right,” she admitted, reluctantly. “I’m Francesca, by the way.”

“Grace.”

“Nice to meet you, Grace. Well, not really.”

“No, not really. So, why did you sign up for such a bad deal?”

“It’s a requirement for getting into the slave-management industry. You have to go through a full week’s experience to get your certificate.”

“You wanted to be a slaver?”

“It’s a good job and I’ve been unemployed for a while since Covid. I never went to college or anything.”

“But, you had a one-in-six chance of losing. Didn’t you know that?”

“Sure. They call it Confederate Roulette for a reason - somebody’s going to lose, guaranteed. I was just hoping it wouldn’t be me.”

Lisa asks, “What made you think you could get hired as a guard or whatever? I’ve been in the system for about a year and I’ve never seen a white guard in all that time.”

Francesca smiles sadly and shakes her head. “I know that now, but I didn't know it when I signed up. They do a good job of hiding important shit like that from prospects.”

“What’s this?” Grace asks as she rolls onto her knees and points at the bandage on her hip.

Lisa says, “They implanted a chip there so they can keep track of you. You got another one on your other hip, right?” She looks at Francesca. “You too, right?” The young woman nods. “That’s the birth control implant. They’ll have to replace it every three months or so if they don’t sterilize you.”

“Who decides that?” Grace asks in fresh horror.

“Your owner once you go through the auction house.”

“Were you sterilized?” Grace whispers.

“Yeah, first thing. No one wants a pregnant slave.” Lisa looks as if she’s come to some sort of peace with her situation. That aspect of it, at least.

“Where’s the auction house?” Francesca asks.

“There are a bunch but the closest one to here is in Lexington. My guess is you two will leave first thing in the morning.”

“Why’s that?” Grace asks.

“Because you’re both pretty, you’re new, just a day in the system. The houses love girls like you. Especially you, Grace.”

“Why me?”

“Cause you’re a Northerner. They love that shit.”

~ ~ ~

“We have to get her out,” Mrs. Rooney says as she looks at Destiny, her eyes wide with fear and determination. “We have to get her out of there.”

“I don’t know how we can, Mrs. Rooney,” Destiny says through her neverending tears. “I don’t know if we can.”

“Ed? Brian Rooney,” Mr. Rooney yells into his phone as he paces their living room. “I need your help.” He looks at his wife and Destiny and strides into the family room and out the back door. “Look, I’ve got a hell of a problem and I don’t know who else to talk to.” His voice trails off as he leaves the house and Destiny turns her attention back to Grace’s mother.

“This is all a big mistake,” Mrs. Rooney continues, not really talking to Destiny but more to herself. “This can’t be happening and we have to get her out. She’s too fragile to last in a place like that.” She turns to Destiny, looking for agreement which the scared young girl is only too happy to give the distraught woman.

“I know, but you didn’t see that place. They aren’t going to give her up without a fight.”

“Then we’ll fight them. We’ll do whatever it takes to get her back. She’s done nothing wrong. This isn’t right. They can’t just keep someone who was born in a free country and get away with it. They just can’t.”

Destiny nods and tries to soothe her friend’s mother but Mrs. Rooney is beyond calming down. She jumps to her feet and then sits down again and looks at Destiny as if she’s just seeing her for the first time. “How did this happen? Why did you go there?”

“I told you,” Destiny says with as much patience as she can find in her depleted heart. “Natalie lied to us and Grace got taken. They’re not going to let her go.”

“Well, we’ll just have to make them,” Mrs. Rooney says to herself then repeats to make sure Destiny understands. “I’m not going to allow this to stand.”

“Thanks, Ed,” Mr. Rooney says as he comes in the back door. “Call me as soon as you know something.” He storms into the living room and scowls at Destiny before he softens slightly and turns to his wife. “That was Ed Bostwick, the Chief’s liaison with the FBI. He’s going to have Washington check the registry in the Confederacy to see if Grace is definitely in the system and get back to me.”

“She’s definitely in the system, Mr. Rooney,” Destiny says with as much self-assurance as she can. “I saw it happen.”

“You saw her taken out of a room, Destiny. That doesn’t mean she’s in the system. They might have put her into a holding cell for all you know. She might still be there.” His voice was controlled but his face betrayed the deep panic just below the surface. He was doing what he could to calm his wife while not coming at Destiny full force for her idiotic part in all this. She almost wished he would just let loose and tear into her.

Destiny decides to change focus. “Did you get Mr. or Mrs. Jones on the phone?” Natalie’s parents.

“No, it went to voicemail. I’m going to go there myself if they don’t call me back in the next ten minutes.”

“Destiny!” The girl turns to the hysterical screams of her mother almost coming right through the screen door without opening it. She bursts into the room and wraps her daughter in her arms, crying uncontrollably.

“Girl, where have you been?” her father asks as he comes through the door to the Rooneys’ house. “We were worried sick.”

“She was down south and she got my daughter kidnapped!” Mrs. Rooney screams at him.

“Woah, now hold on,” he says backing up.

“It’s true but besides the point,” Mr. Rooney explains as he steps between his wife and Destiny’s father. “They went down to play at being slaves and our daughter got taken into their fucking system.”

“Is that true?” her father asks, producing a fresh round of panic in Destiny. She just nods and cries in her mother’s arms.

“We’re working on it but we don’t know anything at this point other than what your daughter told us,” Grace’s father explains. “I’m Brian Rooney, by the way.”

“Sure, I know the name,” Destiny’s father says. “Glen Austin. That’s my wife, Ruth.”

“I wish we were meeting under better circumstances.”

“You’re a cop, right?” Glen asks. “You got connections down there?”

“No, not really. I’m going through the FBI in Washington but it’ll take a while.”

“Well, we need to get our daughter home now, but you let us know if there’s anything we can do.”

“I will.”

Destiny and her family slip out and walk to their car.

“What did you do, girl?” he asks again.

“I’m so sorry, Dad,” she cries. “I’m just so sorry.”


2 - Transported

The next morning, a guard comes for Grace just minutes after the lights come on. She barely has time to take care of her bodily needs in her bucket and eat her last biscuit when he’s unlocking her cage without a word of explanation. She tosses her chains out before she crawls out of the cage and waits as he attaches and locks them into place. She waits patiently and catches Lisa’s eye just before he ushers her down the aisle of cages toward the front of the facility. She scolds herself for not checking to see if Francesca was still in her cage before she left, but it’s too late now to turn and look. She struggles to keep pace with the guard as it is.

He walks her and her alone past the deserted restraint stations but turns away from the door Grace knows leads to the reception area. She follows him to a large door built into the concrete blocks that comprise the outer wall of the facility and realizes when he presses a large red button that opens the door that she’s at a loading dock. As the steel door clatters open she sees a four-bay loading dock on the other side of it and an idling truck backed against the raised platform.

“Wait here,” the guard tells her as he strides down the step that leads to the driver-side door of the truck’s cab. She can see the guard talking to the driver but can’t hear what he’s saying, so she turns away from the garage and looks out over the warehouse full of cages. The din of girls waking up to a new day is even more depressing to her than it was yesterday morning when she still had an expectation of the nightmare ending. She notes a handful of guards, all black men, all dressed in black uniforms as she has come to expect, walking single slaves in collars and chains toward the loading dock, presumably to join her. Presumably for a ride in the idling truck to the auction house in Lexington.

Her accompanying guard rejoins her on the loading dock and they watch the oncoming pairs, one tall and imposing, one small and subservient, one dressed in black, one naked, one male, one female, approach. Grace nods silently at the slaves as they arrive and her heart leaps for reasons she can’t explain when the last slave to arrive turns out to be Francesca. Maybe she’s just glad that Lisa’s prediction turned out to be reliable. Any whiff of predictability in this existence was like water in the desert, which also would be appreciated, Grace notes with no small sense of irony.

When Francesca and her escort arrive, Grace’s guard slams his open hand on the side of the truck and the driver’s door pops open immediately. He mounts the step to the loading platform and pulls the truck’s door open in a swift, noisy motion. Grace and the other slaves peer inside, their eyes adjusting to the unlit confines of the cargo area slowly. Grace almost groans when she realizes that the space is filled with cages that look similar to the ones in the facility. She does realize soon enough that there are a few differences.

No canisters, no buckets. Just empty cages.

“We should let them go first,” one of the guards says to Grace’s minder.

“They just went if they were smart,” he replies. “It’s only a three-hour drive.”

“With no traffic. You want to risk pissing off the…”

“Fine,” he says with obvious exasperation. He grips Grace’s arm and walks her to the side of the garage to stand on a large metal grate. The other guards follow his lead until the slaves are all crowded into the corner of the loading dock on the grate. Grace’s guard picks up a hose hanging on a hook and turns the spigot on the wall. The gun on the other end of the hose begins leaking immediately but just a few drops. He looks at the group and motions with the hose.

“I’m spraying you whether you go or not, so you might as well go,” he says in a loud, impatient voice. The girls look at each other, most of them confused, until one of them, a woman who looks to be about thirty, squats and begins to pee. One by one, the others follow her lead.

Grace weighs the inequity of the situation before deciding that the shared humiliation of relieving herself is preferable to messing her cage and the truck, so she squats reluctantly. She empties her bladder just as the hose is aimed and lets loose, dousing the slaves with startlingly cold water in a very harsh spray. The girls make noises but turn themselves to get as clean as possible before the spray is turned off. The guards then walk the group to the truck and begin loading them into the cages, without, Grace notes bitterly, removing their chains.

When all the cages are full, the last guard out of the cargo compartment closes the door with a grinding thud. The compartment is suddenly pitch dark but within seconds light begins to leak in through seams in the walls as her eyes adjust. The truck lurches forward unexpectedly and Grace is tossed against the front of her cage as are all the girls. She suddenly realizes how much smaller these cages are than the one she slept in last night.

Just as suddenly, the compartment is almost fully illuminated by sunshine on the translucent ceiling. Her eyes still adjusting to the changing intensity of the light, Grace looks around and sees the girl in the adjacent cage facing her, her eyes not more than a foot from Grace’s own.

“Are we allowed to talk?” someone asks.

“Who’s going to stop us?” someone else answers bitterly.

“Anyone know where we’re going?” a third voice asks.

“I’m pretty sure we’re going to the Lexington Auction House.” Grace can’t keep track or really distinguish the different voices and gives up trying.

“I just hope y’all were smart enough to take a shit before they got you,” says a voice with the thickest Southern accent so far to a smattering of laughter. Grace smiles but is grateful it only took her one day to overcome her reticence about defecating without much privacy. Without any privacy.

“Anyone been auctioned before?” a voice asks. A good number of the girls respond in the affirmative.

“Anyone not been auctioned before?” the same voice asks to some laughter and then just as many acknowledgments.

“So, can you tell us what it’s like?”

“Not much to tell, really. They keep you in a cage not much bigger than this until they bring you to the auction room. Then they put you on the block until you’re sold. Pretty cut and dry.”

“Easy, peasy,” someone jokes to more nervous laughter.

The laughter serves to break the pattern of one person talking at a time as several conversations start all at once. The girl staring at Grace from inches away asks, “You’ve never been auctioned before, have you?”

“How did you know?” she whispers back.

“You look scared. I remember how it feels to be new.”

“How long have you been a slave?”

The girl shrugs. “Almost five years, I think.” Then she adds, “I’m Charlotte.”

“Grace. How many owners have you had?”

“Three so far. The next one will be my fourth.” She looks away and shifts her shoulders so she’s lying on her back with her feet against the far end of the cage near the top. “This is the most comfortable way to deal with these small cages, by the way.”

Grace copies her movements but it takes twice as long before she’s situated. “Yeah, this is better.”

“Plus you don’t get thrown around as much if the driver’s in a bad mood.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, I can’t swear to it, but I truly believe the drivers amuse themselves by taking corners too fast, hammering the brakes so we all go flying, that sort of thing. Casual cruelty is the way I think of it.”

“Why would they do that?” Grace asks, astonished and dismayed.

“Because they can, I imagine.” Charlotte turns her head. “You from up north?”

“Ohio,” Grace admits.

“A fresh Northerner and a blonde, to boot. You’ll fetch a good price.”

“Is that a good thing or a bad thing?”

“Oh, it’s a very good thing. The worst is when you get old and worn out and don’t fetch a good price anymore. Then they have less of an incentive to take good care of you. You’ll probably go for fifty thousand so you’ll be treated like you’re valuable, because you are.”

“Fifty thousand dollars?” Grace asks, astonished.

“Feds, short for Confederate dollars. I don’t know how that translates into dollars but it’s a good amount of money down here.”

“What will you sell for?”

“I don’t know. Maybe fifteen, twenty thousand?” She looks at the ceiling. “Sorry, but my neck gets stiff. Not trying to be rude.”

“No worries.” Grace looks at the white plastic ceiling as well. The cargo compartment is heating up in the warmth of the sun and the collective body heat of the cargo. The water they were doused with after they all relieved themselves has made the air thick with humidity as the temperature rises. There’s a slight breeze coming through the cracks in the walls but not enough to counter the uncomfortable trend.

“Does anyone ever die in transit, from like, heat or cold?” Grace asks without thinking.

“I don’t know,” Charlotte responds. “More likely heat, although I’m sure it can get cold sometimes up here near the border. I’ve been way south for my whole time in the system.”

“How did you get taken?” Grace asks, still wondering if it’s impolite to ask but unable to not ask.

Charlotte laughs but with a bitter edge to it. “My family disowned me when I came out. I got picked up for being homeless and having big tits. Didn’t hurt that I was relatively attractive. It’ll help you, too. The last thing you want to be is ugly. Fat’s not good either, but they can fix that. There’s no fixing ugly.” She turns and looks at Grace with a grim expression that chills her even in the growing heat and closeness.

“Why is that?”

“Why do you think? We get sold as sex slaves, you know that, right? The market for ugly sex slaves is pretty dismal.”

“But, if you’re gay…?”

“Doesn’t matter what I am. I hardly even think about it anymore. I haven’t been with a woman in years. My last owner, he only had me so I didn’t have anyone to be with.”

“That’s awful. Didn’t he care that you didn’t want him sexually?”

“Why would he? I’m a slave, a piece of property. My desire is irrelevant. Yours, too. The sooner you learn that, the better.”

Grace considers what Charlotte said but she wants to ask more questions. A lot more. “Did your other owners have more than one slave that you could be with?”

“My second owner had three slaves. One of them was a lesbian like me… Actually, she was more bi than gay. She didn’t mind being fucked nearly as much as I did. We had fun together.”

“And your first owner?”

She turns to Grace and smiles. “My first owner was the same as yours is going to be. So I’ll just let you find out about them on your own.”

“How do you know that?”

“You’ll see,” the young woman says as she turns away and closes her eyes. “I’m going to masturbate now, so leave me alone.” She was reaching between her legs before Grace could look away - she’s never seen someone, male or female, masturbate. She hardly did it herself.

“She’s talking about the Athens Club.” The voice came from the cage on the opposite side so she turns to find another young woman, older perhaps than Charlotte staring at her. The woman is a redhead and her face is covered in freckles. She’s not smiling.

“What’s the Athens Club?” Grace asks.

“It’s in Georgia, near Atlanta. They buy all the first-time girls from up north like you.”

“Like me?” Grace’s head was spinning.

“Yeah, just taken, new to the system. What happened to you yesterday, am I right?” The woman didn’t speak with a Southern accent. If anything, she sounded as if she was from the east coast, New York, or New Jersey. Grace’s father was from Long Island and they’d visited his family a few times. Their accent, which her father no longer shared with his parents and siblings, made her laugh, it was so pronounced.

“Did you go there?” Grace asks.

“Yeah, about four years ago. I doubt it’s changed much. They’re all about tradition, even though it’s all bullshit.”

“What do you mean?”

“They love to take girls who don’t know shit about the system so they can train them the way they want to without worrying about undoing what they learned somewhere else. They claim to be real careful and all, to protect their precious reputation. It’s a bunch of bullshit, though. You’ll see.”

“I thought we were all going to be auctioned, though. How do you know they’ll…?” Grace stops, unsure how to finish her question, the words she needs beyond her reach.

“I just know, okay. They’re fucking rich, all of them. And they knew the moment you got taken, trust me. They got their shit together on who’s new and all. Count on it.”

Grace isn’t sure she wants any more information so she stops asking questions, which the redhead seems to understand. She’s in the same position as Grace, feet up on one end of the cage so she can lie on her back, but she doesn’t reach between her legs as Charlotte did to end the conversation. She just closes her eyes and either feigns or actually goes to sleep.

Grace wishes she could join her, but the air is getting warmer and she’s sweating out precious water that she can’t replace. She wishes she’d taken the time to finish her ration of water in her sleeping cage but the guard surprised her and took her to processing before she could. Now, she could only wait, vowing never to make that mistake again.

The roar of the truck engine increases suddenly, startling Grace and causing her to brace herself for some sort of crash or sharp turn, but nothing of the sort happens. She imagines the truck has reached a highway, perhaps an interstate, and is accelerating to a higher speed, hopefully making the trip, and her wait for water, a bit shorter. The lack of turns and stops convinces Grace that’s exactly what’s happening, although the increased noise makes sleep impossible.

~ ~ ~

“We need to do something,” Destiny says to her parents. “I need to do something.” Her mother and father exchange glances.

“There’s nothing we can do, honey,” her mother tells her. “We can’t take on the whole Confederacy.”

“I don’t want to change their system, I just want to rescue my friend.” Destiny stares at her hands as tears roll down her cheeks. “This is all my fault and I have to fix it.”

“Des, there’s nothing we can do,” her father says with a less gentle tone. “Her father is looking into what he can but even the FBI isn’t going to be able to help her, so what chance do you have?”

“I don’t know, but I have to try.”

~ ~ ~

Grace stirs and realizes sleep is exactly what she fell into, although for how long is a mystery. The truck grinds its gears and comes to a complete stop, the engine idling until that sound dies off as well. The girls begin chattering, all of them talking at once from what Grace can tell, all except her as she cranes her neck to look around. The plastic ceiling panel looks considerably darker than it should and Grace assumes it’s either cloudy or they are out of the direct sunlight.

One thing that hasn’t changed is the oppressive heat - Grace is bathed in sweat and her mouth is parched. She realizes she won’t die of dehydration anytime soon, but the possibility becomes even more real.

The rear door of the cargo compartment lifts without warning, the clattering racket shocking Grace and blinding her. Sunshine is visible in the distance but it only serves to backlight the figures who are standing outside the truck, presumably to unload its cargo. Namely, her.

The process of unloading, once it begins after another interminable wait, proceeds with practiced efficiency. One guard unlocks and accompanies each girl or woman as she crawls out of the cages and shuffles on stiff legs to another loading dock that looks similar but is obviously not the same one they left earlier. Once all the slaves are huddled outside the truck’s cargo hold, the door is slammed back down with a thud and the truck’s driver guns its engine and disappears around a corner in a sunlit parking lot.

“Anyone who needs to can go over there,” a black male guard in a completely different style uniform tells the group of disoriented slaves. He nods at another grate, similar to the one Grace used before the trip. She doesn’t have to go but will shuffle into position for the possibility of being sprayed and catching some precious drops in her mouth when it happens. All of her compatriots apparently devised the same plan as they all move to the grate but she doesn’t hear a lot of liquid being expelled before the hose is turned on them. The guard takes some pity on them and holds the spray high enough that they can drink enough to matter if not enough to satisfy their thirst. Grace is grateful for small blessings nonetheless.

“This way,” the guard with the hose says as he turns it off and hangs it on a hook on the wall. It’s at that moment that Grace notices a crucial difference between the Beaumont Processing Facility and wherever they are now - the wall is made of much different material here. Beaumont had poured concrete floors and steel walls along the perimeter. This place is ancient-looking stone blocks, the sort of material used to build a hundred years ago. Even the surface beneath her bare feet was noticeably different - worn down, rough in spots, and old looking. Very old looking.

The guard leads the group through a doorway that opens to a small room with bars across the far wall. The guard pulls a keyring from his pocket and opens the door in the center of the bars. It’s at this point that Grace realizes the bars form a cell that is half the size of the room. The guard pulls the door open and motions for the slaves to move into the cell. When they all shuffle past the guard, he slams the door and locks it with his key. He exits through another door that is imposing but pales in comparison to the bars of the cell, which are black and thick and impenetrable.

“How long will this last?” a girl asks in a desperate, pathetic voice.

“Does it matter?” another one asks.

“I’m fucking starving,” a third offers, which unleashes a torrent of agreement, complaints, and low-volume whining. Grace keeps quiet and wishes everyone else would follow her lead.

“Might as well get comfortable, ladies,” Charlotte says as she sits against the back wall on the stone floor. “This might take a while.” Moans and jeers erupt and arguments break out between slaves who have no one else to blame for their circumstances. Grace leans against the bars and keeps an eye on the door the guard used to leave them alone in their misery.

“Thing y’all need to understand,” Charlotte spouts off to the group, “is that waiting is how you’ll spend most of your time and it’s about the best a slave can hope for. Sex slaves, that is. If y’all piss off your owner and he decides to sell you into the labor market, y’all be wishin’ you could go back to waitin’ for sex.”

“Shut the fuck up, Charlotte,” the woman with the east coast accent growls. “Why the fuck do you want to scare the newbies?”

“Cause the sooner they learn, the less they’ll suffer. Or at least the longer they’ll put it off. Suffering is what they want from us, and they always get what they want.”

Grace looks around the room and sees that most of the girls her age are crying quietly or looking off into nothingness as they come to grips with their fates. She wonders why she’s not crying until she feels a tear on her breast. She bends over to wipe her eyes and slides down to the floor with her back to the side wall. She wipes her eyes again and keeps watch on the door.


3 - Prepared

Grace’s stomach growls constantly as she watches the door. She’s only had one biscuit in the last 12 hours, maybe longer, and she’s feeling weak as a result. Her mouth is dry again after the brief respite she got from being sprayed with the hose after she peed, too. All she can think about is getting food and water.

But her attention drifts to the other slaves locked in the holding cell with her. Like her, all of them are naked but for the dull silver hardware everyone is wearing - collars, manacles, and shackles. Each piece is locked to the others with a chain attached to an eyelet on the metal restraints. Each restraint is permanent - there are no keys or keyholes that will unlock them.

Grace stares at a dark-haired young woman sitting against the far wall facing her. The woman looks as if she might be five or six years older than Grace, fully a woman where Grace feels young and not quite fully developed. Grace has matured in the past year, no question about that. Her breasts are almost a C-cup and her ass has filled out a bit as well. But she’s still lanky, gangly even, and her face still reminds her of the young girl she still thinks of herself as, even if she no longer sees that face in the mirror.

Mirrors. Grace wonders if she’ll ever see her face in a mirror again. Perhaps slaves see mirrors as often as they see calendars, which is never according to more than one source.

She looks at the sleeping woman again. She’s beautiful, that much is clear even if her hair is disheveled from being sprayed with a hose, her lack of makeup, and especially her nakedness. As much as Grace has acclimated to being naked herself in the past two days, she’s still taken aback when she really looks at the others. She’s never seen so many naked bodies in her life and it horrifies and fascinates her at the same time. She only counts herself fortunate that no male slaves are mixed in with the women and girls, here or at the Beaumont Processing Facility.

The woman stirs but doesn’t open her eyes. The stone wall and floor are not in any way comfortable, as Grace’s own aching body can attest. The woman appears to be trying to sleep more than actually sleeping and Grace is somehow comforted by that fact. She couldn’t possibly sleep in these conditions and would resent anyone who could.

The woman, to this point leaning slightly to one side so that her left hip and shoulder take the brunt of the discomfort, rolls to a more balanced position and slides her legs straight out in front of her. Her knees flop to the side exposing her slit for Grace to stare at directly. The woman is shaved bald, her mound and labia completely free of any trace of pubic hair. Grace has struggled for years with holding her pubic jungle at bay with an unsatisfying parade of scissors, clippers, depilatory creams, and one dark experiment, a hair removal device she smashed after less than one use. She wonders how the woman keeps herself so clean before realizing that it’s likely something that is managed by her prior owner or owners, as most of the women in the cell are as clean below as this woman, whereas the only traces of pubic hair such as Grace’s are on the young and presumably new recruits.

Grace moves her eyes to the young woman’s breasts and allows herself to feel a small degree of pride - her own are slightly larger and more shapely. She’s never felt good about her body, especially since her disastrous episode with Freddie Moran when she lost her virginity six months ago. His ineptitude and crass reaction she took on herself, knowing it was ridiculous but unable to convince herself otherwise, even when Destiny pleaded with her to blame Freddie for being a total jerk. She knew Destiny was right but it didn’t matter - a woman like the one against the far wall would have turned Freddie into a caring and accomplished lover in a matter of moments, unlike Grace who just suffered through his clumsiness and blamed only herself.

“What the fuck are they waiting for?” the young woman with a bare mound sitting to Grace’s left asks of no one and everyone. The dark-haired woman against the far wall opens her eyes and sees Grace staring at her before Grace looks away. When she dares to glance back at her, she finds the woman is still staring at Grace but smiling in an inviting way. She rolls onto her side and uses the bars of the cell to pull herself upright, then walks along the front of the cell to where Grace is sitting. Grace tries to ignore her at first but realizes that would be beyond rude, so she looks up as the woman stops in front of her.

“You’re new, right?” the woman asks and Grace nods. “Mind if I sit?” Grace nods again. “It’s going to be alright, okay?” she asks with a patient tone and a warm smile. “You’ll get used to all of this.”

Grace has her doubts but keeps them to herself.

“I’m Ellen, by the way,” the woman says.

“Grace.”

“Look, I was new myself once, so I know how you feel. Just remember that you’re going to sell for a lot of money so they’ll take care of you, okay?”

“How do you know?”

“You’ve got everything they’re looking for.” She pats Grace’s leg but doesn’t linger.

“I’m really hungry,” Grace nearly whines.

“I know, honey. You’ll get used to that, too.”

“What do you mean?”

“When I was first processed, I weighed almost 150 pounds. I didn’t sell the first time I got auctioned, something you don’t want to have happen. So, they fixed the problem.”

“How?”

“Same way everyone with a weight problem fixes it. A little more intense, though.” Grace just stares at her. “They fed me once a day for a few months, and the next time I went on the block, I sold right away.”

“And that’s a good thing?” Grace asks, still trying to understand the circumstances of her existence.

“It beats staying here.” Ellen looks around. “This is one of the better holding cells. They kept me in a cage not much bigger than the ones on the truck while I lost the weight.” She shudders and closes her eyes. “I never want to go through that again.”

“Who bought you?”

“One of the houses. I forget which one because I only stayed there a short time, maybe a month. One of my regulars bought me from the house.”

Grace stares at her in confusion and begins to cry.

“That’s okay, honey. You’ll get the hang of it soon enough.” Ellen pats Grace’s leg again. “And don’t worry, you won’t be here long. A few days at most. You’ll see.”

“Everybody up,” a black male guard announces from the doorway - Grace has lost focus on it, and the presence of another guard there surprises her.

The women in the cell groan and stand as the guard unlocks the cell door. They file out slowly until all of them are outside and he closes it with a thunderous clang. He walks to the wooden door he just emerged from and pulls it open, motioning for the restrained slaves to move through it. Grace is in the middle of the pack as she files into the next room.

The space is large but nowhere near the scope of the main room at Beaumont. It is noisy but with a low ceiling which concentrates the sound. Grace watches as guards in the same style uniforms, all male, all black, herd their groups of slaves, all similar in number and appearance to Grace’s to various places in the gymnasium-sized enclosure.

“I’m pretty sure we missed the morning meal,” Ellen tells Grace, surprising her. “We’ll get dinner but it’s a ways off. They should water us soon, though.” Grace smiles weakly - she’s feeling faint as it is and can’t believe they only feed their charges twice a day as a matter of course. She looks Ellen up and down now that she’s standing and walking and has to admit, the woman looks fit and trim.

“Do you know how much you weigh now?” Grace asks, wondering if she’s being too nosy.

“I have no idea, honey. Why would anyone care enough to weigh me? They go by how I look, not what a scale says. The auction is all about the way you look.”

“Is that where we’re going now?”

Ellen shakes her head. “I don’t know. Anything’s possible, but I heard that the pandemic has really changed things around here. This is my first time back here in a few years so I haven’t seen it firsthand.”

“Why are you here?” Grace asks in a whisper.

The woman smiles at her as if she’s even younger than she feels. “It’s almost always the same reason, honey. Owners are all different except in one respect - they get tired of you after a while, whether it’s a month, a year, or five years. Eventually, they want to trade you for something new. They’re still men, after all.”

“There are no women owners?”

Ellen looks horrified. “That’s illegal, Grace. Don’t even ask about something like that.”

Grace looks at her in confusion. “But one of the girls on the truck said she was a lesbian.”

“She’s a slave, not a person. Women, and men for that matter, don’t believe in homosexuality. It’s an abomination against God or some such thing. And strictly prohibited.”

“But it’s okay if slaves are?”

Ellen shrugs. “I know, right?”

The group arrives at a trough full of water and Grace looks at it with a longing she’s never experienced before. The rest of the group is doing the same until the guard signals them and they move toward the trough as fast as their shackles will allow them to jostle for position. Grace finds a space next to Francesca who has already dipped her face into the water and is sucking and slurping huge gulps. Grace follows her lead and almost cries with joy at the relief the tepid and fetid water brings her.

Their guard calls out to the group to move on before Grace has gotten her fill and she lingers too long at the trough. She stands up reluctantly at last just as the guard jams his nightstick into her ribs and shocks her, not long but enough to make her yelp. She scurries to catch up with the group.

Another guard approaches and Grace cowers at the prospect of being singled out for more punishment but they ignore her. “You got a couple of lottery winners they’re looking for,” the new guard says.

“You have some names for me or am I supposed to wing it?” Grace’s guard asks.

The new guard flips a page on his clipboard. “Grace and Francesca.” Grace looks at the guard and cowers, even more, her lower lip trembling.

“Let me guess,” the guard says to her. “You’re one of them?” She nods. “Where’s the other one?” Grace shakes her head. The guard calls out both our names and Francesca emerges from the pack, her face contorted in fear.

“You two go with him,” their guard says motioning to the one with the clipboard. He leads them to the far wall of the hall.

“In there,” he motions them as he holds the door open for them. “You’re due to go on the block for the next auction but they gotta prepare you first.” Grace and Francesca exchange worried looks but move as they are told.

When they clear the doorway, Grace is surprised to see a room unlike any she’s seen before in either facility. It looks like a lab or something medical-related, with white tiles on the walls, a modern floor of some type, and white tables and cabinets, almost a dozen of each. The tables are half occupied by slaves in collars, manacles, and shackles but no chains. Each slave is being attended to by a black female technician in a white coat, completely unlike the uniform the guards are wearing.

“Over there,” the guard accompanying Grace and Francesca tells them as he points at two empty tables near the end of the row. They shuffle towards the tables and past the occupied tables, so Grace peeks surreptitiously at what is being done to the slaves. Mostly, the technicians are rubbing a substance on their bodies, but not their entire bodies. One is rubbing a slave's pubic mound while another is rubbing a slave’s armpit.

“Ow, shit!” someone yells from the other end of the row and both girls look back to see who it was and what’s being done to her. “No, please, I’m begging you, OW!” she screams again as Grace looks on in terror. The technician has some sort of mechanism pressed against the girl’s vulva. The technician is also wearing dark goggles.

“Stand next to the table,” their guard orders Grace, ignoring Francesca for the moment. He bends to unlock Grace’s chains and motions for her to climb onto the table. She lies on her back without being told as all the other slaves are in the same position. Then she realizes why as the guard pulls a chain with a clip up from the leg of the table and attaches it to one shackle and then the other. He motions for her to raise her arms over her head and he attaches her manacles to the other table legs in the same manner. With Grace secured, he turns his attention to Francesca.

“Lottery winners?” a technician asks as she walks up to Grace and peers between her legs. As Grace is deciding whether or not the tech’s question is directed at her, the guard answers as he’s working on Francesca.

“That’s right, and they’re due to be on the blocks five minutes ago, so shake a leg,” he comments while working to secure Francesca to her table.

“I can do it in ten but it won’t be pretty,” the technician says as she pulls on goggles. She glances at Grace’s face but quickly turns her attention to the girl’s armpits. “Why, aren’t you adorable?” the woman says but it’s clear to Grace she doesn’t expect her to answer. She pulls an electric razor out from under the table, the kind Grace recognizes from her summer working at Petsmart back home - the kind they used to trim dogs. The woman switches on the razor and makes short work of the hair on Grace’s mound. Grace looks on as her claim to womanhood is cut away, although there is a fair amount of stubble left.

“When was the last time you shaved up here?” the tech asks as she touches Grace’s armpit.

“A few days ago,” Grace says in a small voice. The woman nods and walks away so Grace looks to her right - Francesca is chained to her table same as Grace as the guard stands to one side engrossed in his phone.

“You okay?” Francesca asks and Grace nods.

“Do you know what they’re doing?”

“I think so,” Francesca says but then she looks past Grace and her face freezes. She nods silently and Grace turns to see the tech rolling a gray machine to the end of the table. Grace looks on in silent terror as the woman picks up what looks like an inch-wide wand and places the end of it on Grace’s shorn pubes. When she flips a switch on the gray box, Grace is zapped by a flash of light and she screams. “Don’t look down,” the tech tells her, belatedly.

Grace can still see the flash behind her closed eyelids and she smells something burning, which doesn’t take her but a second to realize it’s what’s left of her pubic hair. The tech shifts the wand and zaps her again, Grace screams again, and on it goes until her entire region has been fried, including her sensitive areas right next to her labia. On both sides. Grace is blubbering incoherently when the tech drags the machine forward and repeats the procedure under her arms. Both arms.

The final assault on Grace’s body comes when the woman applies cream to her tender skin. At first, Grace is hopeful that the cream will act as a balm but she is quickly disabused of that notion - the cream burns. It’s not unbearable but it is far from pleasant.

“What is that?” she asks in frantic desperation.

“It’s a depilatory cream, dear. So we don’t have to laser you again.” The tech applies the cream under Grace’s arms which burns even worse and Grace continues to cry and beg for mercy.

“Oh, don’t be such a baby, dear,” the tech scolds her with a soft tone. “You’ll get over it soon enough.” She picks up a towel from under the table and wipes the affected areas in a rough manner that only exacerbates Grace’s misery, then she motions to the guard. “Hey, good-looking. You can have her now.” The tech moves to Francesca’s table as the guard puts his phone in his pocket and begins the process of unlocking Grace from her table and relocking her in her chains.

“You keep crying and you’ll get dehydrated,” the guard tells her in a quiet tone. “I’ll get you some water if I can, but no guarantees.”

Grace nods and forces herself to stop crying as she watches Francesca go through the same ordeal she just endured. When it’s over, the guard marches them to a doorway at the back of the room.

“What the fuck, Lawrence?” another guard in a black uniform asks as they are ushered into a small vestibule. “We been waiting for ages for these two.”

“Doin’ the best I can, Bufort.”

“Come on,” the new guard tells the girls, this one carrying his nightstick instead of wearing it on his belt. He taps Grace on the hip and she flinches - she feels the metal nubs but is not shocked by them. “Move it or I’ll use it.” She scurries to catch up with Francesca.

They walk down a nondescript corridor to another door and Grace decides that even if she was somehow miraculously freed from her restraints, she could never find her way out of this maze of doors and rooms and corridors. The girls wait as the guard opens the door for them and they are led into another anteroom.

“Okay, listen up and listen good. I will not be repeating myself, I’ll just use this if you fuck up, you hear?” The girls nod solemnly.

“When you get in there, don’t talk unless one of the buyers asks you a question. Answer truthfully but be brief. Don’t drone on and on. If someone asks you to do something, do it. Don’t ask why, just do it. And don’t complain about it, either. I’ll be right there to make sure no one damages you but that’s not gonna happen in any event. They just want to get a good feel for what they’re bidding on. There’s a shit ton of money changing hands in there so everyone takes this seriously. No one is here to get off on messing with the merchandise so put that out of your mind. Do what they ask or I’ll give you a nudge.” He hefts his nightstick and slaps it against his other hand. “Understand?”

The girls nod, their faces frozen with fear.

“Good. Now, get in there.”


4 - Auctioned

Grace and Francesca pass through the last door into the auction room with their nameless black guard behind them. Grace gasps at what she sees.

The room is huge and reminds her of the lecture hall at her high school. There’s a small stage at the bottom of the amphitheater-style seating in a quarter circle rising twenty rows from the stage. The room is more than three-quarters full of white men in suits and ties. All of them are either talking quietly with their neighbors or staring at their phones. It occurs to Grace that these are the first white men she’s seen since she got off the bus three days ago.

The stage is empty of people but her attention is immediately drawn to six short blocks of stone set at regular intervals from each other. Attached to the tops of the blocks are thick chains, easily three or four times the size of the chains she’s wearing on her restraints. Each chain, four on each block, is attached to the block by an imposing bracket. They look more than sufficient to restrain and immobilize an elephant, never mind a teenage girl.

Their guard ushers them to the side of the stage to join four other girls, all of them as young as Grace, who are standing each with their own guard. As soon as Grace and Francesca arrive, a white man in a suit steps from behind a screen and scowls at them.

“About damn time,” he says to their guard who doesn’t respond. “Get them all on the blocks.”

The other guards prod their charges toward the stage where the first girl in line steps onto the nearest block. Her guard removes her five-point restraining chain and tosses it behind the block, then goes about attaching one of the thick chains to her shackles and manacles. Her neck is left unchained.

The girl has to bend slightly for the guard to attach her manacles as the chains used for that are fairly short. She is forced by the configuration to bow her head even more than her original restraining chain required, reminding Grace of a chimp she saw at the zoo. Each girl is fastened in the same manner, including Francesca and finally Grace who as the tallest of the six is almost bent completely at the waist. The white man in the suit inspects each of the girls and whispers something to Grace’s guard but walks away without an answer to whatever inquiry he made. Grace watches him go and wonders how long this will take because, after just a few seconds, her back is aching from the awkwardness of her position.

“We’re gonna get some extensions for you,” the guard whispers but doesn’t move. Another guard arrives soon after with what looks like carabiners which he uses to give Grace an added few inches to stand slightly more erect. Not fully, just more so.

“Gentlemen,” the man - the same one who inspected the girls - says into the microphone at the podium. “We are, mercifully, ready for you to inspect the merchandise.”

Everyone in the audience stands and files down from their seats to the stage in an orderly manner. Grace looks down as the first one to mount the stage approaches her and stares at her body. She feels herself blushing hard, suddenly no longer used to her nakedness, not in these circumstances. He comes closer and peers at her closely before moving on to give Francesca the same visual exam. Grace watches him go until another man takes his place and grabs her breast.

She sucks in a breath but manages not to object, even when he tweaks her nipple and then repeats the same on her other breast. He grabs her face with one hand and squeezes her cheeks as if he wants her to open her mouth, which she does. He examines her teeth and lets her go, but then he uses his thumbs to lift her upper lip so he can see her top row of teeth, then repeats that for the bottom row. He motions to another man standing next to him and says as an aside, “I’ve gotten too many crackheads from up there to take any chances.” The other man nods silently and they move on to subject Francesca to a similar examination.

“Bend over,” the next man tells her and she stares at him for a long moment. Too long as she feels the nightstick tap her hip.

“Do as you’re told,” the guard says from behind her. Grace lowers her head and stares at her feet as she senses the man circling behind her. She braces herself but can’t help but gasp when he grabs her nether region and shoves a finger between her lips. He fingers her deeply and roughly, then intrudes into her dark passage in the same manner and she begins to cry. Thankfully, the intrusion is short-lived and she stands up to the extent her chains allow.

Soon Grace lost track of how many nameless, almost faceless men have pawed her, penetrated her, groped her, and fingered her. Everywhere. After what feels like forever, the crowd on the stage thins out as the men wander back to their seats in the audience and the auctioneer takes his position once again at the podium.

“Gentlemen, please. Thank you,” the auctioneer says as the crowd quiets. “First up, we have Margaret, a twenty-year-old from Macon, Georgia who is being auctioned for the first time due to a judgment, non-violent of course, involving over-indebtedness. She was unmarried before she was seized, a college student for a year or more, and has never been pregnant to the best of our knowledge.”

When the auctioneer stops talking the crowd noise intensifies. Most of the men are staring at the far end of the row at the girl who is being offered, but a few are staring at Grace. She ducks her head self-consciously.

“We will start the bidding for number one at twenty-five thousand feds, gentlemen. Do I have an opening bid?”

The girl at the opposite end of the stage from Grace appears to be the first slave to be auctioned. Grace watches with morbid curiosity as the bidding for the young woman escalates slowly, inexorably to forty-nine thousand feds and the auctioneer bangs the gavel on the podium.

“Sold to the gentleman from Sussex House. Please make your way to the bursar and settle your account immediately as we have a lot of merchandise to get through this afternoon.”

Grace bites her lip and chokes back a sob - she really is nothing more than merchandise, not far removed at all from the goldfish and parakeets she sold at the pet store last summer. She never thought twice about the creatures who were purchased and she imagines that the people involved in selling her to the highest bidder will forget all about her just as quickly.

“Item number two is a Northerner who was apprehended attempting to smuggle contraband across the border. Thirty years old, has given birth at least once via C-section, and has spent the last month in the Blackwater Rehabilitation Program. They vouch for her, of course, so we will start the bidding at a bargain price of ten thousand. Do I have any takers?”

The bidding for the older woman is much less spirited even at the end than for the girl and she eventually sells for seventeen thousand. Grace’s attention flags for the next two ‘items’ as she works up the courage to look at the audience again. She finds one gentleman who seems to be engrossed with Grace as every time she looks at him, he is staring at her. He holds her gaze for a few seconds each time before looking down the row, not out of embarrassment or a semblance of good manners but more out of a sort of mean-spirited playfulness, as if he wanted Grace to know that he was interested but not enamored with her.

She is not enamored with him, either. He looks harmless enough, although if Grace has learned anything in the last few days it’s that almost anyone not enslaved themselves can inflict serious harm on Grace at their whim. So regardless of his benign appearance, he must be dangerous, or else why would he be here? Everyone is a threat to her in every way possible. That is the new dominant fact of her existence.

But aside from those existential considerations, the man looks harmless. Boyish, almost, although Grace can tell he is not young. His beard and well-trimmed hair, his odd but obviously expensive suit, and even his tie speak to his relative standing in the crowd of men bidding thousands of ‘feds’ or whatever passes for money in this god-forsaken country. So why is he so interested in Grace?

“Next up, we have a twenty-eight-year-old named Francesca from Ohio. She’s a lottery winner so we have very little information about her that is verifiable, other than her apparent good physical condition, an absence of any scars that would indicate childbirth or bodily modifications, and no tattoos or piercings other than ears. Because we know how valued these lucky girls are, we will start the bidding at fifty thousand.”

Grace’s eyes widen at the initial amount of the starting bid and the enthusiasm for upping the ante. She looks at her new friend and is disheartened to see the fear in Francesca’s eyes as the crowd bids her up to six figures. As the numbers keep increasing, the bidding becomes more circumspect, and finally, a rotund man in a suit that looks like something from Alice in Wonderland is declared the winner.

“Sold to Mr. Davis for the bargain price of one-hundred and fifteen thousand feds. Please see the bursar…” Grace loses interest when she realizes she’s next in line, the last to go. For this round, at least.

“Finally, our prize lot of the afternoon session, we have Grace, also from Ohio. She, too, is a lottery winner but she’s only eighteen years old and is quite a beauty as you can plainly see. Three days ago, Grace was living at home with her parents and contemplating going to university in the fall until her number came up, all the better for us, don’t you agree.” Laughter ripples through the crowd and Grace feels her face turn crimson. She looks at her feet but the nightstick tap on her hip startles her. “Eyes up,” the guard cautions her.

“Gentlemen, we rarely see slaves of this caliber on the block for their first auction, so we will start the bidding at the absolute rock-bottom price of one-hundred thousand Confederate dollars.”

Grace looks at the man who has been eyeing her throughout the auction but he just stares at her without making any move to bid. The bidding is the most frenetic of the entire proceeding and only slows when three men stay in at intervals over 150 thousand. The auctioneer pleads with the crowd not to let Grace go for such a paltry sum but seems willing to do so when Grace’s interested party finally finds his voice.

“Two-hundred thousand,” he says in a clear tone that stuns the crowd into silence.

“Sold,” the auctioneer responds immediately with a banging of the gavel. The crowd erupts.

Grace hangs her head and begins to cry. She has no idea why.


5 - Stored

“This way,” the guard tells Grace. He’s already unlocked the chains that bound her to the auction block and reattached her 5-point restraining chain. She steps down from the block and follows him to yet another door that leads away from where she came from. Literally and figuratively.

She is now someone’s property. The man at the auction.

The guard moves her through another short corridor to what looks like a bank, with tellers and customers. And slaves. Guards watch over the slaves as the customers - the new owners - pay for their merchandise. Grace waits and looks around as best she can within the constraints of her chains for her new owner.

He comes through the far door after a few minutes and walks straight to Grace and her minder. He ignores Grace and speaks to her black guard. “I’ve arranged for her to be delivered this afternoon. Can we store her somewhere until her driver arrives?”

“Certainly, sir,” the guard responds with more deference than she’s heard from any of the guards that she’s encountered since she arrived in the New Confederacy three days ago. She realizes with a start that this is the first time she’s overheard a guard, all of whom have been black, talking to a white man.

“Let’s get her paid for,” her new owner says as he steps toward the line. The guard nudges Grace to follow while he brings up the rear.

As the unlikely threesome works its way toward the tellers, Grace looks around at the other collections of owners, slaves, and guards. She sees herself as she sees the others - naked, collared and chained, bent over slightly by design, subservient, owned. She sees the owners as less impressive than hers - not as well-dressed, not as handsome, lacking in some intangibles that Grace wonders why it matters to her.

She sees the guards - all in the same black uniforms, all carrying those dreaded nightsticks, all of them male, all of them black. The woman who explained the history of slavery in the Confederacy mentioned that slavery as an industry and profession was dominated by blacks since the institution was revived in recent decades. The universal blackness of the employees of the Beaumont Processing Center and the Lexington Auction House is a testament to her description of reality. White men owned white women but paid black men and women to handle them. It is as odd to her as it was unexpected.

“Step forward and turn around,” the guard tells Grace as he uses his nightstick to ensure her cooperation. He doesn’t shock her - he doesn’t have to. The memory of what the weapon can do to her is seared in her memory. She will do as she’s told with no thought of disobedience.

The teller presses something against the bandaged wound in her hip and she flinches. She can’t see how her wound is healing but it’s been less than a day since she was sliced open and some sort of tracker was implanted in her body. Whatever the teller is tormenting her with beeps and he withdraws it, satisfied that Grace is the property to be paid for. Her owner writes a check and rips it from his checkbook and it strikes Grace that the blending of the mundane and the abhorrent is her new existence. What else lies ahead? she wonders.

“I have to go but her ride should be here in less than an hour,” her owner, whose name she still doesn’t know, tells the guard. “Will that be a problem? Can you stay with her until he arrives?

“No problem, sir,” the guard responds crisply. “I’ll make sure she’s taken care of.”

Grace looks on with crushing disappointment as the man who owns her walks away without uttering a word to her. She looks at the guard and he glances at her.

“What?” he asks, almost compassionately.

“I don’t even know his name,” she says as she fights back tears.

“Him? He’s Dicky DeGraff. And he doesn’t own you. He’s just an agent for the Athens Club. They own you. He was just bidding on their behalf.”

Grace is stunned. “I was bought by a club?”

“Let’s go,” the guard tells her, apparently fresh out of compassion. He prods her with his nightstick away from the tellers but not in the same direction her non-owner went.

She shuffles as fast as her restraints allow to keep up with her minder and he measures his pace to allow for her restrictions. They turn a corner and Grace realizes where they’re going - the holding pens are similar to the ones she endured at the processing facility. These are much more intimidating, though. Instead of being constructed with chain links like a fence, these are made of thick, black bars like a tiny jail cell. Half of the cells are occupied by women and girls much like herself, and the guard wastes no time opening an empty cell and motioning Grace to step inside. She turns to face him before he closes the door - she’s learned that the cells are so shallow that turning around once the door is closed is difficult. These are no exception.

“Can I pee first?” Grace asks the guard but he shakes his head.

“Ask your driver when he gets here,” the guard tells her as he locks the cell door. “Shouldn’t be too long.”

Grace wonders why the bodily functions of slaves are such a low priority but realizes that this, too, is likely to be a recurring feature of her new existence. She fights back tears again as the guard walks away from her and her cell and wonders how long it will really take for someone to remember she exists.

“You okay?” The voice comes from her right and she turns to see another slave in the cage next to her.

“Not really, but no one seems to care,” Grace says, allowing herself a tiny breakdown.

“Ain’t that the truth?” the girl asks. “You waitin’ for a ride?”

“I guess so. Nobody made it clear to me.”

“See those doors there?” the girl nods to the left. “That’s the loading dock. They won’t forget you’re here. Someone just spent a boatload of cash for you, right?”

“I guess.”

“Me, too. Well, not a boatload in my case, but I’m not new, so, you know…” She smiles at Grace and nods. “You’re brand-spanking new, ain’tcha?” The girl’s Southern accent is thick.

“Three days,” Grace mumbles.

“Yeah, I could tell. You’ll be fine.”

“I’m really hungry, and thirsty, and I really, really need to pee.”

“Just go, babe. There’s a drain down there and no one cares. You can ask your driver to hose you down before he puts you up.”

“Puts me up?”

“You know, in the truck or whatever. They don’t want you stinkin’ up the place, so they’ll hose you down.”

“How long will I be here? How long have you been here?”

“I think I’ve been here a couple of hours. It’s hard to tell. You never know how long you’ll be here, though. Could be five minutes, could be five hours.”

“So they’re not going to feed us, are they?”

“No, this isn’t that kind of place. No long-term storage here.”

“How do you know all this?”

She looks forward to the far wall. “I’ve been here a dozen times if I had to guess.”

“So, every time an owner gets tired of a slave, he auctions her off?”

“Mostly, but not all the time. Someone like you, maybe not. I could see you going in a private sale, easy.”

“Why me?”

She laughs. “Are you for real? You’re cute as hell. What’d you sell for, anyway? Way over a hundred, right?”

Grace looks down, embarrassed. “A little bit more than that,” she whispers.

“Oh, honey, don’t be like that. Somebody paid a lot of money for you, they’re gonna take good care of you. It’s when you get worn out like me that you’re in a world of hurt.”

“Worn out?”

“Can you see my back, hon?” The woman turns as much as the cage allows. Grace strains to look between the bars and gasps. “What happened to you?”

“I got caught trying to escape once before I wised up.”

“What did they do to you?”

“Thirty-three lashes with a single tail, a bullwhip. But I was lucky. My owner at the time didn’t want the authorities to get involved, so he handled it himself.”

“What would the authorities have done?” Grace asks in a scared tone.

“The official penalty for trying to escape is hanging, same as it always was for as long as anyone can remember. But I was younger then and my owner wasn’t done with me, so he whipped me instead. Single-tails do a number on you, that’s for certain.”

“That’s all from one whipping?”

“Well, no, not really. That was the first time he whipped me and unfortunately, he developed a taste for it. Oh, he’d let me heal in between, and he never gave me thirty-three at once again. More like a dozen at a time. But even that left scars.”

“How many times did he whip you before he sold you?”

“I don’t really know. I kinda lost count. A lot, though. A lot.”

Grace doesn’t know what to say so she stops asking questions. She realizes suddenly that she’s been crying and her right shoulder and breasts are wet with her tears.

“You hang in there, hon,” the woman tells her as someone opens her cage. “You’ll be fine, you’ll see.” As she’s led away, Grace gets a better look at the scars on her back and gasps. The woman’s skin is riddled with angry red ridges and furrows. Grace wonders if hanging might not have been less cruel to her in the long run.

Then, once again, Grace is suddenly struck by the implications of what she’d been told - attempted escape is punishable by hanging. For the first time in days, Grace is forced to think about her situation as it really and truly is - she is never going to see her mother and father again. Never going to college, or sleeping in her bed in her own room. She will never see her grandparents, or classmates, or neighbors, or Destiny. Never. Her tears begin flowing in earnest and she berates herself for wasting precious fluids when she’s so dehydrated.

The cages next to Grace remain empty for a long while and the girl to her left is three cages down and deep in conversation with someone on the opposite side of her, so Grace has no one to talk to. No one to distract her from her most dire and depressing thoughts. No one to distract her from her dry mouth and an empty stomach. No one.

For the first time since she arrived at the Beaumont Processing Facility, Grace feels totally and devastatingly alone.

~ ~ ~

“There’s this group,” Grace’s mother tells Destiny and her mother. “I don’t know much about them but they try to help get girls who were taken back to their families.”

“How?” Destiny’s mother asks. “And how can we get in touch with them?”

“I’m looking into it but I’ll need your help. Both of you.”

“Whatever you need,” Destiny tells her.

“Destiny,” her mother admonishes her. “You are not going back down there. I’ll lock you in your room if I have to. Promise me you won’t go back.”

“I have to do what I can, Mom.” She looks at Grace’s mother - the woman looks like she hasn’t slept since she got the news. Destiny hasn’t either.

“This is going to take some time but I’m not going to give up until we get her back,” Grace’s mother says as much to herself as to Destiny and her mother. “I’m never going to give up trying.”

“Neither am I,” Destiny says.


6 - Shipped

“You Grace?” a voice asks over the din of the crowded room. She opens her eyes and sees a black man staring at her from the other side of the bars of her cage. He’s young and not in the standard uniform all the other guards wear. He’s dressed casually in a white tee shirt and jeans.

“You Grace?” he repeats and she nods, unable to speak because her throat is so dry. She stands as straight as her chains will allow and shuffles her feet in the tight confines of her cage. Her feet are wet, a sudden reminder that she finally gave up trying to hold back and peed in her cage.

“Okay,” the man says as he reaches for the latch to free her. She almost breaks down with relief - someone is finally dealing with her and her situation - she can put aside thoughts of dying of dehydration for the moment.

“That way,” he points at the large doors where all the slaves have left the storage area before her have gone. She doesn’t know what waits on the other side of those doors but she’s beyond caring. Just leaving this room is a godsend.

He walks behind her as she shuffles across the room. The breadth of the row of cages surprises her - there must be a hundred cages along the wall and most of them are occupied with women, slaves, just like herself - collared, manacled, shackled, and chained. And naked. It’s been three days since she surrendered her clothes and it still feels unnatural although she is no longer overwhelmed with humiliation as she was at the beginning of her ordeal. She doesn’t even feel her new minder’s eyes on her body as he walks her to their destination, whatever that might be.

He steps around her to open the door and she shuffles through the doorframe to find another loading dock, much larger than the one she experienced when she arrived. Several bays are occupied by trucks with the cargo doors open and her heart sinks at the sight of the cages in each one, some of them holding slaves, some empty - one waiting for her. She turns to look at her minder and begins to cry, again wasting precious bodily fluids but unable to stop herself.

“What’s the matter?” he asks, startling her. It’s the first time since she arrived in the New Confederacy that anyone has cared enough to ask.

“Can I pee first, and maybe, get a drink of water?”

He stares at her and then looks at the trucks. “Oh, no,” he says and she almost collapses. “We’re driving you, not shipping you like that.” He nods at the loading dock. “But you can pee first, sure.” He glances at her feet. “Looks like you already have.”

“I really just need some water,” Grace says. “I’m so thirsty.”

“I’ve got water in the car if you can wait,” he says and quickly shakes his head. “No, that’s fine. Let’s get you washed off and I’ll let you drink from the hose.” He motions for Grace to walk to the grates near the back wall of the loading dock where several slaves are either peeing or being sprayed by their minders. She moves toward them and her minder follows. He picks up one of the dozen hoses hanging on the wall and unscrews the nozzle. Water pours from the naked hose and Grace positions herself so he can aim it directly into her mouth. The water is cold and clean and wonderful, and she gulps as much as she can before he decides she’s had enough. Incredibly, to her at least, he just lets her drink until she can’t anymore and turns away.

“You good?” he asks, nodding at the grate, and Grace wonders if she should take advantage of the opportunity to empty her bladder before she gets packed away. She nods her head and waits for him to turn off the spigot and hang the hose back on the wall. When he turns back to her, he pulls something from his back pocket that looks like a rolled-up Ace bandage.

“We should wrap you up before we head out,” he says to her and she just looks at him in confusion. “Raise your arms as much as you can.” She does and he steps behind her. She feels his hands and the bandage on her back and then he threads the roll under her arms and covers her breasts as he wraps it around her torso. He ties it off somehow and then repeats the procedure at her hips, covering her pubic mound and bottom to the tops of her thighs. She feels odd to suddenly not be naked.

“Okay, down those stairs but slowly. You don’t want to lose your balance and launch yourself so let me walk in front of you.” He leads her to a staircase at the end of the loading dock and steps in front of her, taking her hand as she makes her way down while dealing with the chains that are barely long enough to allow her to reach each step without tripping her. Her hands are too tightly constrained by the same chains for her to use the railing so she has to rely on her minder for balance.

“This way,” he says as he leads her into the sunshine outside the loading dock. Grace squints at the brightness even though the sun appears to be either rising or setting, she’s unsure which. “Here we are,” he says as he aims his car keys at an old SUV and it beeps twice. Her heart sinks at the sight of another cage in the back but he leads her to the passenger seat in front and pulls the door open for her. She turns to sit and then slides back and lifts her legs, the one-time normal act of entering a vehicle made awkward by her restraints. She checks her ‘clothing’ such as it is and is relieved that it has remained in place and her private parts are still covered.

“I’m James, by the way,” and she looks at him with a shy smile before he closes the door. He circles in front of the SUV and climbs into the driver's seat. “I imagine you’re hungry, right?”

“Yes,” she says in a quiet voice.

“We’ll stop soon but we can’t waste too much time.” She wonders why not but doesn’t ask - he’s going to feed her and that’s all she really cares about. Her stomach rumbles at the news.

“So, here’s the situation,” he says in a Southern accent she seems to be hearing for the first time. “We have about an eight-hour drive to get to where we’re going. Thing is, I don’t want to be driving in Georgia after dark so we’re gonna have to spend the night somewhere. I know a good place to stay in Asheville but it’s about five hours away. We’ll get you some dinner first, though.”

“Thanks,” Grace whispers, meaning it with all her heart but unable to articulate how much the prospect of food thrills her.

“You okay?” James asks as he pulls out of the parking lot.

Grace wonders where to begin. “Where are you taking me?” she finally settles on.

“Yeah, I guess we should start with that.”

He is distracted by merging onto a highway and Grace blurts out, “What happened to the man who bought me?”

James turns to look at her. “Dicky? He’s just the agent. He didn’t buy you.”

Grace begins to cry again, no longer constrained by a lack of fluids in her body.

“Hey, what’s wrong, Grace? You’ll be okay,” James says as he merges the SUV into traffic.

“How can you say that?” she whispers. “Three days ago I was living with my parents in Cincinnati and looking forward to going to college in the fall.” She turns to him. “Look at me now.”

“Yeah, I get that,” he says as he looks over his shoulder to navigate around a semi on the road. “But you got bought by a good group. They’re gonna take good care of you.”

“Who?”

“The Athens Club. They’re one of the top clubs in Georgia, or anywhere else, really.”

“Is that like a whore house?” Grace is on the verge of breaking down completely - she thought the man in the auction house bought her, even though her guard told her it wasn’t true. If he didn’t, what was to become of her, she wondered. Would she wind up like the woman whose back was covered in scars? Or like Margot, who looked worn out and used up at a relatively young age?

“No, it’s nothing like that. It’s a private and very exclusive club. They’ll take good care of you, you’ll see.”

“Why?” Grace asks simply.

“Why what?”

“Why will they take care of me?”

“Because they just spent a shit-ton of money to buy you, that’s why. And they want to sell you at a profit, so they’re only gonna make you better.”

“Better how?”

“Let’s put that aside for now and get you a burger or some chicken. You got a preference?”

Grace shakes her head - at this point, she’d eat almost anything. James pulls off the highway and into a place called The Chicken Hut.

Grace looks at the people sitting in the small dining room and begins to panic - she’s been naked among other women who were naked for the past three days, but she sees no one through the large glass windows who is dressed like her, in skimpy bandages. She looks at James with panic in her eyes.

He smiles at her. “Don’t worry, we’re not going inside. They’d call the cops on both of us.” He pulls into the line for the drive-up window. “See that sign,” he says, pointing at the entrance. Grace sees it for the first time. “No Pets - No Negros - No Slaves”

“Oh,” Grace whispers. “They don’t want either of us in there.”

“Most places don’t. That’s why I want to get to Ashville. Most motels won’t take either of us in, but I know a place in Asheville where we can get a room.”

Grace doesn’t say anything but makes note of the way he put it - a room. She sighs.

James orders two chicken dinners and pays for them at the first window, the white clerk making a face as she takes his money. The woman, also white, who hands him the bag holds it with two fingers as if she’s disgusted by the idea that a black man is being served.

“So you can’t go inside but you can buy at the window?” Grace asks as the smell of the food threatens to overwhelm her.

“Yeah,” James says with a degree of wonder in his tone. “I guess I’m used to it, but, yeah.” He gives her a look and she smiles at him, her first real smile in a long time.

He pulls out of the parking lot and drives to a big box parking lot that is more than half empty. He parks far enough away from the store but not far enough away to stick out and turns off the engine. He opens the bag that he dropped in Grace’s lap, torturing her for a few minutes as he found a place for them to eat as she smelled the food and her stomach growled mercilessly.

“Hungry?” he asks with a wide grin and she just side-eyes him. He pulls the box of fried chicken out of the bag and hands it to her. She works feverishly to open the box and take a bite - it’s exquisite, the best chicken she’s ever tasted, maybe the best food she’s ever eaten, and she wolfs it down with little regard for the mess she’s making of her hands and face and her half-naked body. James chuckles at her.

“Go easy, or you’ll lose it all in the parking lot in a few minutes.”

Grace tries to force herself to eat more slowly but it’s no use - she wolfs down another piece before James hands her a drink with a fresh straw in the top. She mumbles her thanks and he chuckles again. “Don’t say I didn’t warn you.”

“Why are you driving me, James?” Grace asks with her mouth embarrassingly full. “I went in a truck from the processing facility to the auction house.”

James finishes chewing before he answers. “See, that’s what I’m trying to tell you, Grace. The AC could have shipped you and you would have spent eight hours in a frame box with a butt plug and a catheter the whole way. This is a lot nicer, don’t you think?”

Grace blanches. “A butt plug and a catheter?”

“Yeah, and with your wrists and ankles chained to the corners of the frame so you’re spread eagle to keep you from moving around. Like, at all. It’s no fun from what I’ve heard.”

“Why do they do that?”

“Well, the reason they’d tell you, the shipper, and anyone who uses them, is security. You can’t do any damage to the merchandise when you’re all tied up and stretched out like that.”

“Damage to the merchandise? You mean, some girls try to hurt themselves?”

“It happens, but it’s pretty dang rare, far as I know. No, I think the real reason they do it is because it’s just cruel. And sometimes, a lot of the times, the cruelty is the point.”

“The point of what?”

“Keeping you in the right mindset. A few days ago you were safe in your parents’ care, right? Well, they need to change your mindset from what your life was before you got put into the system, and the surest, fastest way to make that happen is to make damn sure you understand just how much they control your life and how they don’t think twice about treating you like a piece of meat to drive the point home.”

Grace has stopped chewing and her eyes well with tears. She tries to speak but the words get caught in her throat. She looks down at her chicken and tears fall to her bandages, forming dark circles in the skin-toned material.

“Hey, I didn’t mean to scare you, girl. It’s just the sooner you understand what’s going on, the better off you’ll be. And like I said, the AC is about as good a place to land as you can hope for. Those guys are, well, you’ll see.” He pats her arm and she looks up at him with a wet smile.

“What about you? How do you fit in with all this?”

“Me? I’m just a contract driver. I tried working in one of the facilities but I didn’t like it. It was way too depressing to make a career out of. I’m not sure I can do this forever but for right now, it’s okay. I like talking to new girls, like you.” He smiles and Grace can almost feel herself blushing.

“How old are you?” she asks without thinking.

“I’ll be twenty-five next month.”

“And how long have you been working in the system?”

He takes another bite of chicken and chews it while he thinks. “Since I was about fifteen, when I left school. I didn’t start out in the facilities. You gotta be eighteen to get hired there, so I bounced around doing this and that for a few years while I was still living at home. Finally, my mom told me she couldn’t afford to support me anymore, so I applied at the auction house. I only lasted a year there.”

Grace asks, “Why do blacks work in the slave industry? I mean, the woman who did the introduction at Beaumont told us that it all happened when the industry was revived in the sixties. But is that the truth? I don’t know who to believe.”

“It’s pretty accurate, I think, but I was born in 1998 so it’s hard to say. I didn’t learn about it much in school - the black schools are all about teaching us how to be useful in society and not much about history or that sort of thing. I heard stories, of course, but who knows what’s true and what’s not.”

Grace takes another bite of her chicken but her stomach is beginning to rebel and she puts the rest back in the box. She looks at James and smiles. “I don’t think I’ll get sick but I’ve had enough for now.” She puts the box on the floor and curls her legs up underneath her. “I’m really tired.”

“You get some sleep while I put some miles behind us.” He puts his own box behind the seat and cranks the ignition. “Before you go drifting off, though, we should get a few things straight.”

Grace opens her eyes and holds her breath.

“The police here in Kentucky aren’t so bad but every once in a while you run into a bad one. If we get pulled over for any reason, do what you’re told, just like with the guards at the auction house. Don’t ask questions, just keep your mouth shut and obey. I’ll do what I can but there’s not much I can do if they’ve a mind to, you know…”

Grace stares at him and wonders if she wants to know. Finally, she whispers, “No, I don’t know.”

“Just do what you’re told, okay?”

The next thing Grace knows, it’s pitch black out and James is shaking her shoulder to wake her. “We’re here.”

“Already? At the club?” she asks as she shakes the sleep off, her first real sleep in three days and nights.

“No, in Ashville at the motel. I already checked us in but they don’t allow slaves officially so don’t make a ruckus on me, okay?” He smiles and Grace rubs her eyes.

“What? I’m not allowed to be here?”

“They have a stable out back where I’m supposed to keep you, but the place is real low-key and I know the manager real well, so you can sleep in the room with me if you want. Or, I can put you in a stall in the stable, if you’d rather do that.”

“A real stable, with horses and everything?” Grace asks, still trying to wrap her mind around what James is telling her.

“No, not that kind of stable, Grace. A slave stable, like you’ll be living in when we get you to Athens.” He opens the door and climbs out. “I can show it to you if you like.”

“No, that’s okay. I’ll stay in the room.” With you, she says to herself, wondering what that will entail. “Will you be keeping me in a cage?”

He stops before he closes the door and bends down to look at her. “What are you talking about?” he asks with a hint of anger in his tone.

“Nothing. Never mind.” She opens her door and slides her feet out while James circles in front of the vehicle to help her stand up. She shuffles barefoot on the blacktop and climbs the steps to the room door while James pulls a small bag from the back seat of the SUV. He unlocks the door and ushers Grace into the room.

There is only one bed.

Grace ignores that fact and asks to use the bathroom. He waves her to go ahead as he tosses the bag on the chair next to the low chest of drawers. Grace shuffles into the bathroom and debates whether she should close the door, opting to just sit down and pee, her bladder near bursting. She blushes as her stream makes an awful racket but relishes the feel of an actual toilet seat after three days without one. She has to slide her feet towards the roll of toilet paper so that her chains allow her to reach it and wipes with a silly smile on her face. She stands and flushes then shuffles back into the room with James.

“You hungry?” he asks when he sees her standing in the doorway.

“Not really,” she says in a soft voice.

“Okay, we’ll eat in the morning. I’m beat but we need to talk before we turn in, so sit down.” He motions at the bed and Grace follows his instructions. He walks to lean against the low dresser and faces her.

“Did I do something wrong?” she asks with a sorrowful look.

“No, not at all. But we still need to talk about how you want this to go tonight.”

“How do I want it to go? Aren’t you in charge?”

“That’s right, but I’ve done this before so I know where you’re coming from. You got taken because you lost that lottery thing at Beaumont, right?” She nods, her eyes welling with tears at the mere mention of it.

James nods and watches her until she looks at him. “So, you got to spend a little time in the playroom, right?” She nods again but doesn’t feel compelled to cry. “And how did that go? Did you enjoy yourself?”

“No.”

“Had you ever had sex before that? Were you a virgin?”

“No, I wasn’t, but I only had sex once and it wasn’t very good.”

“See, that’s pretty common. Some girls when they get taken, well, let’s just say they’ve been around the block a few times, but some girls, like you, for instance, haven’t really had much experience and none of it good.”

“So?” Grace asks with some impatience. What is he getting at? she wonders.

“Well, if you want to have a good experience before you really get sucked into the system, now’s your chance.” He just stares at her, not smiling, not doing anything. Just stares at her.

“With you?” Grace asks and feels somewhat silly for asking.

“Yes, with me.” He doesn’t rub her nose in it, thankfully.

“Why?”

“What do you mean?”

“Why ask me? You’re a free man and I’m a slave. Couldn’t you just take me if you wanted to?”

“Yes, but I don’t want to. I’m offering something else, an experience you’ve never had before, from what you’ve said, and might not have again, maybe for a long time, maybe ever. Slave owners are not known for being attentive lovers.”

“But you are?”

“I can be. That’s what I’m offering you, Grace. I want to make love to you. I don’t know you and you don’t know me, so it’s not going to be like that. But it can be the next best thing. Better than what you’ve had before, at least.”

Grace stares at James for a long time without moving. She wonders if she’s being lied to, again. She wonders why he’s doing this. She wonders…

“Why are you doing this?”

“I’m trying to be a nice guy.” He waits, then adds, “And if you decide you don’t want to do this, if you decide you don’t want to do anything, just sleep in a nice bed, that’s fine. That’s the choice I’m offering you. You get to choose.”

“That’s very nice of you,” she whispers, still having trouble believing what she’s hearing.

“Yeah, I’m a real peach, Grace.” He laughs gently. “Seriously, though. If you don’t want to have sex, I’m fine with that. I’m tired, too, so I get it.”

“Won’t my new owners be upset with you?” She adds, “Or with me?”

He smiles again. “I won’t tell them if you won’t.” She rolls her eyes and laughs. He laughs with her. “Seriously, they don’t care. This isn’t like anything you’ve ever heard about before when it comes to sex. Slave owners don’t think that way. They just don’t.”

“So, we won’t get in trouble for, you know…?”

“For making love? No, we won’t get in trouble, Grace. No one will ever know.”

“Okay.”


7 - Delighted

“Let’s get you out of those chains,” James says in a quiet voice. He pulls a key ring from his pocket, not the one with the key to the SUV but a different one with three small keys on it. He uses it to unlock Grace’s five-point chains and drapes them over a chair. Grace stands up straight for the first time in days and smiles.

“Feel better?” he asks as he turns back to her.

“I had no idea,” she admits as she stretches her arms wide and even spreads her fingers.

“Unfortunately, I do have to chain your ankle while you're out of your restraining chain. It’s company procedure.”

“They’re afraid I’ll try to escape? Dressed like this?” Grace points at the cloth that James wrapped around her breasts and mound. “Where would I go?”

“That’s not the point.” He moves toward the bed and gets on his hands and knees. He pulls out a thick, ten-foot chain that reminds Grace of the chains used to lock her in place on the auction block.

“That looks heavy,” she says.

“And that’s the point. They want you to make sure that you never forget what you are.” He motions for her to circle around the bed as he attaches the chain to a thick U-bolt embedded in a six-inch square of concrete on the floor at the foot of the bed. James attaches the other end of the chain to Grace’s right shackle. She sighs and looks at him.

“Pretty effective, huh?”

“What happens if the motel burns down?” she asks with a bit of snark.

“You better hope I’m around.” He stares at her without smiling.

“You won’t leave me, will you? Chained here, I mean?”

“Not even for a moment.” He steps to her and puts his hands on her hips. “We can get you out of your wraps now.”

“Will you do it, or should I?” Grace asks, hoping he will lead - she wants him but is feeling more insecure by the second.

“Turn around.” He releases whatever is holding the cloth in place and carefully unwinds it from Grace’s breasts, then from her hips. She turns back to him and waits, her eyes on his, her lower lip trembling.

“Hey, don’t be nervous. I’m going to be very gentle with you.”

“I just don’t know what I’m doing,” she says as she lowers her eyes. She can’t help but notice the bulge in his jeans and averts her look entirely.

“Why don’t we start by kissing? Have you kissed many boys?”

She shakes her head. He steps to her and wraps his hands around her shoulders and bends slightly to touch his lips to hers. She doesn’t respond but she is less nervous than she thought she would be as he kisses her upper lip and then her lower one, then presses both of his against both of hers. He slips his tongue into her mouth and her face flushes as she turns away from him. “Sorry,” she whispers.

“It’s okay,” he soothes her. “I know all of this is a lot to take.” He waits until she turns back to him. “You kiss me this time.” She angles her head upward and touches his lips with hers, tentatively at first but then with slowly building enthusiasm. She slips her arms around his waist and pulls his body to hers until she can feel his cock pressing against her belly.

He breaks from their kiss and pulls his tee shirt over his head. She leans in to kiss him again and the feel of his dark skin against her nipples thrills her. She kisses him again and searches out his tongue with her own. She fumbles for his belt as she steps back to allow her hands to work while she keeps on kissing him, unable to concentrate but not wanting to stop. Finally, he helps her and undoes his jeans, kicks off his shoes, and lowers them to the ground.

She stares at his rigid member, amazed at the effect she’s having on him. She looks at his face and finds him smiling at her and she smiles back, slightly embarrassed but without understanding why. He offers his hand and she takes it. He steps to the bed and they climb on top of the thin blanket together. Her chain rattles as it scrapes the bed frame but she tries to ignore it.

When they get into position, their heads on the pillows and their bodies lying parallel to each other, James puts his hand on her hip and pulls her close. Now, his cock touches her skin and she feels it hot against her. He kisses her again and rolls her gently onto her back. He angles his knee between hers to spread her legs, then he climbs between them and lies on top of her while supporting most of his weight with his arms and legs but pressing down on her just enough to matter. His lips never stop working hers, his tongue darts in and out of her mouth, his chest presses against her breasts, and his cock nudges her mound. She wonders if he will find her entrance without her help when she spreads her legs wide to accept him.

He breaks from their kiss again and reaches down with one hand to grab his manhood. He uses it to part her lips and ease into her hole. Grace sucks in a breath as he enters her slowly. She braces herself for the pain she felt with what’s-his-name but it never comes. As he slowly fills her with his cock, she wraps her arms around his neck and pulls him tight to her for another kiss, the most passionate kiss she’s ever experienced, her body on fire with the thrill of being taken, of being with this wonderful man, of being truly made love to for the first time, really, in her life.

“You okay?” he whispers as he begins to ease out of her tunnel. “Grace?” She nods and bites her lip.

“I’m okay,” she says as she pulls his head down beside her own. “I’m good.”

“Tell me if it’s too much.” He thrusts into her, then withdraws almost completely before thrusting again. She wraps her feet around his thighs, her shackles and chain reminding her that she is what she is but at this moment in time, she can almost ignore them. Almost.

“I’m going to cum soon,” he tells her urgently. “Oh, fuck, Grace, I’m going to cum,” he says with a fierceness that surprises and delights her. He doesn’t want to cum so quickly but he can’t help himself. She knows the effect she’s having on him and she loves it.

His cock is surging in and out of her and it feels good, a little scary but good, and then it swells, stretching her to the edge of pain, each thrust compounding the pain but mixed with pleasure in a way she never imagined was possible. His tempo increases and he grunts and tenses, his whole body going rigid as her vagina is suddenly flooded with wetness and heat. Her mind balks at first - she’s suddenly overwhelmed with fear and guilt - will he impregnate her? Then she remembers she’s been implanted with birth control - but will it work? Is this too soon for it to take effect?

“Oh, fuck,” he says, his eyes closed and his mouth contorted as he thrusts into her again but it feels so different. He came inside her and she doesn’t know how to feel about it, her fear almost overwhelming her pride at bringing this man to orgasm almost against his will.

She begins to cry.

“Grace, what’s wrong?”

She’s sobbing uncontrollably and he tries to comfort her but the dam has broken and her fear and misery and excitement just wash over her with unrelenting fury. How is this possible? she wonders. What will become of me? What will this all mean?

“Grace, talk to me. What’s wrong?” When she opens her eyes and finds him staring at her with a look of alarm, she pulls him to her and sobs into his shoulder.

“I don’t know,” she whispers through her tears. “I just don’t know what’s to become of me.”

He wraps his arms around her body and rolls onto his side. He holds her, rocking her gently and soothing her as he strokes her hair. “It’s okay, Grace. You’re going to be okay.”

She pushes him away, suddenly angry. “How can you say that? You don’t know. Nobody knows. I’m a slave now, James. How can you honestly tell me that everything is okay?” She breaks down again and sobs uncontrollably into his chest and he just holds her. She can’t stop herself, doesn’t want to, really. She just lets the emotions roil her until they subside and she settles, exhausted and depleted but with a sudden calmness that surprises her.

“You’re going to be okay, Grace. I just know it.” She looks up and wipes her tears with the back of her hand. James is looking at her and she’s grateful for his attempt at placating her. But for the first time, she realizes that she is going to survive. He’s right, but his supposed certainty is irrelevant. This is on her, no one else. She is alone but that leaves it to her to determine her outcome, whatever the future holds for her.

“You’ll be okay, Grace,” James tells her again. “It’s going to be okay.”

Yes, she tells herself.

Yes.


8 - Dismayed

James made love to Grace twice more after their first coupling, once in the middle of the night and again in the morning. Grace was thrilled with each instance and she was grateful for the entire experience.

James proved to be a thoughtful and accomplished partner in more ways than Grace appreciated at first. When she settled after crying uncontrollably in his arms, he not only soothed her but introduced her to the wonders of female orgasms. Once she was ready, he kissed her breasts and sucked her nipples gently at first but with growing intensity. As she was focused he slipped his hand between her thighs and caressed her folds, penetrating her with his finger until she was breathless and hungry for more. She expected him to mount her again but he just kept touching her, teasing her really, until he finally touched her clitoris. She didn’t know it at first - he had to explain what happened after the fact - but his patient and gentle manipulation of her nub was shocking to her. She’d touched herself in the darkness of her bedroom in the past but was unfamiliar with the path he led her down to its inevitable and earth-shattering destination. She cried into his chest again, this time with tears of joy and relief.

Almost as satisfying but in an entirely different way was when James took her in his arms with her facing away from him. She’d never experienced such tenderness from a man before and the extraordinary feeling of calm and wellbeing it gave her, in the unlikeliest of circumstances, was beyond incredible. For the minutes she was able to fight off sleep as she listened to James breathing rhythmically behind her she reveled in a cocoon of warmth and calmness that was as welcome as it was unexpected.

The second time James made love to Grace, in the middle of the night, she was stirred by the feeling of him kissing her neck. She moaned and reached back to caress his cheek until she realized he was hard again, his erection quite evident between the cheeks of her behind. When he moved his hand to her breast and began playing with her nipple, she moaned again and turned her head so she could kiss him, awkwardly but in an oddly satisfying way. He shifted in the bed until his cock was fully between her thighs, and she took that to mean he wanted to enter her sheath. She raised her leg, the one with the chain attached to the shackle, and reached down to guide him into her. She was still quite wet from their earlier orgasms and he slipped inside her fully with ease. After a moment where he just stayed fully engaged, he started to rock his hips slightly, just enough to nudge her cervix on each gentle thrust, reminding her vaguely of the feeling she experienced in the playroom at Beaumont but much more pleasurable for her.

After a long time, James eased Grace onto her belly and fully mounted her, his knees next to her hips as he penetrated her with increasing urgency. She pushed back with her buttocks and groaned each time he slid home until he grunted and slammed into her with his full weight, crushing her into the mattress and squeezing the air from her lungs. She pushed against the bed with her hands but he grabbed her wrists and brought her arms to her sides, holding them there as he emptied himself into her again. She struggled to breathe with shallow gulps of air until he rolled off of her and took her back into his arms, his cock still buried deep in her vagina. In less than a minute, he was breathing rhythmically again and Grace caught her breath before joining him in a blissful slumber.

In the morning, she was surprised to find him gone from the bed when she awoke but the sound of the toilet flushing eased her sudden panic.

“We should get an early start,” he told her when he appeared next to the bed.

“Before we go, can we…?” She was too embarrassed to finish her request.

“We can, but…” He didn’t elaborate. Grace threw back the covers in a blatant attempt to convince him and it worked. He smiled, climbed between her parted legs, and entered her easily and thoroughly. James came quickly - Grace did not, but she was unconcerned. She sighed contentedly when he rolled out of bed and retrieved his keys to release her from her chain.

“We really need to go,” he says when she’s done using the toilet. “Shower if you like but as soon as I’ve got the car loaded, I’m dragging you out of here.” He smiles but she has no doubt he means what he says.

Grace climbs into the bathtub and pulls the shower curtain before turning on the hot water, a luxury she never fully appreciated before. She hurries to soap her body and shampoo her hair, just rinsing in time when James enters the bathroom with her five-point restraint chains around his neck and a stern look on his face. She doesn’t bother to reach for the towel but steps out of the tub and waits as he snaps each lock onto her hardware.

“We’ll be in Georgia in about an hour and a half. That’s where we’ll have to make some adjustments, but until then, you can ride up front with me if you like.”

“As opposed to what?” Grace asks, alarmed.

“In the cage. We’ll need to load you in the cage once we get to Georgia.”

Grace wants to ask why but decides she’d rather not know until she has to. Once restrained, she shuffles into the bedroom and raises her arms to allow James to wrap her again but he waves her off. “We won’t need those today.”

“Aren’t we going to eat breakfast?”

“No time, really. The sooner we get you to the club, the better. They’ll feed you.” He packs his bag and ushers Grace out the door of the motel room, beeping the SUV to unlock the doors. He tosses his bag into the back seat and helps Grace into her seatbelt. They are on the road in minutes.

“Why are we in such a rush to get there?” Grace asks, dismayed at how their little interlude in the motel room ended so abruptly.

“I’ve found the earlier we get through Georgia, the better.” He doesn’t elaborate and Grace decides not to press him. She watches the road and the rolling countryside as they ride in silence. Grace reflects on how much she enjoyed her night with James but her mood is weighted by the realization that although she just got a taste of what it might be like to have a boyfriend, something she’s longed for back home for some time, and how that dream has been crushed forever. She is dismayed that getting just one night and then being whisked away is crueler than never having experienced it at all. She fights back tears and turns the side window to hide them from James.

“You’re awfully quiet,” he says at last. “You okay?”

Grace doesn’t turn to him. “I’m just nervous because I don’t know what to expect. I’ve never been good about surprises.”

“Well, what do you want to know? I’ve never been a slave but I’ve been around the industry for a while. I’ve picked up a few things about the Athens Club.”

Grace lifts her feet to the edge of her seat so she can wipe her eyes with her hand. “What will happen to me?”

James takes a breath. “Well, the first thing is you’ll be assigned a trainer who will work with you for a while. He’ll make sure you’re ready to be with the members.”

“Be with the members?” she asks, looking at him.

He looks at her. “Well, you are a sex slave now, so…”

She nods and looks forward. “And that’s all I’ll ever be?”

“That’s hard to say, but for a while, yeah. The members will all want to be with you for a while.”

“How many members are there?”

James shrugs. “I don’t know for sure but around a hundred is a good estimate.”

Tears start to flow again. “So, I’ll be expected to have sex with a hundred different men?”

“Well, over time. Not all at once. And there are always new girls being brought into the system, so you’ll have plenty of competition.”

“Competition? What does that mean?”

“The reason the slave industry exists is to give white men of a certain age and stature an outlet. Most states have strict laws against abortion and birth control, so once wives have had the number of children they want, they allow their husbands to buy a slave. The Athens Club will sell you to one of those men, eventually.”

Grace looks at James. “Wait, what? Laws against birth control? I thought that’s what they put in me the other day.”

“They did, but you have to remember, you’re not a person, Grace. You are property now. The laws don’t apply to you. It’s really important that you understand that and everything it implies. Your trainer will go over the details with you, but you can’t ever forget that you are not a person anymore. I know it’s harsh but if you don’t understand that, you’re going to get punished.”

They drive for a long while in silence again as Grace lets her new reality sink in.

“You’ll be fine though, really,” James says with a soft tone. “I know this is a lot to digest, but the club is very good at what they do, and they specialize in girls like you.”

“Girls like me?”

“Who were taken from up north, usually in that lottery you lost.”

Grace is stunned as she remembers the look on Natalie’s face when she was being led away from her group. Natalie, whose party it was, who organized the entire experience, was smiling. She was the only one who didn’t look upset. “Was I set up?”

“I don’t know for sure, but they wind up taking a lot of girls through that program, the ‘experience’ or whatever it’s called. They told you it was a hundred to one, right?” He looks at Grace and she nods. “Yeah, well I wind up driving a lot of lottery losers to their new owners. Way more than would make sense if it was truly a hundred to one odds.” James turns to her and smiles. “And every girl who loses is beautiful, like you, Grace. That can’t be a coincidence.”

“You think I’m beautiful?”

“Of course. You sold for 200,000 feds, didn’t you? Did any other girl sell for even close to that much money?”

“No.”

“Well, I rest my case.”

Grace is overwhelmed by the realization that Natalie may have set her up, but her inner turmoil is interrupted when James pulls off the road in front of a large sign.

“Okay, we’re entering Georgia now, so I have to put you in the cage.” He looks at her with sad eyes but grim determination. “It’ll only be for a little over an hour.”

Grace nods and opens her door. She climbs slowly out of the SUV as James opens the rear door and the cage. He helps her climb into the compartment and then the cage, but when Grace offers her hands to be unlocked, he shakes his head.

“We best leave those on,” he tells her as he locks the cage door. “And I’m going to cover you with this tarp. I’ll turn up the air if you get hot.”

Grace just stares at him until he disappears from view. She feels as isolated as she’s felt since her ordeal began but says nothing, just allowing her tears to flow, which they do. Copiously.

“You good?” James asks when he climbs back in the driver’s seat and guns the engine. She hears the gravel flying out from under the wheels as they take to the road again. Grace can’t tell if he’s traveling faster or if it’s just the difference in the noise level being in the back and unable to see. She lies in a fetal position and closes her eyes but with no expectation of sleeping. All she can think of is Natalie.

And Destiny. Did her friend know? Was she in on whatever was done to ensure that Grace was taken into the system? Is it possible for her to feel any more alone than she feels right now?

After a time unknowable to Grace, she hears the bleep of a siren. The SUV slows and comes to a complete stop before James says in a voice she can barely hear, “Don’t make a sound.”

“License and registration, boy,” a deep male voice with a thick Southern accent says in the distance. “And step out of the vehicle but keep your hands where I can see them.” Grace hears the door open and close and more voices but she can’t hear what is being said. She doesn’t move - she’s barely breathing - when she hears the back of the SUV open and the tarp ripped away from her cage.

Two white men in uniforms are staring at her, their hands on their holstered guns.

“What do you know, Billy? We got ourselves a live cargo.”

The other man says, “You got a key for this cage, don’t you, boy?” He steps back as James appears and unlocks the cage.

He whispers to Grace, “Don’t fight it.”

Grace eases herself reluctantly out of the cage and allows James to help her climb down out of the vehicle.

“Where you takin’ this one, boy?” the first officer asks without taking his eyes off Grace.

“Athens Club, officer,” James responds deferentially.

“Yeah, why doesn’t that surprise me?” The two officers laugh. “You’re out awfully early for transportin’ cargo, ain’t you, boy?”

“Yes, sir. I’m supposed to be there already.”

“Well, I’m sure those good ole boys at the Athens Club won’t mind all that much if you’re a few minutes late, right Billy?”

“Don’t see how a few minutes one way or another will matter,” the officer named Billy says with a lewd smile. “Pretty little thing like this, won’t take but a few minutes.” He reaches for his belt and unbuckles it. “Get down on your knees, darlin’.”

Grace looks at James with terror in her eyes but he just nods. She sinks to her knees in the dirt as the officer releases his dick from his trousers. “I feel any teeth and you’re dead, understand?” he growls as she accepts him into her mouth. She closes her eyes as he jams his dick into her throat and she gags, trying to turn away but he grabs her head with both hands. She tries to raise her hands but her restraints catch her wrists and she is helpless. After just a few seconds the dick swells in her mouth and erupts, flooding her throat and choking her. The officer doesn’t release her from his grip and seems intent on either drowning or suffocating her with his seed and his member until at last he pushes her away from him and she collapses into the red Georgia clay on the side of the road. A car speeds by as she coughs and sputters in a desperate attempt to breathe again.

“My turn, darlin’,” the other officer says as he lifts Grace up by her arm and bends her over the back of the SUV. She is still gasping for air when she feels his hand rake her vagina from behind, penetrating her brutally with one and then two fingers. She hears his belt buckle jingle and then feels his dick press against her. She gasps as he slams into her, jamming her thighs against the ledge of the vehicle. He withdraws his dick almost entirely before thrusting fully into her again and again. She moans and cries but he is relentless and just keeps pounding her until he grunts and she feels his essence flood her tunnel. She just lies on the ledge of the trunk as his seed trickles down her thighs. She’s afraid to move.

“You have a nice day, boy,” one of them says to James as they stride away, their boots loud on the pavement until she hears their car doors slam and they pull onto the blacktop.

“That’s why I wanted to get an earlier start,” James tells her as he helps her climb back into the vehicle. She looks at him with tears streaming down her cheeks but he shakes his head. “We’re not there yet and there’ll be other cops on the road until we get there, so…”

She crawls back into her cage and hears James click the lock, then cover her with the tarp.


9 - Delivered

Grace isn’t able to stop crying for the duration of the trip, but neither is she molested again. James doesn’t try to talk to her, which is just as well. She doesn’t blame him for what happened but she doesn’t want to see him again, either. She knows she will but she dreads it. She knows nothing but dread now.

“We’re here,” he calls out from the front of the vehicle and through the tarp. The wheels are quieter as the vehicle slows until it stops and Grace braces herself for what’s to come. James opens the rear door and pulls the tarp off the cage but he doesn’t meet Grace’s eyes. For that, she’s grateful to him. Her shame might kill her if he did.

“How many?” a woman’s voice asks and Grace looks up. She sees a black woman in a white blouse and dark slacks peering at her.

“Just two,” James says from somewhere. “About a half hour ago.”

“Just two?” the woman asks him with a tone that startles Grace. “Just two? My, oh, my,” she clucks as she helps Grace extract herself from the cage. “I don’t know why they insist on driving these poor things down here in what amounts to an open invitation to mischief from those officers…” She rolls her eyes as she wipes Grace’s tears with a soft cloth. “It’s just barbaric.”

“Yes, ma’am,” James says. Grace looks at him but looks away quickly. He looks miserable but he wasn’t the one who was…

What? Didn’t he warn her? Didn’t he tell her that she’s no longer considered a person? Is it even possible to rape a slave? Is it?

“Come on, dearie,” the woman says. “Let’s get you inside and cleaned up.” She wraps her arm around Grace’s shoulders and walks her slowly toward a large wooden door. Grace looks up as best the can with her collar and restraint chain still holding her in a subservient position, and she is astonished at what she sees - a castle-like structure with turrets and a vaulted roof, all made of bricks and wooden beams.

“Good luck, Grace,” James calls out from behind her but she doesn’t look back. She won’t. She can’t.

“Don’t worry, dear, we’re going to take much better care of you from now on,” the woman whispers as she reaches for the door’s handle. “I’m Belinda, by the way.” She pulls open the door and ushers Grace inside. The vestibule is dark compared to the bright sun outside and Grace waits for her eyes to adjust.

When they do, she can’t believe what she sees.

~ ~ ~

“Thank you for coming alone this time,” Mrs. Rooney, Grace’s mother, tells Destiny. “That group I told you about down South? They might be able to find Grace and let us know where she is and if she’s okay.”

“Will they help get her out?” Destiny asks, full of hope but bracing herself for the worst.

“Maybe, if they can. I just have a name right now, and a place to contact them.”

“How can I help?”

The woman stares at Destiny for a long, terrifying moment. “You can come with me.”

“Of course,” Destiny says without hesitating.

“Good.”
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1 - Received

Grace Rooney squints hard, trying to force her eyes to adjust to the limited light. She’s just been delivered to her new owners at the Athens Club in Georgia as a slave of the New Confederacy. As she looks at the scene unfolding before her, she sucks in a breath.

“This way, dearie,” the black woman who just introduced herself as Belinda tells her as the door behind them shuts with a loud thud. The woman, who is guiding her as the guards did in the first two places she encountered guides or guards, depending on what was expected of her, motions for Grace to move to a tall cage to her left. The door is already open so Grace steps inside and Belinda closes the door behind her with an almost equally loud clang. The door is made of thick black bars, like a cage in a zoo, the kind used to hold only the most dangerous animals.

Grace, eighteen years old, naked and restrained, is anything but dangerous.

She wears permanent restraints as she has since she was taken into the system two days ago. A collar is affixed to her her neck, manacles to her wrists, and shackles are draped on her ankles. All five pieces of dull silver hardware are attached by a series of chains that are locked into place with a key, presumably one that Belinda has a copy of but who can know that for certain? Not Grace.

“We’ll get you cleaned up as soon as your wrangler arrives, dearie,” the woman tells Grace in a gentle tone. “He won’t be long.” She walks away from the cage and disappears around a corner. Grace’s attention returns to the sight that stunned her when she first set her eyes on it.

A woman or girl - Grace can’t tell how old she is - is hanging by her wrists not twenty feet away from where Grace is standing in her cell holding onto the bars. The girl, she has to be a girl, Grace decides, is moaning and crying softly as she turns slowly in place, her feet dangling a foot off the floor. Beyond her is another girl standing with her head and hands encased in wooden stocks so that her back is bent at a ninety-degree angle. Her head is hanging down and her dark hair is a tangled mess. Both of these unfortunate creatures wear the same hardware as Grace - collar, manacles, shackles - although neither wears chains. They can’t be in the positions they are being forced to suffer.

Beyond the woman in the stocks is an unoccupied instrument of torture, one Grace had not seen before at the Beaumont Processing Facility. It looks like a wooden saw horse, the kind her father uses in his basement workshop back home. There are other devices beyond the horse but Grace’s line of sight is cut off by the bars of her cage. Against the far wall of the large room are other cages made with similar bars as her own, but with walls between them so they look more like cells than cages. Two of the four cells she can see contain other women or girls like herself, although they have a bench of some sort to sit on where Grace has nothing in her cell. Not even a toilet, which she desperately needs to use.

In the other circumstances Grace encountered in her time at the two other slave facilities that she’s so far endured when she was caged she was told not to pee. Not knowing what the rules are, and risking severe punishment for breaking unknown rules, seems to Grace to be the epitome of unfairness, of which she’s already had more than she can bear. After being talked into visiting the Beaumont Processing Facility for a supposed one-day visit for a ‘slave experience’ she was abducted - there’s no other word for it in her mind - into the system. Then, after a trip to the Lexington Auction House, she was sold to the Athens Club which presumably owns the building she now finds herself.

All of which have transpired in just 72 hours.

“Okay, dearie,” Belinda announces when she appears from around a corner. “Tyrone will be taking you to get cleaned up now.” Beside Belinda is another individual, also black but twice her size and dressed in jeans and a skin-tight white tee shirt that shows off an imposing physique. Grace stares at him as he ignores her while checking his phone. Belinda unlocks her cell with a key on a large keyring attached to her belt. Belinda pulls the cell door open and Grace shuffles back into the vestibule.

“This way, Grace,” Tyrone orders her with unexpected gentleness in his tone. Compared to the guards at the other facilities, these two have been almost kind to her.

Then she hears another moan from the girl hanging by her wrists.

“What did she do?” Grace asks as she shuffles by the girl. Tyrone ignores her so she keeps her head down and keeps walking as best she can in her restrictive chains. The chains that connect her hardware are all too short by design, according to the woman who explained them to her at Beaumont. Her feet can only be about 12 inches apart and her hands cannot move much above or below her waist unless she curls up into a ball. When she’s walking - shuffling really - the chains tug on her collar so that she has to stay hunched over as if she was bowing to everyone she encountered, which, she was told, is exactly the point. After only a few days of wearing them, she hates them ferociously.

The chains can be removed at a guard’s discretion. The hardware cannot.

Other than her hardware, she, like every other slave she’s encountered, is kept naked. She assumes the lack of clothing is to reinforce the reality that she is, first and foremost, a sex slave. She fetched a high price at auction - two hundred thousand Confederate dollars - primarily because she’s young, attractive, and supposedly uncontaminated by prior exposure to the slave system of the Confederacy. Slaves lose value as they age according to her neighbor she talked to her first night at Beaumont, and at eighteen she’s as young as they allow, even in a country where slavery is still the centuries-old law of the land.

“In there,” Tyrone tells her when they come to an unoccupied cell. She looks around before the cell door clangs shut and is relieved to see a toilet, not just a bucket as she had to endure at Beaumont. She moves to use it before she loses control just from knowing relief is at hand. She sits and releases a torrent as Tyrone checks his phone outside her cell.

“I’ll be back in a while to let you shower at the end of the row,” he tells her while she wipes herself. She blushes hard as he watches her. “I’ll bring you something to eat and drink as you missed breakfast, then you can get cleaned up. Finally, I’ll explain how this place works so you don’t wind up like those two.” He nods at the women being punished near the vestibule.

“How long will I be in here?” Grace asks, wondering if he’ll even bother to answer her.

“Hard to say, but not long. A week at most.” He walks away before she begins to cry. A week is not long? In what world is that true?

Grace looks out at the cells on the other side of the room from her, all of which are occupied. She wonders what the rules are about talking - it was discouraged but tolerated at Beaumont, not prohibited at Lexington. She listens carefully but hears nothing being said between cells so she has to assume that talking is against the rules here at the Athens Club.

Her stomach growls as she sits on her bed which is nothing more than a cement bench with a thin mat as a cushion of sorts. The pillow is almost as much of a joke, barely two inches thick and stained, but at least it doesn’t smell. She lies down and rolls onto her side - lying on her back in her chains is not comfortable at all unless she can put her feet up like when she’s in a small transport cage. She doubles the pillow’s thickness by folding it in half and it almost holds her head at a comfortable angle. Almost.

“Here’s something to eat,” Tyrone tells her as she shakes the sleep off. She’s surprised she was able to sleep at all but the night before and especially the morning were…full. She takes a small tray from her wrangler, as Belinda called him, and is surprised to see actual food - a cup of yogurt and a granola bar wrapped in plastic. A full bottle of water is most welcome as she hasn’t had anything to drink since her ordeal early this morning.

“I’ll be back in a bit,” Tyrone tells her with his eyes still focused on his phone. He closes her cell door gently and Grace opens the bottle. She drinks in long, desperate drafts until the bottle is half-empty, then she tears into the yogurt and granola bar. She’s had no food since dinner the night before.

With her thirst and hunger satisfied for the moment, she lies down and thinks about last night. Her driver, James, a young black man who actually treated her like a human being, intrudes on her thoughts against her will. She knows beyond a shadow of a doubt that she’ll never see him again, but she longs for him after they spent just one night together. One night that changed her in a way nothing before ever had when he made love to her, the first man to do so in her brief time as a woman. She fights not to relive the pleasure he gave her, touching her gently, kissing her as if they were lovers, holding her close, and making love to her not once, not twice, but three glorious times. Perhaps her first and last lover, for who knows what lay in store for her as a slave in the New Confederacy?

Finally able to chase thoughts of James from her consciousness, she turns to her parents and her mother most of all. Is she beside herself with worry? Is she plotting to get Grace back and putting herself at risk of being abducted by a system that brooks no disobedience? Or is she resigned, as Grace is, that they’ll never see each other again? Just three days into the nightmare that has befallen them?

And what of her father? A member of the Cincinnati police force for as long as Grace can remember, what will his reaction be to his daughter’s abduction? Will he go rogue and attempt a rescue? Will he go through official channels before exhausting all possibilities of getting Grace released legally? Will he accept the reality of a massive, five-hundred-year-old system that has never been disrupted and was last threatened well over a century ago to no avail? Can her father contemplate breaking the law, even one that has taken his only child away from him? Will it destroy him one way or another?

“Come on,” Tyrone says when he suddenly appears and unlocks her cell. “Shower is at the end of the row. Don’t dawdle or I’ll drag you out by your hair.” He smiles at her but she can’t tell if he’s joking or imagining how much fun that would be for him.

Grace assumes her chains will remain locked in place as she shuffles to the far end of the room and finds an open cell that resembles a bathroom, with white tiled walls, towels, soap, and shampoo. The shower is positioned in the middle of the ceiling with no curtains anywhere in sight, so she turns the valves on the wall and shuffles under the spray. She washes her body and hair as best she can within the confines of her restraints and forces herself to forgo lingering. She uses one towel to dry herself and shuffles back to her cell where Tyrone is still engrossed in his phone.

“Okay,” he says as he enters the cell with her but leaves the door open. “Here’s what you need to know right now. The Athens Club owns you. You are their property and they can do what they want with you under the laws of Georgia and the Confederacy. The best way to think of it is to imagine what it’s like to be a dog or a cat or a horse in your country - the government frowns on abuse but will not interfere unless the abuse is brought to their attention which it rarely is. Now, that said, the men of the Athens Club pride themselves on treating their slaves with respect to encourage proper behavior. You will be learning more about that over the coming months.

“For your first week at the club, you will remain here in what we call ‘the tank’ while you get acclimated. Slaves who act out and who need behavioral modifications spend time in here until their wrangler decides to reintegrate them back into the mainstream of the club. Do as you’re instructed while you’re here and your time here will be short and not too unpleasant. Show any signs of recalcitrance about being here and you will be punished accordingly. There’s a reason new slaves are brought in through the entrance they are so the first thing they see is what you saw.”

Grace widens her eyes in a futile attempt to stave off tears. She makes no effort to wipe them away once they start flowing.

“What will I do while I’m down here?” she asks tentatively.

“Well,” Tyrone says as he stands up and exits the cell. “You’re a sex slave. You’ll be having a lot of sex.”

He slams the door shut with a resounding clang and walks away.


2 - Acclimated

“It all depends on what your definition of ‘a lot’ is.” The voice is soft and Grace can’t tell where it’s coming from. She looks around but all she can see are the cells across the room from hers and none of the girls in those cells seem to be looking her way.

“What? Who’s talking?” Grace whispers.

“I’m in the cell next to yours,” the voice says and suddenly, it’s obvious to Grace that the girl is in the cell to her right. She moves to the intersection of the bars and the concrete wall.

“What’s your name?” Grace whispers and the girl answers immediately.

“Jill.”

“I’m Grace.”

“Pleased to meet you, Grace.”

“What did you mean?”

“The definition of ‘a lot’? I heard Tyrone big-dealing you a minute ago and I almost had to laugh. He’s a real piece of work, you know?”

Grace is struck by the voice’s lack of a Southern accent. “Where are you from originally?”

“Portland, Oregon,” Jill answers. “You?”

“Cincinnati. You’re a long way from home.”

The girl chuckles. “Yeah, I don’t think of that as home anymore.”

“How long have you been here?”

“At the Athens Club? Only a couple of months. They bought me from a broker in Missouri.”

“A broker?”

“You’re brand new, right?”

Grace nods then says, “Yes.”

“Just got unlucky, right?” Grace doesn’t know how to respond. “Let me guess,” Jill continues. “You had number thirteen, right?”

Grace is dumbfounded. “How did you know?”

Jill laughs softly. “We have a whole collection of girls like you. We call them, wait for it, the lucky thirteeners. Cute, huh?”

“What are you talking about?”

“Look, you got played, Grace. Whoever brought you to the…where was it? Beaumont or Lynchburg? Where they took you?”

“Beaumont.”

“You lost the lottery, right? Hundred to one odds, they told you, am I right?”

“Yeah.”

“Well, we got way too many girls in this club alone that lost that same lottery in one facility or another, and guess what? They all had unlucky thirteen when they lost. Now how's that for a coincidence?”

“I still don’t get it.”

“You came down to play at being a slave, right? Just for a weekend? Someone else made all the arrangements, correct?”

Grace nods absentmindedly again before she agrees out loud.

“And you didn’t even realize they were gonna play dice with your freedom, did you? You just showed up expecting a little roleplaying and maybe something extra on the side or whatnot. I still don’t really get why that’s a thing with so many foolish young women.”

Grace doesn’t disagree. She just thinks of her friend Destiny who talked her into attending the ‘experience’ that changed the course of her life. And ruined it, maybe forever. But she stays silent.

“Anyway, the Athens Club, assuming they didn’t instigate the whole scam in the first place, knows it’s happening and takes full advantage when it does. They’ve got agents and brokers at all the auction houses and processing facilities and as soon as some fresh young thing like you gets scooped up by the system, they’re right on it.” The girl makes a noise that Grace doesn’t understand but she gets the gist. “What did you sell for?”

“Pardon?”

“Come on, you heard me. What did they wind up paying for you, Grace?”

“Two-hundred thousand,” Grace whispers - she can’t get past the shame of that number for some reason.

“Jeez, I need to get another look at you. I saw you walk past my cell but by the time I looked up you were already pretty much by me. Blond hair, nice figure, tall, am I right?”

“I guess.”

“Don’t be modest, Grace. Being good-looking and young will keep you safe, for a while at least. How old are you?”

“Eighteen.”

Jill clucks. “Yeah, you’re gonna be just fine. They’ll find a good home for you, is my guess. It’ll be years before you start getting passed around like me.”

“How long have you been a slave?” Grace asks gingerly.

“About six years.”

“How old are you, Jill?”

“Thirty-one and I look like I’m forty. I had two kids before I got taken and my tits are a disaster as a result. Plus, when I showed up here I was a little overweight by their standards.”

“I don’t understand,” Grace says. “Why are you here?” She sucks in a breath when she realizes how rude she sounds.

“Don’t worry, I don’t mind. I’m beyond caring about that sort of thing.” She sighs loud enough for Grace to hear. “I’m not altogether sure, but I think it’s because my last owner got really pissed and sold me too cheap. The lovely gentlemen of the Athens Club love sweet young things like yourself, but they’re not above turning a quick profit on an old bitch like me when they can.”

“So why are you still here, Jill?”

“Two months isn’t that long, Grace. Some girls spend years here. It all depends, I guess. I don’t pretend to understand it all but I’m trying to figure it out.”

“What did they pay for you, if it’s okay to ask?”

“Ten grand.” She laughs quietly. “Like I said, a bargain.”

“Why are you down here in the tank?” Although the floor they occupied is at ground level, the lack of any windows made it feel, to Grace at least, like a basement dungeon.

“Isn’t it obvious, Grace? I got a mouth on me.”

“So you haven’t been here for the whole two months, have you?” Grace asks.

“Oh, yeah. They wouldn’t put me in with the regulars in the stables. Like I said, I got a mouth on me and they’d be pissed if I got inside their heads and spoiled all their hard work training them to be good little sex slaves.”

Grace doesn’t know what to say.

“Plus, they’ve got me on a strict diet so that I lose a bunch of weight. Then they’ll sell me for twice what they paid.”

“You’re worth more skinny than fat?”

“Isn’t everyone?”

Grace asks, “What are the stables like?”

“It’s a big barn behind the main house. Looks like any other barn from the outside, but the inside is totally different. You’ll see. Tyrone said you’d only be here a week, right?”

“Yeah. That seems like a long time to me.”

“You’ll get used to slave time, Grace. It’s not the same as when you were back home with your folks. Time is all we got and we spend most of it waiting.”

Grace feels her eyes beginning to water so she changes the subject. “I only got a cup of yogurt and a granola bar to eat just now. What kind of diet do they have you on if that’s all I get?”

Jill makes that sound again, something between a snort and a laugh. “You don’t want to know.”

“Really?”

“Really.”

Grace has heard enough and she pulls herself up using the bars and walks back to her bed. She sits down, wonders if she should try to sleep again, and pulls her feet up to lie on her side. She doubles the pillow again and just waits. It’s what slaves do.

Grace shakes off the sleep again when she hears Tyrone unlock her cell door. She sits up as he pulls the door open and enters. She looks up at him and he looks down at her, neither of them saying a word for a long moment.

“You a virgin, Grace?” he asks at last, shocking her.

“No, I’m not.”

“Did you have a boyfriend before you got taken?”

“No, not really.”

“Which is it? No, you didn’t or yes, you did?”

“No.”

“You ever suck cock before.” He starts to unbuckle his belt.

Grace’s heart rate doubles and she back up on the bed until she hits the wall. “No, I haven’t,” she whispers.

“Yeah, I kind of figured.” He lowers his jeans and his black cock flops out of his underwear. He’s not hard like James was but he’s quite imposing, at least to Grace, who has only ever seen two male organs in the flesh up until now.

“Come closer, Grace. I’m not going to hurt you.” He grips his cock with one hand and motions with the other for her to approach. She looks up at his face but sees nothing except an authority figure who is giving her a direct order. The same one who told her to listen and comply with any orders she was given or risk being punished. She tentatively slides to the middle of her bed.

“Just take it slow but take it in your mouth. Make believe you’re enjoying it and by all means, don’t let your teeth touch my skin.”

Grace leans forward and sticks her tongue out to lick the tip, being careful not to touch the hole she knows he pees from. She looks up at him but he seems detached, almost disinterested. She licks him again and he wipes his hole across her tongue before she can react. He tastes salty and bitter and she makes a face.

“Don’t stop,” he orders her.

She licks him again. He moves toward her and she backs away. “Don’t make me do it for you, Grace. I’m trying to work with you here but I don’t have all day.” Grace forces herself to take the whole head into her mouth and begins to move back and forth as he does the same with his hips. When his cock touches the back of her throat, she pulls away and chokes slightly.

“Come on, Grace. That was nothing. Here, let me show you.” He grabs her hair with one hand and his cock with the other so he can aim it at her mouth. She hesitates for a second before opening her lips to let him in but he jams himself into the back of her throat, cutting off her air. She reaches up with her hands but her chains and manacles render her effort useless.

“That’s it, just relax. Blow jobs are going to be a big part of what’s expected of you no matter where you end up, Grace, so you better get used to it.” He saws in and out of her mouth as her eyes water, not just from her tears but from his onslaught as well. She learns quickly to breathe deeply each time he slides back but it’s a struggle to keep from choking on every thrust.

Suddenly, he pulls out of her mouth completely and slaps her face with his open hand. “I said watch your teeth, Grace. I feel them again and I won’t be so gentle with you.” He reenters her mouth and she works even harder to keep her mouth wide open to avoid another slap.

“Okay, that’s a good start,” he says when he withdraws for the last time and releases his grip on her hair. She leans forward and coughs until he tugs at her shoulders. She looks up at him with tears clouding her vision. “Turn around and kneel,” he orders her in a stern but quiet voice.

She shuffles around on the thin mattress, her knees in distress almost immediately until he grabs her hips and positions her at an angle from the wall. “I don’t want you hitting your head, Grace,” he explains as she feels his wet cock nudge her pussy. She moans at the sudden intrusion, not complaining exactly but not enjoying it, either. She’s reminded of the violations she endured in the Playroom at the Beaumont Processing Facility and she tries to relax but it’s hard. Tyrone is not as rough with her as those nameless guards who fucked her but he’s nowhere near as gentle with her as James was just last night.

“Put your head down on the bed,” he tells her as he begins to fuck her in earnest. She feels his cock slamming into the end of her tunnel and winces each time as the pain slowly subsides. She cries to herself as he uses her and wonders how long and how often she will be forced to endure this kind of treatment. Tyrone says nothing as he just maintains a steady and relentless rhythm with his cock.

After a time - Grace has no sense of how long - Tyrone withdraws from her sheath and she collapses on the bed, still crying softly but glad that her first ordeal is over. When she opens her eyes, she doesn’t see Tyrone. She looks around and the cage door is open, so she climbs off the bed and looks outside. She hears a sound to her right and finds Tyrone standing at the bars of Jill’s cage, his jeans around his thighs, his eyes closed as his hips rock gently against the bars. When he grunts, she realizes his cock must be sticking through the bars and Jill must be sucking him off. Although she has almost no experience with the male orgasm to speak of, she further realizes that Tryone just came inside one of Jill’s holes, although she has no idea which one.

“Get back inside your cage, Grace,” he orders her and she ducks inside and crawls onto the bed, curling into a fetal position, trying to process what just happened. The sounds of Tryone zipping his jeans and buckling his belt drift into her consciousness and she looks up just in time to see him close and lock her cell door.

“Thank you, Tyrone,” Jill says from her cell barely loud enough for Grace to hear. The guard walks away without responding and Grace moves to the intersection of her the bars to her cell and the wall she shares with Jill.

“What just happened?” she whispers, worried that Tryone might hear and still unsure if talking is allowed or not. 

“Breakfast,” Jill says.


3 - Stabled

Tyrone came to Grace's cell three or four times a day to continue her training. Each time he used her body, he fed his essence to Jill next door. Tyrone was not the only guard to feed Jill but she wondered how the poor woman survived, because while all the other girls in the tank were fed twice daily, usually yogurt and a piece of fruit or a granola bar for breakfast and a sandwich for dinner, Jill was not. Her diet was strictly limited.

About a week after she arrived - Grace kept close track of her meals since no other indication of the passage of time was available to her - she was told she’d be transitioned to the stables. She wanted to say goodbye to Jill but was not given an opportunity to do so. Tyrone simply informed her she was moving and she was moved.

She leaves the tank in the opposite direction from Jill’s cell so she never got a look at her neighbor. Tyrone walks her to a door at the end of the main hall and she has to wait while he unlocks it. She looks into a small anteroom and waits again until he opens another door that opens into a courtyard. The sun is shining down on Grace and she squints at the first glimpse of such brightness since she arrived.

“This way,” Tyrone tells her as he leads and she struggles with her restraints to keep up. He walks her through the courtyard to a gate in the surrounding fence. She looks up to see a large barn in the field just outside the fence and assumes without asking that it is the stable Jill told her about. She contemplates asking Tyrone but he’s been less communicative of late.

“I won’t be handling you once you move into the stables,” he tells her as she follows him. “You take care,” he says and hands her off outside the barn door. He walks away without looking back and Grace doesn’t know if she’s sad to see him go or not.

“My name is Shawn and I’ll be getting you settled today,” the new wrangler says in a kind voice. “Let’s get you inside.”

“Will you be wrangling me from now on?” Grace asks tentatively.

“I will, but there’s no telling how long that will be.” She looks up at him at an angle, her chains forcing her to hunch over. He’s not as imposing as Tyrone but he’s better looking.

“I can take those off you as soon as we get you in your stall,” Shawn says as he unlocks the barn door and pulls it open. It’s the best news Grace has gotten in a while as she loathes her restraints in general and her chains specifically.

“Did Tyrone treat you okay?” Shawn asks, the first time anyone has asked her opinion of her treatment since she was taken.

“He was fine,” Grace says reflexively. “I don’t have anyone to compare him to, really.”

“That’s fair.” He pulls the large, two-story door open and motions for Grace to enter the structure. She does and waits for her eyes to adjust. The scene astounds her.

A large table dominates the center of the space. There are bookcases and chairs to read in, several large sofas, and a full kitchen at the far end of the barn.

But most astounding of all is the number of girls. Dozens of them, all naked but for their collars, manacles, and shackles, all stunningly attractive. And young, just like Grace.

“How many of us are there,” Grace asks Shawn without thinking.

“Right around fifty,” he responds without hesitation. “The members try to keep the ratio right around two to one.” He motions for Grace to move toward the center of the room where a half dozen girls are sitting around a long table big enough for dozens more.

“Ladies,” Shawn says in a voice that gets their attention and Grace’s, too - this was the first time anyone in the slave industry had called slaves ‘ladies’. “Ladies, this is Grace. Please make her feel welcome.” The girls look up and smile but then go back to talking or whatever they were doing as Shawn moves on and Grace follows, easily keeping pace with him for a welcome change.

He walks her toward the kitchen but angles her to one side of the room and Grace realizes that what she initially mistook for a wall is actually a series of doors disguised as a wall. Shawn pulls one open and ushers Grace into a small room. A girl with dark hair and pale blue eyes looks up as they enter.

“Melanie, this is Grace,” Shawn says to the girl who scrambles up from the single bed where she’s been reading a book. “You’ll sleep there,” Shawn motions to the other bed in the room. Grace looks around and is pleased to see a window that looks out on an open field with trees in the distance.

“Melanie will get you situated and bring you up to speed on the work schedule as well as your expectation as a member of the stable. I’ll be back after dinner to give you your training schedule.” Shawn exits without saying goodbye but he doesn’t close the door. Grace marvels that this is the first time since she arrived in the Confederacy that she’s able to leave the place she’s in.

“So let me guess,” Melanie says. “You’re a lucky thirteener, right?”

“Is it that obvious?” Grace asks.

“Oh, yeah. What did you go for at auction? Couple of hundred grand or so?”

“Yes. You?”

“Two-fifty,” says with a smirk. “Almost half a mil in this one cell. That’s pretty damn good.” She stands and walks to the window. Grace notices that her mound is completely bare before remembering hers looks the same way. She’s still not used to it. “Where’d you get taken?”

“Beaumont. You?”

“Baltimore. Why the fuck, huh?” she asks but with a tone and an expression that makes it clear she doesn’t expect Grace to answer.

“How long ago were you taken?” Grace asks, comfortable with the question for the first time.

“What is it outside, April or so?”

“May.”

“Jesus, time flies when you’re having fun.” She sits on her bed again and tucks her legs under her thighs, leaving her vagina open and exposed. Grace isn’t quite used to that, yet. “Six months then, give or take.”

“You were taken just before Christmas?” Grace asks, horrified for reasons she doesn’t quite understand. Why would that matter?

“Yeah, a few weeks before. I drove down to the shore and someone must have slipped something into my drink when I wasn’t looking. Oldest fucking trick and I fell for it. Pitiful, really.”

“Wait, so you didn’t lose the lottery?”

Melanie snorts. “Me, go for that slave-for-a-day shit? Naw, I got kidnapped, pure and simple. By the time I woke up, I was in Baltimore in a cage with these already attached.” She holds up her manacles.”

“Then how do you know about the lucky thirteen club?” Grace asks.

“You kiddin’? Half the girls in here got taken that way. Not that it matters.”

“Is anyone trying to get you out?”

“Course not. How would they? My old man didn’t have enough money to get himself out of jail last time he got arrested and my mom is a drug addict, so she’s worthless. They don’t take girls who can put up a fight.” She looks down and then asks, “What about you? You got family that misses you?”

“I do, but I haven’t heard a thing,” Grace chokes out on the verge of tears - it’s hard to be reminded of her parents. Still.

“And how would you? These guys don’t give a fuck about all that shit. They paid a fuck-ton of money for you and they’re connected as hell from what I can see. They ain’t about to lose you, doesn’t matter who wants you back.”

“Then why did you ask? You said they don’t take anyone who can put up a fight. I don’t get it.”

“Because if they come by a new slave illegally, there’s a chance, a slim one but a way it can happen, that the whole thing gets reversed. But it’s gotta happen before you get processed. Once you’re wearing your jewelry, you’re as good as gone and there’s no undoing shit.”

Grace closes her eyes and wonders if she’ll ever get used to being completely without hope. As soon as Melanie mentioned even a remote possibility that she might be able to reverse her absorption into the system, she felt her spirits lift. Only to have them crash to the ground a few seconds later.

“Where are you from?” Melanie asks, perhaps sensing that Grace needs to change the subject.

“Ohio. Just outside of Cincinnati. You?”

“South Philly, born and raised.” She stares at Grace for a long moment. “It’ll get better. You’ll see.”

Grace asks, “What did Shawn say about me fitting in?”

“Yeah, we should talk about how this works. And make no mistake, from what I hear, because I’ve never been anywhere else other than the Baltimore Auction House, which is a fucking nightmare, by the way, this place is pretty cushy. So enjoy it while you can because you never know.”

Grace is about to ask what you never know but she holds her tongue and waits for her roommate to get to the issue at hand.

“So, what’s the deal here, huh? Well, first off, you won’t have to do any assigned chores until we divvy them up again in a few days. We do all the work around here and we got a real incentive not to screw with the system. Now, as a newcomer, and a thirteener, to boot, you’ll no doubt come in for some hazing. Nothing too bad but whatever you do, just take it, okay? Don’t make a fuss and for god’s sake, don’t start anything or you’ll go back to the tank for a week and that’s no fun at all, as I’m sure you are well aware.”

“No fighting, got it.” Grace nods solemnly.

“I’m serious. If a wrangler or anyone else hears you raise your voice to anyone, they don’t hesitate to drag you back there. And you just sat around for a week, without getting punished, am I right?”

“Yes.”

“But you saw the equipment and what it can do, correct?”

“Yes. But what was that saw horse thing? I didn’t see anyone get punished on that.”

“Oh, the pony is fucking brutal. They put you on that and leave you there for hours, depending on why they’re punishing you. They chain your hands behind your back so you can’t get any relief and your shackles are chained to the floor but your feet are raised up, so all your weight is on your pussy and your ass. The edge isn’t sharp but it’s narrow and after just a few minutes you begin to go numb and then ache and finally, it’s a deep pain that is just unbearable. But bear it you will, usually by rocking slowly from your cooch to your butthole to get some relief. The slow rocking motion is what’s known as ‘riding the pony’ and once you do it you’ll wish you were never born.”

“So, you’ve been on it?” Grace asks.

“Twice, fucking shit. First time was for mouthin’ off to a bitch who wouldn’t do her share of washing the toilets. Second time was for not moving fast enough when one of the owners wanted something.”

“What did he want?”

“What do all men want?”

Grace blinks. “Sex?”

“You got it. I shoulda known because Mr. Sewell has a reputation for being a shit, but I was pretty new then and didn’t really get what was expected of me. I never made that mistake again.”

Grace begins to cry. How will she make her way in this world? she wonders.

“Shawn will help you with all that, though. He’s one of the good guys. I had a lazy-ass wrangler who didn’t give a shit about me getting in trouble until they finally fired his sorry ass.”

“So, who has you now?”

“Carl is my wrangler now. I’ve been with him for a while.” She stands and walks to the window. “But it doesn’t really matter, to be honest. They all fuck us.”

Grace’s eyes go wide.

Melanie smirks. “Didn’t you get fucked every day in the tank?” She nods. “Did you think that would stop when you moved in here?”

“I guess I didn’t really think about it,” she whispers, tears welling in her eyes. 

“Look, Grace. I’m gonna level with you. I know you don’t want to hear it but it’s the god’s honest truth.” She pauses and Grace nods again. “You’re a sex slave. You’re gonna have a lot of sex, every damn day, probably for the rest of your life but definitely for the foreseeable future. Nobody’s coming to rescue you and you’re never going back to Ohio or your parents or whatever hopes and dreams you had before you got taken. They run a tight fucking ship down here and their whole country is built on the idea that slavery is the reason they exist. And do you know why that is, Grace?”

Grace shakes her head again as tears run down her cheeks and drip down to her breasts.

“It’s because it’s true. Now, let’s go eat before it’s all gone.”

~ ~ ~

“I found someone to talk to but they won’t talk over the phone,” Mrs. Rooney tells Destiny as they climb into her car. She pulls away from the curb in front of Destiny’s house and the girl waves to her mother who’s standing in the doorway. Her mother doesn’t wave back.

“So we’re just going down there to meet someone?” Destiny asks quietly.

“They need to put a face to a name, so I’ve got pictures,” the woman tells the girl. “And copies of her documents that we can give them.”

“What do they do with them? The documents, I mean.”

“I don’t know, Destiny,” the woman says sharply. “I’ve never done this before.”

“I’m sorry, Mrs. Rooney, truly I am.”

The woman softens and reaches for the girl’s hand. “I know, dear. I’m sorry I snapped at you. I haven’t gotten any sleep in days.”

“Me neither.” Destiny watches the scenery without seeing it until they get to the M-D border crossing. Her anxiety, already high, spikes. “Are we going to be questioned? They didn’t question us when we crossed on the bus.”

“I’m not sure but I’ve got a story for them, so follow my lead, okay? Oh, and you’re my stepdaughter and you live with your mother. That will explain us having different addresses on our blue cards.”

The prospect of lying to the authorities of the New Confederacy does nothing to calm Destiny but she tells herself that at least Grace’s mother has planned ahead. She can only hope it’s a credible story.

The border guard on the US side does a cursory check of their paperwork before waving them through. On the CS side, the guard is more thorough and Destiny is bordering on outright panic.

“Business?” the guard asks Mrs. Rooney.

“My husband is tending to his mother in Lexington and he asked me to bring his daughter to say her final words to the woman. Pancreatic cancer.” Destiny is impressed by her ability to look calm but with an underlying tone of sadness. On second thought…

“You been through before, ma’am? You are aware of the rules?” he asks gently, surprising Destiny.

“Yes, officer. I’m very aware.”

“Enjoy your visit, ma’am.” He says the words without irony, a rote response, Destiny realizes. She breathes a sigh of relief but wonders if that’s really warranted.

“Here we go,” Grace’s mother whispers as they drive into enemy territory.


4 - Introduced

“Hey, everyone,” Melanie says in a loud voice as she and Grace approach the long table full of naked slaves. “This is Grace, from Ohio. She went for two-hundred gees and she’s rooming with me, so all you fancy bitches better watch your backs because there’s a new sheriff in town.”

“Shut up and sit down, Mel,” someone says and half the girls laugh. Melanie motions for Grace to sit in one of the chairs near the middle of the table, which she does. Melanie sits next to her.

“Hungry?” she asks Grace as she grabs a slice of white bread from a stack as high as the glasses of water at everyone’s place setting. The plates are plastic, as are the utensils but Grace takes a slice of bread and a drink of water.

“Starving,” Grace says as she bites into the bread. It tastes as bland as anything she can remember from back home but she’s so hungry she doesn’t care. She watches as the other girls talk to each other but not to her until four girls emerge from the kitchen with large pots that are steaming on four-wheeled carts. The aroma almost overwhelms Grace as her stomach growls.

“Stew tonight since we all have flat plates. The other option is soup, every other day. You get one scoop so don’t ask for more - and two slices of bread. If anyone sees you take three, it’s a week in the tank. I’ll send you there myself if you eat someone else's rations. We’re all super thin for a reason.”

Grace waits for her plate to be filled with a large ladle and she uses her bread to sop up as much gravy as she can. The stew reminds her of the Dinty Moore her father used to eat when her mother wasn’t home to chastise him, but she devours it with relish and wipes her plate clean. The other girls take more time to finish but Grace doesn’t feel the need to talk during the meal.

“Been here long?” the girl to Grace’s right asks. Grace turns and shakes her head.

“A little over a week,” she answers as she looks at the girl’s half-full plate with sorrowful eyes. She wishes she’d have eaten her own meal much more slowly.

“No, I mean in the system,” the girl says.

“About ten days, I guess.” Grace takes a sip of water and wonders if she can have more to drink if she finishes what was already in her glass. “You?”

“Almost a year, I imagine. It’s late spring, right?”

“Middle of May. Why don’t they tell us what day it is?”

The girl shrugs. “It doesn’t much matter, really. I’m Annette, by the way.”

“Grace.”

“Yeah, I heard Mel introduce you. We all did.” Grace looks at her for signs of sarcasm but finds none - she was just stating an obvious fact, one that Grace knew as well.

“Where are you from?” Grace detects a Southern accent but has no idea of the regional differences she presumes exist.

“I’m from New Orleans,” the girl says but Grace can barely understand what she said. “Were you a lucky thirteener?”

“Uh, huh. Word travels fast.”

“I didn’t hear, I just assumed. Mel said you’re from up north and all you northerners seem to get caught up by the same thing, seems to me.” 

“We really are gullible, aren’t we?” Grace asks with a half-smile.

“Well, it’s not for me to judge.”

“How did you get taken?” Grace asks.

“My landlady thought that I was sleeping with her husband so she told the cops I stole something from her apartment.”

“Did you?”

“Steal something? No, I’d never been in her apartment.”

“Did you sleep with her husband?”

“No, he was gross. I tried to tell the police but they didn’t believe me. If they would have just looked at him, it would have been obvious.”

“Couldn’t you get a lawyer to prove you were innocent?”

Annette smiles. “I had no money. I’d left home because my stepfather wouldn’t leave me alone, and I was barely able to feed myself and pay the rent in this small apartment. I have a feeling the landlady had done this before, though. It all seemed to happen so fast.”

“Did she get the money when they sold you?”

“Probably. I think they call in restitution, but her whole apartment wasn’t worth what I sold for, so how is that justice?” Annette eats another bite of stew. Grace eyes her dish longingly as she’s still hungry.

“Have you been here since you got taken into the system?”

Annette shakes her head. “No, I went to a man in Dallas first, who bought me at auction in Baton Rouge, I think. He got me really cheap because the auction house is really small and out of the way, so there wasn’t much bidding. He fixed me up and sold me again in Atlanta. That’s when the club bought me.”

“He fixed you up?”

“Yeah, he got me these,” she says as she holds her breasts. “I was an A cup and now I’m a  D. I also lost a lot of weight.”

“He starved you?” Grace asks in a scared voice.

“Pretty much,” Annette says without showing any signs of being bitter about it. “I was really overweight, like almost two hundred pounds. It’s easy to do in New Orleans, the food is so good.”

“What do you weigh now?”

“I really don’t know, but I’m sure it’s nowhere near what I was. I used to wear a size twenty and now I’m a six.”

“You wear clothes here?”

“Sometimes a member will take us out to show us off,” she says with enthusiasm. “Those are the best because we get to go to the closet in the main house.”

“What’s in the main house?” Grace asks. “All I’ve seen is the tank.”

“The second floor is where they entertain. There’s a big ballroom and a dining room. Some of the girls who were rich before they got taken said it looks like a country club, whatever that is. I wouldn’t know.” She shrugs and takes another bite of bread soaked in gravy.

“Wait, rich girls get taken?”

“Oh, sure. If they’re pretty and they do something their money can’t buy them out of, they get taken. No one is above the law and everybody’s vulnerable. Women, at least. Men, not so much.”

“Are there male slaves?”

“Not that I’ve seen. Some girls have told stories about males being taken for labor but I think it's kind of hard to believe. I mean, what kind of work could they do that would be worth the cost? Labor is pretty cheap. That’s why so many of us were just scraping by. They like to make life hard, you know?”

“They?”

“Rich folks. Rich men, really. Women don’t vote so they don’t really have a say in things.”

Grace feels a bit disoriented as she always does whenever she talks to someone new. She looks to her left and waits for an opportunity to nudge Melanie that she’s ready to go back to their room, or stall.

“All set?” Melanie asks when she looks at Grace. The two get up and take their dishes to the tub near the kitchen, then they go to their stall but leave the door open at Grace’s request.

“Sure, I get it,” Melanie tells her. “But come lights out, we’ll have to close it then.” Grace nods and sits on her bed.

“Tell me about sex training,” Grace orders her roommate, feeling a little presumptuous but Melanie doesn’t react.

“There’s not much to tell, although I should show you something.” She hops off her bed and goes to the small nightstand next to Grace’s bed and pulls open the bottom drawer. “You should start putting this in every night, beginning tonight.” Melanie holds up a black piece of plastic shaped like a cone with a stand. Grace looks at her roommate feeling helpless.

“Where?” she finally manages.

“In your butt. It’s called a butt plug and it’ll get you ready for anal sex.”

Grace feels the blood drain from her face. “What?” she whispers.

“You never heard of anal sex?” Grace can see Melanie struggling not to laugh or roll her eyes. “You never watched porn?”

“Only a little at a friend’s house.”

“No matter. So, some men, not many but some, like to change things up when they’re fucking you. It’s not enough that they have your mouth and your pussy, they want your asshole, too. I have no idea why, they just do. So you have to get ready for it. This will stretch you out so you don’t get torn up, which is a real possibility and no fun whatsoever. You get lube as well,” she says, reaching into the same drawer and pulling out a tube of KY which Grace is completely unfamiliar with and she looks at Melanie with a look of panic that the girl can’t brush aside.

“Okay, look. Lights out is a ways off but I’ll just put mine in now to show you how it’s done.” She goes to her own nightstand and withdraws the same two items although the plug is noticeably bigger than Grace’s. She uncaps the tube and spreads a clear gel on the plug and her fingers, then she sits on her bed, raises her legs in the air, and massages her back hole with the gel. It takes everything in Grace not to turn away in disgust.

“Don’t skimp on the lube, okay? There’s always a stash in the closet near the kitchen and you can swap out your butt plug once you’re ready for a bigger one as they stock all different sizes of those as well. And trust me, Grace. You’ll need a bigger one.”

Grace watches with unending horror and fascination as Melanie inserts the butt plug into her dark passage. It slides in easily at first, then more slowly and Melanie grunts softly when it passes through her stretched ring and pops into place.

“And you leave it in overnight?”

“To start with, yeah. You’ve got some work to do because you’ll be getting it in your back door in a couple of weeks at the latest. Like I said, Shawn is one of the good ones so he won’t go there for a little while to give you a chance to get ready. But you’ll be offered to the members in three weeks max and he won’t allow you to go without getting some practice in first. Members don’t take too kindly to their property getting damaged due to a wrangler's negligence.”

Melanie puts her feet down on the floor and sits on the edge of the bed. Grace stares at her with a look of dismay but she can’t do anything about it.

“Okay, last thing and this isn’t a bad one, okay. So cheer up a little.”

“What?” Grace asks not believing her.

“Have you ever been with a girl, Grace?” Melanie smiles.

“You mean, like…?”

“Uh, huh,” Melanie says with a slow nod. “Like, sexually.”

“No,” Grace whispers. “I thought it was illegal down here.”

“For women on the outside, sure. But in here, nobody gives a damn. It’s one of the only benefits of being a slave.”

“Says you,” Grace sniffs, regretting her attitude but unable to change it.

“Look, I get it. I’ve thrown a lot of shit at you, no doubt about it. But think about it, Grace. Two weeks ago, you were sitting in your room wondering if a boy would ever like you enough to be with you. You said you weren’t a virgin when you got taken but that it didn’t go well when some bozo popped your cherry, right?” Grace nods. “Well, now you never have to worry about that shit ever again. You’re gonna get more sex than you ever dreamed possible and there’s nothing you can do about it, so you might as well accept that it is going to happen and try to enjoy it as best you can. Now, you might not be attracted to women, and from your reaction to the mere mention of lesbian sex, I’d say that a definite hard no, am I right?”

Grace nods again and wonders if this will ever end so she can just crawl into bed and die.

“Stay with me, now, Grace. I got a news flash for you - I’m not attracted to women, either. But there’s an old saying that really fits our situation. Know what it is? I’ll just tell you. ‘When in Rome, do as the Romans do.’” She smiles and Grace just stares at her.

“We live in a lesbian paradise here. Fifty or so women, all of them good-looking or even beautiful, like yourself, naked all the time with nothing better to do. And here’s the thing, what they didn’t tell you in health class - women know best what women like best. Men are great, don’t get me wrong, but they’re kind of dumb, especially when they’re young. Your first dude, he was about your age, right?”

Grace nods.

“So, eighteen or so, a real numb skull who didn’t know what the fuck he was doing. It’ll be years before he learns his way around the female anatomy. Well, I’ve been licking pussy nonstop for the better part of six months. I’m a freaking expert at giving straight females like yourself earth-shattering orgasms. Wanna try it? No? Well, that’s cool, and I take no offense, believe me. I was here a few weeks before I dipped my toe into the lesbo pool. But once I did, I got fully onboard with the program, let me tell you. And the best part is, everyone here, and I mean everyone, is in the same boat as us. So why the fuck not?”

Melanie stands up and goes to the window. “You said it’s mid-May, right? Getting dark outside so it’s probably getting close to lights out. We should probably hit the head now before the rush. Come on, I’ll show you where it is.”

Grace follows Melanie to the end of the stables near the kitchen and discovers another comparative luxury about her new home - a real bathroom with real toilets and lots of them, sinks, showers, and even an old-fashioned bathtub with feet. All in a clean, white-tiled room that doesn’t smell.

“Pretty dope, am I right?” Melanie asks with a broad smile. “Beats the shit out of those damn buckets in those damn cages. I just wish they had doors or something.” The toilets, six of them, are all lined up with nothing between them, so Grace looks at Melanie as if she’s crazy.

“I’m kidding, Grace. Lighten up, will you? Things could be worse.”

Grace has to admit it - that much is true.

~ ~ ~

“This will help,” the young black woman tells Destiny and Grace’s mother. “That won’t so keep it.” She hands Grace’s birth certificate and Social Security card back to her, keeping Grace’s senior picture. Destiny is struck by the thought that the smiling photo of Grace is not going to be representative of Grace now, trapped in the system that Destiny led her blindly into. She fights her tears and tries to focus on the conversation the black woman is having with them.

“This is going to take time, you have to understand that,” the woman says with a practiced, cautionary tone. “We don’t have near enough resources and far too many requests for help, so it’s all going to take time.”

“How much time?” Mrs. Rooney asks the woman who didn’t offer her name when they met in the Walmart parking lot just past the Beaumont Processing Facility. As they drove past the hulking presence where Grace was taken, Destiny looked away.

“Depends,” the woman says. “She’s pretty, but most of them are, so it’ll help some but not much, honestly. We got our ways but they’re unpredictable. One case might be easy and we find the trail in a few weeks. Another one can drag on for months or even years. You just have to do the work and hope for the best.”

“Years?” Grace’s mother asks with a catch in her voice that almost breaks Destiny’s heart. Again.

“It’s rare, but it happens, I’m not gonna lie. And even when we find her, it’ll take a lot of time and effort to try to extract her, depending.”

“Depending on what?” Destiny asks, her first words to the woman.

“Depending on who’s got her and how much security they got her under. Some don’t watch ‘em very close because of the penalties and all. That’s what we’re always hopin’ for. Don’t always work out that way.”

“What can we do to help?” Mrs. Rooney asks, the desperation in her voice undisguised.

The woman touches her arm. “I know this is tough, ma’am. I really do. But there’s not a lot you can do until we can find her trail, so just go home and let us do what we do, okay?”

“And just wait? I can’t do that.”

“It’s my best advice, ma’am. Now, I gotta go.”

And she’s gone.


5 - Trained

Grace slept surprisingly well, she realizes the next morning. After her visit to the bathroom, she and Melanie talked about the girls at dinner, and Grace found a little ordinary gossip calming.

“Before we turn in,” Melanie said without emphasis, “let me just tell you that my offer stands but I won’t be offended if you never take me up on it. I’ve got a dozen girls that I can be with whenever I want, so if you decided to remain celibate you won’t have any impact on me at all. But I’m here for you if you change your mind, Grace. I know this is a big adjustment for you - we all went through it so we know exactly what it’s like. Anything I can do to make it easier for you, just let me know.”

Grace thanked her new roommate but didn’t change her mind about being intimate with her. They went to sleep in separate beds and Grace reveled in the solitude of a real bed. The nights she’d spent in the tank, with the concrete bed and inadequate mat made this bed seem like a luxury. She fell into a deep sleep for the first time in weeks and didn’t stir until the sun was up.

“Breakfast will be in about fifteen minutes,” Melanie tells her when she opens her eyes fully. “You don’t want to be late because, unlike dinner, most of the girls that are stabled will be attending. The club members rarely keep us overnight.”

“What are they like?” Grace asks. “The members.”

Melanie shrugs. “It’s a wide range but they’re all rich or they wouldn’t be here - that’s the only thing that they all share. Well, that and they’re all white, of course. But other than that, they run from young and fit, mostly legacy members, to old and fat which is the norm.”

“What are legacy members?” Grace asks as she sits up and places her feet on the floor.

“Men who inherited their memberships from their grandfathers, mostly. I think it costs a boatload to join this place and they’re really picky about who they let in, so most new blood comes in when Grandpa kicks the bucket.”

“Are they nice, the members?”

“It depends,” Melanie says as she moves toward the door. “Let’s get out there before we don’t get to sit.”

She leads Grace back to the long table that splits the barn down the middle. Few seats remain and none next to each other so she’s separated from Melanie for the first time and feels insecure about it. But the girls on either side and across from her remember her name and go out of their way to engage her in small talk, exchanging names and hometowns. She leaves the meal - which consisted of oatmeal, bread, and water - feeling good about her surroundings for the first time in weeks. Relatively good.

“Hey,” Melanie says when she enters their stall. “I’ve got an appointment this morning up at the main house, so I have to run. Hang loose for a while because I expect Shawn will be here soon to start your training.”

“An appointment?” Grace asks tentatively.

“I’ve got a member who thinks I’m just the shit, and he’s having me brought up for lunch, as well. So, I’ll see you this afternoon, okay?” She’s out the door before Grace can respond.

Alone again, Grace wanders around the room, restless. Her training, to her mind, began in the tank with her first wrangler, Tyrone. He came to her cell every day to have her lick his penis, then he fucked her, doggie-style. The first day she spent in the tank, each time Tyrone was about to climax, he withdrew from Grace’s body and took his manhood and his essence next door to feed her neighbor, Jill. But after just one day of that form of coitus interruptus, Jill was gone, no longer answering Grace’s questions around the corner of the wall that separated their cells. Once she was gone, Tyrone finished inside Grace’s vagina.

Three or four times a day.

Given a week of such a regimen, she wondered how much more training she needed. Wasn’t sex something you just did? Was there an art to it? A secret technique that, once mastered, would render her invaluable? All she’d heard about the Athens Club before she arrived involved how proud they were of turning raw slaves into something special. Was this training the beginning of her own transformation? Would she become the kind of woman men would die for? Did it matter, ultimately?

She decides that whatever is to come, she was glad Melanie wouldn’t be here to witness it. She hopes that Shawn will chase her roommate from their shared living space whenever he came to do whatever he came to do, but she wonders if even that’s asking too much. Perhaps the goal is to numb her sense of shame, or personal privacy so she would have no issues with performing sexual acts in communal settings. With dozens of sex slaves, many dozens of members of a club that owns dozens of sex slaves, and a house big enough to host all manner of orgies or whatever, wouldn’t it make sense that Shawn’s first order of business would be to desensitize Grace about, well, everything?

“Morning,” Shawn says as he walks through her stall doorway without warning. He’s dressed exactly as he was yesterday and the same as every other wrangler she’s seen both here in the stables and in the tank - a white tee shirt, blue jeans, and work boots of some sort. No special outfit for training sex slaves, just business as usual. She almost feels disappointed. “Sleep well?” he asks as he closes the stall door.

“Yeah,” she says without smiling.

“Did Melanie fill you in?”

“She did. She was very helpful.” Grace doesn’t want to give him any more information than she has to, for reasons she can’t explain.

“And did you meet the rest of the girls?” He’s just standing there, not getting undressed or anything, which Grace finds confusing. And a little annoying - can we get on with it?

“Some of them but not everyone. How many of us are there?”

“Fifty-two at last count, so we’re a little tight on space. The members like to keep us close to full for obvious reasons.” He smiles.

“Well, it’s not obvious to me,” Grace says with a little attitude. She wonders if she runs the risk of pissing her wrangler off, and what consequences that might hold for her. She almost doesn’t care.

“That’s fair. We have around a hundred members and they like to have around one girl for every two members. It just works out when they keep it full. If they sell a bunch of girls off all at once, things can get a little dicey for the ones who are left.”

“Dicey?”

“Yeah, as in, you might wind up seeing four or five members a day instead of two or three. It can be a little much, from what I’ve been told.” He smiles again and Grace is surprised to see a bit of sympathy in his smile. Other than James, no one has shown any compassion, never mind sympathy, for her.

She decides to ask about it. “Why do you refer to us as girls? Everywhere else I’ve been they called us slaves. Isn’t that what we are?” She stares at him defiantly.

“Well, yeah, of course. There are locks on the doors and you’re wearing slave jewelry, so sure. But I like to think of you as a girl, or a woman if you prefer, no disrespect intended.”

Grace laughs. “No disrespect? Really?”

Shawn’s face clouds over for the first time. “Yeah, Grace. No disrespect.” He doesn’t smile.

“Okay, I’m sorry. I’m just a little upset about all this, you know? Two weeks ago I was looking forward to graduating high school and going to college in the fall. And now I’m trying to understand how it’s different fucking five strange men a day compared to just two or three. It’s a lot to deal with, you know?”

He softens. “Yeah, I get that. And I am sorry Grace, but there’s absolutely nothing I can do about what happened to you. All I can do is make your life here a little better by getting you ready to integrate into the life you’re going to live for the foreseeable future. Okay?”

“Okay,” she says in a soft voice. “And thank you. I do appreciate it.”

“No problem.” He straightens up and looks at his phone. “We’ve got around two hours until lunch but this won’t take nearly that long. If you have any questions afterward, that’s fine but let’s hold them until we get the first thing out of the way.”

“The first thing?”

“Well, as you yourself said, you’re a sex slave. You’ve got to get used to having a lot of sex. And you should try to get good at it, for your own sake. It’ll go a long way in making your life more bearable, or even enjoyable.”

Grace nods but can’t help thinking there’s not much chance of that. “So, what do I do first?”

“Well, you can start by unbuckling my belt and pulling my cock out of my jeans,” he says without a hint of irony. Grace stands up from her bed and goes to him since he’s not coming to her the way Tyrone always would. She bends at the waist and he touches her shoulder.

“Get a pillow from your bed and kneel in front of me. The members will always expect you to kneel.”

Grace does as she’s told and finds her mouth dry which is exactly not what the situation calls for, but she presses on. She is actually anxious to see what Shawn’s penis looks like, which makes her smile to herself - she’s been with a few men in her life and she’s already doing comparisons, if only in her mind. What would the future hold for her?

When Shawn’s semi-erect penis flops out of his underwear, she grabs it just behind the head and licks his hole. His taste is bland - a little bitter and salty - but not altogether unpleasant. She licks the underside of his head and then takes it into her mouth. After a week of dealing with Tyrone multiple times a day, she feels pretty confident about what she’s doing.

“Okay, stop,” Shawn says, startling her. “Let’s back up.” Which he does, literally.

“The first thing I’m going to say to you is that you have to approach every man in the club - members, wranglers, guards, even the cooks, and the janitors - as if they are god’s gift. If you’re cavalier about what you’re doing, if you treat it as a job, or worse, a chore, then you’re life is going to be miserable. Not right away, but eventually, and maybe irrevocably.”

Grace is looking up at him as he talks to her and it strikes her as a little bit funny. Shawn, with his jeans around his ankles and his cock hanging a foot from Grace’s face, is doing a decent imitation of her high school health teacher, Mr. Stoddard, as he lectured her class on the evils of sexually transmitted diseases. Which, she remembers, she needs to ask about.

“So,” Shawn says to wrap up his speech. “Do it again and try to be a little more enthusiastic about it.”

He steps forward and Grace begins again, trying to force an enthusiasm she’s not feeling. She does better, not great, and Shawn tells her so.

“Do you masturbate, Grace?”

The girl blushes hard. “Yes,” she admits quietly without meeting his gaze.

“Recently?”

“No.”

“Why not?”

“I don’t know.”

“Okay, we’ll talk about it later. For right now, get on your bed, hands and knees, facing away from me.”

She climbs onto the bed and assumes the position she remembers all too well from her week in the tank. “Angle your body a little so I don’t give you a concussion, Grace.” She can hear the smile in his tone as she shifts herself around.

She braces herself for his assault - she can’t think of it any other way - but it doesn’t come. Instead, he waits in silence. She looks back to see him staring at her and swivels her head around as if he caught her doing something she shouldn’t be doing.

“I can see we have a lot of work to do,” he says quietly. She looks back at him again and he gives her a sad smile. Then he reaches down to pull his jeans up and button them. She flips around on the bed and hangs her head.

“Sorry,” she whispers.

“It’s not your fault, Grace. But I don’t want to compound the problem by forcing things, so instead, I’m going to give you a homework assignment. I’ll leave you to your own devices for the rest of the day, but I want you to have six orgasms by this time tomorrow morning. Can you do that for me, Grace? I don’t care how you do it - finger, dildo, Melanie, whatever it takes. But I want six real, honest-to-god orgasms, or you’ll spend an afternoon in the tank and I don’t mean in one of the cells. Are we clear?”

“How will you know?” Grace asks, surprised at her own audacity.

He laughs as he pulls the stall door open. “Do you really think you can lie to me and I won’t know, Grace?”

“How’d it go with Shawn?” Melanie asks when she returns to their stall. Grace makes a face. “Bad as that?”

“Worse. He didn’t even fuck me.” She looks at her roommate as if that was a fate worse than anything. “Some sex slave,” she mutters, more to herself than anything.

“How come?” Melanie asks as she sits on her bed. Grace notices that she sat down gingerly, as if in a bit of discomfort if not outright pain.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing, don’t worry about it. What happened with Shawn?”

She related their interaction but held back about her homework assignment. “Am I in trouble?”

“No, I really doubt it. He’s probably taking it easy on you because you’re barely more than a virgin, really. It’s kind of cute, you ask me.” She shifts slightly and winces.

“Melanie, what’s wrong with you? Did your appointment hurt you?”

“No, not really. He’s just really big and he likes the back door. Like, a lot. I’ll be fine.”

Grace’s eyes go wide. “You mean, even after all this time and all the prep you’ve done with the…” She can’t get herself to say the words.

“The butt plug?” Melanie smirks. “See, this is why I told you, you gotta get your shit together, Grace. Did you even try to put it in yet?”

Grace just hangs her head without answering.

“Jesus H. Christ, Grace. You’ll be sorry, I promise you.”

“Okay, okay, I get it. Message received.” Grace shifts forward and leans her elbows on her knees. “He really…?” She still can’t bring herself to ask the question.

“He really did. But I’ll be fine. I’m going to get a bigger plug, though. Gonna order it special, you can be sure of that.” She laughs. “I don’t mind it, though. There’s something to be said for a man who knows what he wants.”

“Don’t they all?” Grace asks, surprising herself.

“You’d be surprised. A fair number of them, especially the older ones, just lie there and let you do all the work. It can go on for hours, too. And then there are the really old farts who can’t even get it up anymore. You just suck on their limp dicks until they fall asleep, which thankfully doesn’t take long. Usually.” She laughs and shrugs. “Still, I had salmon for lunch. What’d you have? Let me guess - mac and cheese?”

“Is it the same every day?” Grace asks, dismayed. She likes mac and cheese well enough, but…every damn day?

“No, they mix it up a bit, but today’s a green day so it’s always the mac.”

“Green day? Like the group?”

Melanie laughs, almost uncontrollably. “No, the chart on the wall. I didn’t explain how that works?” Grace shakes her head. “Well, we have green days and blue days and yellow days. Since we don’t get access to a calendar and never know what day of the week it is, we have to keep things straight somehow. The colors tell us all who’s on KP, who’s serving, who’s cleaning the bathrooms, you get the picture. You’ll have a different job for each color day and no shirking or it’s off to the tank and nobody will feel the least bit sorry for you. In fact, we’ll turn your sorry ass in and laugh as they cart you away to ride the wooden pony.” She laughs again, and this time Grace feels like she’s rubbing it in.

“Seriously, though,” Melanie says when she calms down. “What else did Shawn say?”

Grace frowns. “He gave me homework.” She cocks an eyebrow at Melanie, who laughs again, almost as out of control as before.

“Let me guess - he wants you to masturbate, right?” she chokes out between laughing and gulping air.

“Among other things,” Grace admits, almost in spite of herself.

“Really?” Melanie looks at her roommate with excitement that pleases and scares Grace. What if she can’t do it?

“Look, it’s still up to you, girl. We can start out with something a little more subdued if you like. We don’t have to jump right to the advanced stuff.”

Grace’s eyes go wide and she can feel the heat blooming on her face. “Yeah, okay,” she manages to say.

“Come on, it’ll be fun. You’ll see. Just be a little open-minded about it, that’s all I ask.”

“Okay.”

~ ~ ~

“I’m not going,” Destiny says emphatically. Her parents are just as emphatic.

“Yes, you are, Des. You worked too hard to just throw it all away.” Her father says with a gentle tone.

“I already enrolled at CST, Dad. I’ll do a year there and then transfer.”

“Cincinnati Tech is a joke, Destiny,” her mother snaps. “Do you really think Ohio State is going to hold your spot for you? You were so excited to go to Columbus.”

“I was excited to go there with Grace, Mom. Why can’t you understand that? I’m not leaving without her.”

“Honey,” her dad says. “I talked to Mr. Rooney the other day and he said his contact at the FBI confirmed she’s in the system. You know what that means.”

“Of course, I do, Dad. I was there, remember?”

“Don’t use that tone of voice with us, Destiny,” her mother says.

“Then you have to listen to me, Mom. Both of you do. I’m not leaving until we get Grace back. I’m just not.”

Her parents exchange a look but Destiny doesn’t care.

Her mind is made up.


6 - Mentored

Melanie comes to Grace and motions for her to lie down on her bed, then to scoot over toward the wall of their shared stall. Grace does and her roommate climbs in next to her. Their bodies are barely touching but Grace is still nervous, as is evidenced by her near-rigid body and tight-lipped expression. Melanie laughs gently.

“I’m not going to hurt you, Grace. Relax.” She reaches for the poor girl’s face and strokes her cheek with the back of one finger. “All I want is for you to enjoy yourself,” she whispers and she leans over to lick Grace’s nipple. The nub immediately tightens and her areola crinkles with pleasure, almost forcing Grace to sigh. Melanie sucks the excited nub into her mouth and rolls her tongue around it. Grace closes her eyes. Melanie shifts her body so she can reach the other nipple and repeats the process - lick, then suck - and Grace responds by reaching for the back of Melanie’s neck to pull her mouth tight to her breast.

Melanie reaches down and touches Grace’s mound with the backs of her fingers until Grace spreads her legs. When one finger slips between her folds, Grace sucks in a tiny breath and opens herself even more. Melanie moves back to Grace’s left breast and massages it with her tongue until Grace pulls her tight again, burying her nipple in Melanie’s mouth.

After a time, Melanie lets go of Grace completely, prompting a slight sound of disappointment as she slides her body down, and Grace tenses once again. “It’s okay, Grace. You don’t have to do anything.” She positions herself between Grace’s thighs and kisses them, back and forth as she moves closer to the girl’s wet folds. She motions for Grace to slide up so she can lie flat, her feet extending over the edge of the bed. Grace watches with uneasy fascination as Melanie kisses her bare mound and then slides her tongue down Grace’s slit.

The feeling is overwhelming - good, strange, wrong, and… something. Grace’s mind reels with conflicting and confusing thoughts as she watches her roommate's pink tongue tease her opening. Melanie is exceedingly gentle, almost maddeningly so, but Grace is content to just receive whatever Melanie wants to give her. She marvels at how the girl mostly avoids her clit but for subtle, gentle bumps that only serve to enflame her desire for more. Finally, it occurs to Grace that Melanie is making love to her, much as James did just with very different equipment and vastly different techniques.

Melanie has her hands wrapped around Grace’s thighs as she pleasures her, but then she lets go of one thigh and pulls her hand under her own chin. Grace watches with curiosity as her lover slips one finger into her hole as she continues to lick the upper part of her vagina, bumping her clit more often and with slightly more intensity. Grace begins to gasp and pant as the level of her pleasure increases and her unease dissipates completely. Melanie slips another finger into Grace and moves her mouth fully onto her clit, tonguing it gently but relentlessly. Grace closes her eyes and rolls her head back on the pillow, moaning and twitching as her climax wells up quickly and overwhelms her completely. She grips the sheet with both fists as she spasms and then pushes away from Melanie, her fingers falling out of Grace’s hole and her mouth wet with Grace’s juices. She smiles and pulls her legs up under her and wipes her face with her hand.

“That’s one,” she says simply. “Five more to go.”

Grace moans. “Oh, god, I don’t think I can do it.” She opens her eyes and looks at Melanie, who is shaking her head.

“You want to ride the pony instead? What did they do to you at Beaumont, anyway?”

Grace shudders. “I was hung by my wrists.”

“For how long?”

“An hour.”

Melanie makes a disparaging sound. “Well, the standard here is three hours, so if that doesn’t motivate you, I don’t know what will.”

Grace is stunned. One hour felt like an eternity - the prospect of triple that much time, not being able to breathe properly, her wrists and shoulders being pulled relentlessly by her body weight, was too much to comprehend. She focuses on Melanie again and nods.

“What do I do now?”

Melanie smiles. “Well, I see you still haven’t tried your butt plug. Where did you put it?”

Grace feels the color drain from her face as she turns to her nightstand and pulls the black plastic cone from the drawer.

“Don’t forget the lube, Grace. Never forget the lube.”

She pulls out the fresh tube of KY and tosses them both on the bed. “How is that going to help?” she almost whines.

“You’ll see.” Melanie picks up the lube and unscrews the top, then pierces the foil barrier with the point on the cap. “If you’re not using a tube of this a week, then you’re doing it wrong. Here, give me your hand.” She grabs Grace’s wrist and douses her fingers with the cool, clear gel. “Okay, jam as much as you can as deep as you can while I take care of this little guy.” She picks up the plug and coats it with lube, then smears it around to cover the cone but not the base. “Uh, what are you waiting for?” she asks pointedly of Grace who hasn’t budged.

Grace sighs and shifts her body down the bed, lifting her feet high and touching her pucker tentatively. She pushes her middle finger into her hole and winces. How will this ever feel good? she wonders.

“Come on, dig deep, Grace.” Melanie eggs her on with an evil grin. “I want to see both knuckles disappear up in there.” Grace grits her teeth and pushes her finger deep inside her bowels.

“It feels like I have to go,” she says more to herself than to Melanie.

“You’ll get used to it, I promise. By the time you’ve worked your way through the members, you’ll feel like something’s missing when you take it out for an appointment. Here.” She hands the plug to Grace who pulls her finger out of her butt to grab it.

Melanie pulls it away. “Use your left hand so it doesn’t slip.”

Grace takes the plug and feels around to aim it then slides it into place. It goes in easily but feels even more weird than her finger - stiff and unyielding with the base protruding from her which is totally unnatural. No way she’s ever going to get used to this, she tells herself.

“Okay,” Melanie says. “Stand up and go wash your hands in the bathroom. Don’t skimp on soap, either. The last thing you want is a yeast infection, so be thorough.”

Grace completes her assignment feeling as if everyone can see that she’s wearing a plug, but when she glances discreetly at other girls she sees the same thing. How did she miss that before?

“Okay,” Melanie says when she returns. “Now, play with yourself. I’ll give you some pointers but you just do what feels good.”

Grace sits on her bed against her pillow and spreads her legs. She touches her mound self-consciously and Melanie laughs.

“Listen to me, Grace. You’re not a girl anymore. You are a sex slave, someone’s property. There is no longer a use in your life for shame or embarrassment. Own it, live by it, and embrace the fact that you are going to be used to provide pleasure so get some for yourself. Make yourself cum, Grace. Right now.”

“So,” Shawn says as he enters Grace’s stall the next morning. “How’d you do?”

Grace smiles shyly but inside, she’s beaming. “I did it,” she says quietly.

“Good. Now, suck my cock.”

The sex slave scrambles off her bed, grabs her pillow, and kneels on it in front of her wrangler. She looks up at him and is more than pleased that he’s smiling down at her. She completed her assignment - no pony for her.

“Did you get Mel to help you?” he asks as she undoes his belt and jeans.

“Oh, yeah,” Grace says with an exaggerated eye-roll. “Did she ever.”

“Both ways?”

“Some. I’m still getting used to that.” She extracts Shawn’s cock and takes it into her mouth with enthusiasm. At Melanie’s suggestion, she jams it deep into the back of her mouth to the point that it chokes her, not in an attempt to impress but to produce saliva. She doesn’t gag but almost retches, exactly what Mel told her she needed to do.

“Got your plug in?” Shawn asks with a slightly ragged voice. Grace would smile if she could. Instead, she just nods. “All night?” Another nod. “That’s good, Grace. Keep it up because next week will be mostly anal.” Grace closes her eyes and tries not to think about it, focusing instead on Shawn’s black cock and black balls, the bit of curly hair he wears where she has none now. It’s been long enough that it was removed that she no longer misses it. Much.

“Okay, that’s much better,” Shawn says as he eases his cock out of Grace’s grasp. “Get up on the bed, angled away from me.” She climbs into position and feels him finger her opening, but then he surprises her and inserts his finger fully into her chamber. He presses against the thin membrane between her holes and she moans, not sure what to make of a completely new experience that she had no idea was going to occur.

“Feel that?” Shawn asks and she nods, unable to form words. “We’ll be using both holes a lot in training even though it’s rare for you to be with two members at once during your debut. But you’ll need to be familiar with double penetration for later, when and if the club sells you.”

“My debut?” Grace manages to ask as Shawn withdraws his finger. “What’s that?”

He presses his cockhead against her opening and she braces herself, closing her eyes and imagining Melanie’s mouth on her clit. She moans again as he enters her, slowly stretching her and using her wetness to both their advantage.

“Once your training is over, the member will hold a coming-out party for you and all the other new girls that were added since the last one. You’ll get a dance card at the party and members will ask to schedule a time with you.”

Shawn eases his cock deep into Grace’s chamber, stretching her and causing a bit of pain but much more pleasure. She moans again until he stops and withdraws, almost completely but not quite. She leans back to take him again and he grips her hips to hold her still. He eases into her again, a little faster and a bit deeper, until he presses against the end of her tunnel.

“To dance?” she asks in a voice she almost doesn’t even recognize as her own.

“No, Grace. Not to dance.” He pulls out and thrusts in again, then he sets a steady rhythm, pumping in and out of her, the sound so lewd but so exciting, the feeling exhilarating and frustrating - her clit is getting no attention.

“To fuck?” she asks knowing but feigning ignorance. Will he laugh at her? Ignore her? Punish her? Suddenly, a ride on the pony almost appeals to her. Almost.

“Yes, Grace. To fuck.” She can hear his excitement in his tone and it thrills her. She’s only just begun her training in earnest and she’s pleasing him so much he’s having trouble talking, maybe even thinking. She loves the idea that she’s doing this to him, even if he’s doing it to her.

Suddenly, he withdraws completely, leaving her hole bereft. She turns to look and he’s not smiling. She wonders what she did wrong until he begins to strip off the rest of his clothes.

“Get on your back, Grace,” he orders her in a deep, unfamiliar voice that resonates with something inside her. She rolls onto her back and spreads her legs for him, then she waits until he’s naked and climbs between her thighs. He is so much more imposing than Melanie, his size and color almost overwhelming her.

He grabs her thighs and pulls her body closer as he kneels on the mattress. He holds his cock with one hand while he places his thumb on her clit, surprising her, thrilling her, and causing her to wonder what’s next. He rubs the head of his cock up and down her slit and then pushes in, not all at once but just a shallow thrust. She moans and reaches for him but he stays back, out of reach as they eye each other, saying nothing. She whines and tries to sit up to reach him but he removes his hand from his cock and pushes her down again, but he leans forward and falls onto her, catching himself on his elbows at the last second. She wraps her arms around his neck and kisses him deeply, her tongue hungry for his mouth. She closes her eyes as he begins to fuck her properly now, as James did but better. Shawn is bigger in every sense of the word and Grace revels in his size, in every way.

She realizes her eyes were closed while she kissed him when he pulls away. She opens them to find him staring at her, a look of determination on his gorgeous face that makes her wonder if she’s doing something wrong. But he keeps pumping his cock in and out of her and she loses all thoughts as her mind goes blank and her body tenses, his pubic bone pummelling her clit until she feels another orgasm - so many orgasms in the last twenty-four hours - wells up almost against her will and crashes into her with a ferociousness unknown to her. She cries out and he covers her mouth with his hand, giving her permission to scream. She screams. He pulses and grunts, winces and spasms, batters her pussy, and fills her with his seed, the cream pulsing into her.  He keeps his eyes on hers as he grunts again, quietly, unlike her as she begs for him to stop, not wanting him to but unable to make any attempt at a coherent thought.

Finally, she quiets and her bones turn to wet sand. She pants hard, gulping air as Shawn does the same but she keeps her eyes closed until he withdraws his cock from her vagina and climbs off the bed. Her eyes fly open and she wants to ask where he’s going, what she did wrong. She doesn’t, though. She just silently, sadly watches him get dressed.

“I’ll be back after lunch and we’ll do it again, Grace.”


7 - Prepped

Over the rest of her two-week training, both Shawn and Melanie continued to school Grace is the fine arts of sexual pleasure, giving and receiving. Her wrangler came by two or three times a day to have her practice giving him head before he fucked her vaginally the first week and anally the second. Grace had a great deal of trouble dealing with her introduction to the Greek way but was coming around toward the end - she wasn’t enjoying herself but she was no longer cringing at the thought of it, either.

Meanwhile, between visits from Shawn and at night, Melanie was giving Grace a much-appreciated tour of the Sapphic arts. Grace took just a few days to lose her reluctance of returning Melanie’s oral ministrations and rapidly came to enjoy, perhaps a bit too much in her mind, their mutual pleasuring with tongues. Grace’s capacity for orgasmic release expanded dramatically and she even became quite adept at pleasuring herself, although her need to do so was limited.

Then one morning, Melanie was gone. Grace came back from doing her chores in the late afternoon to find the other side of her stall emptied of any sign of her roommate. Gone were the books, the gifts she’s been given by favored members, everything. Even her bed was stripped bare down to the mattress in preparation for a new occupant.

Grace waited for dinner and asked if anyone knew what had happened and was not surprised but very disappointed when she was told that Melanie’s back-door member, as her roommate called him, had finally bought her outright.

“Will we ever see her again?” she asked of the girl who seemed to know the most.

“Not likely,” the girl offered and others jumped in to confirm.

“I’ve been here for two turns of the seasons and I ain’t never seen anyone who left come back.”

“Same here,” another added. “Once they’re sold, they’re gone for good.”

“Don’t worry about it, though,” a third chimed in brightly. “You’ll have a new stall mate before too long and in a few months, you won’t even remember what Mel looked like.”

Grace had her doubts.

She waited to see Shawn the next morning before taking any of what she’d heard too seriously, but he confirmed everything.

“Yeah, she was bought, Grace. I’m sorry,” he tells her as he unbuckles his belt. The day before he’d told Grace that he deemed her sufficiently proficient at giving blow jobs that he would no longer require her to begin each session with one. Which prompted a question.

“Shouldn’t I practice bringing you to…” She had trouble finishing her thought, even at this late stage in her training.

“To completion?” Shawn added, smiling. “No, the members don’t care if you enjoy it or not. Some prefer it if you hate it, honestly.”

Once Shawn is naked, Grace gets on her hands and knees for another reaming. She’s prepared herself with a generous amount of lube and has left the tube out for her wrangler to use but he declines.

“It’s time you get used to feeling a dry cock at your bunghole, as most of the members won’t take the time or the trouble. Some of them like it if you forget and cry through the whole ordeal, so keep that in mind.”

Grace shudders and counts herself lucky to get such good training before her debut. She braces herself as Shawn enters her and waits until he is fully buried in her rectum before she asks another question that’s been weighing on her.

“Will I be used sexually at my debut?” she asks as he settles into a gentle rhythm of ass-fucking her.

“At the party itself? No, that’s not what it’s for. This is just your coming out party, so everyone can see you at your finest. You’ll spend time at the salon, and get fitted for a nice dress and shoes, the whole works. The managers want the members to feel like they got their money’s worth, especially when they spent as much as they did for you.”

“Will there be food?” she asks, her belly rumbling. She’s never fully adjusted to the sparse meals served in the stables and has yet to be fed in the main house, listening to Melanie drone on about all the fabulous meals she’d been fed while Grace just went hungry.

“Sure,” he says with a smirk. “You’ll love it.”

~ ~ ~

“Doing nothing is making me crazy, Mrs. R,” Destiny tells Grace’s mother. “It’s been a month and we’ve gotten nowhere.”

“I know, Des. I know.” The woman looks terrible and Destiny wonders if she knows it. They haven’t gone back into the CS since that first trip and she wonders if they would even get in with Mrs. Rooney in her present condition. Surely, she thinks, one look at her and the CS border guard would lock them both up.

She looks up from her paperwork which covers the entire dining room table in the Rooney’s house and sighs. “I’ve been talking to my husband about it and I think it’s time.”

“Time for what?” Destiny asks, suddenly more tense than frustrated.

“For me to move down there. I can’t do nothing and that’s all I can do up here. So I’ve got to move.”

“And Mr. Rooney is okay with that?”

“No, he’s definitely not okay with it, but I don’t care. If I stay here and just do what I’ve been doing, waiting for any word that never comes, I’ll go crazy.”

“Can you just move down there? Don’t they have laws or something?”

“I don’t care, Destiny. I have to do what I have to do. Grace needs me. I can’t imagine what she’s going through and it’s killing me.”

Destiny nods and touches the woman’s shoulder which seems to give her permission to break down crying. She wraps her arms around her best friend’s mother and strokes her back as if she’s an adult comforting a child. Deep moans wrench the woman and torment Destiny more than she torments herself if that’s even possible.

“I’m coming with you.”

~ ~ ~

On the day of her debut, Grace is awakened by Shawn before breakfast and is led out of the stables with a dozen other girls. She looks at them with an appraising eye and deems herself worthy of being included in the group, but just barely. She feels her hips are too narrow and her face is not as mature as most of her competition, although it’s been weeks since she saw herself in a mirror.

She notices above everything how much she dislikes being restrained. Without warning or explanation, each wrangler locks his charge with locking five-point chains and they are all forced to shuffle from the stable to the main house. She wants to ask Shawn if they will be restrained at the party but no one else is talking so she remains quiet.

The trip is short but with the unexpected benefit of happening on a sunny day and Grace relishes the feel of the sun on her shoulders and hair. She ignores the concern that wells up unbidden that her nipples might get sunburned, this being their first-ever exposure to direct sunlight, but within ten minutes of determined shuffling by the slaves and patient slow-walking by the wranglers, they arrive at the same door Grace left from about two weeks ago. She’s tried counting days based on the three-color chore chart but has already lost track.

The crowd files into the tank and Grace is anxious to learn what will be done to her and the rest of the debutantes - she can’t help thinking of them all that way, even though no one has used the word - to prepare for their party. She estimates it’s quite early due to the angle of the sun and wonders what kind of preparations will require so much time to implement. So she is mildly disappointed when the entire group of slaves is put in a single cell and locked in without explanation or removal of their chains. The first girls into the cell sit on the concrete bench while the rest are forced to stand.

“How long will we be in here?” someone asks through the bars but no answer is forthcoming.

“Well, this is just lovely,” a girl with a strong Southern accent says to no one. “Why didn’t they let us sleep, or at least have breakfast?”

“For what it’s worth,” another girl adds.

“I know. Can’t they come up with anything besides that slop we get?”

Individual conversations break out among twos and threes but Grace just watches the door to the cell. She’s much more interested in getting on with the day than participating in a gripe session.

The talk slowly dies down, only to be replaced by a lot of sighs and a few moans. Grace look around and realizes she only recognizes about half of the dozen girls she sees. She doesn’t recognize anyone she’s been with but that doesn't surprise her - she only seeks out another partner when Melanie is at the main house and that only started a few days ago. Prior to that, Grace was content to sit in her stall and read or sleep.

Finally, a wrangler arrives at the cell door with a key and opens it without saying a word. The girls file into the long hall that has cells on each side with a row of torture devices between them. She notes that not one of the devices is occupied, a state that was rare during the week she spent in her own cell before she was transferred to the stables.

“This way,” the wrangler says to the group and they shuffle toward a door that Grace hadn’t realized was there. They climb the stairs behind the door slowly and carefully in their restraints, each of them realizing that one misstep by any of them could bring down the whole group. After a careful climb, they arrive at the second floor, Grace’s first visit to whatever lies ahead. The wrangler pulls open another door and Grace stares at what she sees in awe.

“This is where the party will take place,” the wrangler tells them as they stare at the high ceilings, chandeliers, fireplaces, and tea tables around the perimeter. The parquet floor is honed with a highly polished finish and feels slick and a little sticky to her bare feet. This reminds her that for the first time since she arrived in the New Confederacy, she’s going to wear shoes tonight. She shudders slightly at the thought.

“We’ll be going to the salon to get you ready now.” Grace wants to ask how long it could possibly take to get them ready but she still holds her tongue - no one is asking any questions. They shuffle to the far end of the ballroom and through another door to find an actual salon, the type her mother visited back in Ohio, on the other side. Grace gasps quietly as do most of the girls at the sight of a dozen chairs and just as many attendants, all of the black women in matching uniforms, standing ready next to the chairs. Each of them smiling as well, as if to welcome clients and not mere slaves. The wrangler removes everyone’s chains as quickly as is humanly possible.

The girls fan out quickly and Grace realizes as she walks down the center aisle that some of the women are beauticians, others are manicurists, and still others are makeup specialists. The girls grab seats without direction and the women start in on whatever their specialty dictates. Grace finds herself in a stylist's chair and the woman holds her hair in one hand while clucking and shaking her head. “We got some work to do here, don’t we, child?” she says. Grace just looks at her but says nothing.

“Lie back so I can give you a proper wash before we do some serious shapin’, child.” Grace leans back and the woman lowers her head into a sink with a cutout for her neck, something she vaguely remembers watching her mother do when Grace was much younger. Grace was not permitted, probably by her father, to get her hair done for the fall dance her senior year, so this is a new experience for her. She closes her eyes and revels in the feel of hot water being sprayed on her scalp, then shampoo applied and her hair washed by another set of hands for the first time in her life. Or since she was a baby, she muses.

The woman washes and conditions her hair before raising her back and cutting her split ends, shaping her bangs, and Grace loses herself in the sheer luxury of being pampered. After what seems like too short a time, the woman pronounces Grace done and spins her around before handing her a small mirror. Grace looks at herself and gasps again - her hair is a marvel, piled on top of her head in a regal way that reminds Grace of the way Destiny looked when she attended the junior prom last year. Destiny - she hadn’t thought about her in some time.

“Okay, child, move along now.” Grace stands and waits for a free chair in the makeup section, before experiencing another transformation of epic proportions. The woman goes to great lengths to apply layers upon layers of eyeshadow, eyeliner, mascara, lipstick, and blush. When Grace glimpses herself in the handmirror she’s stunned - she really looks like a woman for the first time in her life.

The manicure she receives pales in comparison to her first two stops, although she’s delighted by her first-ever pedicure and becomes convinced that open-toed shoes must be in her future or why bother painting her toes so deliciously, decadently red to match her fingernails? She only wishes she could see herself in a full-length mirror to get the full effect.

“Okay, we’re off to the closet now,” the same wrangler says when everyone is likewise transformed. Grace can’t stop looking at the other girls and marveling at how different they look from just a few hours ago. “This way,” he says as he leads them to their next transformation.

The closet is just that but only if you’re rich beyond anyone’s dreams. Racks of dresses in every size imaginable line the walls with an island in the middle that is stuffed with dozens of shoes, all high-heels, all elegant, all for them. The girls talk with a new set of attendants and amongst themselves, discussing styles, colors, fit, and ensembles. In less time than Grace would have thought possible, a dozen naked slaves have been transformed into Eliza Doolittle at the ball in My Fair Lady, one of Grace’s favorite old movies.

The final treat comes when the attendants roll out three full-length, double-sided mirrors for the girls to crowd around and admire themselves. Grace is thrilled to see herself, quaffed, polished, made up, and dressed in a long white gown that looks amazing and makes her look incredible. Her shoes, in which she can barely stand and nevermind walk, add inches to her already considerable height, and she realizes with undeserved pride that she’s the tallest girl in the group.

“This way, ladies,” the same wrangler calls out with a broad smile. He marches them in their finery back through the salon and the technicians that started their transformations stand and applaud them without a hint of irony. They are led back into the ballroom and Grace notes that the sun, visible through the tall windows at the far end of the room, is still too high in the sky. She also realizes that she’s starving. “Are we going to have anything to eat before the party?” she asks before she can stop herself. Nods and murmurs of agreement ripple through the group.

“You’ll eat at the party,” the wrangler says without turning around. He walks them to the door that Grace knows leads to the staircase down to the tank. He pulls it open and waits for them to file through without a word of explanation.

Grace and her group descend the stairs and gather in the corner of the tank to wait for the wrangler behind them. No one is talking. When he finally arrives, he motions for them to follow him. He takes them back to the same cell where they started and locks them in.

Still, no one says a word.

Another wrangler, one Grace doesn’t recognize, unlocks the door and consults a clipboard. He calls out a girl’s name and the girl inches forward. He motions for her to leave the cell and he locks the door again. The wrangler walks the girl away from the cell and out of view of even the girls who are standing right at the bars. Everyone is listening for some clue as to what is happening, and the first thing they hear is the sound of a girl crying out in disbelief.

Grace looks at the girl standing next to her, a brunette in a blue gown and a tiara, a horrified look on her face that Grace is sure matches her own.

“Please, no,” the voice pleads, followed by the saddest sound Grace has ever heard in her life. “Why?”

The sound of footsteps mingles with a murmur of whimpering as the wrangler returns to the cell for another girl. The same procedure is repeated and it dawns on Grace that they are all bound for the same fate. Why indeed? she wonders bitterly.

When Grace’s name is read off the clipboard, she exits the cell and the wrangler walks her to the place she always knew she would go to. The one piece of equipment that confused her when she first arrived at the tank. The wrangler tells her to hike up her gown to her waist as he turns a crank that lowers the wooden saw horse down to a manageable height for her to step over it with the wrangler's assistance. He clips a chain to one shackle then circles the horse to clip her other ankle as well to a chain that is bolted to the floor. Finally, he connects her manacles together behind her back with a small metal clip. She watches him in despair as he steps back to the crank and the horse begins to rise.

The wooden wedge that rises to meet her vagina has an edge but is not sharp - more rounded. As it rises, it catches her labia and pins it against her opening. She looks at the wrangler and he stops cranking, then he lifts the hem of her gown to see the problem. He beckons her to lean back and he moves her lip to its proper position so that the board presses directly against her hole. He goes back to the crank and raises the horse until the chains that connect her ankles to the ground are almost taut. He leaves her to retrieve the next girl in the cell.

The weight of her body pressing down on her most vulnerable anatomy causes an ache that quickly escalates from uncomfortable to unbearable. She rocks back to relieve the pressure on her vagina but the relief she gains is at the expense of a similar pain at her other hole. When she tries to split the difference, her perineum cries out in pain. Grace tries to squeeze the lower part of the wedge with her thighs but is unable to gain any relief at all. Each time she moved either leg, the chain pulled against her shackle and pressed her harder against the edge.

Tears form quickly and she looks down at her predicament only to see a drop land on the bodice of her gown. The tear is laden with makeup and forms a stain that horrifies her almost as much as her pain. She looks up but that only rocks her body back and her anus is mashed against the wood. Without thinking, she rocks forward, lowers her head and tears gush from her eyes, dousing and ruining her dress.

She tries to distract herself by watching the other girls as they are extracted from the cell and positioned at the remaining stations. Grace realizes through her fog of pain that more machines have been added to the space since she spent her week here, the place much more crowded with instruments of torture. The next girl who is led from the cell is brought to a rope dangling from a pulley in the ceiling. She is attached to the rope by her shackles and told to sit. The wrangler goes to the wall where he pulls on the rope, lifting the girl, still in her gown and shoes, until she is raised off the floor. Her hands dangle below her inverted torso until the wrangler returns and clips her hands behind her back.

At least her tear won’t ruin her dress, Grace thinks bitterly. But then she watches as the girl’s makeup runs up her forehead and into her hair.

When the last girl is loaded into a torture device, the wrangler positions himself at the end of the row and announces to the group of suffering girls in an unsympathetic voice, “The ball will begin in about three hours. I’ll be back when the members start to arrive to free y’all. Until then, remember who owns you - this was all their idea.”


8 - Debuted

Grace was convinced she’d die before she was released from the horse. She was also convinced that death would be an acceptable alternative.

But she didn’t die and she was released. The hardest part was waiting for the girls behind her to be released first, as the wrangler who did everything worked through the group in the same order he set them up in the first place.

Fair is fair, Grace thought, even when it worked against her.

As she waits for the horse to be lowered, she sees Shawn at the end of the row of torture stations. She cries more tears when the wedge finally stops annihilating her anatomy and looks down in dismay at the mess she’s made of her once-elegant gown. But not crying is simply not an option. She allows the hem of her gown to fall to her ankles after she steps off the horse, but when her hands are freed, she reaches under it to rub her sore hole and check to see if she’s bleeding. She is shocked to find no blood at all, but when she attempts her first step, she wobbles so much that the wrangler has to catch her to keep her from falling over.

“You okay?” he asks and she checks herself not to make the wisecrack in response. She thanks him for his help and then gingerly walks to where Shawn is standing, checking his phone as usual and joking with another wrangler.

“Ready to go?” he asks brightly, flooring her.

“Do I look like I’m ready to go?” she whispers, trying to cover her dismay before it blossoms into full-blown anger.

“This is what they expect, Grace,” Shawn tells her with a wry smile. “This is what they want.”

“Seriously?” she asks before she can catch herself. “What’s the point? What’s the point of any of this?” she asks, motioning at her ruined gown.

“Damned if I know,” Shawn responds without taking issue with Grace’s attitude. Then he adds, “But you’d better rein it in or you’ll be back down here before the night is over. Never forget Grace - any member, for any reason, can direct me to punish you at their whim. Don’t ever speak with that tone to a member. Ever.”

Grace winces as her crotch throbs and she nods. “Understood, Shawn. I’m sorry.”

“No worries, Grace. I know it’s a lot to take in, and I would have warned you if I could, but there are some insanely strict rules about all of this. Otherwise, any of the girls in the stables would have told you to pick any color besides white for your gown.” He cocks an eyebrow at Grace and she smiles. Barely.

“Yeah, I wondered about that.”

“I’ll bet you did.” He offers her his arm and she takes it, mindful of the trip up the staircase. But he leads her to an elevator instead. “This is reserved for the ones who had particularly painful experiences.”

“Wasn’t that everybody?” she asks without irony.

“Not everyone had their ability to walk compromised. I’m sorry you got the horse, Grace. It’s one of the worst.”

“Have you been on it?” she asks and he just gives her another look. “Sorry.” She hangs her head, mostly because she’s not really sorry. How the hell would he know?

“So, here’s the next thing you need to know about tonight.” She looks at him and cringes.

“Oh, now what?” she pleads.

“Attitude, Grace.”

“Yes, sir.”

He waits until she looks up at him. “Okay, so as I told you, there’s food tonight.”

God, she almost forgot how hungry she is. “I haven’t eaten since last night.”

“Yeah, that’s also by design. They want you to be good and hungry for the party.”

She shudders. Is this some sort of thing like what was done to Jill, her neighbor in the tank for her first few days there? “You said there wouldn’t be any sex.”

“And I stand by that statement. But that doesn’t mean they don’t want to motivate other behaviors from y’all.”

“What behaviors?” she asks with a skeptical look.

“You’ll see,” he says with another smile she can’t quite read. “I can’t go into more detail but you’ll find out soon enough. Just understand this - don’t take any of the hors d’oeuvres that the waiters are going to be carrying around, because if you do, I’ll be required to clip your manacles behind your back. And that’s all I can say at this point.”

The elevator dings and when the door slide open Shawn leads Grace inside. Three other couples, wranglers in their standard white tees and jeans, and slaves in ruined gowns and makeup, join them. They ride the slow-moving elevator to the second floor in silence.

“Any other rules I should know about?” Grace asks in a whisper when they exit the elevator.

“No, just mingle and be very respectful. Try to have a good time - the members like it when y’all smile.”

“That’s hard to believe,” Grace mutters to herself. She looks at the ballroom when their group comes around a corner from the elevator and she takes in a quick breath - the room is filled with white men in tuxedos, dozens of them, of all shapes and sizes. Most remind her of her father but only in age. None of them look like cops. None of them look kind.

“And who do we have here, Shawn?” a tall redhead with a matching beard asks with his eyes raking Grace’s body and a lascivious smile dominating his face. Grace forces herself to smile and allow her wrangler to answer the question.

“This is Grace from Ohio, Mr. Anderson. She’s eighteen years old.” Shawn doesn’t look at her as he recites her information.

“Excellent, excellent,” the member says almost licking his lips. “Is she as delightful as she looks?” Grace shoots Shawn a puzzled look but he doesn’t see it.

“She’s quite delightful, sir.”

“Training went well, no trouble?”

“None, sir.”

“Well, then, my boy. Put me down for tomorrow morning, first thing.”

“I’m sorry sir but her first available appointment is tomorrow afternoon,” Shawn says with a bit of hesitation. Mr. Anderson’s smile evaporates as he turns to look at the wrangler.

“I’m sorry, Shawn. I don’t think I heard you,” he says in a menacing tone.

“Her first availability is tomorrow afternoon, sir.”

“I think you must be mistaken, boy. You just walked her off the elevator, so who could have possibly claimed the morning slot?”

Shawn looks at his phone for the first time and Grace is surprised to see a sheen of sweat break out on his forehead. “You’re right, sir. My mistake. She is available first thing tomorrow.”

“Then I’ll be looking forward to seeing her then,” he says with a lighter tone. He turns to Grace and offers his hand. She takes it expecting him to shake it and is surprised when he kisses it instead. “I look forward to seeing you early tomorrow morning, my dear.”

“What was that all about?” Grace whispers as the member walks away to talk to another wrangler and girl.

“I was trying to give you time to heal. Sorry.”

Grace looks up at him and smiles, her heart almost melting. “Thank you,” she whispers.

“It doesn’t always work, especially when they see you getting off the elevator. I think he hangs out around this part of the ballroom for that reason.”

“Why would he do that?” Grace asks but Shawn doesn’t have time to answer. Another member is approaching, but this one has a small plate with food on it. Grace looks at it without trying to hide her interest.

“What a lovely young thing,” the member begins and a similar conversation takes place but Grace can’t concentrate - all her attention is on the slices of steak on toast points that smell divine.

“Put me down for Friday afternoon,” the member says as he’s walking away.

“Will I ever get something to eat?” Grace whispers to Shawn.

“Soon,” he says without elaboration.

Members keep wandering up to them and Grace feels as if she’s chained to that spot on the floor as they get no opportunity to mingle at all. She notices most of the other wrangle-slave pairs are similarly immobile as the members vastly outnumber them and keep them constantly engaged.

Grace also notices the waiters, black men in service uniforms, circulating amongst the crowd with trays of canapés and other mouthwatering delicacies that never make it anywhere near any of the girls. She wonders why they are being treated so rudely when they are supposedly the guests of honor when it suddenly dawns on her - this is a continuation, much more subtle, of the torture they suffered downstairs in the tank. She looks at Shawn with undisguised horror and he leans close.

“Don’t make a scene, Grace, or you will regret it.” He raises an eyebrow to emphasize his point before she turns away from him and fights back her tears.

Then she sees something that shocks her. One of the members, a short man with a large waist and no hair, lifts a piece of food to the mouth of a girl. She looks at it and then at her wrangler, who nods to her before she turns back to the member and opens her mouth so he can feed her, which he does. He even allows her to lick his fingers.

That action seems to signal other members to begin feeding the girls. Grace watches in fascination and dismay as a member, another bearded, middle-aged white man with a ridiculous haircut approaches her with a small plate of bacon-wrapped scallops. He picks one up with his fingers and offers it to Grace. She is at once disgusted and grateful and opens her mouth to allow him to deposit his gift between her lips.

Grace almost swoons from her first taste of meat since she arrived at the Athens Club almost a month ago. She closes her eyes and tries to savor the extraordinary richness, the salty sweetness, and the satisfying fullness of this one mouthful, but her empty stomach will not be denied and she swallows almost against her will. When she opens her eyes, she realizes that her benefactor is waiting patiently for her to lick his fingers, which she had no trouble doing if it means that there’s a possibility of another bite of perfection. Alas, he just smiles and walks away.

But another member takes his place quickly and offers Grace a wedge of melon wrapped in something Grace doesn’t recognize but is more than willing to eat. The meat is salty and cold, the melon sweet and juicy, the combination is fantastic. Food this good must be a dream, she convinces herself, and regardless of how she receives it, she wants more of it. She licks his fingers willingly even knowing that her efforts will not be rewarded.

“Shawn,” says the next member, an ugly, older man with white hair and bad skin. “Does this fine filly have anything in the evening this week?”

“I’m afraid she’s booked through next Thursday, Mr. Longstreet,” Shawn says with a sympathetic tone. “Will that work?” The old man frowns but nods and offers Grace a fresh strawberry which she accepts whole, not knowing or caring if there is a stem attached. She marvels at how a fruit she has enjoyed all her young life can be so overwhelming but it is. She smiles at the man and he leers back at her. “I can’t wait,” he whispers as he leans toward her, brushing against her breast which was obviously his intention. She recoils and looks at Shawn but he just shakes his head.

“He’s harmless, and he won’t last long when he sees you upstairs.”

“Do I come here for all of them? It seemed like Melanie was only busy a few times a cycle,” Grace offers, referring to the three-day cycle of chores posted in the stables.

“Well, she’d been here for almost six months so the novelty had worn off. You’re going to be busy for weeks from the looks of things.”

“How many per day?” she asks not wanting to know but needing to prepare.

“Three max but no days off until you’ve seen everyone at least once. So, a month or so, or a little over ten cycles.”

Grace blanches until she sees a plate piled high with chicken skewers.

The men just keep coming although the food does not, which is fine with Grace - after so many bland meals her stomach is rebelling and she smiles but shakes her head at subsequent offers. Shawn keeps booking appointments for her, though.

After what seems like hours to Grace, the men begin to drift away and the wranglers gather their charges for a quick visit to the salon to remove their gowns, shoes, and what’s left of their makeup. Grace wonders if a mirror will be offered but is not too disappointed when it isn’t - she really doesn’t want to know what she looks like. She sits in one of the makeup chairs and the woman tending to her wipes her face vigorously, presumably removing all traces of the disaster that is her face. She removes her shoes and gown, studying the hideous mess her tears made of the bodice before leaving it behind to join the clutch of naked slaves making their way to the door that leads back to the stables. The wranglers forego the chains for the trip back and Grace wonders if that’s due to the late hour or kindness, immediately reminding herself that kindness doesn’t really exist in this place. Or this country.

“So,” Shawn tells her during their walk across the courtyard. “I won’t be fucking you anymore but I’ll see you every day to bring you over for each appointment. You’ll be fed at the main house most days but not all, so you’ll just have to play it by ear.”

Grace listens and feels her eyes welling with tears one more time, surprised that she’s got any fluids left in her body. “You won’t be fucking me ever again?”

“Well, I didn’t say that. Just not at all for a while. At least until your card isn’t booked solid like it is now. I’m going to check because you just might set the record for consecutive appointments, assuming everyone keeps them. Which they likely will.”

“Goody,” Grace says with a sarcastic tone.

“Now, don’t be like that. At least you’ll get a lot of variety.”

“That didn’t seem like a hundred men tonight?”

“No, it wasn’t. Not everyone can make it, so they book online. Your reputation precedes you, Grace. Being blond and eighteen doesn’t hurt but there’s something about you that just comes through, even in the pictures.”

“What pictures?”

“There were cameras all over the ballroom. The members who can’t attend in person will look at the live feed and act accordingly. You really stood out.”

“Why? I was a mess.”

“I think that’s something they find appealing. You come across as sweet and vulnerable. They eat that up, truth be told.”

“Bunch of perverts,” Grace says to herself, then realizes that she probably said it too loud.

“Just keep in mind, Grace,” Shawn says, his tone confirming that he did indeed overhear her disparaging remark. “If you act out or even just don’t give every appointment its due, you will suffer the consequences. How’s your saddle area, by the way?”

Grace winces and looks up at her wrangler.

“Exactly. Hold that thought, Grace.”


9 - Scheduled

“Ready to go?” Shawn says as he walks into Grace’s stall. She still doesn’t have a roommate so there’s no reason for him to be quiet and he’s not. Grace groans as she rolls out of bed and shakes off the sleep.

“Do I have time to go the bathroom?” she asks. He shakes his head.

“We need to leave now. If you’re scheduled for the morning, you have to be in the room by seven just in case.”

“In case of what?”

“In case Mr. Anderson is up early and expecting you to be waiting for him. The club opens to member appointments at 7:30, so you should have some time to take care of things like going to the bathroom.”

Grace groans again but nods and follows her wrangler out the door of her stall. The big room in the middle of the stables is deserted - not even the breakfast staff is up at this hour. Not that she knows what hour it is other than the clue from Shawn that she needs to be in the room at the main house by seven.

“Do you really need to chain me?” she asks when she notices the five-point restraints around his neck. As soon as they reach the front of the building, they pause so he can attach and lock them in place.

“Just because we took it easy on you last night doesn’t mean you should expect anything. The club rules are to be followed, Grace. We made a mistake last night. Hopefully, no one noticed.”

“Who would be up at that hour to notice?” she asks in frustration. If a tree falls in the woods and no one is there to hear it…

“Doesn’t matter. The cameras never sleep and the tapes are saved and sampled every day. We’re all hoping nothing comes of it.”

“Who’s we?” she asks nervously. “Am I in trouble?”

“You know the rules, Grace. If you don’t object when a rule is being broken, it’s your fault and you will be punished. And breaking rules is punished ruthlessly, just to bring home the point.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” She blocks the sun from shining in her eyes as they walk through the courtyard.

“You’ll get anywhere from three to five sessions, all back-to-back, in the tank.”

“What happens to you?” Her ears are ringing with the blood rushing through them.

“I get fired.”

“Doesn’t sound nearly as bad.”

“I’m not owned by the club.”

“It’s so unfair,” she mumbles mostly to herself but not entirely.

“You’ll get no argument from me.”

“So, why didn’t you chain us then? Why put us all at risk?”

“I’ve got no good answer for you, Grace. Sometimes, shit happens.”

They arrive at the door to the tank and Shawn unlocks it. Inside, the light is so subdued that Grace is almost blind, but as they make their way toward the staircase, she looks out over the stations, all forebodingly empty. Even the cells, the few she can see, appear to be deserted.

“Did they clear this place out in preparation for last night on purpose?”

“Of course. If we’d had anyone in here, they know about what’s coming when they get debuted. It’s all carefully orchestrated.”

Grace trudges up the stairs and into the ballroom, which is still a mess from the night before. They walk to the elevator and Shawn presses the button for the fourth floor.

“Is it all just rooms on three and four, like a hotel?” Grace asks.

“Yeah, but there’s a meeting room and offices on the third floor as well. Most of your appointments will be on the fourth floor.”

The elevator bumps when it stops. Grace startles, which surprises her. She’s nervous, which doesn’t surprise her but that doesn’t help.

“You’ll be fine, don’t worry. It’ll all be okay, Grace.” Shawn walks her into the hallway that reminds Grace of the hotel she and her parents stayed at in Montreal last year. She tries not to think of her parents, her home, or anything else about her old life.

“So, here we are,” Shawn says as he opens an unlocked door. He ushers Grace inside and she’s surprised to see a room much larger than the Canadian hotel offered. The bed is huge, bigger than any she’s ever seen. There’s a sofa and chairs around a coffee table at one end of the room with windows from floor to ceiling looking out over the stables and several large, empty fields. Grace knows little to nothing about farming, but the fallow land strikes her as a huge waste.

“Bathroom is that way if you need to go,” Shawn says.

“Do you want to take these off?” Grace asks with a bit of attitude as she holds up her chains.

“He’ll take them off if he wants to, but the protocol is to leave you chained so that he gets to decide.”

She sighs and nods.

“I’ll be gone when you come out and I’ll be back for you when the front desk notifies me that Mr. Anderson has left the building.”

“Like Elvis?” Grace asks.

“Cute. Don’t be like that with Mr. Anderson. You really don’t want to spend lunch riding the horse again, do you?”

Grace winces and feels her mound without thinking - she’s still sore but not as bad as she feared. Still, she’s not looking forward to whatever Mr. Anderson has in mind for her. She goes down the hall to the bathroom without saying goodbye to Shawn and immediately regrets it when she hears the door open and close.

“Grace,” Mr. Anderson says with a smile when he comes through the door. “So good to see you again. How’ve you been?” He chuckles at his own joke and Grace forces a polite smile just to be safe. She stands up from the chair she’s been waiting in for almost two hours by the clock on the nightstand, something she’s not used to. Has time slowed down since she was taken? she wonders.

Her guest for the morning - or is she his guest? -  is dressed in a gray golf shirt and pleated charcoal pants, obviously expensive, as are his watch and shoes. Grace and her family are more Target than Walmart but even she recognizes quality when she sees it. She wonders if the fact that she’s naked makes her take greater notice of his clothes.

She doesn’t offer her chains but waits patiently to see if he gives any indication of removing them. He does not. He goes directly to the bar and pours himself a drink even though it’s nine in the morning. He doesn’t offer her anything, not that she’d accept if she was actually given a choice. She’s not sure why - it’s not like she has to be on guard with him - he can do whatever he pleases with her as a member of the club that owns her. A lifetime of being told to be careful around strangers is out the window now.

“So, Grace,” he says as he walks to where she’s standing. “How did you enjoy the party last night?”

“It was very nice, sir. Thank you for that.”

“It was my pleasure, really,” he says with a smile. He takes a sip of his drink and then begins to unbuckle his belt. Grace watches, unsure if she should do it for him or just wait. She decides that following orders and not presuming to know his mind in advance is the prudent way to go, so she waits.

“Get a pillow from the bed if you like,” he tells her and she does. He turns to face her when she comes back to him with the pillow. “Right there is fine.” He nods and she drops the pillow at his feet and kneels in front of him.

“Would you like for me to help you with that, sir?”

“Yes, I would.” He takes another sip of his drink as she reaches up to unbutton his slacks and unzip them. She pulls them down along with his boxer briefs to free his penis, which is not as large as Shawn’s but is respectable, in her limited experience. She grips it with both hands and licks the tip, noting a slightly different taste, not unpleasant, just different.

He watches her work without comment until she takes him fully into her mouth, gagging slightly as his head presses against the back of her throat. She massages his balls with one hand and strokes his shaft with the other as she repeatedly jams the head of his dick as deep into her mouth as she can. Her chains clink and rattle as she works and she wonders if he enjoys being serviced by a woman in chains.

As she learned to do with Shawn, the repeated violation of her throat causes her to produce copious amounts of drool and spittle which she smears with her hands to coat him fully. She watches his eyes as she sucks him, looking for some indication that he is enjoying himself, but his expression offers her no indication that he is. Only the hardness of his dick tells her that she’s having any effect on him at all.

“Okay, Grace,” he says at last. “Up you go and get on the bed.” She releases him from her grip and stands with no offer of assistance from him. She shuffles to the bed and climbs onto the mattress without turning down the bedspread. When she turns back to look at him, he’s kicking off his shoes and removing his clothes. “Lie down on your back with your head over the side,” She moves her body carefully, her chains impeding her movements slightly but arriving at the desired position with the links lying on her torso. He walks over and puts his drink on the nightstand, then stands over her and aims his dick at her mouth. She opens wide to accommodate him and he enters her forcefully but not too deeply. She realizes quickly that she must time her breathing to coincide with his movements as he plugs the back of her throat on each thrust.

By instinct, she tries to reach up but is thwarted by the chains attached to her manacles and shackles. She contemplates bending her knees to allow some slack but decides that would defeat the purpose of keeping her chained, so she remains still as he fucks her mouth. His balls bounce off her nose on each thrust.

“Mind your teeth, Grace,” he growls and he pinches her nipples hard as a warning. “Nick me again and not only will I make these pretty nubs bleed right here but I’ll book you another ride on the horse instead of taking you to lunch.”

She opens her mouth as wide as she can and he buries his member in her throat and leaves it there. She gurgles on it until he withdraws and she’s dismayed to find drool filling her nostrils and her eyes as he resumes his thrusts. He pinches her nipples relentlessly but not viciously.

Finally, he withdraws from her mouth and steps back. “Hands and knees, Grace,” he orders her and she scrambles to comply. Her face is dripping on the bedspread as she hangs her feet over the same edge where her head just hung and feels his hands on her hips. He lowers her to where his dick is level with her vagina and plunges in. She grunts in response, her nether region still sore from the punishment she’d endured the night before. He doesn’t bottom out at her cervix the way that Shawn does but he slams into her with alarming gusto on each thrust, battering her tender pussy and anus.

“Fuck, that’s good,” he marvels almost to himself. His tempo increases and his dick swells inside her as she continues to react to each plunge until he grunts and floods her with his seed. She lays her head on the mattress and waits for him to stop grinding into her sore pussy, which eventually, he does. Then he withdraws from her tunnel as suddenly as he entered it and she looks over her shoulder at him.

“That was great, Grace. Clean me off and then I’ll take you downstairs for breakfast.”

~ ~ ~

“Are we getting any help from the group you talked to?” Destiny asks Mrs. Rooney when they check into the motel. “Or are we doing this all by ourselves?”

“We’re not supposed to be here, so we’ll be working alone.”

“Do you know what we’re going to do, exactly?”

“I don’t, but we’ll figure something out,” she says with as much enthusiasm as Destiny has seen from her since Grace was taken. “We just have to be careful.”

“I know,” Destiny says, wondering if Mrs. Rooney knows just how dangerous the CS is. She’s seen it first hand and until she saw it she wouldn’t have believed it. She’s explained what happened that weekend to Mrs. Rooney several times but she still doesn’t get a sense that the woman truly understands. “Let’s put our bags in the room and check out the library.”

After locking the room they decide to walk to the downtown library as it’s only two blocks from the motel. As they talk about what kinds of resources they might access inside the Confederacy that aren’t available back home, Destiny sees something across the street. She motions to Mrs. Rooney and the two women stop in their tracks, transfixed.

“What’s that?” Mrs. Rooney asks someone walking past them in the other direction, nodding toward the scene.

“That’s the courthouse,” the woman says with a glance as she keeps walking. Destiny grabs Mrs. Rooney’s arm before she can call out to the woman.

“Don’t,” Destiny whispers. “Just keep walking.” They do but their eyes are drawn to the small plaza in front of the grey, austere building that is clearly marked as the Robert F. Stephens Courthouse. But it’s the wooden scaffold in the plaza that they can’t look away from.

The body of a young woman, hardly older than Destiny, or Grace, is hanging from a noose.

“Let’s go,” Destiny implores the older woman, practically dragging her down the street to the library. “She’s got brown hair,” Destiny whispers. “It’s not Grace.”

It’s not Grace. The words ring true but are also hollow - it could be Grace.

~ ~ ~

The next several members that Grace serviced were much like the first. Waiting, sometimes for hours, then a quick blow job and a doggie-style fuck, mostly in her vagina but sometimes in her anus, then downstairs for the appropriate meal. She was never allowed to dress and seldom allowed to clean herself in any way before she was brought to the dining room, always in chains, always leaking from one hole or the other. A few, like Mr. Anderson, fucked her face at the edge of the bed resulting in a ghastly mess that was also never addressed. She never asked but only assumed that the members who delighted in defiling her face also delighted in seeing the results while dining among other members and slaves.

The names and faces of the members she serviced blended together after just a few days of three appointments per day without exception. The only constant for Grace was Shawn who escorted her to and from the main house for each rendezvous. And because she was in her debut status the entire time, there were no repeat engagements, either. Just a new face, undistinguished and indistinct like clockwork.

Grace got a new roommate a few days after Melanie vanished, a slave named Silvia who, like Grace was another ‘winner’ of the Beaumont Processing Facility’s infernal lottery. The girl was slightly older than Grace but just as naive as when she arrived at the Athens Club, unschooled in the whole concept of slavery in the New Confederacy but a bit more knowledgeable about sex of every sort. She was immediately amenable to coupling with Grace at night and they enjoyed each other’s company and talents a few times before Grace begged off - she was just too exhausted to fuck all day and then entertain her roommate after the lights went out. Soon, Silvia sought company elsewhere in the stables and moved to another stall not long after she had arrived.

“Is it me?” Grace asks Shawn the afternoon after Silvia moved out. “Am I a bitch, or unattractive or something?” she asked near tears as she shuffled through the courtyard to the main house for another forgettable appointment. Her conversations with Shawn were quite disjointed since the walk from the stables to a room took 15 minutes at most.

“No way in hell, Grace. You’re still in high demand and you’re ratings are among the highest ever.”

“I feel like I’m just a collection of holes, to be honest. I never see anyone at meals in the stables anymore and I’m beginning to feel like a loner and a loser.”

“You shouldn’t feel that way, but I get it. You’ll see a big letup in your schedule in a few cycles, though.”

“You mean I’ve just about run through the entire membership?” She feared the parade of middle-aged, unattractive, white, Southern men would never end.

“Not quite but close. You’ll start getting repeat visits then, from members you made an impression on.”

“So I should have been less of a good lay and they’d leave me alone?” she deadpans.

“Or they’d put you on the horse for the afternoon,” Shawn says with a cautionary look. Grace shudders.

“Why do there seem to be so many girls being punished lately?” she asks as they arrive at the door to the tank. “What am I missing?”

“Some members just have very exacting expectations, I guess. They don’t talk to me about it.”

“Yeah, but you wrangle other girls, right? Do they ever get punished?” Shawn once shared with Grace that he wrangles four other slaves besides her.

“Now and then,” he answers without offering any elaboration. She considers pressing him but decides she doesn’t really need to know.

“Am I going to wind up being punished for no good reason at some point?”

“Hard to say. Your reviews are pretty stellar, so…” He glances at her and smiles.

“Oh, I meant to ask about that. What reviews? Is there some sort of system or something?”

“There is. Just like you probably reviewed restaurants and movies, the members can post reviews of their experiences with each of the girls.”

“And mine are good?”

“Through-the-roof good. We’ve never seen numbers like yours.”

Grace cringes. “Is that a good thing or a bad thing?”

“That depends. If you like it here, having a lot of members interested in buying you means you’ll stick around longer.”

Grace looks up at him. “How does that work?”

“Well, you remember your first stablemate, Melanie?”

“Of course.”

“She was here for almost six months because two members kept requesting her. As long as there are two members who keep making appointments, no one can buy you. One has to drop out for a sale to happen.”

“So, Melanie was seeing just two members for a while?”

“Months. Finally, one lost interest, and the other’s bid was accepted.”

“What bid?”

“I’m not real clear on that part of the process, but I know a member has to make a bid to keep a girl from being sold. It’s all beyond my pay grade, but the more interested members you have, the more likely it is that you’ll stay here while.”

“When will I know that I’m through my debut period?”

“As soon as you see someone you’ve already seen before. Then you’ll know that your debut has ended and you’re up for grabs.”

Grace frowns at that phrase but she has to admit it’s accurate. Shawn unlocks the door to one of the rooms and ushers her inside to wait for the member that scheduled her services for the morning. Now that she’s seen almost all the members, he doesn’t stay after he lets her inside.

“See you later,” he says before he leaves and closes the door. She hears him lock it from the outside as he has for every appointment she’s had since the party. She goes directly to the bathroom to lube herself just in case her dark passage is used. Although Shawn either wouldn’t or couldn’t tell her when such a request might be forthcoming, and even though only ten or fifteen percent of the members made use of her anus, she never fails to prepare properly to prevent pain and injury. She had heard about more than one member from other girls in the stables who took sadistic pleasure in using girls who hadn’t prepared themselves, to their lasting regret.

She applies a generous amount of lube as far inside her as she can manage, then washes her hands and brings a towel to sit on while she waits for the member to arrive. She places the towel on the chair near the window and adjusts her chains as she settles in to wait for as little as twenty minutes and as much as four hours. She thinks about the slave in one of the holding pens she experienced when she was first taken who told her it was a slave’s fate to wait. She was used to waiting, calmly if not patiently.

At 7:35, she hears a key in the door. She stands and tosses the towel into the bathroom when the door swings open. She clasps her hands in front of her sex and lowers her head even more than the chains require to project the proper air of subservience. When the door swings open, Grace peaks through her eyebrows submissively.

“Grace!” Mr. Anderson booms with a smile when he comes through the door. “So good to see you again. How’ve you been?”

~ ~ ~

“We’ve found a very credible source,” the same woman who met with them a month ago tells them at the same Walmart parking lot. “He told us he brought Grace to a club from the Lexington Auction House back in May.”

“Can we meet him?”

“He said he’d come by to talk to you but only for a few minutes. And you can’t ask him for any proof because he doesn’t have any and wouldn’t tell us even if he did. He’s just coming to talk.”

“Why is he doing this for us?” Destiny asks despite a sharp look from Mrs. Rooney. “Why should he? It can only put him at risk for what we saw at the courthouse last month.” She looks at the older woman. “Us, too.”

The black woman eyes the two white women with a dour look. “From what I was told, he was fired by the club that used to employ him. Maybe this is his revenge.”

A black man pulls up to the small group in a beat-up old Ford. “You the ones looking for Grace?” he asks without getting out of the car or even turning off the engine.

“Do you know where she is?” Mrs. Rooney asks, her voice thick with anxiety.

“I took her to Georgia,” he says as he looks around nervously. “The Athens Club in Athens, Georgia.”

“Is she still there?” Mrs. Rooney asks. Destiny grabs the woman’s hand.

“She might be, but I don’t know.” He looks at the black woman. “I gotta go.”

“Who are you?” Destiny asks.

He looks at her and his expression hardens. “You don’t need to know.”

“How do we know if you’re telling us the truth?” Destiny persists.

“You don’t.” He glances back and forth between them. Finally, he adds, “She has a mole just above her naval, right?”

“Yes,” Mrs. Rooney whispers.

The man looks at Destiny again and now she understands. She nods, as does he, then he drives off without another word.

“We’re going to Georgia, Destiny.”
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1 - Up For Grabs

Grace Rooney looks around the dining room at the Athens Club with a practiced eye. She’s been eating all of her meals in this room since her debut two months ago, which is fine with her - the food is infinitely better than what is served in the club’s stable where she lives. On the few days when she was not requested to service one of the club members, she ate with the other slaves owned by the club at the long table in the center of the barn-like structure across the courtyard from the main house of the club. The food there is sparse and bland, in stark contrast to the turkey club sandwich with french fries and lemonade she selected from the menu this afternoon.

At least a dozen other girls, all naked and in slave hardware - collar, manacles, shackles, and full restraint chains - are eating in the members' dining room at the main house with her. Each girl is seated with a member whom they had just finished servicing in one of the many rooms on the floors above the dining room. Each girl is working hard to look thrilled to be in the company of the middle-aged men who collectively own them, as they are all mindful of the alternatives.

“You seem a bit distracted today, Grace,” offers Mr. Longstreet, her current dining companion and sexual partner less than an hour ago. “Anything I should know about?”

“No, sir,” she responds, quickly adding, “I’m fine.” As one of her most persistent and demanding partners, she is compelled to be as women have been with men for eons - highly complimentary even when such praise is uncalled for, lest she bear the unpleasant consequences of his umbrage. The fact that Grace worked hard to please him, as she does every other day or so for the member she thinks of as ‘the old man’, is irrelevant to her well-being and comfort. “I was just thinking about how delightful you were this afternoon, as always, sir.”

The old man rolls his eyes and laughs but it’s a gesture tinged with belief - the young woman sitting naked in front of him, his essence leaking from her dark passage onto the ever-present towel underneath her - has paid him a compliment about his sexual prowess. What man wouldn’t be at least a bit gullable, no matter how far from reality her statement actually is?

“The list of members still requesting your time doesn’t seem to be diminishing,” he says as he picks at his food. Grace is well aware of his many ailments so she no longer inquires when he hardly touches his lunch. She knows about most aspects of his life - his wife, his children, his farm, even his private collection of slaves, of which he would love to add Grace.

Grace shudders at the thought.

“I’m sorry there seems to be so much interest in me from the other members,” she lies. Their interest in her, in the form of requests for her sexual services, keeps old man Longstreet from buying her outright from the club. Although she has no say in who buys her, of course, and most if not all of the members of the Athens Club who are vying for her are less-than-desirable in their own ways, Peter Longstreet, named for his great-great-grandfather, the famous lieutenant general in the Confederate War of Independence, is among her least favorite. Not only is he by far the oldest, but his sexual prowess is greatly overshadowed by his sexual appetite.

In other words, Grace does all the work - her jaw is still tired and sore an hour later.

“No bother, I’m willing to outlast every one of them,” he says with a bravado she finds ironic. “I don’t care how long it takes, Grace. I am going to own you.”

She forces another smile. “I certainly look forward to the day you take me home with you, sir.”

“You’ll love my setup, Grace,” he begins, recounting for the umpteenth time how his stable is far superior to every other member, how his collection of slaves is unparalleled for their beauty and desirability, how life on the Longstreet plantation will be Grace’s dream come true. She listens, quietly and politely, the thought of interrupting to tell the old man that he tells her the same story every other day for months never entering her mind.

“Anyway,” he tells her as he stands up from the table. “I will take my leave now, Grace. See you in a couple of days.” He totters away as she looks around again at the other girls and their dining companions.

After something like sixty days of living in the stable, she feels like she recognizes most of the faces she sees, both the female slaves and the male members. During her first month after training - what the club calls a slave's ‘debut’ - she was requested by most of the members as one of the new crop of slaves bought by the club at auction across the Confederacy. Each member scheduled her for sex, usually followed by a meal, three each day without a break. Her wrangler had explained that once everyone had been with her, the requests for her time would wind down and eventually dwindle to a handful or even just a pair of members interested in buying her from the club. When the penultimate member dropped out she would be sold and she would vanish, exactly as had several of the slaves she’d come to know in the Athens Club stable.

One of the other slaves she sees in the dining room, a pretty girl with dark chestnut hair and large breasts, is dining with another of Grace’s most persistent members, Mr. S. Read Anderson. The girl is new - her debut period has just begun - and this is very likely her first encounter after last night's debut party. Anderson also scheduled Grace for the day after her own party and she has since learned that he makes a point of being with the slave who rode the pony the night before. She knows this because whenever he has scheduled Grace in the months since then, he makes a point of ordering her into the tank for an hours-long ride on the wooden pony the night before his morning appointment with her. If there is one member she dislikes even more than old man Longstreet, it’s the sadistic Anderson.

“Ready to go, Grace?” Shawn, Grace’s wrangler, asks as he approaches her table. She nods and stands to follow him to the stairs that lead down to the tank. “How was Longstreet today?” he asks as they descend the stairs carefully since Grace is still in full restraints - collar, manacles, shackles, and connecting chains.

“The same as always,” she says. “He’s quite predictable.”

“Boring, in other words,” Shawn says with a smile. She shoots him a look and he chuckles.

“Your word, not mine.” She reaches the bottom of the stairs and looks out over the tank, the holding area for new slaves just acquired by the club, as well as the place where punishment is meted out. “By the way, I saw Anderson up there with a face I know but I haven’t met her.” She waits at the door that leads out of the main house for Shawn to unlock it. “Let me guess - she rode the pony last night before the debut party?”

“You guessed it,” the black wrangler confirms. “He’s as predictable as Longstreet, really.”

“Just a bit more sadistic, wouldn’t you say?” she deadpans.

“If you say so, Grace.” Shawn never offers an opinion about the members, Grace has noticed, except for innocuous comments like the one he just offered. Job security, she assumes.

“What is it about him and that damn pony?” she asks, knowing it’s unlikely he’ll answer her truthfully if at all.

“No idea. I’ve heard that he owns one himself, though.”

“Oh, lovely. That must be a nightmare for his slaves.” She looks up at him, her chains making it difficult but doable. “Do you know how many slaves he owns?”

“I don’t. I know he buys one from the club every few months or so, but I have no idea how long he keeps them. Most of the members turn their stable over pretty often, from what I’m told.”

“They get bored, too?”

“I know, right?” He looks down at her and smiles. She does not.

“What’s my count right now?” she asks, changing subjects intentionally - she doesn’t want to think about being bought by Anderson now that she’s heard about what being owned by him might be like.

“Last I saw you have a dozen still booking appointments with you.”

“You said it would slow down, Shawn,” she says with a sad voice.

“I didn’t know you’d be so popular, Grace. I mean, we’ve never seen anything like this before you came along.”

“Lucky me,” she mumbles. “Always the lucky one.”

“Well, at least with so many members still looking to buy you,” he goes on, “your chances of being bought by Longstreet or Anderson are diminished.”

“That’s true, but I’m still getting booked three times a day every day, you know?” She shakes her head. “I haven’t had a day off since I got here.”

“If you’d like, I might be able to make that happen,” he tells her. She stops and looks up at him again.

“Really? You can do that?”

“I can’t guarantee anything, and I don’t know how long it will take, but I’ll give it a shot.”

She smiles at him, warmly. “I’d be so grateful, Shawn.” She cocks an eyebrow. “So grateful.” She thinks about how her wrangler used to fuck her three or four times a day when she was in training but hasn’t touched her since her debut party. If she’s reading the look in his eyes, he’s thinking the same thing.

“I’ll see what I can do, Grace.”

“How was your morning?” Rebecca asks when Grace enters her stall. The beautiful redhead - all the slaves bought by the Athens Club are quite attractive, Grace has found - is the latest in a string of stall mates Grace has run through. Because she’s in high demand, she almost never eats in the stable and gets few opportunities to interact with the other slaves, including her roommates. Other slaves, those with fewer interested members and the resulting fewer sexual appointments, spend most of their time in the large barnlike structure doing the things that young, pretty girls who are naked all the time seemingly do.

“It was fine,” Grace says with a pained look. “Longstreet again, so I’m kind of tired.” She knows the girl will ask her if she wants to couple and although she kind of does, she’d rather sleep. Two months of relentless sex have left her depleted and if history is any guide, Rebecca will soon grow weary of being ignored and move to another stall.

“Oh, that’s okay,” Rebecca says with a cheerful tone that Grace finds both refreshing and somewhat annoying. “I have a session scheduled with Pickett in an hour so I need to leave soon. I was just wondering if you’ll have some time tonight for me?”

Grace frowns. “I wish, but it’s been two days since I had an appointment with Anderson, so I’ll likely be spending most of the evening riding the pony.”

“Why does he do that to you?” the girl asks with genuine concern. “It’s so cruel.”

“That’s why he does it. I’ve never asked but he seems to get a thrill out of inflicting pain, whether by proxy or himself personally. And,” she whispers, not because she’s worried that anyone is listening but because it’s so depressing, “I just found out he owns his own wooden pony.”

“Oh, that’s awful.” She looks at Grace with a question in her eyes. “Don’t the other members get upset that you’re always, you know…”

“In pain? No, I doubt they care at all and there’s nothing they can do, anyway. Anderson’s is like one of the long-standing families that started the club, or so he says. He gets what he wants.” She unconsciously touches her vulva, still slightly sore from her ride two nights ago.

“Do you ever get, you know, used to it?” Rebecca asks.

“You’ve never been on it, have you?” The girl shakes her head. “No, you never get used to it. If anything, it’s cumulative. I don’t know how the girls he owns can do it for months or years, even.”

“And he’s really interested in buying you, isn’t he?”

Grace nods. “For whatever reason, he is.”

“Well, I don’t know if you heard,” Rebecca whispers. “But apparently there’s a new member who has some of the same preferences that Anderson has.”

“What do you mean?”

“Since last week there are a lot more girls coming back from the main house with stripes across their breasts.” She looks around even though the door to the stall is closed. “His name is Harrison Walker and he’s a legacy, of course. I haven’t been with him yet, obviously,” she says, glancing down at her unmarked bosom.

“Does he do it himself, in the room?” Grace asks, trying to act concerned. Her schedule is full with a dozen interested members filling every available time slot already. She’s got no room for a new member, thankfully.

“Both. He’s had a few girls whipped right before he shows up, but at breakfast today Margaret said he whipped her in the room. She was a mess, too. He didn’t go easy on her.”

“Lovely.” Grace looks at the window that offers a view of the fields behind the stable. “What possesses them to do these things, is what I want to know.”

“You should ask Anderson, Grace. From what you’ve said, if anyone would know, he would.”

She side-eyes her stall mate. “No way. I’ve got enough to deal with already. I don’t need to stir things up.”

“Yeah, I get that.” Rebecca stands and goes to the door. “Well, I’ve got to get ready to go. See you later, I hope.”

“I hope so too, Rebecca.” When the redhead leaves, Grace adds, “But I doubt it.”

“Sorry, Grace,” Shawn says when he comes for her in the dining room.

She just stares at him for a long moment before she nods. “I understand.”

“How was dinner?” he asks, clearly changing the subject.

“It was good. Lamb chops with asparagus and mashed potatoes.” She stands and follows her wrangler to the door that leads to the staircase. “I never had lamb before I got taken. I think it might be my favorite now.” She’s rambling but Shawn won’t mind, she tells herself. “I guess I should feel bad for the lambs but I don’t, so what does that say about me?”

“It’s less cruel than veal, at least.”

“Really? I didn’t know that.” She descends the staircase carefully, as always, but she reaches the bottom she doesn’t turn toward the door that leads back to the stable. She turns toward the tank, the place where new girls are held in cells and old hands like Grace are punished, sometimes for good reasons, sometimes for no reason at all. Shawn doesn’t say anything as he leads her into the bowels of the various stations that are there to inflict pain.

“How long?” she asks when they arrive at their unspoken destination.

“The usual,” Shawn says as he bends to unlock her chains. Once she’s free of the five-point restraints, he turns a crank that lowers the pony so that Grace can swing her leg over the rounded upper edge of the wooden device. As soon as she’s positioned, Shawn clips the oversized chain that is bolted to the floor onto her left shackle, then he does the same with her right. He stands up and she puts her manacles behind her back without prompting so he can clip them together. He leaves her collar alone.

“I hear there’s a new sadist,” she whispers even though they are alone in the tank. She doesn’t really worry that anyone will overhear, but she’s not going to risk any additional punishments, either.

“I’ve heard that, too,” Shawn says, non-committal as always. He reaches for the crank and begins to slowly lift the pony.

“Partial to whips, I hear.” He doesn’t respond, but she doesn’t expect him to. This is her way of protesting the absolute injustice of her circumstances without breaking any rules. “Breasts are his main focus,” she says, not asking, just stating a fact.

The pony rises until the rounded but thin edge pushes against her vagina. She spreads her legs to make sure her labia are not caught between her thigh and the wood. The pony keeps rising as Shawn keeps cranking until Grace’s feet leave the floor. He raises her until the chains attached to her shackles are taut but not tight - that would be too much, she thinks bitterly. He stands and looks Grace over to make sure she’s properly positioned to suffer for the next three hours.

“Don’t fall asleep on me, please.” She tells him the same thing every time. He never responds to that, either, but he always arrives to release her on time.

“See you at 11:30, Grace,” he says gently as he walks away. She glances at the clock on the wall, one of the only ones she ever sees anywhere at the Athens Club. Because watching the time pass, minute by minute, hour by hour, only makes her suffering worse, which is exactly the point.

The clock reads 8:39 and her tears have already begun to flow.

~ ~ ~

“We need to get an apartment, Destiny,” Mrs. Rooney says to the girl in their room. They’ve been staying in another small motel on the edge of the downtown Athens, Georgia. “I can’t afford to keep paying for this place.”

“Okay,” Destiny says. “It doesn’t matter to me where we stay.” The two have been spending most of their time at the library, accessing databases that are only available on-site but with little to show for it. They visited the Athens Club when they arrived but the building is inaccessible to non-members.

“I think we need to stake out the club, Mrs. R,” Destiny tells her. “Can we get a place closer to the club?”

“I checked and there aren’t any affordable rooms in that part of town. There aren’t any apartments period - it looks like it’s mostly single homes and empty fields.”

“Okay, then let’s stay close to downtown and keep doing what we’ve been doing.”

Mrs. Rooney slumps in her chair near the motel window. “Are we getting anywhere with that?” Destiny has been doing most of the research while Grace’s mother wanders the town looking for signs of her daughter.

“I’ve got a couple of things that might pan out,” Destiny says with an optimistic tone in an effort to buoy the woman’s spirits. She’s been worried about Mrs. Rooney’s mental state ever since Grace was taken. She rebounded when the two of them moved to the Confederacy two months ago, but they’ve been less successful in Athens than they were in Lexington.

“Okay, but I don’t see how we can just sit in the car outside the club without attracting attention. And if the club calls the police…”

“No, we don’t want that to happen.” Both women are still dealing with the trauma of seeing a girl about the same age as Grace hanging by the neck in front of a Lexington court house. Destiny researched the case and found out that she was an escaped slave who was captured and punished under the law. She didn’t get a trial - she was executed the day after she was taken into custody.

“Let’s go apartment hunting today, Mrs. R,” Destiny says gently. “We’ll figure out our next move once we’re settled in a place we can afford.”

“We?” the woman asks distractedly.

“Yeah, we. I’m going to have my father send me some of the money I’ve been saving for college.”

Grace’s mother gasps and reaches for the girl. “No, Destiny. I can’t ask you to do that.”

“You didn’t, Mrs. R. I decided to do it on my own. For Grace.”


2 - Down to Fuck

Grace waits patiently in a chair near the window. She’s on the fourth floor of the Athens Club main house. Shawn walked her from the stable for her morning appointment with Read Anderson as he has every couple of mornings for the past two month, but this is the first morning that Grace has been informed of what life would be like if Anderson bought her from the club, something she doesn’t want to happen. She has to do something but she has no idea which course of action might help her. The only thing she knows for sure is that she must pick one - doing nothing is not an option. Not anymore.

Grace is sitting on the front edge of the cushioned chair, leaning against its forward edge, really. Her nether region is sore from last night’s three-hour ride on the pony in the tank on the ground floor of the main house. She got little sleep last night as usual and is balancing precariously on the chair so as to avoid aggravating the damage done by Anderson’s preferred method of torturing her in preparation for their morning together. She’s been with Andeson at least a dozen times since her debut and he’s made sure she was in pain every time.

“Grace,” he says as he strides through the open door of the room. “So good to see you again. You slept well, I trust?” he asks with an ironic smile.

The man looks as if he’s in his mid-forties, about the same age as Grace’s father but any similarity between the two men ends there. Her father, a detective with the Cincinnatti police department, is fit, handsome, and kind. Anderson has a visible paunch, is losing his hair, and is not in any way kind.

“Very well, thanks for asking, sir,” she responds as always. Complaining to the members is not tolerated and is swiftly punished, and Grace has been punished enough. She rises from the chair and goes to the sofa to grab a pillow for her knees. Anderson walks to where she drops the pillow and waits. She goes to her knees without being told and unbuckles his belt. Normally, few if any words are spoken after their ritualized greeting but today she breaks the routine.

“Sir, I was wondering something,” she ventures as she unbuttons his trousers and tugs at the zipper. She looks up at his face to see if he’s amenable to answering a question.

“Yes?” he asks with a hint of impatience.

“I know you prefer taking me on my hands and knees while I’m still wearing my chains,” she says as she frees his erect manhood from its confines. She licks the tip and massages the shaft as she talks. “But would you ever consider trying me missionary?”

“Why would I do that, Grace?” he asks with a slight catch in his voice as her ministrations begin to have their effect on him.

“Well, it would hurt more, for one thing,” she says right before she sucks the head into her mouth and jams it deep in her throat, gagging noticeably.

“Is that so?”

Grace releases him from her lips and strokes him with both hands. “Oh yes, sir. Most of the other members I see now take me that way and whoever I’m with in the afternoon after I see you. Well, even hours later it’s always more painful that way.”

“Uh-huh,” he responds, his dick swelling as she devours it again. A few quick bobs of her head and she pulls back again, never stopping her manual stimulation while she talks.

“Plus, I almost always orgasm when being taken from in front, which I’m told is very pleasurable for my partner.” She impales her mouth as soon as she finishes her thought.

“Uh, uh, uh,” he manages as he pushes against her shoulders but she fights him. She grips his thighs as much as her chains allow and presses her nose into his unruly red pubic hair. His orgasm explodes in the back of her throat, something Anderson never does, but she slurps and swallows and he allows her to until he’s depleted, then she rolls his dick around in her mouth until he pushes her away, his post-orgasmic sensitivity overwhelming him.

“What the fuck, Grace?” he says in a tone that straddles the line between playful and pissed. “Why did you do that?”

“Sorry, sir,” she says in her most demure and subservient tone. “I just got carried away at the thought of…” She looks up at him and is relieved to see a hint of a smile at the corners of his mouth.

“You enjoy the pain?”

“Oh, no sir, not at all. But I know you do. And I enjoy climaxing so I thought you might like that as well.”

“So you never cum when I’m taking you from behind?” He kicks off his shoes and removes his trousers as they talk.

“No, sir. Sorry, sir.”

“But do you always cum during missionary?”

“Not always, sir, but almost.” She can climax at will if her partner leans against her clit during intercourse, but she wants him to make an effort.

“But you’ve spoiled the session, Grace,” he says as he climbs onto the bed. “I can’t go again so soon.”

“I don’t have another appointment until noon, sir. And I’m sure I can prove you wrong.” She holds her breath - contradicting a member is fraught with risk. Especially one with sadistic tendencies.

“I don’t have all day, you know,” he says with a smirk.

“It won’t take that long, sir,” she says as she offers her hands, a silent request to remove her chains.

He climbs off the bed and goes to his trousers to retrieve his keychain. The locks that are used on all slave restraints are opened with a simple key, more of a wrench in reality, and all of the members carry one. He uses his to release Grace from the chains that connect her permanent slave hardware - collar around her neck, manacles on her wrists, and shackles around her ankles - then he climbs back onto the bed. Grace follows him and climbs on top of him, straddling his torso. She puts her hands on his chest and eases her body down slowly to kiss him, something she does with most of her interested members but has never done with Anderson.

He watches her approach with a bemused look but when her lips touch his, he closes his eyes and lets her devour his mouth. She penetrates his mouth with her tongue and he responds, cautiously at first but with building enthusiasm. Then she breaks away and kisses his neck. She whispers in his ear, “Just relax and let me arouse you.”

Grace slides down his body and kisses his chest and belly until her mouth is poised over his flaccid penis. She takes it into her mouth again and rolls it around with her tongue until she feels it swell slightly. She takes him fully at his diminished size and easily licks his balls as she throats his dick. Finally, she releases his manhood from her mouth and works it with her fingers as she licks his balls, then she sucks one into her mouth and he moans. She smiles to herself as she sucks the other one into her mouth as well, massaging them with her tongue as his erection grows in her hands.

“Okay,” he says as he sits up and moves away from Grace. “It’s now or never.”

She moves quickly to take his place on her back and he climbs between her legs. She reaches down to aim his dick at her tender folds and winces dramatically as he enters her vagina. He doesn’t hesitate before plunging fully into her hole and his pelvic bone mashes her sensitive vulva. She yelps at the sudden pain and keeps her eyes locked on his, her face registering extreme duress, his exhibiting a growing delight.

“Oh, fuck,” she gasps as he batters her mercilessly. “Oh, fuck, oh fuck, oh, oh, oh,” she moans.

“You’re right, Grace,” Anderson says with a sly smile. “This is fun. And since I already came once, I can probably go on for quite some time. That won’t be a problem, will it?”

Grace realizes she has her eyes closed as she tried desperately to focus on the pleasure and ignore the escalating pain he’s inflicting on her. When she opens her eyes and sees the look of glee on his face, she fears she may have miscalculated. Disastrously.

“Can you just ease up for a moment?” she whispers.

“No, I’m afraid that would defeat the whole purpose of torturing you last night, Grace. Surely you understand that, don’t you?” His smile is turning malicious as he pounds her bruised flesh without mercy.

Desperate, she reaches down to massage her clit and perhaps protect it from the onslaught but he grabs her wrist - her manacle, actually - and pulls her arm up and over her head. “No cheating, Grace. You said you could cum from me fucking you like this. You could have fingered yourself when I was taking you from behind but you chose not to.” He grabs her other hand and lifts it as well, pinning her arms against the pillows above her head.

Grace closes her eyes again and focuses on the pleasure that is interspersed with the pain he’s inflicting on her. She thinks about the men she enjoyed fucking - Shawn, her wrangler, and James, the man who drove her from the auction house to the club. Both made her cum while they fucked her and it was a revelation that changed her. She rarely masturbates but those are the memories she calls upon the few times she does.

She also finds herself reveling in her helplessness with her arms pinned above her head. She doesn’t understand what about her powerlessness excites her - she’s a sex slave, after all. Lack of agency defines her life since she was taken. But this position, with Anderson holding her while he fucks her, touches something deep inside her, the intimacy of him using his hands to restrain her instead of chains thrills her. She feels her excitement build quickly in her belly and her vagina contracts while his dick swells until they achieve the nirvana of a simultaneous orgasm of near-epic proportions.

“Oh, god,” she cries out as Anderson’s body spasms, mashing her clit in an explosion of pain and pleasure, her cervix flooded with his semen again and again. He lets go of her wrists and she wraps her arms around his neck, pulling his body tight to her in their most intimate embrace ever. She finds his mouth with hers and kisses him passionately, and deeply, moaning into his mouth while devouring his tongue. As the tidal wave of pleasure recedes and their ardor fades, she keeps kissing him as she would kiss a lover instead of an owner.

Finally, spent and still panting, he eases off of her and rolls to her side. They lie still together for the first time ever. She opens her eyes to find him staring at her and she smiles. “See?” she asks, simply.

He smiles. “I do, Grace. Thank you.”

“It was my pleasure, sir. Really.” She looks at him and smiles. “I had a feeling you’d enjoy this way.”

“As did you, it seemed.”

“Oh, yes sir. I much prefer missionary to the other way.”

“And climaxing, I assume.”

“Well, yes sir. And that’s something you enjoy as well, right? I mean, when I climax while you’re inside me?”

“Yes, of course. It’s a very enjoyable experience.” He was still staring at Grace and smiling, but she couldn’t read him. She never could so she’s used to it, but this was new with him - more intimate, more open. She knows the risks but decides that now is her best chance to change the dynamic between them, something she desperately wants if only to make these encounters more enjoyable for her and perhaps, less painful. Eventually.

“Can I ask you something, sir?”

“Go ahead,” he says with a light tone.

“Why do you make me ride the pony before you see me?”

He laughs, but it’s a gentle laugh, not a cruel one. She wouldn’t have been surprised if it had been. “Because I can,” he adds, cruelly.

Now she knows she has nothing left to lose. “I’ve heard that you have a pony at your stable.”

“I do. I use it on my own slaves almost every day.” He seems pleased with himself to Grace. She presses on.

“How many slaves do you own, sir?”

“Like you? I’m down to four right now. I just sold Samantha last month so I have a place for you, Grace.”

“You’re that confident that you’ll buy me, ultimately?”

“I’m afraid so,” he says with a chuckle as he rolls to the edge of the bed and stands up. “I know that’s not what you want to hear, but that’s what’s going to happen.”

“How can you be so sure? Shawn said I still have a dozen interested members.”

“I’m sure you do, but I get what I want and I want you, Grace.” He dresses as he talks while Grace lies on the bed, her head propped in her hand.

“Why, sir? What about the girl I saw you with at lunch yesterday?”

“Lorraine? She’s very nice. Good-looking, nice body. She’d be a good addition to my herd, no question about it.”

“But…?”

“She’s not you.”

“What’s so special about me, sir?”

“I don’t know, to be honest. There’s just something about you. For instance, no one has ever told me she’d rather be taken on her back like you just did. Pretty bold move, don’t you agree?”

“I wouldn’t know, sir.”

He rolls his eyes as he buttons his shirt. “Oh, come on, Grace. I’m sure you were worried I might not take too kindly to being told I’m not a good fuck.”

“That’s not what I said, sir.”

“But that was the implication, wasn’t it? I could have had Shawn march you right back down to the tank and had you ride the pony until your next appointment instead of fucking you. Surely you knew that was a real possibility but you asked your questions anyway.” He sits on the edge of the bed to put his shoes on. “My compliments, Grace.”

Grace sighs and asks, “I suppose there’s no chance you’d consider not making me ride the pony next time, is there?”

“You need to understand something, my dear. I have a wife whom I love very much. I make love to her fairly frequently, too. I know that my come as a surprise but it’s true. And when I make love to my wife, she’s very responsive and appreciative, by which I mean she often orgasms when I’m fucking her.

“What I’m trying to say is that I’m used to experiencing a woman’s climax while I’m inside her pussy. I don’t need you or any other slave to enjoy that sensation. But I don’t torture my wife before I make love to her, because, well, she’s my wife. And she wouldn’t put up with that sort of thing.”

“No, I wouldn’t think so,” Grace admits.

“And you’d be correct. But with my slaves, I get to do whatever I choose to do, and I choose to torture them before I fuck them. There’s something about inflicting pain on helpless slaves that just thrills me. So I won’t stop doing it, even with the promise of simultaneous orgasms such as we experienced here this morning. Which, you’ll recall, was still possible even though you rode the pony last night.”

“Yes, sir,” she whispers.

“See you in a couple of days, Grace.”


3 - Narrowing the Field

Over the following cycles - three-day blocks of time used by the slaves in the stable to delegate chores - the members requesting Grace’s time through the mechanism used to schedule her finally began to dwindle. From the original twelve, one or two seemed to disappear every other cycle or so. She was never notified that a member was no longer interested in her services. She just noticed their absence after a few cycles.

Most of her interested members were of a type - white, of course, but also middle-aged or older, soft or leaning in that direction, arrogant, and what would have been called chauvinistic in her home country. The manifestations of their misogyny were as varied as the size of their penises, which is to say, hardly at all. She wondered if they were aware of how similar they all were in so many respects.

The first member to drift away from her coterie was Mr. Butler, a short, stocky member whose hair was combed over his mostly bare scalp in the most spectacularly disastrous way imaginable. He talked all during their sessions together, mostly about the weather and its impact on the price of sorghum  - which she assumed was some type of crop - as if she was as fascinated with the process of planting, growing, and harvesting as he was, and he was interested in little else. He saw her once a cycle or so until he didn’t, and she wondered if the sorghum crop had failed, forcing him to leave the club, until she saw him at dinner with another slave in the dining room of the main house.

Grace noticed other interested members drifting away over the cycles that followed. Mr. Ross, a rotund bearded man with bad teeth and a loud voice stopped seeing her after only a handful of visits spaced out more than most. Mr. Volmer, another overweight member who always perspired so much when he fucked her that it dripped on her body from his armpits and chin, was another interested member she was happy to see lose interest.

The only member Grace was sorry to see go was Mr. Ferguson, a younger gentleman who almost seemed embarrassed to be with her, but he was energetic and good-looking. She heard from Shawn that he recently inherited his membership from his grandfather’s estate. Shawn also explained that although he didn’t know the exact process by which members bought slaves from the club, most legacy members like Ferguson could hardly afford to compete with the older members whose fortunes were already established and quite sizable.

After another dozen or so cycles she was down to three interested members - Anderson, Longstreet, and Hawthorn, a trim and quiet man who said little but never missed a cycle without scheduling her for service. When it became apparent that he was Grace’s best hope to buy her and keep her out of the clutches of two men she feared and dreaded, she asked him if his intentions were honorable, her way of making a small joke.

He didn’t get it.

Once she explained it, he smiled but made a face immediately after that telling her everything she needed to know. “You have to understand, Grace,” he said with a sad tone. “I’m not rich like those two. Anderson owns a big steel mill in Alabama and coal mines as well from what I’ve heard, while Longstreet’s plantation is huge. He’s got thousands of acres under cultivation and with the economy these days, there’s no way a man like me can compete. I’m sorry, really I am.”

“Well, can you at least keep requesting me so they can’t buy me?”

“Only for another week or so. Once you’ve been out of your debut period for three months, bids are taken from all interested members and you have to put up ten percent of the bid as a good-faith, non-refundable deposit. I really can’t afford to match what they offer.”

“Do you know what they bid for me?”

“Three-hundred thousand so far. I’m sure you’ll go for a lot more than that, though. And not just because those two are a couple of stubborn bastards.” He smiles apologetically at her.

“What do you mean?”

“I think you know what I mean, Grace,” he told her. She didn’t but she wouldn’t press him for a further explanation, either.

“So, this might be our last time together?”

“I’m afraid so.”

Grace did her best to make it memorable for both of them.

“Well, it’s down to two,” Longstreet tells Grace as she waits for him to get undressed. Once he does and climbs onto the bed, she positions herself for another grueling afternoon of oral sex followed by anal, his preferred hole for completion. She takes his flaccid member in her mouth and waits for him to continue although she’s pretty sure she knows what’s coming.

“Hawthorn dropped out, the cheap bastard. Couldn’t come up with the downpayment. So it’s just between me and Anderson, the fucking asshole. Thinks he can outbid me. Fucking shit.”

Grace is working Longstreet’s dick with her mouth and tongue but her eyes go wide at his profanity. The old man is usually polite with her, reminding her of her grandfather whom she never heard curse once in her life. Whether it’s his blood getting riled up at the prospect of a bidding war with Anderson or the realization that the field has been narrowed to just two, Grace is surprised and pleased to feel Longstreet’s member firming up in her mouth. She redoubles her efforts and is duly rewarded when the old man eases his dick from her mouth and motions for her to climb onto his torso. She scrambles to position his semi-erect penis at her well-lubed dark passage before he wilts altogether and eases herself down. Luckily, he remains firm enough to penetrate her sphincter. She sighs with relief.

“Will you be buying me then, sir?” she asks as she raises and lowers herself on him, clenching his dick with her asshole.

“I will, Grace. You can be sure of that,” he says with a slight catch in his voice. “There’s no way I’m going to let that maniac torture you any longer.”

She sighs and smiles, her hands planted on his chest as she rocks back and forth on his dick.

“I’m so happy… to hear that, sir,” she says with an exaggerated but not manufactured catch in her voice. “I’d love to live at your place if that’s possible.”

“And I’m looking forward to fucking you every day, Grace. This is always a highlight of my week.” He doesn’t move except for a slight rocking of his hips, content to let the young woman do all the work for him. “And you’ll love my other slaves, too. Do you enjoy women, Grace?”

She nods and opens her eyes to look down at his face, something she mostly avoids unless he asks her a question which is rare. Usually, he just talks about his plantation and his rightful place at the center of his universe while Grace sucks him and then sodomizes herself on his ancient dick.

“I do enjoy women, sir. Although I haven’t had much opportunity to partake lately.” She doesn’t mention that things have changed in that regard since interest in her has waned. A month ago, Grace rarely ate at the stable and was always too tired to couple with the other slaves owned by the club. But now that she was down to two, she had plenty of time to connect with her roommate, Rebecca, who stuck with her and enjoyed Grace's body often for several cycles.

“Well, you’ll love Esther and Joan, then. I know I do.” The old man’s voice is getting a little ragged as Grace works her magic on his joystick with her dark passage. She decides to move things along and give him an added incentive to keep her from Anderson’s grasp.

“Oh, I’m sure I will, sir. I love being with women, especially beautiful women as I’m sure you own. I’ll be honored to lick their pussies and suck on their nipples while you watch. I just hope I can be worthy of you and your splendid operation.”

While Grace is talking to him, Longstreet closes his eyes and smiles. “I love your asshole, Grace. It’s so delightfully tight.” She doesn’t know how to respond so she says nothing. She just keeps rocking gently, his small dick staying erect enough to remain engaged but still resisting her efforts to bring him to completion. Her experience with Anderson gives her an idea.

“Sir, would you mind if I masturbate while you sodomize me?” She watches his face and is relieved when he doesn’t react negatively.

“That’s fine,” he murmurs without opening his eyes. She reaches down to her vulva with her right hand and strokes her clitoris, pleasure surging through her body. As she learned during her weeklong anal training with Shawn before her debut, she actually enjoys being reamed as long as she can touch herself.

“Do you mind if I cum, sir?” she asks heavily.

“Go ahead, my dear,” he whispers, his voice ragged but his dick not swelling. She reaches for her clit and increases her tempo but is careful to pace herself. The last thing she wants is to cum before the old man is ready.

“Do you enjoy watching women pleasure each other, sir?” she asks in an effort to excite him with imagery. 

“I do, Grace, and I’m so looking forward to watching you lick my slaves’ pussies. I’ll make sure you are well taken care of, you can be sure of that.”

She feels him swelling inside her so she redoubles her effort on her own pleasure nub and makes sure to vocalize her excitement.

“Oh, god, sir. Oh, fuck my asshole. You’re so big,” she lies but he doesn’t object. If anything, he’s loving it as his hips begin to jerk upward and his mouth clenches. She watches him as closely as she can manage to make sure they arrive at their respective pinnacles together. He grunts and spurts just as her crescendo peaks and they groan together in a gentle frenzy of mutual pleasure, her first with the old man. She collapses on his chest and kisses his mouth while he catches his breath, but he opens his eyes and smiles at her.

“My lord, Grace. You’ve been holding out on me,” he whispers between gulping air. “That was quite extraordinary.”

“Thank you, sir. I enjoyed it, too.” She eases off his dick and slips down onto the mattress next to him. “I do want to be with you, sir. Please.”

He smiles at her. “You will be, my dear. You will be.”

“I need you,” Grace tells her stall mate when she returns from her appointment with the old man. “Right now.” She grabs Rebecca’s hand as she rises from the sofa in the lounging area of the stable and drags her toward their stall. Rebecca goes willingly - she’s been offering herself to Grace frequently of late but Grace has been distracted. Now, she’s a girl on a mission.

“I need to talk to Longstreet about how much I enjoy being with women,” she explains when they reach their stall door. “I have to make sure he buys me.”

“You know I don’t care, Grace,” her stall mate explains gently as they enter and close the door. “You can have me whenever you want.”

“I appreciate that, Becks. I really do.” The girls kiss and embrace in a practiced routine that each of them has come to enjoy more frequently as Grace’s appointments have dwindled of late. She was concerned that Rebecca might be getting too close, a recipe for disaster in the unpredictable world of the Athens Club stable. Girls came and went at the whim of a hundred members who had no interest in the feelings or attachments they regularly disrupted. Grace has been around long enough to know the risks but Rebecca is new and innocent and obviously in love with her stall mate, to Grace’s growing concern. But at this moment, she doesn’t care. She needs her and is willing to hurt the girl for her own selfish purpose.

“Come on,” Grace tells her. “Lie down.” She motions toward her bed and the newer girl does as she’s ordered. Grace puts one knee by her head and carefully climbs onto her body, her pussy positioned over Rebecca’s eager mouth while she spreads her legs to welcome Grace’s attention to her own vulva. Grace wastes no time with preliminaries but lowers her mound aggressively and almost attacks her lover’s wet slit with unrestrained passion. They mouth each other to quick simultaneous orgasms in short order.

“What was that all about?” Rebecca asks when Grace turns around to lie next to her, their arms entwined, their pussies throbbing. “I’m not complaining…”

“Then don’t,” Grace scolds her and immediately regrets it. “I’m sorry, but I’m just really on edge right now.” She explains how it’s between Longstreet and Anderson now that Hawthorn has dropped out and she needs to keep the old man engaged and motivated.

“Is that all this is?” Rebecca asks, clearly disappointed but trying to hide it.

“No, it’s not, Becks. I promise.” She bites her lip - she likes the girl. She’s pretty and bubbly and a great kisser, everything anyone could ask for in a stall mate. She’s just been here so often that she knows how it’s going to end, even if Rebecca has no clue. “I promise,” she whispers.

The two girls fall asleep in each other's arms until Grace is awakened by Shawn shaking her arm.

“Grace, wake up,” he tells her. “You’ve got to go.”

Grace rolls over and moans. “Already?” She knew she’d be scheduled for another session on the pony after dinner as it’s been two days since her last ride. But the sun is still shining through her stall window. She looks at Shawn in confusion only to find that his expression is anything but reassuring.

“It’s not that, Grace.”

“Then what is it, Shawn?”

“Longstreet is dead.”


4 - Welcome to Eden

The black Escalade rolls to a stop at a huge iron gate flanked by two stone columns. Grace watches from the passenger seat as the gate swings open silently. She’s fully restrained, more so than usual as this is her first time outside the secured confines of the Athens Club in months. The chains she’s wearing are thicker and heavier than the ones Shawn used to walk her from the stable to the main house, and they are locked with small padlocks that require specific keys to open. Those keys, she presumes, are one of a kind and carried by the man driving the SUV as they wait for the gate to finish opening.

“Welcome to Eden, Grace,” her new owner, S. Read Anderson says with a smile. “I’m sure you’ll love it here.”

“Would it be inappropriate for me to ask how much you paid for me, sir?” she asks with as much deference and humility as she can summon.

“Of course not. Since Peter, your only other interested member, died, the club was forced to accept my first offer of 300,000 Confederate dollars, Grace. Which is, by the way, the most I’ve ever paid for a slave.” He smiles at her but she doesn’t respond. She tries but she doesn’t have it in her.

“Let’s get you situated, then,” he says as he pulls through the gate and drives slowly down a long, tree-lined road. It’s several minutes before a structure comes into view and Grace is surprised but not shocked to see a magnificent house as they come around a bend. She scans it as the SUV drives past it, taking it in while she wonders if she’ll ever see the interior - she has no idea how slaves are managed by single owners. None of the girls she met at the Athens Club were owned by individuals prior to being acquired by the club and none of the wranglers offered any explanations, either. This was all frighteningly new to her.

Once the vehicle passed the main house, she sees at a fair distance a structure she assumes will be her new home. It is further away from the main house than the stable was from the club, but not so far as to be impassable on foot in good weather. The stable, if that’s what the structure is - Anderson remains silent on the issue - is much smaller than the stable at the club, but she expected as much. Rich as Anderson is purported to be, she can’t imagine one man needing fifty slaves or adequate accommodations for them.

Other than the smaller scale, though, the two structures have much in common. Both are barn-like to a girl from the suburbs, clad in whitewashed, rough-hewn wood with green trim and a high, steep roof that she only saw during drives into the countryside back in Ohio. The front entrance is smaller than the one at the club but in proportion to the scale of the building - imposing, in other words. The SUV slows to a stop in front of the door and Anderson exits immediately to circle in front of the vehicle to help Grace navigate the drop to the gravel. She accepts his help and waits for him to close the door before she follows him carefully to the structure’s entrance. He unlocks the imposing padlock on the latch and pulls the door open to usher her inside.

It takes a minute for her eyes to adjust to the relatively dark interior, but when they do, her heart sinks. Not only is the space much smaller than the stable at the club, but they strike her as much more similar to a place where horses would be housed than women, even slaves. The middle aisle between two rows of stalls is completely empty - no table, no kitchen, nothing. Not even a floor, really - just dirt. The stalls themselves are made with wooden slats about four feet high with iron bars above to about seven feet. Wooden beams make up the ceiling and bars separate the stalls' interiors as well. Relative privacy was a luxury Grace came to cherish at the club - one that she would miss here, she realizes.

But the most disheartening sight of all is the dreaded wooden pony in the center of the aisle, a near-exact replica of the one she’d ridden countless times at the club. No one is riding it at the moment - in fact, no other slaves are visible, nor does she hear any signs of life. Is she alone? Is she to be the sole focus of Anderson’s sadistic depredations? She shudders.

“I guess Malcolm has everyone up at the main house,” Anderson says to Grace after he closes the stable door. “But I told him to pick out a stall for you and there it is.” He motions to a stall that has a blanket hanging over the top of the bars. He walks her to the stall door and pulls it open. Grace peers inside and her heart sinks again.

“I know it’s not what you’re used to, Grace,” he explains as he pulls the blanket down and walks into the stall. “But you won’t be spending as much time here as you did in the stalls at the club. We have a much more diverse agenda for you.” He smiles and she nods, still unable to smile back. “Oh, come on, Grace. It won’t be as bad as all that. You’ll see.”

Anderson tosses the blanket on a small wooden bunk hanging by two chains from one wall of the narrow space, no more than four by eight feet. In the other corner is a metal bucket, not much different from the ones she used at the Beaumont Processing Facility when she spent the night in a small metal cage. She looks around for a sink but finds none. A roll of toilet paper hangs on the wall next to the bucket.

“Feel free to go if you need to, but I’ll be taking you back to the main house in a few minutes if you want to wait.” He reaches into his pocket and pulls out a key chain. “We can take these travel chains off you now, though.” He unlocks the chain that’s attached to her collar and she offers her hands so he can unlock her manacles next. When he kneels to unlock her shackles, she finds her voice.

“Do you chain us on the plantation?”

“Only for trips to town, which isn’t often, I’m afraid. We allow you to live without them as long as you don’t give us any cause for concern. But Malcolm will go over all the rules with you when he beds you down after dinner.”

Grace wonders but doesn’t ask what ‘bedding her down’ will entail.

Anderson leads her out of the stall and out of the stable to his SUV. She climbs into the passenger seat unassisted without the chains restricting her movements. They cover the ground back to the main house in short order, but Grace estimates walking will likely take fifteen minutes or so. Still, the prospect of spending most of her time anywhere but the stable negates any concerns she has for walking even in bad weather.

“May I ask how many slaves you own now, sir?” she ventures when he pulls up to the side door of the house. She can see an extensive terrace and pool behind the house but clearly, this is the entrance she will be using.

“You may,” he answers as He puts the SUV in park but doesn’t turn off the ignition. “I own five slaves now that you’re here. The other four don’t know that my bid was accepted so you’ll come as a bit of a surprise to them, but you’ll be fine.”

She looks at him and he looks back without giving any indication that he’s walking her inside. She nods and opens her door, clamors out onto the gravel in her bare feet, and heads for the door. Before she’s able to open it, Anderson pulls away and disappears around the corner of the building.

She stares up at the facade of the house. It is smaller and more elegant than the club, looking as if it was built decades ago. The windows and doors were more ornate than anything Grace had ever seen and the care which went into their construction and maintenance is obvious. The size of the building also speaks to Anderson’s wealth. Where the club was owned by a hundred members, this home house one man and his family. She is almost as impressed as she is intimidated.

Grace finally finds her courage and pulls the door open. Inside, the vestibule is dark and narrow, so she waits by the door for her eyes to adjust. She hears voices, all female, emanating from somewhere deep inside the dark interior and when her pupils have sufficiently dilated, she ventures forward. At the end of the hall she enters the kitchen. She’s surprised that no food is being prepared and no one is there to remedy that situation as she’s hungry and despairs that she missed dinner. She follows the sound of the voices with almost crippling apprehension.

“Is this our new girl?” a voice calls out, thick with an indistinguishable Southern accent, when she turns a corner and finds five women and a black man in a large room filled with old-fashioned furniture. “Come here, child,” the woman tells her with a warm smile. She is the only woman in the room wearing clothing - the other four are naked but for their slave jewelry.

“It’s Grace, correct?” the woman presses her. “Don’t be shy, we won’t bite.” She laughs gently and the slaves smile. The man remains opaque. “Come, sit with me.” She pats the sofa next to her and Grace moves to do as she is told.

“My husband told me only an hour ago about his latest acquisition,” the woman explains, mostly to the black man but the girls nod as they stare at her. “Are you hungry, Grace?” The girl nods. “Malcolm, go bring her a plate of something.” The black man nods without speaking and walks toward Grace who steps aside to allow him access to the route back to the kitchen.

“Come on, Grace. I offered you a place to sit,” the woman says with a slight edge creeping into her tone, motivating the newcomer to move past the other slaves lounging in chairs and on the ornate carpet that covers the floor in the center of the furniture grouping. Grace sits on the edge of the sofa, mindful of her naked hole and terrified of staining the fabric. The woman notices her precarious posture and turns to one of the other slaves. “Val, grab a towel for Grace.”

The heaviest of the four girls, for they are all about Grace’s age, stands and goes to a stack of folded towels near the door. She brings it back to the group and hands it to Grace without making eye contact. Grace smiles shyly and arranges the towel so that she can sit without concern for her nectar, even though her pussy is not excited in the least at this moment.

“So, I heard from Mr. Anderson that you’re recently taken from Ohio, is that right, Grace?” the woman asks, who has yet to introduce herself but whom Grace assumes is Anderson’s wife.

“Yes, ma’am,” Grace whispers.

“Do you miss your family?” the woman asks with what seems like genuine concern for Grace’s state of mind.

“I do, ma’am,” Grace admits, fighting the welling of tears at the mention of her previous life.

“Well, we are your family now, isn’t that right, girls?” she asks the others who nod and agree quietly. “And you can call me mum, Grace. I’ll be your mother from now on.”

“Yes, ma’am. I mean, mum,” she says as she wipes a tear that trickles down her cheek.

“Thank you, Malcolm,” Mrs. Anderson says when the black man reappears with a plate of small sandwiches and grapes. He places the food on the table in front of Grace and resumes his position near the back wall between two windows. Grace looks at her benefactor for permission to eat and the woman smiles and nods, warmth returning to her demeanor.

“So, introductions are in order,” the woman announces as Grace takes a bite of food. “This lovely creature,” she says with a wave at a stunning redhead with full breasts and a narrow waist, “is Lisa. She’s been with us for almost a year now and is the senior member of our little collection.” Lisa nods and smiles at Grace but there is little warmth in her look.

“And on the chair, with the disappointing posture, is Diane,” Mrs. Anderson says with a sharper tone. The girl straightens and smiles at Grace, more embarrassed than anything.

“Stephanie is my favorite, aren’t you, dear?” the woman says with a nod to the brunette opposite Grace in a wingbacked chair. She acknowledges Mrs. Anderson’s surprising admission of favoritism without looking at Grace, a smug smile flashed at the other girls.

“And finally, we have my little problem child, Val.” Mrs. Anderson waves dismissively at the girl who fetched Grace’s towel. She smiles apologetically at the mistress of the house, acknowledging her failings which Grace can only assume is that she’s noticeably overweight, the only well-fed slave Grace has encountered so far.

“The sandwiches are delicious, ma’am. Thank you.”

“Call me mum, Grace, and I won’t remind you again.” The edge in her voice is back and Grace startles.

“Yes, mum,” she whispers.

“Finally, we have Malcolm, our wrangler. He’s been with my husband longer than I have, so I’m quite comfortable letting him handle discipline when anything harsh is called for. I expect you to obey any order he gives you as if it came from me. Understood?”

“Yes, mum.”

“Good,” Mrs. Anderson says with a sense of finality. “Now, where were we, girls?”

“Party plans,” Lisa says with a tone that sounds to Grace like boredom. She watches in silence as she finishes her sandwich.

“Oh, yes,” Mrs. Anderson says, either not noticing or not caring. “So, Grace. We throw a huge party every year on Independence Day and it’s just a few weeks from now, on September 4th. We’ll have to get you fitted so we don’t have any time to waste. Malcolm?” she asks, turning to look at him. “You’ll take Grace into town tomorrow.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he says in an even tone. Grace notes that the woman doesn’t correct him for calling her ma’am.

As Grace finishes her dinner, she listens to the plans being made for what she assumes is Confederate Independence Day when all the slaves will be in ninteenth century costumes for the festivities. She loses the conversation as her mind drifts back to her parents in Ohio and the life that is growing more distant by the day. She chides herself for being overly-sentimental when she’s addressed by Mrs. Anderson.

“Did Mr. Anderson get you situated in the stable, Grace?”

“Yes, mum.”

“Good. Okay, girls. Come kiss me goodnight.” The slaves all stand up as one and kiss their mistress on the cheek before lining up to exit the way Grace came into the house. They wait for Malcolm to lead them and leave without any further comment or conversation along the way. Grace assumes that talking amonst themselves is prohibited, so even though she’s got a million questions, she too remains silent.

When they reach the stable and Malcolm opens the door and they enter, Grace is once again confronted by the wooden pony.


5 - Stabled Again

“Stephanie,” Malcolm states after he closes the stable door behind them. “You’re up.”

The girl sighs and trudges toward the pony. Grace watches in horror as she steps over the already lowered crossbeam and Malcolm kneels to attach her shackles to the chains on either side of the mechanism. Once she’s chained to the base on both sides, he clips her manacles together behind her back and begins cranking. The pony rises until he chains lose the slack and the girl begins to moan and rock in a futile effort to mitigate her pain.

“Come on,” Malcolm tells Grace who is watching while the other girls make their way to their respective stalls. The wrangler ushers Grace into her stall, her blanket still where Mr. Anderson left it on her bunk. Grace looks at Malcolm and he looks at her with a blank expression. Finally, he nods and exits her stall, stopping only to padlock the stall door which she can watch him do through the black bars that allow her to see herself being locked in what amounts to a cell again for the first time in months.

She listens as he trudges to the front of the stable and opens the main door and turns out the lights before he closes it. The silence in the darkness is only punctuated by the moans from Stephanie as she rides the wooden pony.

Grace waits for her eyes to adjust to the moonlight filtering through the windows on the other side of the structure. When she can make out the confines of her stall, she moves the lid on her bucket and squats to relieve herself. The sound reminds her of her first night at the Beaumont Processing Facility when the sound of her urine spattering against the metal receptacle embarrassed her beyond words. Now, she’s not used to it but experiences no shame, either. She hears the other girls doing the same.

“Hey, Grace,” a soft voice announces from the neighboring stall. “You okay?”

“I’m good,” she answers, gamely. “Who’s there?”

“Diane,” the voice comes back.

“Sorry, I didn’t see who went where,” Grace whispers. “Is talking allowed?”

“There’s no rule against it but we keep our voices down so as not to disturb anyone who’s trying to sleep. You looked a little green when Malcolm saddled Steph.”

“Yeah, I guess I was.” She wants to ask but doesn’t really want to know. Finally, she asks anyway. “Does he do that with one of us every night?”

“When Mr. Anderson is in town, yes.”

“Is he usually in town?”

“Afraid so.” She’s not visible to Grace until she walks to the side of her stall and peers over the side wall and through the bars. “You’ve ridden the pony at the club, right?”

“Oh, yeah,” Grace admits with an eyeroll. “Every other night.”

“So this won’t be that bad, right?” the girl asks with a tight smile. She’s sitting on her bunk but looking up at Grace. “How long were you at the club?”

“I got taken in mid-May, so about three months?”

“Wow, that’s a long time,” Diane says. “I was only there a few weeks.”

“I had a lot of interested members,” Grace says before she covers her mouth with her hand - that sounded like a bit of bragging she immediately regrets.

Diane seems to notice. “No, it’s understandable. You’re very pretty.”

Grace doesn’t know what to say, so she does the polite thing. “You all are, too.”

Diane smiles sadly. “No, I’m not. No need to kid myself. I wonder why I’m here, really. Compared to the others, and now you, I really don’t get it.”

“How long have you been here?” Grace asks.

“I got taken around New Years, so it’s been around seven or eight months, I guess.”

“Lucky thirteener?” Grace asks with a wry smile.

“Yeah, for some reason. I guess they were having a bad day when I was there.”

“What do you mean?”

She laughs with a bitter edge. “All the other girls who lost that damn lottery were really pretty. Why they picked me, I’ll never understand. I never got a look from the boys when I was in high school.”

“Were you a virgin when they took you?”

“Yeah, and I was expecting to stay that way for the foreseeable future. As if such a thing exists.”

“Where are you from?” Grace asks.

“The UP. I was going to college at Ohio Weslyan near Columbus and I made the mistake of pledging a sorority. They organized a trip to Beaumont…”

“That’s where I got taken, too.”

“So you know how it works. I can’t even begin to imagine how many girls have been devastated in that crappy little room of theirs over the years.”

Suddenly, the main door to the stable opens and the lights come on, blinding Grace. She ducks down instinctively and listens as footsteps, quiet on the dirt floor, echo through the building. Then the sound of the pony being lowered fills the room. Grace sneaks up the front of her stall to peek between the bars and is surprised to see Anderson unlocking Stephanie’s chains. He unclips her manacles and walks her slowly toward the other end of the structure until they exit the building and he switches off the lights again.

“What’s happening?” Grace asks Diane.

“He’s taking her to his little shack behind the stable. That’s where he fucks us once we’ve been tenderized on the pony.”

“He doesn’t wait until morning?” Grace asks in horror.

“No, that’s only at the club,” Diane says in a sad voice. “She’s lucky, though. She didn’t have to ride the damn thing very long tonight. Sometimes, and you never know why or when, he doesn’t show up for hours.”

Grace shudders. “I hate that thing,” she says, mostly to herself.

“We all do, trust me. And you’ve never had Mr. A fuck you right after you finish your ride. You’ll be astonished how much worse that makes it.”

“Why does he do it?”

“Don’t know, don’t care. All I know is, it’s no fun at all.” She stands up from her bunk and approaches Grace at their shared wall. “But here’s the thing. Mrs. A is an even bigger sadist than he is.”

“What?” Grace asks, astonished. “What does she do?”

“I’m not allowed to tell you. Just get as much sleep as you can. You’ll need it tomorrow being the new girl and everything.” She gives Grace a look before wandering back to her bunk. “The one nice thing about riding the pony and then going with Mr. A so he can fuck you? You get to sleep in a real bed for the night.”

“With him, I presume.”

“Of course.” She lies down and pulls the blanket over her.

“And he fucks you more than once, right?”

She smiles. “Of course.” Then she rolls over to signal the end of their conversation.

Grace sleeps but not well as she wonders what fresh hell the morning will bring. She must have drifted off because when her full bladder wakes her, the sun is shining through the windows on the other side of the stable. She scrambles to her latrine, holding her breath when she removes the lid and peeing as fast as she can. She wipes quickly as well and then replaces the lid, expelling a big breath as she does. She walks to the wall she shares with Diane to find the girl sitting on her cot, staring at the floor.

“Morning,” Grace whispers and the girl looks up.

“Morning. Sleep okay?”

“No, not really.” Grace considers telling her why but decides not to. The girl figures it out, though.

“Yeah, I’m sorry about that. I shouldn’t have said anything about Mrs. A to you.”

Grace nods but doesn’t respond. “When do they feed us?” The sandwiches she ate at the main house are a distant memory.

“It’ll be a while. This time of year the sun is up early. Malcolm usually comes by after everyone has been up for a while to let us out.”

“Does he bring breakfast?”

“No, Martha does that.”

“Who’s Martha?” Grace asks with a bit of attitude. She’s not handling the news that she’s going to go hungry for a while very well.

“She’s the cook for the household. She’ll bring a basket of stuff for us to eat after Malcolm opens our stalls.”

“Why do they lock us in like this? Where are we going to go?”

“It’s not that so much,” Diane says. “They’re not worried about us escaping because, really, where would we even go? But locking our stalls prevents us from using the regular bathroom and keeps our attitude in its proper place.”

Grace just stares at the girl. “What does that even mean?”

“They want to make sure we never forget that we are property, first and foremost, Grace. Everything revolves around that. Mrs. A lets us come into the big house in the afternoon and all. But we’re still slaves. Best remember that.”

“So she has us come to her so she can what? Beat us? Chain us to the wall or something? Doesn’t that keep our attitude on straight, or whatever you said?” Grace is breathing hard, her eyes wide with rage. Diane rushes to the bars separating them.

“Grace, you have to calm down. If Malcolm sees you like this or even hears what you’re saying, you’ll be in big trouble.”

“How much worse could that be than whatever is going to happen anyway?” Grace asks with a more subdued tone.

“A lot worse. Trust me.” She arches an eyebrow and Grace just nods. Then, she looks puzzled.

“Wait, there’s a bathroom in here?” Grace asks, astonished.

“Down at the end. With a shower and everything.”

“We just have to wait until Malcolm unlocks our stalls, right? We’re allowed to use it?”

“And the shower and everything. It’s not nearly as nice as the one in the stable at the club, but…”

“It’s a lot better than a stinky bucket.”

“Exactly.”

Almost on cue, the front door to the stable opens and Malcolm enters. Without saying a word, he proceeds down the row of stalls, unlocking each padlock in turn. Grace doesn’t need to use the toilet, she just wants to see that it actually exists, so she goes to the end of the stable and is both pleased and disappointed. The toilet does exist but it looks ancient, rust-stained and lacking any privacy, but she’s hugely relieved that there’s at least a sometime alternative to the cursed bucket.

“Breakfast,” a black woman calls out from the opposite end of the long center aisle. “Don’t dawdle or y’all will go hungry.” The other stall doors open and Grace is somewhat dismayed to see she’ll be the last girl to reach the basket that the woman left near the front door. Except for Stephanie, who hasn’t been seen since she went out the back door with Mr. Anderson last night.

Grace peers over the shoulders of her stable mates and is pleased to see enough fruit and muffins to feed them all generously. She grabs a muffin and is thrilled at how fresh it is, still warm from the oven, and tasty. She looks around for something to drink but doesn’t see anything. She asks Val, the heavier girl, what she’s missing.

“See that trough over there?” the girl says, pointing at a wooden box tucked in an alcove between the first stall and the front wall.

“Seriously?” Grace asks, not believing her eyes.

“Your choice,” Lisa says with a shrug. “You can wait until we go to the main house this afternoon if drinking from a horse trough is beneath you.” She smiles but Grace doesn’t respond.

“You’re only eating fruit?” Grace asks Val. The girl shrugs.

“If I don’t lose five pounds a week, I get punished.” She nibbles on an apple while looking longingly at Grace’s muffin.

“Punished how?” Grace asks with trepidation. Does she really want to know?

“It varies,” the girl answers with a look that says she can’t say anymore.

Grace walks over to the trough. She peers at the water and sniffs, wondering how long it’s been there and how she might take a drink without embarrassing herself. Lisa comes up behind her as she contemplates her next move.

“Malcolm fills it every morning and we clean it out every other day, so it won’t kill you if that’s what you’re worried about.” The girl holds her long hair with one hand and leans over to drink directly, sucking and slurping the water into her mouth without concern for niceties. Once she has her fill, she stands and wipes her mouth with the back of her hand. “Feel free to be all delicate about it if you feel like you have to.”

Grace waits until she walks away before bending over, her hair wrapped in one hand and the remains of her muffin in the other. She dips her mouth into the liquid and draws in enough to quench her thirst. The act itself is demeaning but the water is cool and clean so she helps herself to another drink.

“Grace,” Malcolm says as he opens the main door. “Come.”

She looks around and sees the wrangler dangling a set of restraining chains, the heavy kind. She sighs but goes to the door. “Where are we going?” she asks.

“Into town to get you fitted.” He waits for her to exit the stable before closing the door. She waits patiently as he locks one end of the chain to her collar, the middle to her manacles, and the two ends hanging at her feet to her shackles.

“When I was brought to the club from the auction house, the driver wrapped me so I wasn’t naked in public,” she says.

“That was in Kentucky, right?” he asks as he secures the last lock. She shuffles after him as fast as she can but the chain between her shackles is only a foot long.

“It was,” she answers as she navigates the rough gravel on the path to the main house in her bare feet.

“Yeah, the border states are a little squeamish about that sort of thing. Here in Georgia, all slaves are required to be completely naked.”

“Then why am I getting fitted for clothes?” Grace asks, both puzzled and alarmed. She’s used to being naked around other slaves who are also naked, but she’s never been in a crowd of clothed free people while she is in nothing but her slave hardware and chains.

“Mrs. Anderson like to dress y’all up for their annual Independence Day party, and since it’s on the plantation, the state doesn’t care.”

“And in the store? That’s okay?”

“It’ll be fine,” he says as he maintains his punishing pace. Grace considers asking him to slow down but decides against it. Although he doesn’t carry an electric baton like the guards at the Beaumont Processing Facility where she was taken, she’s wary of the large black man who is now in charge of her. She suffles along as fast as she can and arrives at the house to find an old pickup truck parked behind the SUV Mr. Anderson used to bring her back from the club. She’s dismayed to see a wire cage in the bed of the truck.

“Is that for me?” she asks, knowing the answer but having to ask anyway.

“It is. I can’t have you with me in the cab,” he says as he lowers the tailgate and motions for her to climb up. She struggles to navigate the task in her restraints but he waits patiently without offering any assistance.

“Is that another Georgia law?” she asks as she crawls into the cage.

“No, it’s more an understanding with the police. If I have you up front with me, they’re much more likely to pull me over and I don’t have time for that shit.”

“We got pulled over and I was raped when I was delivered to the club,” she offers, immediately regretting her choice of words.

“No, you weren’t. A slave can’t be raped, Grace.”

She nods and pulls her feet into the cage so he can close and latch it. She notes that the latch is situated in such a way that she can’t open it from inside the cage even though it’s not locked. “You know what I mean.”

“Well, don’t use that kind of language. It’ll get you in trouble if you throw around words like that.”

“So, my words are an issue?” She knows she treading on dangerous ground but some things just don’t make sense to her, even in the world she’s getting used to.

“You’ve got to understand something, Grace. It doesn’t matter what you think but what you say does. If you talk about anything that leads someone to think you're being disrespectful, or worse, thinking about escaping, the consequences will be severe. They won’t ask questions, either. They just assume you’re guilty and punish you accordingly. So watch your mouth.”

Malcolm slams the tailgate shut and walks to the cab, his boots crunching in the gravel. He pulls away from the house slowly and Grace wonders if he’s being careful not to jostle her in the back, but her mood is still dark. She knows it’s dangerous and she knows she should be quiet and subservient and unobtrusive, but it’s tough. Everything about her existence as a slave of the New Confederacy batters her sense of fairness and propriety, which she knows is absurd but she can’t ignore. At some point, she’s going to reach the end of her rope, and then she will pay the ultimate price. But until that time, she realizes for the first time, she needs to resist if only in her mind. To preserve her sanity if nothing else.

The trip to town takes longer than she expected but she realizes any expectations she had were fanciful. She may have been living in Athens for the past few months but she has no knowledge of the city whatsoever. Almost all her time has been spent indoors under lock and key of some sort. She wonders how often she’d be brought to town in the future, or if she even wants to be. The prospect of being paraded around in slave hardware and chains without a stitch of clothing to cover her is more terrifying than being cooped up in a rundown barn at this moment.

Unlike the last time she was transported in a cage in the back of a vehicle, Malcolm didn’t cover her cage with a tarp as James did. She can see and be seen, a two-edged sword to be sure, but while the truck is moving she feels less visible and grateful for being able to get some sense of where she lives. The streets of Athens remind her - another double-edged situation - of her hometown of Middletown, Ohio. The streets are tree-lined and heavily trafficked but pedestrians are sparse. She gets fleeting glances from the drivers in other vehicles, mostly men in high-riding SUVs and pickups, but almost no looks from the clothed people on the sidewalks of what is clearly a downtown of sorts. Her fascination with her surroundings almost blots out the possibility of being gawked at when Malcolm releases her from the confines of her cage.

Almost.

Then the truck pulls into a parking space in front of a row of shops and businesses where the foot traffic is noticeably heavier, causing Grace’s heart rate to elevate precipitously. When the cab door opens and Malcolm strides to the rear of the truck and lowers the tailgate, Grace trembles. He reaches for the latch on the cage and swings it open, then he motions for her to crawl out. She does so slowly, tentatively, until she’s sitting on the tailgate looking at the pavement below while ignoring the clothed people going about their business all around her.

“Come on, Grace. We don’t have all day,” Malcolm says as he grabs her arm to encourage her to move. She slides forward and lands on the balls of her bare feet on the hot pavement. He slams the gate shut and steps around the truck with Grace following, her steps short and choppy as he reacts to the searing heat of the blacktop and her restrictive chains and shackles.

The sidewalk is noticeably cooler than the street and Grace sighs in relief, then she sucks in a breath as she takes in the throngs of clothed people walking past her in both directions. She lowers her head, already pulled down by the restraints, and focuses on Malcolm’s boots. She hopes fervently that he parked right in front of their destination but that is clearly not so when he walks past the storefront by the front of the truck. She follows as quickly as she can while navigating the clothed people she doesn’t dare look up at.

Amazingly enough, to Grace at least, no one says a word about the impropriety of a naked female walking around in broad daylight.

“Here we are,” Malcolm says of the third store entrance they come to, and Grace ducks inside the store as he holds the door for her. She shivers slightly as the air conditioning cools the sweat that had already accumulated on her bare skin. She looks at her nipples in dismay as they are tight and hard against the sudden drop in temperature. She keeps her head lowered as Malcolm greets someone, a woman in stylish black pumps.

“Morning, Theresa,” Malcolm says in a cheerful voice.

“Hey there, Malcolm. What have we here?” the woman asks in a lilting tone that betrays not a hint of dismay or outrage at the impropriety of the situation. Grace can see other patrons and salespeople in the store as she keeps her eyes pointed downward. She assumes Malcolm will do all the talking so she doesn’t think to say a word in response.

“This is our newest addition, Theresa. We need a complete outfit for the fourth. Can you do it?”

“Of course,” the woman coos. “Anything for you, Malcolm.” Grace looks up and the woman touches her chin. “My, she’s quite lovely. And tall. I think I’ve got a corset that will work but I can order one if need be.” Theresa is an attractive white lady, perhaps in her late thirties, and dressed in an old-fashioned dress the likes of which Grace has only seen in movies. She looks around and sees mannequins dressed in similar styles.

Malcolm asks, “Think you have shoes for her?” Grace looks at the woman’s shoes and is puzzled - they look completely modern, black stilettos with pointed toes.

Theresa says, “I might but do you want the usual platforms?”

“I assume so,” Malcolm says, pulling out his phone.

“She’s so tall, is the only reason I ask.”

“Let me call Mrs. A and make sure.”

“Can you get her chains off her first? I’ll get some corsets while you do. And you can tether her over there.”

“You still want her on a riser, Theresa?”

“It’s the only place I’ve got a tether, so we’ll have to make do, handsome.” She walks away as Grace looks at Malcolm side-eyed and not just because the chain restricts her from raising her head to full height.

“She’s white, Grace. I’d get lynched,” he whispers.

“So, that’s not…” she doesn’t know how to finish her thought.

“No, that’s not permitted.”

“Do you, with the girls in the stable, though?”

He’s unlocking the lock that connects her chains to her collar as he answers her. “Not the same, Grace. Y’all are slaves, Theresa is a free woman. Crucial difference, understand?”

“Yes, sir.”

“No, that’s wrong, too. I’m just Malcolm. Mr. Anderson is sir. None of his staff should be addressed with any honorific, just our names.” He bends to unlock the chains attached to her shackles and walks her to a circular platform with a chain embedded in the middle, seemingly in concrete. When Grace steps up she realizes it is a concrete block, cool and immovable. Her wrangler attaches the end of the chain to her left shackle.

“Really? You’re worried about me escaping?”

“I’m not but that’s irrelevant. If someone grabbed you while you’re standing here and I didn’t have you tethered, they’d come after me for whatever Mr. A paid for you, which I imagine was quite a substantial sum. Am I right?” Grace nods but says nothing.

“Okay,” Theresa says when she approaches. “Let’s try this one.” She indicates that Grace should bend at the waist and raise her arms. Theresa pulls a white corset down over her body. “Malcolm, will you do the honors for us?”

Grace pulls the corset down so it’s not squishing her boobs when Malcolm steps behind her. He pulls the two panels together and begins the tedious process of locking each one, two dozen in all as Grace breathes in as the corset constricts her diaphragm.

“That looks like it will work but you should tighten the laces just to make sure. Did you call Mrs. A?”

“Not yet but I will.” When he finishes hooking the panels together, Grace looks down at her breasts and marvels at how big they look - the ultimate push-up bra. Then Malcolm pulls the laces and she gasps, or tries to, unsuccessfully.

“It’s supposed to be tight, dear,” Theresa tells her. Grace gives the woman a look and she nods sympathetically. “You’ll get used to it.”

Grace has her doubts.

Each tug on the laces restricts her breathing until she’s almost suffocating. She looks around frantically but knows that no one will rescue her from a piece of clothing that women have been inflicting on themselves for decades, if not centuries. Finally, Malcolm finishes just below the back of her neck, and the two step in front of Grace to assess their collaboration.

“It’ll do,” Theresa says but with a warm smile. “Feeling a little lightheaded, dear?” she asks with convincing sincerity. Grace nods.

“I’ll call Mrs. A now,” Malcolm says as he walks away from Grace. She looks at him and sees a child staring at her.

“Doesn’t this bother people?” Grace asks as she stares back at the girl.

“What’s that, dear?” Theresa asks.

“I’m naked and that girl is what, ten years old?”

“But you’re a slave, dear. She’ll get used to it. She’s probably from somewhere where they don’t see a lot of slaves.”

“And her parents are fine with it?”

“Do they have a choice? If she’s worried about the impact you’re having she can always shop elsewhere. But there are naked slaves everywhere, so there’s that.”

“Okay,” Malcolm says as he walks toward Grace and slips his phone into his back pocket. “Platforms are fine, and she’d like red Louboutins if you have them.”

“I think we do. What size shoe do you wear, dear?”

“Size eight, mostly, I think.”

“I’ll check what we have. In the meantime, try this on.” She hands Grace a stiff garment and walks away. Grace turns to Malcolm and he holds up his hands in mock surrender.

“What is this?”

“I think it’s a petticoat but I can’t say for sure.”

“How am I supposed to put it on with my foot chained to the floor?”

“Over your head?”

“Can you help me with that?”

He takes the garment and opens it up. Grace raises her arms but is constricted by the corset. She can’t bend at the waist either so they give up and wait for Theresa to return.

The saleswoman sighs when they ask her how Grace is to step into the petticoat and turns to Malcolm. “Take the tether off her ankle and attach it to her wrist.” He shakes his head but does as he is instructed, then helps Grace step into the petticoat.

“Okay,” Theresa says. “Let’s try these on.” She holds up a pair of red, five-inch platform stilettos that Grace has only seen in movies. She picks up her foot for the woman to put the shoe on while she holds Malcolm’s hand for balance. Once she gets both shoes on, she’s astonished to be looking down at the man.

“Okay, let me get some measurements and I’ll get to work on the dress.” She drapes a tape measure over her shoulders and proceeds to measure every part of Grace’s body.

“All done,” she announces at last. “I’ll have it done by the first, signed, sealed, and delivered.”

“We won’t need to come back for a final fitting?” Grace asks, disappointed - she’s enjoying the process of being outfitted.

“No, that won’t be necessary,” Theresa says with a look at Malcolm.

“Thanks for everything,” he says as he unlaces the corset and attaches Grace’s chains again. When they walk out of the store, Grace holds her head as high as her chains allow and is surprised to see how little she impacts the passersby on the street. She climbs onto the tailgate when Malcolm opens it and slides into the cage with a sigh.

Fun times are over. Time to see what awaits her with Mrs. Anderson.


6 - Home with Mum

The trip back to Eden is quick and uneventful. Malcolm pulls up to the side entrance, what Grace thinks of as the slave entrance to the main house, and releases her from the cage and her restraints. She looks at him for direction and follows him inside.

“Oh, look who made it home for lunch,” Mrs. Anderson says as they enter the kitchen. “Did everything go according to Hoyle?” she asks the wrangler.

“Yes, ma’am,” he says without further elaboration.

“Good. Grace, the other girls are eating lunch in the breakfast nook today,” her mistress tells her with a wave in the direction of the back of the house. Grace walks toward the sundrenched room, an octagon made up of windows on six sides but doesn’t see any of her fellow slaves sitting that the round table in the middle of the space. When she looks down, she sees the girls on their hands and knees, their heads bowed almost to the floor.

“Lunch is being served in bowls today,” Mrs. Anderson says with a bright tone from behind her. Grace turns to see another bowl, the sort used to feed dogs, filled with an unknown substance that reminds Grace of what was served at the Athens Club stable every other night, a type of meat mishmash that reminded her of the canned beef stew her father would eat on occasion. Mrs. Anderson takes one of the placemats off the table and lays it on the floor next to Lisa whose lower face is covered in brown gravy when she looks over at Grace.

“We’ve got a full afternoon planned to introduce you to my playtime activities, Grace, so I urge you to finish everything. Oh, and I’m sure Lisa will explain how I expect you to clean up when you’re finished.” The woman motions for Grace to put her hands behind her back so she can clip her manacles together. It’s only then that Grace realizes all the others have been similarly restrained for their meal, making it that much more difficult to reach the food in the bowls before them.

“We’ll meet in the root cellar when y’all are finished eating but don’t dawdle. I want to show Grace everything we do on her first full day with us.” The woman exits the breakfast nook and Grace kneels next to her bowl. She licks the surface of the concoction and is relieved that it tastes better than it looks. She nibbles delicately at a chunk of meat and tries to ignore how disgusting it feels to coat her chin in gravy.

“You’d better just dive right in, Grace,” Lisa tells her, “because when Mrs. A says she expects us in the root cellar promptly, she means it.” The girl’s tone is authoritative without being overbearing and Grace reminds herself that as the senior slave in the household, she must have some responsibilities for wrangling the others when Malcolm is not around. Grace notices again that Lisa’s beautiful face is almost covered in gravy below her eyes so she turns to her bowl with alacrity. She’s quite hungry which makes it easier to ignore the degrading way she’s being forced to feed herself.

“Five minutes,” Malcolm calls out from somewhere out of sight and the others stop eating from their bowls in near unison. Grace is only halfway done and turns her head to see the others shuffle toward each other. Grace stops eating altogether when Stephanie begins to lick the residue off of Val’s face and Diane does the same with Lisa.

“Eat faster or we’ll all pay a price, Grace,” Lisa tells her as she allows Diane to clean her face entirely, then the roles are reversed. Grace focuses on her bowl and laps up the dregs of the meal as quickly as she can, then presents herself to the group. Stephanie and Val shuffle on their knees towards her and she shuffles towards them. When they meet, the two girls lick the gravy from her face and she has to assume they do as good a job with her as they did with each other.

“We’re ready, Malcolm,” Lisa calls out after she stands up. The others follow suit and the wrangler unclips their manacles. He then leads them through the house to a door that opens to a stairwell that leads down to what Grace supposes is the root cellar, a term she’s heard but has no experience with. She follows the others nervously as they descend into the unknown.

When they reach the bottom of the staircase and exit a short hallway into a surprisingly large room, Grace is expecting to see devices similar to what the club had in the tank to punish recalcitrant slaves for good and sometimes for no reason. At the very least, she expected to see another wooden pony to match the one in the middle aisle of her new home in the Eden stable. So she is moderately surprised to find nothing of the sort. She is more surprised that what she does see completely baffles her.

“Malcolm,” Mrs. Anderson says to the wrangler but also to the entire group. “We’ll be framing everyone today so that I can show Grace what this is all about.” She stands aside to watch as Malcolm walks to a large rectangle of metal tubing leaning against a wall. Lisa follows him and positions herself without prompting in the center of the rectangle. She raises her hands towards the corners of the shape and it’s only then that Grace notices the mechanical devices attached to each corner. As Malcolm attaches a hook to each of Lisa’s manacles and then her shackles, she is stretched out and rendered helpless. The rest of the girls and Mrs. Anderson watch as Malcolm adjusts the tightness of each corner, pulling the girl’s body to its limits. Lisa’s ribcage is clearly visible and Grace can tell that it is a struggle for her to breathe, but Mrs. A seems quite pleased.

“Let’s save Grace for last,” she tells her wrangler who nods and goes about framing each of the slaves in the same manner in the remaining metal rectangles. By the time it’s Grace’s turn to be framed, she’s well-versed in the procedure. She raises her arms without prompting and is mildly nervous about being restrained. The fact that the other girls seem to be enduring the stretching and hanging with little discomfort eases Grace’s mind.

When all of them are splayed out around the edges of the room, Mrs. Anderson asks Malcolm to fetch her toolkit, and Grace’s concern mounts precipitously.

“It’s always been a mystery to me,” Mrs. Anderson begins, clearly speaking to the newest member of her household, “why the men in the club don’t pay more attention to the most obvious way to torment a woman. Oh, they whip their slaves’ breasts on occasion but it’s almost by accident than by intent. And they lack imagination, don’t you agree, Lisa?”

“Yes, mum,” the woman says in a necessarily subdued voice.

“For instance,” she says as she pulls open a small drawer in the top of the toolkit. “Clamps are easy and fun, and there are so many to choose from.” Out of the drawer comes a pair of alligator clips that Grace recognizes from her father’s workshop. “These have sharp little teeth that can draw almost blood if you set them just on the nipples instead of further down on the areolas.” She reaches up to attach one to Lisa’s nipple and from Grace’s vantage point, it looks as if she got just the tender nub. The sharp inhalation that Lisa exhibits, her first since being stretched, tells Grace that their mistress went for the maximum pain in positioning the clip.

“Now, you can also use these binder clips,” she says pulling two large black clips from the drawer. “The large ones like this are intimidating but the small ones hurt more, don’t you agree, Val?” She takes two much smaller clips to the heavyset girl in the second frame and attaches them to her nipples, eliciting the same response as with Lisa.

The process is repeated with Stephanie and Diane using clothespins and a skirt hanger before she arrives at Grace’s frame. She holds up two devices the girl doesn’t recognize but her mouth goes dry and her heart rate spikes, they look so intimidating.

“These are called clover clamps and they work best when you add some weights so that they exert more pressure on the flesh.” She applies the first clamp to Grace’s left nipple and the girl gasps, the same as the others. A second is added with the same results but then Mrs. Anderson asks Malcolm to fetch an array of weights to hang off the hook attached to the clamps. She does so and Grace’s pain increases substantially.

“Now, lest you think that a few clamps are all I have in mind for you today, Grace,” the woman says with an incongruously sweet smile, “let me assure you it’s not.” The next hour is filled with a demonstration of Mrs. Anderson’s full array of devices and techniques for inflicting pain on a girl’s delicate globes of flesh. She shocks Lisa’s lovely breasts with a cattle prod that looks alarmingly more severe than the electric batons Grace suffered at the Beaumont Processing Facility; followed by needles, dozens of them, stuck into Val’s well-endowed boobs; electrified clamps placed on Stephanies small and seemingly fragile bosoms; and a short whip applied by Malcolm to Diane’s delicate tits, each slave screaming in turn. Grace braces herself for whatever is coming.

“So, as you may have guessed by now, Grace,” Mrs. Anderson tells her with unrestrained glee. “I’ve saved the best for last. But before we get to that, I want to explain how this will work so you understand. I don’t torture all of you girls every day like this - today was a special introduction for your benefit so you have a sense of what life is like at Eden. Typically, I’ll just have Malcolm frame one of you down here while the rest of us listen to the screams that reverberate throughout the house. It’s really quite lovely,” she says with apparent sincerity.

Grace watches with increasing terror as her mistress goes back to her toolkit and pulls out a tube of some sort of creme. She opens the tube and spreads the white creme on her fingers as she walks back to where Grace is framed, immobile, and completely vulnerable. Tears well up and her body trembles as the woman approaches.

“This is a delightful way to torment a woman, Grace. It truly is sensational, in every sense of the word.” She laughs as she steps close to Grace. “This is called capsaicin creme - have you ever heard of it?”

“No, ma’am,” Grace whispers.

“I told you to call me mum, Grace,” she says with a frightening edge that vanishes as she goes back to her explanation. “Capsaicin is the chemical compound that gives chili peppers their unique flavor characteristic,” she goes on as she applies the creme to Grace’s nipple and areola. Cool at first, a burning sensation quickly overwhelms her delicate skin and Grace begins to pant, then gasp, finally screaming in pain. “It’s completely harmless in that it won’t permanently damage your skin or the nerve endings you’re now feeling. It just simulates the burning sensation you would experience if I applied a hot poker to your nipple and left it there for an hour or two, but the heat never really dissipates because it was never really there in there first place. The capsaicin fools your nerve endings into thinking they are being scorched mercilessly. It allows me to leave you here to think about how you’re never going to mistakenly call me ‘ma’am’ ever again, are you, Grace?”

“Oh, please god, make it stop,” Grace babbles, ignoring her mistress's question. “Oh my god, please no, don’t,” she gasps as the ointment is applied to her other nipple and areola. “Oh, no, please, no, please, stop,” Grace yells to no avail.

“Malcolm, let the others down so we can go upstairs and enjoy the rest of the afternoon together in relative peace and quiet. All this noise is quite irritating, really.” She goes back to the toolkit and wipes her hands on a towel as Grace continues to plead and babble and cry. Malcolm releases the other girls with the practiced efficiency of someone who has performed the task countless times. Mrs. Anderson then leads her little group of slaves upstairs while Grace suffers.

“Sorry, Grace,” he whispers to the distraught girl.

“How long?” she manages to ask between sobs.

“A few hours at most,” he tells her. She moans and screams at the injustice of her existence. “I’ll be back with something to remove the capsaicin as soon as Mrs. A gives me the okay.” He walks away and switches off the light as he disappears down the hallway that leads to the stairs, leaving Grace to agonize in complete darkness.

~ ~ ~

“We don’t have near the resources they have in Kentucky, ma’am,” the black woman says to Mrs. Rooney as Destiny looks on. They are meeting in a small coffee shop just before closing time. The woman looks nervously at the barista going through her closing routine as they sit in the otherwise deserted shop. “I’d love to tell you that we’ve got what you need to find your daughter, but I’d be lying.”

“Isn’t there anything you can do?” the distraught woman pleads. Destiny keeps her eye on the barista, concerned that if she overhears their conversation or even just the wrong snippet of it, she could notify the authorities and have them arrested. That the barista is black herself does nothing to ease Destiny’s anxiety.

“We’re working on a lead that might know someone who works inside the club itself, but it’s gonna take some time. We only just got word that they might be willing to help but we got to be careful. If we trust someone we shouldn’t have, it could wipe out the entire Athens chapter, and then where would y’all be?”

“It’s just that my daughter has been down here since May and I know she’s not holding up well,” the mother tells the woman. “She’s so young and innocent and I can’t imagine what all goes on in that place.”

The black woman shoots a look at Destiny who raises her eyebrow. “You know, don’t you?” she asks.

“I’ve got a pretty good idea,” Destiny whispers. She came across an old article from fifteen years ago in the library’s archive about the Athens Club. She didn’t share the details of her discovery with Mrs. Rooney who didn’t seem all that interested anyway.

“What do you suggest we do?” Mrs. Rooney asks.

“Stay in touch, and maybe keep an eye on the dress shop on Church Street near Dearing. A lot of slave owners buy old-timey dresses for the Fourth of September parties they all seem to throw to dress up their slaves. You never know.”

“Thanks, Maive,” Destiny says as the barista approaches their table.

“Sorry, folks, but I have to close up shop now.”

“Good luck.”


7 - Home with Sir

Once Grace is released from the frame and allowed to clean the capsaicin creme off of her breasts, she is escorted directly into dinner, her first one with the entire household since she arrived. She’s still recovering emotionally if not physically, as Mrs A was correct about the residual effects of her session - her nipples are throbbing but look and feel almost fully recovered, unlike Diane’s breasts which are riddled with red stripes and angry welts.

“Grace, you’ll be sleeping with me tonight,” Mr. Anderson announces once the same black woman, Martha, finishes serving the food which smells delicious. Grace had been thrilled that she wouldn’t be required to eat from a dog bowl but is distressed to learn she’s spending the night with her owner - she’s sure that will be preceded by another painful ride on the wooden pony.

“Grace had a long and painful afternoon, dear,” Mrs. Anderson says to her husband. “I think you should either pick someone else or just spare her from riding the pony.”

“Certainly, Maryanne,” he answers nonchalantly, spelling out his wife’s name for Grace for the first time. “Anyone else have any fun today?” he asks with a twinkle in his eye.

“We all did, sir,” Lisa asks, clueing Grace that when a question is asked of no one in particular, Lisa is expected to answer.

“Oh, that must have been quite a raucous adventure,” he says with a laugh. “I’m sorry I missed it.”

“We can repeat the session for you tomorrow if you like,” Mrs. Anderson says, smiling and killing any gratitude Grace felt for the woman a few seconds ago.

“Oh, that won’t be necessary,” Mr. A says with a wave of his hand. “We have all the time in the world.” He looks at each girl in turn and they all smile primly and nod silently, Grace included.

“Malcolm took Grace into town this morning to get fitted for the Fourth.”

“All went well, I assume?” he says with barely concealed disinterest.

“Yes, but I heard back from Theresa, Malcolm,” Mrs. A says to the wrangler who is standing behind Mr. A and watching over the group. “She wants you to bring Grace back for another fitting after she makes the dress. She’s a little unsure of herself given Grace’s size and unique requirements.”

Grace turns to look at her mistress, wondering what is unique about her. “You’re just quite tall and so painfully thin, my dear,” the woman says in answer to Grace’s silent question.

“Should we fatten her up, dear?” Mr. Anderson asks as if she were cattle being considered for entry into the state fair. Grace lowers her head and blushes hard.

“Oh, no. I don’t think so,” Mrs. Anderson answers. “I think she’s just perfect as she is. And you should see her in a frame. It’s an astounding sight, to be sure.”

“Well, maybe I will next time you frame her.” After another bite of food, he asks, “How many guests are we expecting for the soiree this year?”

“Almost a hundred,” his wife says but Grace notices Lisa give Stephanie a look. She does not seem as pleased as their mistress apparently is at the expected turnout.

“And we have an extra wrangler arranged to handle Grace?” Mr. Anderson asks over his shoulder.

“Yes, sir,” Malcolm answers. “I secured Shawn from the club.”

“Oh, wonderful,” Mr. Anderson exclaims. “Shawn wrangled Grace at the club for her entire stay,” he explains to his wife. “That’s perfect.”

“Grace, did you enjoy being with Shawn during your time at the club?” Mrs. Anderson asks the girl.

“Oh, yes, mum. Very much so.” She smiles tentatively.

“Well done, Malcolm,” Mr. Anderson says pushing away from the table and standing up - all the slave girls follow suit. “I’ve got a busy day tomorrow and will be up early as a result, so go ahead and bring Grace back to the stable now.” He walks out of the dining room with the girls still standing and all but Grace sit once he’s gone.

“Let’s go, Grace,” he tells her, and she nods and excuses herself while looking wistfully at her half-eaten meal. She makes a silent vow to eat faster from now on. She follows the wrangler out of the dining room and down the hall to the slaves’ entrance. The night is cool for a change and Grace’s nipples pebble when they exit the building.

“I’ve never spent the whole night with Mr. Anderson before,” she says to Malcolm. She’s not just making conversation but asking without being too forward if he has any advice for her. The wrangler just stares at her as they walk in the gathering dusk.

“What’s the celebration on the Fourth like?” she asks, her first attempt at prying information from the man clearly too indirect.

“The Andersons are known for this celebration across the county. It’s the highlight of the summer season.”

“How are we used?” she asks tentatively. “For entertainment?”

“Yes,” he tells her without indicating any desire to elaborate.

“Why do we get all dressed up then, if slaves are supposed to be naked all the time in Georgia?”

“Well, you won’t be completely dressed, Grace.” He looks at her again, his eyes telling her that’s all the information he’s willing to share.

They arrive at the stable and she waits as he opens the large door. When they slip inside and he turns on the lights, she realizes that walking around the building would have been easier if he was just taking her to Mr. Anderson’s cabin in the back. She’s about to ask why they entered when it dawns on her.

“I’m riding the pony after all, aren’t I?” she asks in a whisper.

“I’m afraid so, Grace.” His tone is sympathetic but she knows her fate is unavoidable. Still, she wants - needs - to understand why.

“So, he was lying to his wife?” she asks bluntly - what more can he do to punish her at this point?

“You have to understand something, Grace. Mr. Anderson owns you. He allows his wife to have her fun during the afternoon and he pays for the dress and shoes she’ll use to show you off at the party. But she has no real say in your fate - none - outside of what she can convince her husband to do. His word is the law around here and he never sleeps with a slave without having her ride the pony first.”

“Never?”

“Not in my experience. And I’ve been here for fifteen years now.”

They arrive at the wooden pony and Grace steps over the crossbar without being told. He attaches the chains to her shackles and clips her manacles together behind her back, then he cranks the mechanism that raises the bar until her feet are dangling above the dirt floor. The wooden edge of the crossbar presses against her vulva which had only just fully healed after four days without being punished since her last ride at the club.

Grace rocks back and forth in the slow dance of pain the pony requires in complete solitude until the sun has set and the stable is dark. When the others returned from dinner, she is ignored as the girls go to their respective stalls to be locked in for the night. Only after they are all secured does Malcolm lower the pony and disengage the chains from Grace’s shackles. He leaves the clip binding her hands behind her back in place as she walks her to the far end of the building.

“He’s waiting for you,” the wrangler says as he opens the door to the cabin for her. She walks inside and he closes her in but doesn’t lock the door. She walks tentatively to the back of the cabin where a door is open and a light is on.

“Sir?” she asks.

“In here.”

She follows the sound of his voice to find him lying naked in a large bed with clean sheets and a thick comforter, infinitely nicer than the wooden bunk and thin blanket in her stall. She walks to the edge of the bed and waits for his instructions. Does he expect his usual blow job before he fucks her? Will he take her from behind as he had for months at the club, or did her ill-advised suggestion of missionary leave a lasting impression? She hopes not - at least the club she had a little time to recover from her pony ride as he always scheduled her for a morning session after she endured an evening ride. This would be her first experience of being fucked immediately after dismounting, and although tonight’s ride was relatively short - perhaps an hour at most - she did not relish the prospect of having him batter her freshly tenderized pussy from in front.

“What do you think of my little lovenest, Grace?” he asks with an ironic smile.

“It’s very nice, sir,” she says with as little enthusiasm as possible.

“I’ve been looking forward to this night for a long time, Grace. Ever since that first morning after your debut party.” He sits up and pats the bed. She climbs onto the high mattress awkwardly, her hands still immobilized behind her. She remains on her knees and waits for further instructions.

“I have to admit, Grace, that your suggestion of missionary was spot on, although I’m sure the other girls don’t share my opinion. I can’t believe I didn’t think of it myself, but sometimes we’re just too wrapped up in our past to imagine a better way of doing things.”

“Would you consider releasing my hands, sir?”

“Of course. Turn around.” She shuffles on her knees and offers her manacles which he unclips. She flexes her arms and lies on her back next to her owner in his bed. She stares at her without speaking for a long moment.

“Why have you been looking forward to this night, sir? You’ve been with me every other day for months until you bought me.” She stares at him but sees nothing that will explain his prior statement in his eyes. There, she sees a bit of lust and even more amusement. So she waits to see if he will enlighten her.

“You know, there were a record number of members who were interested in buying you after your debut, right? I heard that Shawn explained to you what was going on behind the scenes.”

“He did tell me that but I didn’t think a dozen men out of a hundred was a lot.”

“Well, I put the word out that I was interested in you and that gave a lot of members pause. I almost always get what I want at the club.”

“Why is that, sir?”

He chuckles. “Because I’m the wealthiest man there. I can outbid any of them and they know it, so why pick a fight when you know you’re going to lose?”

“Why did you want me, sir?”

He smiles again, warmly. “Oh, Grace. That’s one of the great mysteries of life. Why do men and women do what they do, to each other, for each other? I have no idea.”

“But why me, sir? Not why anyone else. Just, why me?”

He sighs and reaches for Grace’s nipple, still somewhat sensitive after being abused for hours in the root cellar. She winces but with no expectation that her discomfort will have any impact on her owner. If anything, it motivates him to pinch her nipple until she closes her eyes and breathes quickly in a vain effort to ignore the pain.

“I’m not exactly sure why you touch me so deeply, Grace. I see newly taken girls every month or so at the club. They really do a marvelous job of acquiring a fresh supply of girls like you.”

“Girls like me?”

He nods. “Girls who have no idea what they’ve gotten themselves into. Girls who are unschooled in the ways of men, and sex, and sexual slavery. I have to believe you never imagined you’d have relations with so many men in your entire life, never mind before your nineteenth birthday, did you, Grace?”

“No sir.” Her eyes well up with tears.

“Now, don’t do that, Grace. There’s no use crying over the way things have turned out for you. You’re a natural at this, to be completely honest. You should embrace your good fortune.”

“Yes sir,” she says with almost no sincerity.

“Think about it, Grace. If you hadn’t been taken into our system, you’d have gone back to your home and then maybe to college where you’d meet a boy who you think you liked, got married, had some kids, maybe get divorced, grow old, and die having experienced almost nothing. How utterly boring.” He makes a face but Grace doesn’t react - she won’t give him the satisfaction.

“Now, however, you’ve been schooled in the art of sexuality by experts. You’re appreciated for the incredible being you really are - a woman of immense desirability, a woman with indisputable power over men. A woman, period. I can still see the girl you were when I first saw you coming off the elevator at the club, your dress stained with your tears, your makeup in ruins, your pussy so sore from your first ride on the pony. You were breathtaking even then. But now? My god, Grace. I’m in awe of your development and your potential. And after just a few months. Can you imagine what you’ll be like in two or three years? Or ten? It boggles the mind.”

Grace listens but says nothing - what could she possibly say to a man who has no idea who she is other than what he wants her to be? Even if everything he said is true, it’s not her, not really. It’s not the life she would have chosen if she’d been given the choice, which is irrelevant to him but crucial to her. She knows that in the core of her very existence but explaining it to him would be like explaining Mozart to a mole.

“Enough philosophizing, though. Spread your legs for me Grace. I need to fuck you.”

Which he does.

Repeatedly.


8 - Party Time

The days leading up to the September 4th holiday and party pass with little to distinguish one from another. Grace finds herself riding the pony and sleeping with Mr. Anderson every fifth day like clockwork, which in one respect is a vast improvement over the every other day regimen she endured at the club. The only downside is that having him batter her already battered pussy immediately after a session on that infernal apparatus inflicts infinitely more pain on her, which she knows is precisely the point.

Afternoons are almost as bad but in entirely different ways. Once again, she is only subjected to Mrs. Anderson’s breast torture while framed in the root cellar once every five days or thereabouts, depending on the woman’s social schedule. When she’s away from the plantation visiting other women around town, the girls have their time to themselves and, more importantly, everyone gets a day off from the one in five risk of being framed. Over the month or so (she still has no access to a calendar) leading up to the party, Grace has had her breasts whipped, shocked, pierced, and tormented with a cattle prod. She has yet to repeat the capsaicin treatment, the worst by far in her opinion, one shared by all the other slaves in the Anderson household.

Mornings are a godsend. The girls are mostly left to their own devices with breakfast being served by Mrs. Martha Dowling, the Andersons’ black cook. Chores are minimal as the stable’s rustic nature requires much less maintenance than the stable at the club. Between washing the blankets and cleaning the bathroom, the girls usually have several hours to entertain themselves which Grace finds more and more enjoyable. She’s especially close to Diane, the two of them licking each other to mutual orgasms almost every morning. The only slave she doesn’t seem to relate to is Lisa, the senior slave member of the Anderson household and by far the prettiest, in Grace’s opinion. She asks Diane about Lisa a few days before the party.

“She’s a tough one, no doubt. I’m on slightly better terms with her than you but not by much. I think she takes the whole ‘Senior Slave’ thing way too seriously if you ask me.”

“Does she have extra duties I’m not aware of?” Grace asks as she nuzzles her lover’s ear after a mutually-satisfying session in Grace’s stall.

“She must, or else why would she be such a stone-cold bitch all the time?” The girls giggle and Grace reaches for Diane’s nipple. She loves playing with it until it stiffens under her touch, the areola wrinkling with excitement and the nipple itself hardening between her fingers. Diane sighs and pulls Grace toward her for a deep, satisfying kiss that lingers.

“What were we talking about?” Grace asks when they break to breathe.

“Lisa the bitch,” Diane says with a laugh. “Although I don’t know why.”

“She just seems to not like me,” Grace says with a slight frown. “I don’t know what I ever did to her because she never even gave me a chance.”

“I know why she doesn’t like you,” Diane whispers. “She’s jealous of you.”

Grace sits up and almost falls off of the narrow bunk. “What in the world for?”

“Seriously? You don’t know?”

“No, explain it to me, please.”

Diane giggles again. “Because until you showed up, she was the undisputed queen of the court. Not to mention the apple of Mr. A’s eye. You threaten her.”

“Yeah, but it’s not like I get any preferential treatment or anything. And besides, being Mr. A’s favorite, if he showed any favoritism, would be quite painful.” She reaches unconsciously for her pussy as she rode the pony for almost three hours two nights ago.

“I didn’t say it makes sense, I’m just saying that’s why she won’t give you the time of day.”

Grace lets that sink in before she decides to change the subject. “What’s going to happen at the party?”

“Darned if I know. Lisa and Stephanie are the only holdovers from last year’s party and they’re under strict instruction not to tell us what to expect.”

“Why is that? What’s the point of keeping us in the dark?”

“Because they want us to be surprised, I guess. Makes us a little crazy, which I know Mrs. A thinks is what we deserve.”

“Do all the wives torture their slaves?”

“I don’t know. Maybe.”

“Do we ever get to meet any of the slaves from other plantations?”

“Well, I’ve been here since just after Christmas and I’ve yet to meet anyone that wasn’t owned by Mr. A.”

“How many have there been?”

“Besides you? Three, no four. One didn’t last long. She cried relentlessly and didn’t last but a couple of weeks, give or take.”

“So, there’s a bit of turnover,” Grace says with sudden misgivings. Is she making a mistake getting close to Diane? she wonders.

“Yeah, I think so. I’d be surprised if you go anywhere anytime soon, the way Mr. A looks at you.” She nudges Grace and laughs.

“Well, I think that’s fine, actually. I’m kind of liking it here.”

“Oh, is that so?” The girls kiss again and then move to lick each other one more time before lunch. Both are once again quite satisfied with the outcome.

“You’re just going there to try on the dress, Grace. Won’t be as long as the first time,” Malcolm says as he motions for her to crawl out of the cage in the back of his truck. She does so carefully, not wanting to fall and bruise herself just days before the big event. He leads her inside and the same woman fits her without the benefit of her new shoes or petticoat, but Grace doesn’t point out the folly of such a fitting.

“I can tell, so don’t worry about it,” the woman tells Grace, seemingly able to read her mind. “We’re more interested in the bodice fitting properly than anything.”

Grace looks down in confusion. What bodice? The front of the dress is missing, as if she was wearing a backless dress backwards. The woman tugs at the dress but what she’s trying to accomplish is a mystery to Grace. Her breasts are completely exposed.

“Okay, Malcolm,” the woman tells her wrangler who has been watching the procedure from the back. “She’s all set.”

“Wrap it up for me, please,” Malcolm tells her and then he takes Grace’s wrist to release her from the tether. “I’ll have Mrs. Anderson call you to settle the bill.”

“No need, I know she’s good for it,” the woman says with a faint smile. She helps Grace out of the dress, a burgundy red with white frills that is easily the most beautiful piece of clothing Grace has ever seen, never mind worn. She’s just disappointed that the whole point of the garment is to emphasize her station in life. Even at a party, she’s still a sexual being, first and foremost.

Malcolm attaches her restraining chains to her slave hardware and then takes the bag from the shop’s owner. They move slowly to the front of the store and then out onto the sidewalk which is just as busy as the first time Grace came to town weeks ago, but for some reason, she’s not nearly as intimidated by the crowds of clothed, free people going about their business in the presence of a chained, naked slave girl. Grace follows Malcolm to the truck and waits on the sidewalk as he goes to the passenger door to put the oversized box inside the cab. Grace ignores the irony that her garment will be better protected from the rain that threatens to inundate them momentarily as thunder crashes not long after a bright flash of lightning. Grace will be exposed to the weather from her place in the bed of the truck, inside an open metal cage per Georgia state law.

Suddenly, Grace notices someone staring at her. The girl stood up from the bus stop bench not thirty feet away from her and is not moving - it’s as if she’s frozen, staring at Grace as she stares back. Almost as suddenly, it dawns on Grace that the girl is not just familiar but intimately so. It’s not even remotely possible, but the girl staring at her in the sudden cloudburst that is inundating the two of them is her best friend since the third grade.

Destiny.

~ ~ ~

Destiny notices the tall blonde girl as she exits the dress shop. She’s been sitting on the bench at a bus stop off and on for weeks but this is the first time she’s seen anyone looking remotely like Grace. The girl is naked, though, and wearing chains, just as she was the last time she saw her. For whatever reason, it looks odd, even incongruous.

Then she realizes why - they are on a public street. Grace is naked on the sidewalk with dozens of people walking by her as if she is fully dressed, except she’s not. Also, she has no pubic hair. The last time Destiny saw her as she was being marched out of that horrid room at the Beaumont Processing Facility, Grace had a light brown bush above her vagina.

The girl notices Destiny and she doesn’t know what to do. Her instinct is to run to her friend and gather her up in her arms and hug her so tight she can’t breathe. But another part of her wants to run because she knows if she makes any move toward Grace they will both be discovered, which might be a problem for Grace but would be a disaster for Destiny. If she is discovered trying to assist in freeing a slave, she’ll be hung, probably before sunset. Of that she’s sure. So, torn by conflicting and irresistible forces that cancel each other out, she just stands there and stares at her friend who is now staring back at her.

Destiny raises her hand, not in a wave of recognition but just a subtle signal that a connection has been made. Grace doesn’t react. She just remains frozen in place on the sidewalk until a large black man in a denim shirt and jeans appears to escort her to the back of the truck. Destiny moves onto the street to watch from what she hopes is a safe distance as the man motions for Grace to climb into the truck. He then locks her in a cage - the same one Destiny spent the night in so many months ago when their nightmare began.

When the truck pulls away from the curb, Destiny pulls her phone out of her pocket and takes a photo of the back of the truck after it passes her. She hopes the image is clear enough to read the license plate but has no chance to take another before the truck is too far away and then turns a corner. And it’s gone.

~ ~ ~

The morning of the party, the girls of Eden are told that they are to be served in the main house - no mere basket of fruit and muffins today. Mrs. Dowling has a full breakfast already on the table when the girls arrive with the sun still low in the morning sky. According to the little information that Mrs. Anderson has been willing to share with them, they will all be coiffed and made up by some of the same women who perform the same tasks for their debut party at the Athens Club.

Grace tries to ignore her memories of how badly that turned out for her.

“Come on, girls,” Mrs. Anderson orders them with a smile and an edge in her tone. “We don’t have all day.” The slaves do as they’re told and dig in.

“Will we get to eat at the party?” Grace asks.

“No, so make sure you get enough to last you all day,” Mrs. Anderson tells her. Grace glances at Diane and raises her eyebrow.

Several minutes later, with most of their plates now empty, Malcolm appears at the dining room door. “Everyone, follow me,” he says before he disappears around the corner. The girls rise as one, leaving their plates and utensils behind to do as they’re told.

Grace’s sense of unease spikes when she realizes that Malcolm is taking them downstairs to the root cellar. None of them say a word as they march down the gloomy stairs before he switches on the lights. Without being told, Lisa, the leader, approaches the first frame and raises her arms to be attached and stretched. Grace desperately wants to ask why they are being tortured on the day of the party when she remembers the way her dress was made - with her breasts exposed. “You’re going to whip us, aren’t you?” She blurts out before she can stop herself.

“No talking,” Malcolm tells her as he moves on to attach Stephanie next. He moves through the five of them quickly until they are all secured and stretched, unable to move or, more importantly, dodge the whip. Which he picks up and approaches Lisa.

“Would you like a gag?” he asks and she nods. He goes to the toolkit and extracts a ball with two leather straps attached. He offers the ball for her to bite down on and buckles the straps behind her head. She nods and he positions himself in front of her, shaking out the whip and limbering up his arm. He flicks the whip with a practiced motion and the tip cuts across Lisa’s beautiful breast with a ferocity that surprises Grace and causes Lisa to gasp and open her eyes wide. Grace realizes to her everlasting dismay that the goal this morning is not merely to inflict pain but to make sure the damage is visible to the partygoers who will arrive several hours hence. When Grace was whipped a few weeks ago, the marks left on her skin began to dissipate a few hours after the session ended. Today, they will surely not as Malcolm seems intent on drawing blood from Lisa’s nipples.

Which he does. With all five of them.

“It’s nice to see you again, Grace,” Shawn says to her at the back door of the main house. All of the girls have been dressed and coiffed, their makeup perfect, their hair piled high on their heads, their outfits pressed and immaculate, their shoes high and stylish even if they are totally anachronistic. The only thing spoiling their appearance and their afternoon is their bloodied, mangled bosoms on prominent display.

“It’s nice to see you too, Shawn,” Grace says with a sorrowful smile. “Too bad it couldn’t be under better circumstances.”

“So true.” He holds up a clip attached to a leash. “I’m afraid this is for you,” he tells her with a sympathetic smile.

She nods. “I’m not surprised although they never told us. Anything.” She raises her chin so he can clip the leash to her collar. “At least they’re not making us wear chains,” she tells him.

“Well, that’s true, but they do want me to clip your manacles together.” He holds up the clip.

“Behind, I assume.”

“You are correct.”

Grace sighs and turns while putting her hands behind her back. “I just wish they’d use a bit of chain instead of a clip.” She doesn’t expect an answer. “Any idea how long we’ll be restrained like this?”

“I’ve heard the party goes until all hours, Grace.” He checks his phone. “It’s only three right now.”

“And we’ll be here until the last guest leaves, I imagine.” She turns to face him, her shoulders already complaining about the stress.

“I’m contracted through midnight, so I’d say that’s a safe bet.” He steps toward the door behind the line of slaves being led by wranglers. “Shall we?”

“Lead the way,” she says with a sad smile. “I’ll never get used to being as tall as you are,” she says wistfully.

“Those shoes are something else, I have to say. What are they, five inches tall?”

“I think so.”

The group of slaves and wranglers walk out onto the veranda and approach the throng of guests that are drinking and mingling around the pool. Grace has yet to swim in said pool and doubts she ever will - it does not seem to enter into the mind of her owner to allow such a thing. In fact, she’s never once seen anyone in the pool. It’s apparently for show. This show.

“Gentlemen, and ladies,” Mr. Anderson announces in a loud voice, quieting the crowd. “One hundred and sixty years after General Robert E Lee’s glorious victory at the Battle of Gettysburg, where the Union Army was routed in such a devastating manner as to force their surrender less than two months later, we celebrate the birth of this magnificent nation, conceived in the fires of battle to preserve our sacred right to own property, to protect our property, and to defend ourselves against those who would take our property, unlawfully, and against the will of almighty God.”

He steps aside to motion at the slaves on leashes. “I give you the women of Eden for your pleasure on this momentous occasion. Long live the Confederacy.”

The crowd erupts, hooping and hollering as if they were drunk, which is very likely the case, Grace guesses. She looks at Shawn and he smiles at her. She tries to smile back but she can only look down at her lacerated nipples, oozing blood and screaming with pain that she can hardly ignore but must pretend doesn’t exist.

“Who is this lovely creature?” A man dressed in an old-fashioned grey uniform that Grace vaguely recognizes as a Confederate general’s gapes at her, leering at her breasts as his wife hangs on his arm and smiles woodenly through her obvious discomfort.

“This is Grace, General,” Shawn explains.

“Northern?”

“Ohio, sir.”

“Is Anderson interested in selling her, boy?” The man’s eyes never leave Grace’s bosom.

“I don’t know, sir. I can ask him, if you’d like.” Grace can discern an edge in Shawn’s voice only because she’s known him intimately for months.

“No, never mind. I’ll ask him myself,” the man says as he reaches for Grace’s breast. She flinches and backs away. “This how you train your slaves around here, boy?” the man growls at Shawn. She can smell the liquor on his breath.

“No, sir,” Shawn replies. To Grace, he says softly, “Stay.” She glances at him, her eyes wide and rimmed with tears. “Stay,” he says again.

“Goddamn northern bitches,” the man growls as he grabs Grace’s nipple and twists it. She grunts but doesn’t flinch, tears flowing down her cheeks and splashing on her breasts. “Gotta train them hard if you want them to know their place.”

Just as suddenly as he appeared, he’s gone. Grace turns to Shawn with her eyes pleading for him to explain.

“Same as at the club, Grace. Do as you’re told or even as they expect you to behave without being told.” He looks away from her and then nods in the direction of the lawn behind the pool. “See there?”

Grace looks in the direction of his nod and is shocked to see Diane on her knees with a guest’s erection in her mouth, her wrangler holding her leash right near her collar as she fellates the man, his wife watching and smiling.

“And there,” Shawn nods at the other end of the pool where Lisa is bent over a table, her dress pulled up to allow the guest standing behind her complete access which Grace can only assume he is taking full advantage of as his hips undulate in a steady rhythm.

“Just do as you’re told, Grace. You’ll get through this, too.”

~ ~ ~

“We’ve got an address,” Destiny tells Mrs. Rooney.
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1 - A Wager

“Girls, you’ll be happy to hear that you’re getting another week off,” Mrs. Anderson announces at dinner. “We have a very special guest coming tomorrow afternoon. Someone Lisa knows quite well. Isn’t that right, Lisa?”

“Yes, mum,” Lisa says.

“And I want you all to be on your best behavior,” the mistress of the house continues. “Mr. Clayton will be spending the week with us.”

“He’s bringing two slaves for the big day, dear,” Mr. Anderson adds as he cuts his steak. “He told me he couldn’t decide which one to bring so he’s decided to wager both of them.”

“Will you be matching his wager, dear?” Mrs. Anderson asks. Grace wonders if she hears an edge in the woman’s tone, something that almost never happens at the dinner table.

“I don’t see that I have a choice, Maryanne. I can’t expect him to wager two for one.”

“Will you be offering him a choice? I’ll be sorely disappointed if he chooses Stephanie and we lose her.” Stephanie, as all the members of the Anderson household are well aware, is Mrs. Anderson’s favorite slave. Grace looks at the pretty brunette and notices that she’s blushing.

“That’s the way we’ve always structured our wager for the game so I don’t see how I can change it.” He pushes his plate forward and tosses his napkin on the table as he stands, his dinner unfinished. “But I’ll talk to him about Stephanie,” he says as he looks at his wife before leaving the dining room. The slaves all stand when he does and sit when he’s gone, relieved that he didn’t request one of them for the evening.

“What game, mum?” Grace asks, wondering if she’s speaking out of turn. The Andersons are fairly understanding but they have their limits - Grace was punished once for an inappropriate laugh at something Mrs. Anderson said. Severely.

Mrs. Anderson sighs. “Those two will be the death of me,” she says more to herself than the five slave girls sitting naked around the dining room table with her. She turns to Grace. “Every year when our stalwart Georgia Bulldogs football team plays the hated Alabama Crimson Tide, Mr. Anderson and Mr. Clayton each bet one of their slaves, chosen by the other from the host’s stable. Mr. Anderson won Lisa from Mr. Clayton last year and he made it very clear he wants to win her back. But apparently, that’s not good enough for him.”

Grace looks at Lisa, the senior slave in the stable and defacto leader. Normally, Lisa speaks for the group if a question is asked, but tonight she’s been uncharacteristically quiet. Now Grace understands why. Lisa has her head down but no longer eats even though she’s not finished her meal.

“In any event,” Mrs. Anderson continues. “According to Mr. Anderson, our Bulldogs are favored over those dastardly Alabama boys this year, so it’s all a moot point. But you will apparently have two guests for the week and hopefully, we’ll be adding to our stable when our valiant young men prevail on the gridiron.” She looks at her wrangler, Malcolm, who is at his usual post behind the now-vacant seat at the head of the table. “Malcolm, you’ll make our visitors welcome.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he responds with his customary brevity.

“We’ll be almost full when we prevail on Saturday,” Mrs. Anderson muses. “Won’t we?” To Grace’s knowledge, the mistress of the house never ventures into the stable where the slaves live, although she’s only been a member of the Andersons’ stable for a couple of months.

“We have three empty stalls at this time, ma’am,” Malcolm says.

“We might have to expand at this rate,” Mrs. Anderson says with a smile. “In any event, I’ll be allowing you girls to continue to heal after last week’s celebration, but once our guest leaves we’ll get back to our daily routines.”

Grace winces - but not so anyone notices - at the mention of returning to ‘daily routines.’ She knows all too well that entails afternoon visits to the root cellar, Mrs. Anderson’s private torture chamber. Each day, one of the Anderson slaves is selected by their mistress for being ‘framed’ - stretched out on a large, rectangular scaffold which renders the girl completely helpless. The victim is then subject to one of a variety of procedures, all of Mrs. Anderson’s devising, as the other slaves listen to the screams and sobs that resonate throughout the mansion, which usually goes on for most of the afternoon.

Mrs. Anderson stands to leave and the girls follow suit, all of them filing out of the dining room to be escorted by Malcolm back to the stable. None of them stay to clean up after dinner - they weren’t acquired to do household chores. The sun is still up at this time of year as they follow their wrangler from the large main house to the stable fifty yards away across an open field. Grace talks quietly with Diane as they traverse the field as talking is rarely prohibited amongst the Anderson slaves but by custom, voices are kept low.

“Did you know about Lisa and this man from Alabama?” Grace asks, mindful that Lisa is walking just ahead of them.

“I had no idea,” Diane whispers. “She’s never volunteered her story and I never asked. I wonder if she’ll say something now.”

“I doubt it,” Grace says. As the stable’s senior member, Lisa holds herself apart from the others. At first, Grace just thought she was aloof or even conceited, but now she sees her as a tragic figure, ripped from her prior situation by the unlikely turn of a sporting event. Grace doesn’t dwell on the irony that her own circumstances are even more tragic - she was taken into the system due to extremely bad luck or, more likely, as a result of collusion on the part of the system and a girl from her hometown whom she barely knew.

“I wonder if she wants to go back,” Diane says. “Could it be worse than here?”

“I’m sure it could,” Grace says with a side-eye look. “It could be a lot worse.”

“Or maybe it’s better. We don’t know.” Diane is a plain-looking girl who got snatched up by the system in the same way Grace had, the loser in a rigged lottery at the Beaumont Processing Facility near the M-D border between their former home and the Confederacy. As far as Grace can tell, the circumstances of their abductions point to the existence of a vast network of operatives and organizations whose main purpose was to supply the Confederacy with new slaves as the demand dictated. Too many of the girls she talked to at Beaumont and at the Lexington Auction House were snatched up for no good reason, even allowing for the idea that there are no reasons that might be considered good for ruining a girl’s life just because she’s young, pretty, and naive.

“Do you know anything about this game we’re being wagered on?” Grace asks.

“I know a little bit about college football,” Diane tells her. “My dad went to Michigan and he followed their team with my brother, but he never included me, which was fine. I wasn’t really all that interested. They tried to go to the Michigan-Ohio State game when it was played in Ann Arbor every other year.”

“I was supposed to start at Ohio State last month,” Grace admits, tears welling in her eyes at the mention of her prior existence. She silently chides herself for thinking about her old life, something she’s been extra vigilant about avoiding as of late ever since she saw Destiny, her childhood friend, on the street a week ago.

“Yeah,” Diane says without elaboration. “It’ll get easier. Trust me.”

“You never think about it?” Grace asks, choking back her tears. Diane touches her arm.

“I try not to and that’s easier to do the longer you’re gone. I hardly ever think about my family anymore.”

“Have you ever heard about anyone getting out?” Grace whispers.

“No, I haven’t. And you shouldn’t even think about it, Grace. You know the penalties for even talking about escaping.”

“But why would they do that? I mean, Mr. A paid a lot of money for me. Why would he just let them…?” She glances at her friend.

“Hang you? He wouldn’t, not if he could help it. But if you got away and the authorities caught you, I don’t think he’d have a say in what they did to you. He’s rich but the system is the system, you know?”

“I guess so,” Grace says with a tone that she hopes Diane will recognize as wanting the conversation to end. She and Diane have gotten close in the past month, spending time together in each other’s bunks most mornings. Grace is not sexually attracted to girls but she enjoys Diane’s company and has learned to take what pleasure she can from their couplings. For the first time since she was taken in the spring, she feels like she has a real friend.

The troop of girls and their wrangler arrive at the stable behind the main house just as the sun sets across the open field west of the plantation. The air is still warm from the heat of the day but Grace shivers for no obvious reason. She’s nervous about the future - the possible disruption of her life due to a wager between her owner and a man she’s yet to meet; whatever Destiny has planned; or perhaps most disheartening, the prospect that nothing at all changes and her current circumstances remain unchanged for the foreseeable future.

If she’s honest with herself, the prospect of hanging by the neck until she’s pronounced dead seems like a reasonable alternative.

Once Malcolm opens the large door to the stable and the girls file inside, Grace and the others are confronted by two large wooden crates that were not there when they left for dinner. The girls look at Malcolm. He doesn’t look as surprised as they are as he unlatches the lid on the first crate. The girls crowd around to see what’s inside and Grace is shocked to see a slave girl staring up at the group. Grace knows she’s a slave because she’s wearing all the same hardware - collar, manacles, and shackles - but so much more. She’s got a ballgag in her mouth that is secured by a full harness wrapped around her head and presumably buckled in the back. Her eyes are shut tight at the sudden introduction of light into her environment, but as soon as she can she opens them wide in either fear or surprise.

The girl is beautiful, even with so much of her face hidden by the harness. Her hair is long and straight, blond like Grace’s but a richer shade that immediately makes Grace jealous - as the only blond in the Anderson stable, Grace takes pride in her status. She chides herself for such selfish thoughts but can’t deny feeling them.

Grace notices that the girl’s eyes are a deep blue once she opens them and her cheekbones are pronounced. Her limbs look sleek and long but that may be an illusion as the girl is stretched out inside the crate, her arms attached by her manacles to the top corners of the wooden box and her ankles attached by her shackles to the lower corners. Around her waist is a leather belt with another strap attached in front and looped around her crotch. A tube runs from under the front of the loop to a plastic bag lying next to her on the bottom of the crate.

Malcolm moves to open the other crate before freeing the first girl and when he lifts the top, Grace and the other girls look to find another girl, a near duplicate of the first one, restrained, gagged, and belted in identical fashion. Grace exchanges a wide-eyed look with Diane as Malcolm moves back to the first crate to liberate its helpless inhabitant.

Several minutes later, the first girl climbs out of the crate but with her belt and loop still in place. She works her jaw after Malcolm removes her harness and ballgag. Lisa, who was unusually quiet at dinner, reasserts her role as the lead slave of the Anderson stable.

“What’s your name?” she asks as she helps the girl step over the edge of the crate.

“I’m Tess and she’s Mary,” she says of the girl Malcolm is working to free from her confines.

“Twins, right?” Lisa asks.

“Yes,” Tess says with a slight tone.

Lisa continues. “How long have you been in these?”

“What time is it?”

“After dinner,” she answers.

“They boxed us up right after lunch - maybe six hours or so?”

“What’s that?” Grace asks, pointing at the plastic tube.

“A catheter,” Tess answers, clearly embarrassed by either its presence or the question. Grace immediately regrets asking.

“Why do they ship you like this?” Diane asks.

“I don’t know,” Tess answers. “Can I get something to drink?” Lisa nods and motions to the watering trough in the alcove next to the stable main door. Tess picks up the bag that is attached to the tube and walks with an unsteady gate to the trough. The girls' attention shifts to Mary who has been liberated from her crate and is helped out by Malcolm.

“It’s a standard method of shipping,” the wrangler offers, uncharacteristically volunteering the information.

“Is that how you came here?” Grace asks Lisa.

“No, I rode in the back of Malcolm’s truck.”

“No need to worry about getting robbed with these,” Malcolm goes on.

“Or assaulted,” Grace whispers to Diane. Her friend glances at her and shakes her head.

“Did we miss dinner?” Mary asks as she watches Malcolm unbuckle her strap. He removes the loop from between her thighs and then extracts the catheter from her body. She gasps as the wand exits her urethra.

“I’m afraid so,” Malcolm admits. “But I’ll see what I can do.” He motions for Tess, who has returned from the watering trough to turn around so he can perform the same extraction for her.

“You two always travel together?” Grace asks, which garners a look from Lisa. “What?”

“Don’t be rude, Grace,” the older slave says with a tone that sets Grace on edge. The woman is just a year or two older than Grace - who does she think she is? she wonders silently.

“We’ve never been apart,” Tess says as she waits for Malcolm to finish liberating her. She winces as he pulls the plastic wand from her crotch. “Right?” she asks her sister with a wry smile.

“For all the good it’s done us,” Mary replies. “We were taken three years ago.” Grace waits for some further explanation but when Mary glances at Malcolm and goes quiet, she assumes this is a story that has to wait.

“I’ll be back with something for you to eat, then we’re locking down for the night,” he tells the group before slipping out the main door and latching it.

“Well, I guess we know why Mr. Clayton insisted on changing the bet this year,” Lisa says to the Anderson slaves. “So, what’s the rest of your story?”

The twins look at each other before Tess turns to Lisa. “How long do we have?”

~ ~ ~

“That’ll be fifty-one-eighty, miss,” the clerk says to Destiny. “You need help with the bags?”

“No, I’ll manage,” Destiny says to the man she’s come to know over the past few months. She buys groceries, such as they are, from the small convenience store every few days with the money she and Mrs. Rooney have budgeted to keep themselves alive. It’s not a lot but it’s all they’ve got.

“You mind me giving you some advice, miss?” the clerk asks.

“What about?” Destiny asks trying to hide her misgivings. She’s been reluctant to talk to anyone in Athens who she didn’t know ahead of time. But she’d been treated with respect and even kindness by the clerk who always seems to be on duty when she comes by.

“Well, you been shopping here for a while and we don’t get many white girls in her regular like, specially those who don’t sound like they come from around here.” He arches an eyebrow and Destiny nods.

“I’m from Ohio,” she admits, deciding she has little choice but to trust him and hear what he has to say.

“Yeah, I figured as much. Thing is, I’m probably not the only one who has figured out what y’all are doing here, miss.”

“What do you mean?” Destiny asks with panic almost strangling her voice.

“I don’t know anything for a fact, miss, but I got some suspicions that the locals are watching you and whoever you’re with. Probably for a while now.”

“How do you know I’m with someone?” Destiny does all the shopping for her and Mrs. Rooney since they moved to the Confederacy several months ago to search for Grace.

“You always buy too much food for one for someone who’s as careful about what they spend as you are. Figured you gotta be shopping for two people.”

Destiny nods. The man, whom she never introduced herself to out of self-preservation, has her number. “What are you suggesting I do?” she asks to cut to the chase.

“Not saying anything, as I don’t know the circumstances of why you’re here, although I can guess. All I’m saying is to be careful. If the authorities figure out why you’re here, they won’t give you the benefit of the doubt. That’s all I got to say on the matter.”

Destiny nods and hefts her sacks of groceries to venture out into the warm Georgia night with something new to worry about.

As if she didn’t have enough already.


2 - A Sad Tale

“I’ll ask Malcolm if we can get acquainted while you two eat,” Lisa says. “He might agree and give us an hour or two before he locks our stalls.”

“You sleep in locked stalls?” Mary asks.

“We do. I’m not sure why but it’s what’s been done since I got here.”

“The three of you didn’t know each other before you came here?” Val asks.

“No,” Lisa answers. “You two must have been acquired in the last year,” she says to Tess and Mary.

“Mr. Clayton bought us just before Christmas,” Mary says. “So, about nine or ten months ago?”

“It’s September 29th today,” Grace says and everyone turns to look at her. “I’ve been counting since the Fourth.” She shrugs.

“You know you can be punished for that,” Lisa says to her in a menacing tone.

“Are you going to turn me in, Lisa?” Grace glares and the girl just rolls her eyes.

“So,” Diane says to the twins. “You were going to tell us how you wound up in the system.”

Tess looks at the main door. “Let’s wait until your wrangler gets back with our food. I’d rather not have him overhear us.”

“What’s that?” Mary asks, pointing at the wooden pony, Anderson’s prized torture device sitting in the middle of the stable.

Lisa answers. “Hopefully you won’t have to ride it unless Mr. Anderson wins the bet.”

“He makes you ride that thing?” Tess asks, clearly horrified.

“He’s a bit of a sadist,” Val says out of the side of her mouth.

“A bit?” Stephanie asks with a sneer.

“Mrs. Anderson is worse,” Grace says pointedly.

“Seriously?” Mary asks.

Before anyone can answer, the main stable door swings open and Malcolm enters carrying the basket that the cook uses to deliver breakfast every morning to the girls.

“Here’s something to tide you over,” he says as he hands the basket to Mary. “Sorry we didn’t have any more than this.”

“This looks great,” the girl gushes.

“Malcolm, do you think we can have an hour or two before you lock our stalls?”

He nods. “Actually, I asked Mr. A if I could just leave y’all free to roam about for the night, so you can get to know each other.”

“Really?” Lisa asks, clearly shocked. “That’s great, thank him for us.”

“Already did,” he says as he walks toward the door. “See y’all in the morning.” He closes the door behind him and slides the latch closed, locking them in the building if not in their individual stalls.

Mary hands a sandwich from the basket to her sister. “What’s with the trough? There’s no other way to get something to drink in here?”

Lisa answers, “No, that’s the only way unless you want to try the sink in the bathroom at the far end.”

“I sense a decided horse theme to this place,” she says just before she bites her sandwich with a nod at the pony.

“Yeah,” Lisa says. “I think Mr. A fancies himself as an equestrian, although I’ve never seen him ride an actual horse.”

“Does he own any?” Tess asks. “Horses, I mean.”

Lisa says, “A few. They have their own stable on the other side of the main house.”

“Really?” Grace asks. “I’ve never seen one.”

“As I said, he’s an equestrian mostly in his mind,” Lisa tells them. “Not so much in real life. So anyway, what’s your tale of woe?” she asks the twins in a less than sympathetic tone.

Tess gives her a long look before she turns to the others. “So, we grew up in California, right on the beach near Malibu. When we turned eighteen, our mother took us to see a talent agent to see if we might have a future in show business. But it turned out he was a slaver, or he worked for a slaver. Anyway, bottom line is, when we signed up to go for acting lessons we got kidnapped and taken into the system.”

“That was three years ago,” Mary adds. “Luckily, they’ve kept us together. I don’t know what we’d do if they separated us.”

Lisa says, “You’re probably worth a lot more as a matched set, so you shouldn’t have to worry about that. When Mr. A told us at dinner last night that the wager would be for two of us, he said it was because your owner insisted.”

“What wager?” Mary asks.

“You don’t know why you’re here?” Lisa asks with a sneer. “There’s a big football game on in a few days and they bet slaves on the outcome.”

The twins look at each other, clearly astonished. “We didn’t know,” Tess says quietly.

“Clearly,” Lisa says with no sympathy.

“Who’s going back with us if we win?” Mary asks.

“Me, for one, I assume,” Lisa says. Mr. Clayton wasn’t happy about losing me last year.”

“What’s he like as an owner,” Diane asks. “Not that I’m going to be selected or anything.” Grace looks at her friend with sympathy - the girl really has a severe inferiority complex about her looks, which Grace understands but thinks is beside the point. She likes Diane much more than the stuck-up Lisa or even Stephanie, who revels in her status as Mrs. Anderson’s favorite among the group.

Suddenly, it dawns on Grace - if Mr. A loses the bet, Grace is the odds-on favorite to be selected by Clayton as the payoff. Diane is too plain, Val is overweight, and Stephanie is off-limits if Mr. A has anything to say about protecting his wife’s pet slave. She listens closely as Tess answers Diane’s question.

“He’s okay, better than some owners we’ve had, worse than others.”

“Worse how?” Grace asks.

“He lends us out a lot, which can be scary,” Tess tells her.

“And he’s got two sons in college, one of whom likes to show us off.”

“Because you’re twins?” Grace asks.

“No, he was like that with me, too,” Lisa says. “Carl would bring me along to his fraternity parties on a leash, which wasn’t so bad until he got drunk and lost track of me.” She frowns. “Nothing’s changed, I assume.” She looks at the twins.

“Nope,” Tess answers with an eye-roll. “Carl is still Carl.”

“And now Tyler is away at school, too,” Mary adds. “He just left a month ago so it’s actually been pretty quiet around the house without him being home.”

“How many slaves does Clayton own?” Val asks.

“Four, including us.”

“Is he a sadist?” Grace asks.

The twins look at her and Lisa makes a disparaging noise. “Not like Mr. A,” she answers for the twins.

The girls exchange information about their hometowns and how long they’ve been in the system when the stable door rattles and then opens. Malcolm walks in with two blankets.

“For our guests,” he says, handing the bedding to the twins. “Lights out in five, so if you want to pair up, now’s the time.”

Grace looks at him in confusion. Since she came to live at the Anderson stable, she’s never had an opportunity to sleep with any of her stable mates. She looks at Diane who nods and explains.

“We get a night now and then, not often, where we can sleep together if we want to.” Grace can see in the girl’s eyes that Diane hopes Grace will choose her. But when she glances at the twins, she sees Tess looking at her. She looks back at Diane who notices the visitor's interest and although Diane sags noticeably, she offers Grace a sad smile and a nod.

Without exchanging words, Tess walks toward Grace and offers her hand. Grace leads the girl to her stall almost overwhelmed at being chosen by the beautiful visitor. She blushes at the thought - this is something she’s yet to experience with a woman. She’s been chosen by countless men but the women she’s been with have primarily been assigned to her, like her roommates at the Athens Club. She can feel herself blushing that Tess, whom Grace finds incredibly attractive, boldly offered herself.

“This is where you sleep?” Tess asks, clearly dismayed when she sees Grace’s stall.

“I’m afraid so. Less luxurious than you’re used to?”

Tess laughs. “Just a bit.” She looks around before her eyes come to rest on the bucket Grace uses for a toilet when she’s locked in at night. “Well, that’s just lovely,” Tess adds sarcastically.

“We have a real toilet at the end of the row,” Grace says.

“Oh, thank god,” Tess says with a laugh. “I have to tell you, Grace. I’m really going to root hard for our team to win the game.” She approaches Grace and reaches up to wrap her arms around her neck. She tilts her head and kisses Grace, tentatively at first but with rapidly escalating passion. Grace finds herself overwhelmed, unexpectedly but delightfully, too. The girl is a fantastic kisser, easily the best Grace has ever experienced. She puts her hands on Tess’s hips and draws her body close enough that their thighs and breasts are pressed against each other.

“By the way,” Tess says when they break and nuzzle at each other’s ears. “We’re idents as I’m sure you can tell, but with some key differences.”

“Like what?” Grace asks.

“Well, Mary is left-handed and she likes boys.” She kisses Grace’s lips again, fleetingly. “I’m right-handed and…” She leans back and stares at Grace then raises an eyebrow.

“You’re a lesbian?” Grace asks and immediately flushes with embarrassment.

“When I have a choice,” Tess whispers. “Which isn’t nearly often enough.”

They kiss again, their tongues melding and caressing each other with rapidly growing insistence. Tess breaks away and lowers her head slightly to take Grace’s nipple into her mouth. Grace moans at the surge of pleasure that radiates from her breast, only just healed from its recent ordeal during the Fourth of September celebration. She cups the back of Tess’s neck and presses her mouth hard to her body, marveling at the girl’s enthusiastic talent for imparting pure delight. When Tess switches to Grace’s other breast, she almost swoons.

“I have to lie down,” Grace whispers and Tess looks up at her with a radiant smile.

“Mind if I’m on top?” Tess asks.

“I insist,” Grace answers. She lies on her bunk and reaches for her new friend’s hand, expecting the incandescent blonde to lie next to her. But Tess kneels next to Grace’s shoulder and straddles her head while angling her body toward Grace’s hips. Tess wraps her arms around Grace’s thighs and ducks her head down to kiss Grace’s folds, sending waves of anticipatory pleasure coursing throughout her body. Grace shivers as she pulls at Tess’s thighs to respond in kind, knowing that she’s not nearly as expert as her new friend but doing her best to learn on the fly.

As Tess licks and sucks and nibbles Grace’s clit, edging the girl for the first time in her life, Grace squirms and gasps, shudders and aches, her eyes filling with tears of frustration and awe at the mind-altering experience of being made love to by someone with the expertise and willingness to please her. Every time Tess brings her to the brink of insanity and then eases her away, she resists the urge to scream and cry and break down. And each time Tess brings her back to the cliff, forcing her to look down into the abyss and confront the reality that is her existence and what it might be if…

If what? Grace doesn’t know, but now she knows what she doesn’t know.

And she vows to change it.


3 - A Special Guest

The girls receive their usual breakfast the next morning delivered by the cook. A basket of fresh fruit and just-baked muffins, more than usual given the extra slaves in the stable, is devoured as they talk about life in their respective situations.

“So you really can’t tell us anything?” Tess asks Lisa.

“If we do, and Mrs. A finds out about it, there will be hell to pay. And that woman has a knack for inflicting pain, so, no. There’s nothing we can tell you.”

“It looks like your nipples have been mangled recently,” Mary says to Val, the heavy-set girl. She blushes and nods. “We were…”

Lisa cuts her off. “Don’t go there,” she says with all the authority she needs to end the conversation. “I take it you don’t have these kinds of fun times in Alabama,” she says to Tess.

“No, thankfully.” She glances at her sister. “Our pain is more psychological.”

“How so?” Grace asks. She’s convinced she’ll be the second half of Mr. A’s part of the wager so she’s quite invested in finding out everything she can from the twins.

“Well, we never know from one day to the next who’s going to request our services. One day it’s a party in town, the next it’s a weekend on the beach at the Redneck Riviera, followed by a week in Texas providing entertainment at a rodeo.”

“Sounds interesting,” Diane says wistfully. “We never see a change of scenery here.”

“It can be pretty grueling,” Mary says as she reaches for another muffin. “The rodeo was huge and there were just a handful of us to service all these cowboys.”

“Oh, and the clowns were the worst,” Tess adds with a look of disgust.

“Clowns?” Grace asks.

“Yeah,” Tess continues. “We didn’t see the actual rodeo but I was told that the clowns make sure the bull riders don’t get trampled.”

“But you had to be with all of them?” Stephanie asks nervously. Grace holds her tongue - she serviced three men a day for months at the Athens Club before Mr. Anderson bought her.

“Fifteen or more every day for a long weekend,” Tess adds. “It was a lot.” Grace is glad she said nothing.

“Do they take you together?” Val asks. “You know, the whole twin thing?”

“Oh, all the time,” Mary says with an eye-roll. “Which we don’t mind, usually, but when there’s a bunch of drunken clowns who just cheated death…”

“Really?” Diane says.

“I’m not looking forward to doing that event again next spring.”

The door latch rattles behind the group and everyone’s head turns toward the stable door. Malcolm pokes his head inside and motions for them to come. “Mr. Clayton just arrived.”

The girls stand and file out of the stable into the bright sunshine of a clear morning. The air is still cool as they walk unencumbered by restraint chains to the main house.

“Is there a Mrs. Clayton?” Grace asks Tess in a hushed tone.

“No, not for a while,” the pretty twin answers. “She died when the boys were fairly young from what I heard.”

“And he never remarried?” Grace asks.

“Why would he?” The shorter girl looks up at her taller walking companion. “Frankly, I don’t understand why any of them get married except to have children. I mean, does Mr. Anderson ever sleep with his wife anymore?”

“Not that I know of. He’s always in his little cottage behind the stable. One of us rides that damn pony every night for him.”

“But not last night?” Tess asks.

“No, and I’m not sure why,” Grace answers. “Maybe he slept with his wife last night.”

The group arrives at the slave entrance at the side of the main house and Malcolm leads them inside. Grace hears laughter coming from the direction of the living room where Mrs. Anderson and the remaining slaves usually listen to the one being tormented in the root cellar most afternoons.

“Here they are,” Mr. Anderson says with a booming voice and a broad smile as the group of naked slaves rounds the corner. Grace’s eyes go immediately to the stranger sitting across from her owner - the man is tall and handsome, unlike Mr. Anderson, who is short, balding, and almost rotund. Mr. Clayton stands and faces the girls with a welcoming laugh and dancing blue eyes, reddish-blond hair, and a full, well-trimmed beard. He is staring at Grace and she looks down quickly.

“Lisa, my long-lost girl,” Mr. Clayton says as he walks toward the group. “How are you, child?”

“I’m quite well, sir,” Lisa says with a cheerful tone that Grace rarely hears from her. “How are you?”

“Oh, you know me,” he says with a laugh. “The world is my oyster.” He takes the naked slave in his arms and hugs her like a daughter. “I missed you, Lisa. I’m so sorry I lost you.”

“Lisa has been a wonderful addition to our collection, Henry,” Mr. Anderson says. “We’re not giving her up without a fight.”

“No, of course not,” Clayton says. “I wouldn’t expect you to, either. That’s why I brought my prized possessions with me this year.” He goes to the twins and wraps his arms around their shoulders. “Aren’t these two something? How often do you see a matched set like this, eh?” He beams with pride at his host.

“We’ll be lucky to have them join our household when we thrash you on the field, Henry,” Anderson says with a sly smile.

“In your dreams, Read,” Clayton responds. “But before I ship them home along with Lisa and one of your other prized possessions, you have to try them out, my friend. They are beyond belief, let me assure you.”

Grace watches Mrs. Anderson’s reaction to the frank discussion of sex between masters and slaves with fascination. The woman remains stoic and silent but Grace can see the effort she’s putting forth to maintain a good front. She almost feels sorry for the woman. Almost, but not quite.

“Girls,” Mrs. Anderson says at last. “You’re getting a rare treat starting today. I’m off to visit my family for the rest of the week so you’ll have your afternoons all to yourselves.”

“And to fill your time,” Mr. Anderson continues. “We’ll be letting you swim in the pool all week as well.”

The girls look at each other in astonishment and pure delight. “Thank you, sir,” Lisa manages to say through an unrestrained smile. “That is quite an honor.”

“Goodbye, my love,” Mr. Anderson says to his wife who, to Grace’s amazement, is leaving almost immediately. She apparently doesn’t want to be anywhere near the plantation to witness what promises to be a week of unbridled debauchery.

“So nice to see you again, Maryanne,” Clayton says to the woman with his seemingly ever-present grin. He hugs the woman - who tolerates his gesture at best - and she departs the room without a word to the girls. Who all look at each other with barely suppressed smiles.

“One more treat for y’all,” Anderson says after his wife leaves the room. “I’m putting the pony on hold for the rest of the week, too.” Grace almost cheers before she catches herself. She glances at Diane and they exchange smiles and looks of disbelief. “But I expect you to show your appreciation,” he says with a wink.

“We will, sir,” Lisa assures him. “Make no mistake about that.”

The week passed more quickly than any in Grace’s time as a slave. For the first time in months, she was allowed to have fun, unreservedly, and with no possibility of being tortured. It wasn’t lost on her that even though she suffered at the hands of her mistress only once every five days and a like rotation for her evening pony rides, just the prospect of pain was enough to weigh on her. As with so much in life, only in the absence of anxiety is its oppressive presence made plain.

During the days, Grace was amazed that only Malcolm and Anderon’s cook wore clothes - Mr. Anderson and his guest remained naked constantly, including during meals. The girls were reluctant at first to engage in sexual activities with each other poolside until Tess boldly took Grace in her arms and kissed her, drawing stares but no rebuke from their owners. Once it was clear that the men enjoyed watching the girls pleasure each other, no one shied away from having their fill of sapphic fun. Even Val, whom Grace never saw couple with another slave in the stable, participated enthusiastically.

But it was the owners who had the girls’ attention most of the time. Anderson couldn’t get enough of the twins, individually and simultaneously, while Clayton spent many hours getting reacquainted with Lisa and an occasional tryst with Stephanie, Val, and Diane. But he was most interested in Grace, using all her holes repeatedly and vigorously, to her surprised delight. Not being tenderized on the wooden pony prior to being taken by a man was an experience Grace hadn’t had in months, and not only was the lack of pain delightful, but so was Clayton. He used his dick on her with care and obvious concern for her pleasure, something Anderson never did. Even when he fucked her asshole, he was considerate and almost loving, using her but not punishing her. He even fingered her pussy while he sodomized her, something completely new to her.

But it was at night that her budding relationship with Henry Clayton became most obvious and ultimately problematic. After dinner and cognac in the living room every evening, he chose Grace to accompany him to the guest bedroom he slept in, which put Lisa’s nose completely out of joint. Her attitude towards Grace, never good under any circumstances, worsened as the week went on and it became apparent that Clayton was enamored with her perceived rival. By the day before the big game, Lisa wasn’t speaking to Grace at all and was barely civil at meals and around the pool, to the point where she was finally reprimanded by Malcolm.

It was also at night that Grace felt as if she’d finally begun to experience what it might be like to have a lover, not just an owner, make love to her. Clayton was caring, tender, generous, and skilled as only mature men are when they have a mind to be. That he was good-looking, fit, and playful only added to Grace’s enjoyment. For the first time in her life, she looked forward to sex with a man. It was a heady experience. Finally, she asked Tess about it.

“Oh, yeah,” Tess tells her with a crooked smile. “When Mr. C is into you, there’s nothing better in the world.”

“But?” Grace asks.

“Well, he’s a man who buys and sells sex slaves. You will not be in your current position forever, or even for all that long. And if you’ve never been dumped by someone, you’re going to be in for a very rude awakening, Grace.”

The day of the big game, Anderson and Clayton left right after breakfast for the stadium even though the contest wasn’t due to begin for hours. When Malcolm walks the girls to the pool she questions him about the timing.

“They will be tailgating for hours before the kickoff,” the wrangler explains.

“Tailgating?”

“A party in the parking lot. Thousands of fans bring grills and a lot of alcohol and by the time the game starts, most of the fans are pretty drunk.” He shakes his head slightly and Grace nods.

“When will we know who goes where after the game?” she asks, hoping but trying not to show it. Malcolm smiles at her with a clear understanding of her meaning.

“If Alabama wins, we’ll be shipping you and Lisa along with the twins right after the game.”

“Shipping us. In those crates?” she asks, at once dismayed and thrilled.

“I’m afraid so.” He turns away and she seeks out Tess.

“Did you know?” she asks the girl who rolls her eyes.

“Didn’t you? He hasn’t slept with anyone else all week. What did you think was going to happen?”

“Well, I was hoping but he never said anything.” She feels almost giddy. “But we’re going to be shipped?”

“Of course, and but it’s not as bad as it looks.” She touches Grace’s arm. “And you better get used to it. When he loans us out, he always uses the same shipper. So you’ll be spending a lot of time in a wooden crate.”

Grace nods. “Well, it’ll be better than what happens to us here.”

Tess stares at her. “We’ll see.”

The slaves spend the rest of the morning swimming and lounging around the pool under Malcolm’s watchful eyes. Mrs. Dowling, the cook, serves lunch buffet style on one of the picnic tables, and Grace wonders if this is the last meal she’ll enjoy at what has come to be her home for the past few months. She asks Tess about her history before Clayton acquired her and her twin sister.

“We had four owners over two years, some longer than others. Our longest stay was with a man named Gartrell in South Carolina. He wasn’t the best but he was our first since we got kidnapped by the slavers in California so we had nothing to compare him to.”

“What’s it like when you leave one place to go to another?” Grace asks.

“Abrupt is the best way to describe it. One day is much like all the others until you’re packed away in a crate and shipped to another location. We’ve never gotten any warning if that’s what you’re asking. This is very unusual, knowing in advance what’s going to happen.”

At one o’clock, Malcolm calls the girls into the den where Anderson keeps the only television Grace has seen anywhere on the property and they sit on the floor and the leather sofas to watch the game that will determine some of their fates. Grace is nervous about the outcome but takes consolation in the fact that either way, she’ll be with Tess. She sits with Diane, though, to give the girl some solace as this might be their last time together if Georgia loses.

“I’ll miss you,” Diane whispers as she nestles in the crook of Grace’s shoulder on the sofa. She looks up at her friend and Grace kisses her. Plain as she is, they’ve become quite close and Grace allows her to think that she’s hoping she’ll stay, even though it’s her fervent wish to leave the Anderson plantation as soon as the game is over.

Which is exactly what comes to pass.


4 - A Dark Place

As soon as the game is over, with Alabama dominating the contest from start to finish, Malcolm instructs Grace and Lisa to follow the twins to the stable. There, to Grace’s consternation and delight, sit four wooden crates, their lids open in a silent invitation to the four slaves. The twins waste no time climbing into the rough-hewn boxes while Lisa and Grace examine their receptacles with more trepidation.

“Did you get shipped when you came here?” Grace asks Lisa without looking away from the depressing enclosure.

“I rode in the back of Mr. Anderson’s SUV in a cage.” Grace looks at her and they lock eyes. “I’m sure it won’t be too bad,” the older girl adds.

They turn their attention to Malcolm who is busy locking the twins in their crates. Grace tries to watch but finds herself unable to and she turns away. She doesn’t watch the wrangler do the same with Lisa and is almost shaking when he finally gets to her.

“Stand inside and turn around,” Malcolm tells her gently. She realizes this is her last interaction with the man unless Anderson wins her back next year, but that does little to ease her anxiety. “Sit on the front edge and spread your legs.” She complies and watches in horror as he pulls a plastic wand out of its sealed packaging. “Relax and take a deep breath,” he tells her as he angles the wand at her vagina and pushes it up her urethra. She grunts as it goes in with less pain than she anticipated but leaving her feeling as if she needs to pee even though she didn’t a few second ago. He attaches the back end of the wand so a clear plastic tube that is in turn attached to a plastic bag laying on the bottom of the crate.

Next, Malcolm pulls a leather belt with a narrow leather strap attached at the back out of the crate and wraps it around Grace’s waist. He threads the strap between her legs and attaches it to a knob behind the buckle. When he buckles the belt, Grace realizes that the knob will press against her abdomen but she sees no point in complaining about her discomfort.

“Turn around and sit,” he tells her. “Reach up for the corners.” She does and he threads a hook through one of the eyes on her left manacle, then he locks in with a latch and her hand is immobilized completely. He repeats the procedure with her right hand before performing the same with her shackles in the lower front corners of the crate. She shifts her weight in an effort to get comfortable but realizes to her dismay that comfort is not going to be an option until they reach their destination.

When he walks away from her crate, he wonders how long she’ll be restrained in such a demeaning manner, then she remembers that Tess had mentioned with she arrived that they spent half a day in transit from Alabama. The return trip would likely be similar, Grace realizes and tears begin to well up in her eyes.

She hears the other crates being closed and latched even though she can’t see it happening, one after the other until only hers remains open. Malcolm steps to the front of her crate and she looks up at him with tears cascading down her cheeks and falling on her breasts. He stares at her for a few seconds but says nothing before reaching for the lid and swinging it over her head to seal her in. The world goes dark and she listens as he closes her latch as well. The musty wood smell of the crate combined with the sudden darkness causes Grace to breathe deeply as if she’s suffocating, but as her eyes adjust to the darkness, she realizes that several small holes cut in the sides of the crate will allow some fresh air to keep her alive indefinitely. That knowledge does little to relieve her anxiety.

The muffled sound of the stable door being swung open tells Grace that they are alone and she wonders if the others will try to communicate or if she should just keep quiet. Her mouth is already dry and she chastises herself for not drinking more water while watching the game.

“Grace,” she hears Tess’s muffled voice in the distance. “You okay girl?”

“I’m not doing great,” Grace calls out into the darkness.

“Hang in there,” Tess offers but then goes silent.

“How long did it take when you last week?” Grace yells.

“Six hours, give or take,” comes her disembodied response. “It depends on how long it takes them to come to get us. Could be a few minutes, or it might be a couple of hours. Just depends.”

Grace nods without thinking. “Wonderful,” she says mostly to herself.

Silence envelopes her as she waits for the shipping company to load them onto a truck for the trip to Alabama. Her thoughts turn to Destiny, her friend from her old life that she saw briefly on the street when she was fitted for her Fourth of September dress a week ago. Whenever she thought about Destiny before that day it was to mourn the loss of her friendship and her life prior to being taken into the system months ago. But since that sighting, Grace has avoided thinking about her, mostly out of fear. What is Destiny doing here? How did she find Grace? What does she plan to do now? All questions that lead to disastrous outcomes because the system does not tolerate any attempts or even talk of escape.

But surely Destiny is aware of the danger she’s facing in being here. Grace thought she was coming to the Confederacy for an afternoon, one that turned into a complete disaster when she was abducted and sold, first to the Athens Club and then to Anderson. Somehow, Destiny must have tracked her down but to what end? How could an eighteen-year-old girl fight a centuries-old system that has successfully resisted change, including a ferocious but unsuccessful war, and is the defining characteristic of the country that now holds her captive?

She must have someone helping her, Grace decides. Either Grace’s mother or her father, or both, are with her to find and liberate their daughter. The thought of her family coming to her rescue doesn’t lift her spirits - if anything, she’s completely undone by the notion that she’s putting all the people who mattered to her in mortal danger. The system wouldn’t hesitate to execute them if they were caught trying to free Grace. And if Grace has learned anything in the months since her abduction, she knows that they will be caught.

But now Grace is leaving the Anderson plantation, suddenly and without warning. By the end of the day, hopefully, she will be hundreds of miles away in Alabama, thwarting her friend and family’s efforts to free her and take her home. The thought of home, something she’s fought so hard to wipe from her mind, depresses her deeply, but she is oddly reassured that her sudden departure for another state in the Confederacy will thwart their efforts, which can only end in disaster, and Destiny and her parents will go home and forget about her.

This is the only outcome that makes any sense to her as she sits in a sealed crate in a locked stable, waiting.

The muffled sound of the stable door being unlatched and opened startles Grace - did she somehow manage to fall asleep? The slivers of light filtering through the gaps in the slats and the air holes in the sides of the crate intensify dramatically, almost blinding Grace. The voices of men, voices she doesn’t recognize send a chill through her even though the stuffiness of the interior of the crate has caused her to be covered in perspiration. The sounds of crates being moved somehow, lifted or wheeled, perhaps both, combined with the distant murmur of an engine idling confirm that her journey is finally commencing. Fear and relief flood her mind.

When Grace’s crate is tipped back, she yelps with surprise. The light brightens considerably as her silent movers carry her out of the stable and into the direct sunlight but only for an instant. Just as suddenly, the light is subdued, and the noise of the crate scraping along a metal floor startles her again. The slamming of the truck’s cargo door extinguishes the light completely and Grace is shrouded in absolute darkness. Seconds later, the noise of the engine revving and the gears grinding assaults her ears, the vibration rattles her manacles and shackles, reminding her, as if she needed to be reminded, that she is held firmly in place, physically and psychologically.

Tears flow down her cheeks and splash onto her breasts once again.


5 - A New Beginning

The truck finally shuts down and the sudden silence is strange but welcome. Grace shifts her naked bottom against the rough wood beneath her in an attempt to ease her discomfort to no avail. Her mouth is dry and her stomach is empty, but more than anything she wants to be released from the confines of the shipping crate. Her back, arms, and legs ache from being restrained for hours in the same awkward position. Her head is pounding from the unrelenting noise of being carted in the cargo bed of what sounds like an old diesel truck that transported her and her fellow slaves from Athens, Georgia to Birmingham, Alabama to begin her new life as one of Henry Clayton’s stable of sex slaves.

The silence is soon punctuated by the sound of the truck’s cargo door being unlatched and opened. Muffled voices precede her crate moving suddenly, sliding across the floor, and then lifted into the air before thumping to the ground. She waits for the lid to be opened but instead listens to the other crates being unloaded and the truck door slamming. The truck engine revs and the smell of diesel exhaust fills her crate as the sound quickly dissipates leaving Grace to wait for the beginning of her new situation.

And wait.

“Is anyone there?” she asks in near desperation.

“We might be here for a while,” Tess answers from her own confines. “We waited for close to an hour when we arrived at Anderson’s stable.”

“Lovely,” Grace mumbles.

“You hanging in there, Grace?” Tess asks.

“What choice do I have?” she yells in despair. “Another hour? Really?”

“Maybe more,” Lisa answers. “Who knows?”

“I doubt that Josiah will let us sit here for that long,” Tess says.

“What’s he like?” Grace asks, desperate to pass the remaining time as distracted as possible. “Is he nice?”

“Nice is not the word that leaps to mind, I’m afraid,” Tess says.

“Why is that?” Grace asks.

“You’ll see,” Lisa answers.

“You know him?”

“Oh, yeah,” Lisa says. “He’s been here for almost as long as Malcolm has been with Anderson.”

“Over a decade, from what I’ve heard,” Tess says.

Grace frowns, not only concerned about her new wrangler’s temperament but also about the rapidly rising temperature of the crate, now sitting in the sun, presumably on the Clayton plantation in Alabama. The heat is causing Grace to perspire profusely, further draining her body of fluids she hasn’t been able to replenish for hours. “What’s the longest trip you’ve had to endure in one of these things?” Grace asks the group.

“This is about the longest, actually,” Tess answers. “When we went to Texas for the rodeo, we were caged on a train.”

“Was that better or worse than this?” Grace asks.

“Better in some ways as we weren’t restrained like this. And they watered us.”

Grace winces. She’s yet to become accustomed to the language used with slaves in the Confederacy - caged, watered, trained. Which reminded her of a question she’s been meaning to ask for a while. “Are any of you spayed?”

“We are, me and Mary. Our first owner had us spayed as soon as he bought us. He told us that a pregnant slave is a money-losing proposition because it takes too long to wait for the offspring to age into the system.”

“I am, too,” Lisa adds. “I had an abortion before I was spayed by my second owner. He said it’s cheaper in the long run than paying for birth control.”

“Lovely,” Grace mutters. She closes her eyes and waits with no idea how long until she’s released.

Footsteps in gravel shake her out of her funk. The welcome sound of a crate being unlatched - not hers but still, someone’s - sends a surge of joy through her. That hers is the last of the four to be unlatched and opened doesn’t faze her. She blinks hard at the bright light blinding her as she tries to take in the shape of the man freeing her, but all she can make out is a shadow in the backlit sunshine. The figure reaches for the outside of the box to release the latch that holds her manacle and when it does, she lowers her arm for the first time in hours. When the other three latches are released, the man offers his hand to help her stand up. It’s only then that she gets a good look at her new wrangler.

“And you must be Grace,” he says with a kind tone. “I’m Josiah. Step out of the crate.” She complies and looks at him fully. He looks to be in his mid-forties, tall and somewhat striking in his appearance although no one would insist that he’s good-looking. His face is pockmarked and he wears a scruffy beard that is turning gray against his black skin. He walks to each of the other crates to close and latch them as the girls gather in a small cluster. Grace looks around and sees the stable for the first time. She’s relieved that it looks modern compared to the ancient wooden structure at the Anderson plantation. The exterior reminds her of the home she left behind in Ohio with painted siding, large windows, and a standard front door instead of an oversized barn door.

Grace turns to look at what she assumes is the main house fifty yards or so away and is less impressed. The structure looks newer but not nearly as grand as the main house in Georgia - it too seems more residential than she expected. She looks at Tess and opens her mouth to ask about it but the girl shuts her down with a look and a slight shake of her head. Grace remains mute.

“Let’s get y’all inside,” Josiah says as he finishes closing up the crates. He walks to the front door of the stable or whatever they call it here in Alabama and unlocks the door with a key on a small keyring. The girls follow him inside and Grace is nearly astonished at what she sees.

The interior is a mix of the stable she’s living in for the last several months in that one wall is lined with six doors that must be individual living quarters for each of the girls. The main room outside the doors though reminds Grace of the main room in the Athens Club stable but on a much smaller scale. A table for eating dominates the space but there is a cluster of chairs and a sofa at the far end with what looks like a full kitchen beyond that. Windows line the other wall, allowing full sunlight to bathe the expansive space and giving it a cheerful, welcoming feel.

“Grace,” Josiah says. “You’re our only newcomer so we’ll be putting you in here.” He walks to the nearest door and opens it, motioning for her to walk in front of him and see her new living quarters. She is even more impressed - a large, comfortable bed doesn’t even fill the space that includes a desk, dresser, and an upholstered chair with a lamp. Another interior door is half opened and Grace peers inside to see a full bathroom with a shower, sink, and toilet, and something she’s never had since her abduction - privacy. She turns to Josiah with a huge smile and almost hugs the man, but his demeanor, though cordial, is not inviting.

“Dinner will be served in the main house in an hour so feel free to get cleaned up and don’t be late. I’ll be back ten minutes before you’re due.” He steps out of the room and closes the door. Grace looks around again just to make sure everything is real and not an illusion. She sits on the bed and revels in the softness of the mattress - a far cry from the wooden bench that served as her bunk in the Anderson stable. This bed is even better than the one she had at the Athens Club, her best experience to date. Better still, she has no roommate. Single accommodations are a luxury she thought she’d never be granted as a slave.

“Grace,” Tess’s voice followed by a knock at her door interrupts her revelry. She dashes to the door to open it and Tess slips inside before closing it. “What do you think?”

“Oh, my god, this is fantastic, Tess,” Grace responds with a huge smile. “I can see why you were so dismayed at the prospect of moving to Georgia.”

“I know, right?” the girl responds with her own bright smile. “This is by far the best stable we’ve ever encountered.”

“And the main house?” Grace asks. “Is it nice too?”

“Very, just not as ostentatious as Anderson’s place.”

Grace rolls her eyes. “As long as he doesn’t have a torture chamber in the basement, I don’t care how plain and simple it is.”

“Now that we’re out of the woods on being retained by Anderson, can you tell me what it was like there?”

“Miserable. Mrs. A had a thing for breasts. I never saw hers but she absolutely hated ours. Or us. She would stretch us out on a big frame and torment one of us mercilessly for the entire afternoon while the others were forced to listen to the screams. It was brutal.”

Tess closes her eyes and shudders. “I’m so glad the Crimson Tide won that game,” she says with a look of relief. “I just can’t imagine.”

“No, believe me, you can’t,” Grace agrees. “But we don’t have to worry about that anymore, do we?” She steps toward her friend and raises her eyebrow in silent invitation.

“We should probably get ready for dinner, but tonight for sure.”

“Does Josiah lock us in our rooms at night?” Grace asks.

Tess smiles. “We don’t even have locks on the doors.” She steps toward Grace and kisses her lightly on the mouth. “We can spend every night together if Mr. C doesn’t want either of us.”

“Does he sleep with us here or do we go to the main house?”

“We go to him. And it’s not so bad, as I’m sure you experienced the past week.”

“I know, right? He’s an amazing lover. I’ve never been with anyone like him.”

Tess smiles but Grace feels like there’s something she’s not saying. “I can’t,” the girl whispers.

“Really? Like I couldn’t tell you about Mrs. A and her sadistic tendencies?”

“Exactly. You’ll just have to learn for yourself.”

“What is it about them and all their secrets?”

Tess rolls her eyes. “I don’t know but in that regard, they’re all the same.” She kisses Grace again and lets her go to walk to the door of her room. “Anyway, see you in half an hour?” She nods at the clock on the nightstand.

“Oh, I didn’t even see that,” Grace exclaims, thrilled at the sight of a clock that was just a clock and not a device to add to her torment while being tortured.

“Later,” Tess says as she slips out and closes the door behind her.

Grace spends her time showering and washing her hair thoroughly for the first time in months. A hairdryer and brush stored under the sink in her bathroom add to her delight, along with makeup and perfume. She leaves her room feeling as revived as she’s felt in months and finds the other girls lounging in the seating area on the other side of the dining table.

“Grace,” Tess says as she approaches. “This is Jolene and that’s Patty.” She motions to a tall brunette standing by the sofa and a petite blonde sitting in one of the wingback chairs. The two girls approach Grace to shake her hand.

“Nice to meet you,” Jolene says while Patty just shakes her hand without comment. Grace is shocked at how beautiful each of them is. She glances at Tess who smiles and nods, as if to say, Yeah, right?

“Ready to go, girls?” Josiah says as he leans into the room from the front door. The girls who are sitting stand and walk toward the wrangler who holds the door for them as if they were normal people and not naked slaves. Grace wonders briefly how far he’ll be willing to take the charade before something horrible is revealed. She shakes her head and purges the thought from her mind.

“We’ve got no visitors tonight, just so everyone can get acquainted,” Josiah tells the group who don’t respond. Grace assumes that talking amongst themselves is frowned upon so she holds her questions.

The clutch of slaves arrives at the back door of the main house and Grace is mildly disappointed to note the absence of a pool. They file into the house in complete silence which is fine with Grace as she takes in her new surroundings. The furniture is modern, completely unlike the collection of ancient antiques that crowded the Andersons’ living quarters. The art on the walls is modern as well - no historical family portraits or boring landscapes and battle scenes. Grace wonders if Clayton is all that committed to the Confederacy, then chides her naivete - he does own six slaves, after all.

The dining room is small and intimate with room for ten around the table so a few seats remain empty when the girls take up their positions behind the chairs. They stand waiting, obviously for their owner to arrive and when he does he smiles and cheerfully encourages them to be seated, as if there was no need to stand on formalities.

Dinner is served by two black maids in some sort of uniform as they are both dressed exactly alike. Their demeanor is stoic and professional, and if they have any issues with serving naked slaves as a part of their jobs, they keep it to themselves. Josiah stands behind Mr. Clayton much as Malcolm did in the Anderson dining room.

“Why don’t we go around the table and tell everyone a bit about yourselves,” Clayton says as the soup is served. Tess is seated to Clayton’s right and he nods her way so she begins. Grace is seated to Clayton’s left and is relieved that she’ll go last if they proceed around the table so she can hear everyone else’s story before she has to divulge her own.

“I’m Tess, three years a slave and about eight months in the Clayton household…” Grace knows her story so she watches the girls she doesn’t know. They stare at Tess but don’t react as she recounts her history.

“I’m Patty,” the petite blonde says after Tess finishes. “I’m five years a slave and six months with Mr. Clayton. I’m from Utah originally and was sold into the system by my family for the money. My father had four wives and too many children, some of which he sold to slavers who came to our town on occasion.”

“I’m Jolene,” the gorgeous brunette says, taking her turn. “I’m two years a slave and have been with Mr. Clayton for three months. I’m from Chicago and was taken into the system when my car broke down in Missouri and I was convicted of vagrancy.”

Grace tries to imagine how vagrancy is a crime worthy of a lifetime as a sex slave until she remembers the girls she talked to at the Beaumont Processing Facility and how so many of them were taken into the system just because it suited the system to abduct attractive females whenever possible. She was still lost in thought when she noticed the room had gone silent and everyone was staring at her.

“Oh, I’m Grace,” she hastens to fill the void, looking at Clayton and smiling. “I’m about six months a slave. I was with Mr. Anderson for three months. I was taken on a field trip to spend a few hours at a processing facility when I lost a lottery.” She looks at the others but sees no sympathy in their eyes - they all have their own tales of woe.

“Very nice,” Clayton says with an approving look. “We’ll be having a gathering for the field hands in a few days to welcome Grace and celebrate Lisa’s return to the fold. For tonight, I’ll let you all get acquainted with each other so no one will be spending the night here with me.”

Grace looks at Tess and cocks an eyebrow which her friend notices and smiles just enough to show her appreciation. For the first time since she was abducted, she feels hopeful about her circumstances and looks forward to the future.


6 - A Revelation

“Are you settling in, Grace?” Clayton asks as he undresses for the night. Grace is already lying in his expansive bed in the master bedroom, a term she finds ironic.

“Yes, sir,” she responds as she watches him. “I’m very happy to be here, sir.”

“I will never understand why the Andersons are the way they are with their girls,” Clayton says as he climbs into bed next to her. “All that pain, and for what? I’m really at a loss.”

“How do you know them, if I may ask, sir?” After a full day with nothing to do but lounge around the stable, making love to Tess and eating at her leisure, Grace already feels as safe and secure as she’s felt since she left Ohio.

“Read Anderson and I grew up together in Athens,” her new owner says as he pulls her to him. Grace is familiar with his routine since he spent every night with her at the Anderson plantation before he won her and shipped her home. “When it was time to go to college, I went to Tuscaloosa while Read stayed in Athens but we never lost touch.” He kisses her as a lover would. “I’ve missed you, Grace.”

“And how did you two come to be so different in the way you treat us?” she asks, feeling a boldness that is both invigorating and a little scary.

“I think it has to do with the way some men either really don’t like women or they’re scared of them and resent the power they hold over us.”

Grace stares at him. “Really? Women have the power?” She cock an eyebrow and he chuckles.

“Well, not women like you, no. But women like Maryanne, free women? They scare the crap out of men like Read. I don’t know if you got to see it when you were there, but she really rules the roost in that house.”

She gives him a deadpan look. “That wasn’t my experience.”

“No, I imagine it wasn’t. And it’s just my opinion, but it’s based on years and years of listening to him complain about how she does whatever she likes and he can’t control her. I heard that she had your tits brutally whipped right before their party on the Fourth, correct?” Clayton rubs the back of his finger across Grace’s nipple which is mostly healed but not entirely. She flinches.

“Yes, she did. All of us.”

“I can tell you that’s not something that Read wanted to happen. He whined about how embarrassed he was at the celebration all during the game. I finally had to tell him to shut up about it.” Clayton kisses Grace’s nipple gently. “Such a shame to put you through that.”

“I agree,” Grace whispers as she cradles his head and revels in the pleasure he brings her. “But he could stop her if he really wanted to, couldn’t he? I heard that only men can own slaves.”

“Legally, yes, but functionally? I think if Read had his way, you wouldn’t have spent any time at all in that torture chamber of hers.”

“But he always tenderized our pussies before he slept with us. He was just as much of a sadist as she was.”

“Yes, that’s true, but that’s different, don’t you think? He just wanted you to feel the pain when he fucked you. It made him feel like he had a big dick.”

Grace stares at him, openly astonished. “That’s why he did it?”

“Don’t you think? I mean, I love having you enjoy my dick.” He rolls her onto her back, spreading her legs for him. “I don’t need to hurt you to enjoy making love to you.” She reaches down and guides him into her wet folds. He eases his entire member deep into her tunnel and she moans for him, to encourage him, and because it actually thrills her to make love to a man who enjoys making love to her. She kisses his lips. He ups his tempo but doesn’t pound her into submission and tears. The tenderness with which he treats her, as much as his skill as a lover overwhelms her. They enjoy each other until they reach satisfying mutual orgasms simultaneously, something Grace realizes she’ll never get enough of.

“How often will I be with you, sir?” she asks in a fog of post-coital impertinence.

“Jealous already?” he asks with a gentle smile.

“Can you blame me? After months of Mr. Anderson?”

“No, I suppose not.” He rolls away from her and props himself up on his elbow. “You intrigue me, Grace. I’m not sure why but you definitely intrigue me.”

“And that’s a good thing?” she asks, smiling shyly.

“So far,” he says as he kisses her and rolls away to turn out the light.

“I was told I should be careful with you,” Grace whispers when he turns back to her in the dark and wraps his arms around her. “Now I see why.”

“Who told you that, Grace?” he asks.

“Does it really matter?” she says as she drifts off.

Suddenly, he shifts away from her and switches the light back on. “Who told you that, Grace?” he asks, his voice low and menacing.

“I can’t remember.”

“Who, Grace?”

“Lisa.”

By morning, it seems as if the sudden turn in Clayton’s demeanor was forgotten. Her owner made love to her again and another satisfying simultaneous orgasm wiped the incident from her mind. She uses the bathroom but is surprised that her owner is gone when she reemerges. He returns a few minutes later wearing a bathrobe. “Let’s shower and go to breakfast.”

They wash and caress each other in the shower and she watches him dress while she waits sitting in a chair by the window. She feels guilty about having revealed Lisa as her source and wonders if there will be consequences for her as a result of Grace’s casual indiscretion, but Clayton says no more about it. When he offers his arm to escort her downstairs, she tries to put the whole incident from her mind.

The dining room is empty when they arrive but the smell of bacon frying fills Grace with joy tinged with sadness - her father cooked bacon for breakfast every Sunday before the family went to church. She sits at her owner’s side again and wonders if the other girls will resent her presence when Josiah fetches them from the stable. Clayton calls to the maid to serve the two of them coffee but to hold breakfast until everyone is seated, and the sound of the rest of the household coming through the back door only intensifies Grace’s eager anticipation for the day.

Then the girls arrive and Grace stares at Lisa, shocked and appalled.

Lisa is wearing a full leather harness over her head with a large black square strapped over her mouth. Grace raises her own hand to her mouth unconsciously and turns to look at her owner but he doesn’t look at her. He seems intent on not looking at her even as she stares at him in horror.

“Everyone slept well, I trust,” Clayton says to the newcomers as if nothing is terribly wrong with the scene. All of them react except for Lisa who doesn’t look up until Grace is staring at her, then she looks at Grace, not with anger but with a profound sadness that crushes her. Grace looks at Clayton again but it’s as if she doesn’t exist.

“Josiah, tell Betty she can begin serving now,” Clayton says to the wrangler with monstrous nonchalance.

Breakfast proceeds in an eerie silence that devastates Grace. No food is served to Lisa who just stares at her plate. Grace finds it impossible to eat and her still-full plate is cleared along with the others. Only Clayton seems to have an appetite. He never acknowledges Lisa’s punishment or her. As soon as he finishes eating, he wipes his mouth and leaves the table without a word. The girls stand when he does and Josiah leads them back to the stable.

“I’m so sorry,” Grace says to Lisa but the girl doesn’t look at her. When they arrive at the stable, Lisa goes directly to her stall and closes the door. The rest of the girls sit in the seating area.

“I didn’t mean for that to happen,” Grace begins without meeting any of their eyes.

“What did you say to him?” Tess asks her. Grace is crying when she looks up.

“I just said that someone told me to be careful,” Grace explains through her sobs. “I didn’t know he’d react like that.”

“It’s a reminder to all of us,” Jolene tells Grace. “Don’t say anything unless you’re specifically asked and even then, say as little as possible.”

“Has anything like this happened before?” Grace asks. Before anyone can answer, Josiah enters the stable. He walks the entire length of the main room and opens a large door at the back that Grace hadn’t noticed before. He disappears for several seconds and Grace is anxious about what’s to come next - will she be punished?

“Someone get the door for me,” Josiah says after he wheels what looks to Grace like a padded gurney, the kind of thing a hospital would use to move patients around. Straps hanging from the sides make it look more ferocious than anything she saw at the hospital where her grandmother was cared for two years ago. She turns to look at Tess who frowns slightly but says nothing.

Josiah moves the gurney to the middle of the main room and then goes to the kitchen where he retrieves a large plastic bottle, fills it from the tap, and attaches a thin hose with a wand that reminds Grace of the catheter she wore during shipping.

“Lisa, get out here,” he calls in a commanding tone and the door opens after just a few seconds. She walks without further instructions to the gurney and lies face down. To Grace’s relief, he doesn’t strap her to the gurney but he does hang the bottle upside down from a hook on a metal pole, much like the IV bags they used with Grace’s grandmother before she died. But instead of attaching the hose to Lisa’s arm, he inserts the wand into her anus and opens the valve.

“Three times a day, Lisa, so don’t wander off.”

“How long?” Tess asks for the girl who is unable to speak for herself.

“A week,” Josiah says with a sad look.

Grace is horrified. “She’ll starve,” she blurts out, earning a stern look from the wrangler.

“She’ll learn to keep her mouth shut,” he says mostly to the girl lying on the gurney.


7 - A Homecoming Party

Due to Lisa’s punishment, her homecoming celebration was postponed for a week. Grace learned from Tess that every other enema the poor girl received was fortified with glucose and other nutrients to keep her alive but the effect of being denied solid food for a week had a noticeable effect on her nonetheless. By the time Lisa’s muzzle was removed, Grace was no longer the thinnest slave in the stable.

“I’m so sorry,” Grace says to her when she finally emerges from her room looking haggard but finally able to speak. Lisa looks at Grace but says nothing which almost made it worse than if she yelled at her. Tess comforts Grace but to little effect. “She hated me before, so I can’t imagine what it’s going to be like from now on.”

“She’ll likely be sold before too long,” Tess says in an offhanded tone that shocks Grace. “Once you get on Mr. C’s bad side, there’s no coming back.”

“But we’ll still have the so-called homecoming party for her?” Grace asks.

“Well, that’s as much for the farm hands as anything,” Tess explains. “See, this is a working plantation, which I guess you’ve never seen before, right?”

“It didn’t appear that Anderson was growing anything at Eden.”

“Yeah, from what I heard, he’s a steel and coal baron and just keeps the family plantation rented out.”

“Where did you hear that?” Grace asks, surprised that just visiting for a week gave Tess a better understanding of her former owner’s plantation than any of Anderson’s long-term slaves.

“You have to understand, Grace,” Tess says with a tone that suggested Grace was hopelessly naive. “Before you came along, I was the one sleeping with Mr. C most nights. He told me all about Anderson before we went there for the game.”

“Just you slept with him, not you and your sister?”

“When he first bought us, he slept with both of us,” she says with a sad look. “Once he figured out that I like women and Mary likes men, he never touched Mary again.”

“How did he find out?”

“She got frustrated one night when he had us both in his room but he made her watch. I had told her if he ever found out it wouldn’t go well for us but she said it just slipped out.” She smiles at Grace. “That was several months ago. Anderson was the only dick she’s gotten in months. And I’m pretty sure that Mr. C won’t let the farmhands get anywhere near her at the homecoming party.”

“So, he doesn’t torture us the same way Anderson did but he’s got his own ways of making us suffer, is that it?” Grace asks.

“I’ve never met an owner yet who didn’t get off tormenting his slaves in one fashion or another.”

“What’s he going to do to me?” Grace asks in desperation.

“I have no idea, but he’ll figure out something.” Tess shakes her head. “He always figures out something.”

Grace continued sleeping with her new owner every night in his bed. Clayton never mentioned Lisa and she never brought up what he’d done to the poor girl out of fear that he might not take too kindly to her impertinence. She worked hard to be nothing but submissive and subservient. He still makes her cum whenever he fucks her but she doesn’t enjoy it anymore. She struggles to control her emotions - only the prospect of punishment keeps her hatred for him in check.

“You seem rather subdued, Grace,” he tells her the night before the big homecoming party. “Are you nervous about tomorrow night?”

“No, not at all,” she replies, working hard at suppressing her anxiety. Whatever the party might bring, Clayton’s disinclination to talk about it told Grace everything she needed to know - her new owner enjoys surprising his slaves almost as much as her old one did.

“And you don’t want to ask me anything about it?” he asks with a smirk. She holds firm and shakes her head.

“I’ll find out when I find out,” she tells him.

“Not even curious about how many men y’all will be entertaining?”

“No, sir.”

“Suit yourself,” he says as he climbs between her legs.

The night of the party, Grace wonders but doesn’t ask what if anything will be done to prepare the slaves for their part. When the Athens Club debuted her and the other slaves that were acquired the same month she was, Grace and the other new slaves spent most of the day being prepped in various ways for the event. Most of the preparation was delightful - new hairdos, professionally applied makeup, along with expensive designer gowns and shoes that made Grace feel like a woman for the first time in her young life. That it was then all ruined by hours of horrific torture convinced Grace that any preparation could always be undone, so she was fine when it became clear that the Clayton slaves would be attending the party as they spent all their days - naked but for their slave hardware.

Instead of dinner at the main house, the girls were told that food would be served at the party along with beer and wine for all the guests. The girls weren’t expected to help with anything and they watched with interest as several black men set up a buffet table and Clayton’s cook directed them in loading the table with food and drink. The anticipation of what might be in store for her, for all of them, left Grace anxious but hopeful.

The setup was completed just minutes before the guests were due at seven o’clock. Grace, sitting next to Tess on the sofa leans close to whisper in her lover’s ear. “Do we need to get ready or anything?”

Tess just smiles and shakes her head. “What would you have us do to prepare, Grace?”

“I don’t know, but it just seems a little weird that we’re not doing anything.”

“My guess is none of them will mind that we’re naked.” She cocks an eyebrow and Grace laughs nervously. “They’re just farm hands, after all.”

“No, probably not.”

At the stroke of seven, the front door of the stable opens and a stream of black workers in overalls and work boots begin filling the main room. The girls rise to greet their guests and an awkward mingling of the men and women reminds Grace of the one school dance she managed to attend during her senior year of high school. Although she wasn’t naked back then, she felt almost as uncomfortable.

The sheer number of men overwhelms Grace. Almost two dozen file into the stable and the reality becomes clear as they make themselves at home - this is not their first party with Clayton’s collection of slaves. Lisa makes her way to stand next to Josiah when he enters the stable, making Grace wonder if Clayton would even make an appearance. Josiah’s authoritative call for quiet seems to indicate that the wrangler would act as host for the evening.

“I’m sure that many of you remember Lisa, who we’re welcoming back to our fold tonight. Mr. Clayton is happy to share her with y’all and he asks that all of you make her feel welcome before you leave tonight.” He motions for Lisa to step aside and calls Grace to stand next to him.

“Mr. Clayton would also like to welcome a newcomer to the stable. Grace comes to us originally from up north by way of Athens more recently, thanks to our victory against Georgia two weeks ago. Please be sure to say hello to Grace but with one exception.” Josiah takes a black permanent marker out of his back pocket and uncaps the tip. He leans over slightly and draws an ‘X’ directly on Grace’s bare mound. “For the new hands among you, this hole is off-limits tonight. Feel free to use Grace’s mouth and ass but anyone who fucks her cunt, and I mean at all, will be cause for immediate dismissal and prosecution for misuse of another man’s property. Mr. Clayton is very serious about this so don’t test him, or me.”

Josiah motions for Grace to step aside and he calls the twins to stand next to him. “Now here we have our favorite matched set, Tess and Mary. Y’all no doubt remember that Tess is not partial to men. Word around the stable is that she and Grace have grown very close in the last few weeks. But y’all are welcome to use all her holes tonight. Mary, however, is strictly off-limits.” He marks her mound with a black ‘X’, the same as he did with Grace, then he turns her around and marks her lower back just above her cleft. Finally, he turns her around again and marks her chin in the same fashion. “Anyone who lays a finger on Mary will be horsewhipped by me personally, then fired and prosecuted. Now, as you can see, she and Tess are identical twins so this shouldn’t be a problem for you. Don’t test me on this, either.”

Josiah calls the other girls to stand by him and assures the crowd that they are fair game for the rest of the evening, no holes barred, he says with a smile. Grace looks at the faces of the men as they listen to Josiah’s final instructions before they are let loose on the girls. Two men rush to approach her as soon as Josiah signals that the festivities are to commence.

“Where’s your stall?” one of them asks as he stands before her. “Want to fuck your ass straight away.” She looks at the other man who is smiling but silent and then motions to the open door to her room. She leads them to her bed and watches as they undress. Their cocks are hard which doesn’t surprise her at all.

“How often does Mr. Clayton offer us to the field hands?” Grace asks.

The talker answers. “Not too often. Maybe two or three times a year.”

“Christmas, for sure,” the quiet one adds.

“How do you want me?” Grace inquires and the men indicate that she should get on her hands and knees. The talkative one positions himself behind her while the quiet one kneels in front. She doesn’t make a move to help them but cautions the one behind her to use the lube on her nightstand. As the cock in front of her is offered she opens her mouth - he is not gentle with her but she expected as much. He plunges his cock into her mouth and gags her immediately as the one behind lubes her asshole and enters her with some difficulty - it’s been months since her dark passage was used regularly at the Athens Club. Once she’s been spit-roasted, the two men quickly establish a rapid rhythm that brings both of them to sudden climaxes, filling Grace’s mouth and bowels with their cum. When they withdraw, two others take their place but the one behind her positions his cock at her folds until she warns him.

“No, not in my pussy,” she says just before her mouth is impaled. The cock behind is repositioned at her asshole, now dripping another man’s cum and easily penetrated. They climax almost as quickly as the first two and are just as rapidly replaced by two others.

After six farmhands have had her, Grace is left alone in her room. The door is left open and she watches the party from a distance while she rests and catches her breath. Her sphincter is tender from the sudden use after so many months and her throat is also sore - Clayton never uses her mouth or ass. Anderson didn’t either.

“You okay?” Tess asks when she appears at Grace’s door. She motions for her to come in and close the door.

“Can’t do that, I’m afraid,” Tess says as she walks to Grace’s bed and sits. “If Josiah sees any of our doors closed he’ll stop by to open them. And if he finds you and me in here alone with the door closed, well, let’s just say you don’t want to get on his bad side.”

“Why is that?” Grace asks as she props herself on one elbow. “You said when we got here that he’s trouble but so far he’s been nothing of the sort.”

“As you can imagine, I can’t say anything about that. I’ve already said too much, so don’t go ratting me out the way you did with Lisa.” Tess side-eyes her friend hard.

“That’s not fair,” Grace protests. “I had no idea Mr. C would do something like that.”

“Grace, if there is anything you should know by now it’s that you can’t count on owners to be anything but monsters. They don’t think of us as people because to them we’re not. We’re property, pure and simple. So don’t make the mistake of thinking you can say shit and not pay the price when they get pissed off about it. We’ll all live longer.”

Grace sucks in a breath. “Do they kill slaves out of anger?”

“I’ve heard stories. But just because I haven’t personally seen it happen doesn’t mean it doesn’t. No one’s coming to our rescue, Grace. No one’s going to take our side or protect us. The best thing we’ve got going for us is what we’re worth on the open market. Clayton or anyone else isn’t going to risk damaging us and reducing our value if they stop to think about it. But they don’t always stop to think about it and as long as they don’t disfigure us permanently or turn us into babbling idiots, there’s not a lot of disincentive to making us suffer, like Lisa did. She’ll recover the weight if she sticks around. But it’s still a hell of a price for her to pay for a stupid comment on your part. So be real careful, okay?”

Tess stands up with Grace in tears. “I don’t mean to be cruel but you’ve got to understand before you cause more unnecessary suffering, Grace. Don’t fucking say anything that can come back to haunt us. Any of us. Okay?”

“I understand, Tess,” Grace says through her tears. “I’ll be more careful.”

“Good,” the beautiful twin says. “Now, I’ve got to get back and make sure no one touches Mary.” She leaves Grace’s room as abruptly as she entered.

~ ~ ~

“We need to get rid of the car, Mrs. Rooney,” Destiny tells her friend’s mother who she’s been living with for the past few months. “It’s like a billboard that points directly to us.”

“Which is why we haven’t been using it, Des,” the woman says. In the time they’ve spent together, they’ve developed as many habits as they can think of to keep as low a profile as possible - little to no driving, no contact with anyone they don’t know to be part of the underground, no interaction with any officials of any forms of government, including state and local. So far, they’ve managed to avoid raising anyone’s suspicions. But Destiny’s conversation with the clerk at her usual grocery store has unnerved her.

“We need to have some form of transportation available, Destiny,” Mrs. Rooney argues. “She might not even be here anymore.”

“Then we should buy a car from someone local so it has Georgia tags. We’re sitting ducks if we have to drive anywhere with Ohio plates.”

“And how do you suggest I do that, Destiny? It’s hard enough converting our money into Feds to pay the rent and for food. I doubt I can move enough money to pay for a car without raising the very suspicions you’re trying to avoid.”

“Maybe someone from the movement can help us with that,” Destiny offers, earning nothing but a forlorn look from the older woman.

“They don’t seem to be nearly as helpful as the group in Kentucky.”

Destiny nods in agreement. “Well, we have to do something.”

“Maybe when the time comes that we have to go, we can steal license plates from an abandoned car or something.”

Destiny looks horrified. “Then if we get pulled over they’ll know immediately that we’re not supposed to be here, Mrs. R.”

“Do you think they’ll need an excuse for that, Des? We’d have to show them our blue cards and our story for why we’re down here in the first place isn’t going to be very convincing at this point.” When the pair first moved south to look for Grace they wrote that they were visiting an ailing family member in Lexington. No one has asked why they’re in Georgia - so far.

“We’ll drive real slow and carefully, stay off the main roads and ditch the car as soon as we get to wherever Grace has gone.”

“We might better off staying on the main roads, Mrs. R. I think we’ll stick out like a sore thumb in the back woods around here.”

“Good point. But the bottom line is we have to stick with the car we have now.”

“Okay, Mrs. Rooney.”


8 - A Sudden Departure

Grace spent the night of the party entertaining Clayton’s farm hands but the next night she was back to sleeping with her owner in his bed as if nothing had happened. She didn’t want to do anything to spark another incident with him but she couldn’t stop herself from asking about the party.

“Why did you have Josiah tell them that my pussy was off limits?” she asked.

“I just enjoy having exclusive use for a while. It likely won’t last forever but for right now, I don’t want anyone else in that perfect little cunt of yours.” He tweaked her nipple while he was talking and she sucked in a breath as he did.

“And Mary? Do you ever sleep with her at all?”

He rolled onto his back and put his hands behind his head. “I’m fascinated by the idea that Tess is a lesbian and Mary is hetero. It amuses me to tease them.”

“You didn’t object when Mr. Anderson fucked her though, did you?”

“No, that would have been rude. We were all guests in his house and you never say no to a guest if you can help it. Besides, it’s fun to remind Mary about what she’s missing. Does she ever talk about it?”

“No, never,” Grace quickly adds - she learned her lesson.

“From what Josiah tells me, you spend most of your free time with Tess, is that right?” Clayton asks as he rolls onto his side and reaches for Grace’s mound. He plays with her clit enough to change the tone of her voice as she answers him, something else he enjoys regularly.

“Yes, sir,” she says as she gasps at his rough treatment of her sensitive nub - he’s already fucked her and made her cum even though he did not.

“Do you prefer girls, Grace?” he asks in a neutral tone that doesn’t fool Grace for a second.

“No, sir. I love the way you make love to me, sir.” Her eyes are closed as he manipulates her with the express purpose of forcing another climax from her.

“But you enjoy spending time with Tess, don’t you?”

“I do, sir. We’ve become friends.” She pants and grips the sheet with both fists as he pushes her hard.

“So, you’d miss her if I sold her, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes, sir. I would.”

Suddenly, Clayton stops fingering Grace and she opens her eyes to look at him. He’s not smiling at her and she sucks in a breath in fear - did she say the wrong thing? Will he make good on his threat just to torment her. Is he jealous of her friendship or worried that it’s turning into something more?

“Don’t worry, Grace. I enjoy having those two around. They are rather unique and that’s worth more than anything else about them right now.”

Grace rolls onto her side and pushes Clayton onto his back. She reaches for his dick and mounts it, riding him with practiced efficiency. He always fucks her missionary to begin with but often enough he allows Grace to take over and bring him to a mutually satisfying climax before they go to sleep in each others’ arms.

A week after Lisa’s homecoming celebration she was gone - sold by our owner without prior notice. Josiah appeared one morning with a crate outside the front door of the stable and the other girls watched as he secured her and closed the lid without a word. He and the driver lifted her crate into the back of the truck and she was never to be seen at Clayton’s stable again.

“Grace, you're coming with me this morning,” Josiah tells her as the truck drives away. Grace glances at Tess but she just shrugs and waves goodbye and slips inside the stable with the others. “We’re taking the truck and you can ride up front with me but I’ll need to restrain you.”

The two walk to the main house in silence - Grace knows better than to ask questions. If the wrangler had information he was willing to share with her, he would have offered it without her having to ask. That he’s silent on their destination does little to ease Grace’s concern.

She decides to take another approach. “Did Mr. Clayton sell Lisa because of what I said?” So far, Grace has seen none of the behavior Tess warned her about concerning Josiah. This seemed like a relatively innocuous question that wouldn’t cause any unfortunate consequences.

“I’m sure it didn’t help,” he says without further explanation. “Don’t bother concerning yourself with things that are out of your control, Grace.”

“Isn’t that just about everything?” she asks and Josiah looks at her. She flinches but he smiles.

“Now you’re beginning to get the picture, Grace. Stick with that.”

They complete the walk to the truck in silence and Grace waits until the wrangler retrieves a set of restraining chains from the main house. He locks them to each piece of Grace’s hardware and she realizes once again just how onerous she finds the intentionally constricting length between her manacles, shackles, and collar. She needs help to climb into the truck before Josiah circles behind the bed and joins her in the cab.

“Why don’t you have to cage me in the back like they did in Georgia?” she asks throwing caution out the window in her frustration.

“If you’d like I can do that from now on,” he says, glancing at her with a raised eyebrow.

“No, I’m not saying that, I was just wondering if the laws are different.”

“Far as I know there aren’t any laws about that anywhere in the Confederacy. Might have been a custom with the police in that town. I’ve only been to Georgia once or twice so I’m not up on their ways.”

“Are you from Alabama?” she asks to keep him talking.

“Born and raised, right here in Birmingham. Mr. Clayton hired me when I was just a kid. Kept me on after I went through training.”

“You have to train to be a wrangler?” Grace asks.

“It’s not required but Mr. Clayton paid for it so I figured, why not? Might as well learn from the best.”

“There’s a school you go to?”

“Sure, same as the men and women you must have ran into when you got taken into the system.” He glances at Grace. “Yeah, I heard about that. Too bad you fell for that old trick. You get lured there by someone who didn’t like you?”

“I didn’t even know her, really. My friend talked me into going at the last minute.” Grace thinks about Destiny for the first time since she came to Alabama. The last she saw of her friend was on the street in Athens, not long before Clayton won her from her former owner.

“We’re here,” Josiah says as he pulls into a parking lot of a strip shopping center. Grace glances at the signs displayed above the storefronts but nothing makes any sense to her. “Where are we going?” she asks.

“The vet,” Josiah says simply. “Gotta get your birth control updated.”

“And they do that at a vet’s office?”

“Don’t make any trouble, Grace. Mr. Clayton is going to ask for a full report when we get back. Don’t make this into a thing.”

Grace looks at him and nods. She doesn’t want to anger her owner any more than she did when she inadvertently implicated Lisa for sharing information she shouldn’t have. Grace vows to keep her mouth shut and get the ordeal behind her as quickly as possible - the last time she was implanted with birth control was right after she was abducted by lottery at the Beaumont Processing Facility almost six months ago and the pain the procedure caused her is still fresh in her mind.

She waits for Josiah to come around to her side of the cab to help her navigate climbing down from the seat in her restraints. She blushes as she looks at the pedestrians walking around the parking lot and storefronts, all fully clothed and obviously free. She has become largely used to being naked at all times except when she’s the only one who is without clothes, something she never has to deal with at the Clayton plantation. Only in public settings like this does her status as a slave impact her state of mind. She follows her wrangler into the vet’s office and takes a seat in the waiting room while he stands at the counter.

The other people waiting to see the vet are all dressed, all holding animals, and all staring at her in her slave hardware and chains. She lowers her eyes but feels their stares nonetheless. When Josiah sits next to her, it’s all she can do not to lean against him and bury her head behind his shoulder. She maintains her upright posture to the extent that her chains permit and waits in abject silence and humiliation. She glances at the clock on the receptionists desk to note the time and watches as it crawls by while all the others are served first. Even an owner of a golden retriever who came in after them is ushered in ahead of them as the poor dog was injured and needed immediate treatment, according to the nurse who explained the situation to her wrangler.

“We’ll get to yours as soon as we can,” the woman explains to Josiah before she disappears behind the door to the back rooms. Grace looks at Josiah with all the weight of her existence bearing down on her but he just shrugs and goes back to perusing the internet on his phone.

“Josiah,” the nurse says at last and they stand up together. Grace shuffles through the door behind her wrangler and down a long corridor with doors on each side, most open with animals on gurneys, their owners holding them and offering comfort.

“The doctor will be with you in just a few minutes,” the nurse says as she opens a door to what looks like slightly more than an exam room but Grace ignores her growing concern. When the door closes and she’s alone with Josiah she decides to address her fears with him.

“The last time this was done I screamed,” she whispers. “Is there any way to make it less painful?”

“We can put you under, I suppose,” he offers and she looks up at him and nods.

“You can?”

“I’ll make sure to say something,” he says without looking up from his phone.

With no clock in the exam room, Grace wonders if time has slowed or if she’s just that worked up by the prospect of having another incision in her hip. She tries to distract herself by allowing her mind to wonder about Destiny and why she was in Athens and how she came to be sitting on that bus stop bench when the exam room door suddenly opens and a man in white coat enters.

“Good to see you, Josiah,” the man says in a jovial tone. “And who do we have here?”

“This is Grace, Doc,” the wrangler answers. “Can you knock her out?”

“Of course,” the vet says as he pats the exam table. “Climb up here, girl.” Then he steps back. “Actually, Josiah, you should remove her restraints. It’ll make it a lot easier on both of us.”

Grace offers her hands to her wrangler and he uses his key to unlock each of her five locking restraints. She climbs onto the exam table and lies face down but the vet instructs her to roll over.

“We’ll need you on your back to start, girl,” he says as he picks up a face mask with a hose attached. “Breathe deeply into the mask.”

Grace is unconscious in seconds.

“You back with us, Grace?” Josiah asks as Grace opens her eyes and groans. Her head is throbbing and her belly hurts. She looks down to find two incisions, one on each hip. “You okay to stand up?” She nods but is feeling groggy and shakes her head.

“Why did they put in two?” she asks, slurring her words.

“Two what?” Josiah asks.

“Two birth control capsules or whatever they insert.” Grace looks at him in confusion.

“We didn’t put in another cartridge, Grace. We neutered you.” He glances at his phone. “Tubal ligation, so you still have your ovaries and your uterus. You should be thankful for that. A full hysterectomy is a lot more painful.”

“Oh,” she whispers, fighting tears and losing. She keeps her head bowed as he reattaches her restraining chains. “So, I’m sterile now?”

“Afraid so, but it’ll be a lot easier for you in the long run.”

“Oh, okay,” she says without really knowing what else to say. She wants to scream at him that this so unfair, that she wasn’t even told, wasn’t consulted, had no idea what was really going to happen, that he misled her about what they were doing here in the first place, and how could she have what amounted to surgery in a veterinarian's office in a grimy strip shopping center of all places? She wanted to beat on his chest with her fists until he acknowledged her humanity and the injustice of what was just done to her without her knowledge or permission and how the futility of her outrage was perhaps the greatest injustice of all. She wanted to rail to god in heaven but she just shuffled along behind him, naked and alone and now less than a woman than she was an hour ago. She wanted so much and had nothing at all.

Nothing.


9 - A New Arrival

“It was inevitable, Grace,” Tess tells her. The two girls are lying in Grace’s bed having just made love to each other. Grace didn’t cum but she didn’t expect to. She just sought out her friend because she needed to be comforted, which is what Tess is doing. Just not as well as Grace would like now that she’s talking instead of just holding and caressing her.

“So you’ve said,” Grace sniffs.

“You’re actually lucky. I had my ovaries removed which fucks with your hormones. You probably won’t notice any difference.”

“You did?” Grace asks, trying but struggling to be sympathetic.

“Oh, I think so,” Tess says. “I mean, this is such a weird place to be wondering about whether or not you’re attracted to someone, given how little control you have over who you’re with. But I noticed a difference, for sure.”

“I still don’t understand why it was such a big deal,” Grace says bringing the conversation back to herself. “Why not just keep updating my birth control?”

Tess strokes Grace’s face. “My owner who had me spayed took the time to explain it to me. He said it all goes back to the early eighteen hundreds when the Confederacy was still part of the United States. That’s when they outlawed the slave trade which had been the source of slaves for hundreds of years up until then. Once the supply of new slaves from Africa dried up, it became profitable to breed slaves and that became a side business for a lot of slave owners. But they had a long term perspective on the breeding business back then. They could wait for the babies to grow up so they could sell them off, is the way he put it.”

“That’s horrible,” Grace says with her hand over her mouth.

“Yeah, I know. But when they revived slavery in the nineteen-sixties, they opened up the slave trade again, just not officially. It’s a lot cheaper to take young women that someone else has gone to all the trouble of birthing and raising, either because they’re poor or from up north, so that’s what they do. And since it’s so easy to get new slaves, no one wants to risk us getting pregnant. I think most owners see birth control as just a stop gap that the processing centers do to give the ultimate owner a chance to make it permanent.”

“Well, it still sucks,” Grace whispers. “Athough Josiah said something strange when we were driving home.”

“What did he say?” Tess asks.

“He said that I can still have babies, even with my own eggs because they just tied my tubes. Why would he say that? That’s never going to happen as long as I’m here.”

“I don’t know,” Tess says in an unconvincing manner. Grace thinks about pressing her on it but decides not to. “On another note, I heard from the cook that we’re getting another slave soon.”

“A replacement for Lisa?” Grace asks rhetorically. “That didn’t take long.”

“Yeah, and I’m not sure why, seeing as Mr. L only fucks one of us at a time. He seems to want a full stable all the same.”

“So my time as his favorite is about to end?” Grace says feeling oddly sad, at least to her.

“Maybe,” Tess says. “Are you unhappy about it? We’ll be able to sleep together if he takes a shine to the new girl.” Tess has bemoaned the fact that she has to sleep alone while Grace sleeps with their owner every night.

“I don’t know,” Grace admits. “Maybe. It’s pretty weird, to be honest. After what he put Lisa through I was ready to despise him for being so cruel to her and making it seem like my fault.”

“It was your fault, Grace.”

“I know but that’s not the point I’m trying to make, Tess,” she says vehemently. “I wanted to hate him but I just couldn’t. He makes love to me - every night. It’s hard to hate someone who doesn’t just use me the way all the club members did, or torture me like Anderson did. Mr. Clayton acts as if he loves me when we’re in bed together. I know he doesn’t, obviously, but it’s really hard not to be moved by something like that.”

Tess eyes her friend and smiles. “Sounds an awful lot like you’re in love with him, Grace.” She raises her eyebrows.

“I know it sounds that way but I’m not that stupid, Tess.” She hugs her friend. “If anything, I love you, you know?”

“If anything? What’s that supposed to mean, Grace?” She leans away from the girl and frowns. “I love you. Don’t you know that?”

Grace cringes and feels her eyes welling with tears. “No, I love you, Tess, I really do. It’s just, you know. It’s so dangerous to admit. As soon as we make it obvious, who knows what Mr. Clayton will do, just to torment us? He might even sell you just to make me miserable. And Mary, too. With all the shit he puts her though, it would be something he’d get a sick, twisted thrill about.”

Tess shakes her head. “I’m pretty sure he won’t do that. Breaking us up would be stupid financially because we’re worth a lot more as a matched set than we would be separately. He may be cruel in his own way but he’s not stupid.”

The girls hug each other having talked themselves out and fall asleep in each other’s arms.

Dinner brings not one unexpected newcomer but three, at least to Grace. Not only has a new slave arrived, although she wasn’t shipped in a crate, but Clayton’s two sons arrived home from college. Carl, the older one, strikes Grace as a carbon copy of his father - tall and handsome with a full beard and a commanding presence. His younger brother Tyler is a freshman at university and looks relieved to be home. He’s shorter than his brother and not nearly as attractive. To Grace he looks forlorn and a little lost, although he eyes the twins with undisguised lust while virtually ignoring Grace and the others.

“I’d like to welcome Winifred to our household,” Mr. Clayton announces at dinner. He must have arranged with Josiah to seat the new slave to his right where Grace sat since she arrived at the plantation. “Winny comes to us from the Lexington Auction House by way of Beaumont, another lottery winner just like Grace. You two likely have a lot in common.” He smiles at Grace, noticing her for the first time since they all sat down to eat. The senior Clayton, master of the house, introduces his new slave to his sons and his existing stable by each of their names. The girl strikes Grace as conceited and full of herself.

“Does that mean the twins are available for homecoming weekend, Dad?” Tyler asks with undisguised desperation. Grace is embarrassed for him.

“I’ve got dibs on Tess and Mary,” Carl informs his younger brother. “I told you that, numbnuts.” He winks at Tess and she smiles but Grace can tell it’s forced. Mary doesn’t look up from her plate.

“Where are you from, originally,” Mr. Clayton asks Winifred.

“Massachusetts, sir.” The girl smiles at her owner as if they were on a date. “I was a student at The Ohio State University.”

“Good football team,” Carl says to no one in particular. “Not that they’d stand a chance against our Crimson Tide.”

“We have the Tide to thank for winning Grace this year,” Mr. Clayton says to his younger son. “She’s yours if you want to take her back to school for the weekend, boy.”

Tyler glances at Grace but frowns before he turns back to his father. “Thank you, sir,” he says without a shred of sincerity.

“She’ll be a hit at the frat party, Ty,” Carl says with a sneer. “Just don’t come anywhere near me and you’ll be fine.” He leers at Tess again but the girl doesn’t bother to hide her discomfort. Grace catches her friend’s eye but the twin just subtly shakes her head.

“I heard you recently got rid of Lisa, Dad,” Carl says as he finishes his steak. “I thought you just got her back.”

“I did, but she wasn’t the same, so I sold her to the Masons. Shipped her out just this morning,” Clayton says casually.

“Seriously? I thought she was your favorite for a while,” the son adds.

“Times change, son. You know that.” The elder Clayton wipes his mouth and pushes back from the table. “And now I will be taking Winny for a little spin to see how she handles.” He offers the new slave his hand and she takes it while blushing profusely. Grace feels as if she’ll be sick.

“Come on, numbnuts,” Carl says to his brother. “Let’s hit the road so we can get back to campus before dark.”

“We’re not staying the night?” Tyler asks as he pushes away from the dining room table.

“Fuck that, I got shit to do. And we only got the girls for the weekend. Trust me, you don’t want to waste a night here.” He laughs and turns to Tess. “Fucking freshmen,” he says and she smiles gamely.

“Come on, then,” Tyler says to Grace with no enthusiasm. Grace follows him to the front vestibule where the five young people, two scions of the house and three naked sex slaves exit the house and walk toward a black SUV. As the group piles into the vehicle, the front door of the mansion opens and Josiah exits.

“Mr. Clayton,” he says to Carl. “You really should restrain them for the journey.” He holds up a fistful of restraining chains. Carl groans but exits the drive’s seat and takes the chains from the wrangler. He motions for the girls to get back out of their seats and tosses one of the chains to his brother.

“You know how to do this, right?” he asks his brother in a tone that makes Grace wonder if the younger Clayton is familiar with the process of restraining slaves. Tyler kneels at her feet and attaches the chains to her shackles, leaving Grace to ponder if she’ll be restrained all weekend.

“Leashes are in the back, Mr. Clayton,” Josiah tells the elder son.

“Thanks, Josiah.”

Grace looks at Tess from behind Carl. She glances back at her and shrugs.

“Do you both go to Alabama?” Grace asks Tyler. He nods. “Carl’s a junior but I just started in September.”

“So, you’re about eighteen?” she asks him.

“Last month. I was one of the youngest kids in my graduating class in high school.”

“And you always have to act like it, right, numbnuts?” Carl asks with a laugh from behind the wheel.

“Go fuck yourself, Carl,” Tyler grumbles barely loud enough for Grace to hear him.

“What was that, numbnuts?” Carl growls, suddenly incensed. Tess leans over and strokes his thigh.

“Can I do something for you, Carl?” she asks in a sexy tone. She glances back at Grace and smiles. “I know how much you missed me,” she purrs almost kissing his ear.

“Fuck, Tess. You trying to get us all arrested? Or killed?” He looks at Tess for a second and Grace sees his anger has melted away due to the power of a woman’s voice, something she’s not quite used to. Although she’s been with dozens of men sexually in the last six months, she’s still almost completely unschooled in the language of love and sex. Tess, clearly, is quite fluent.

“What classes are you taking?” Grace asks Tyler. She weighs whether it makes sense to mention that she was planning on starting college the same time Tyler did. Would her bringing up her dashed hopes and dreams ruin his mood? Does she care? He’s got her for the weekend, whatever that entails, so she decides discretion is in order and keeps her history to herself.

“My dad thinks I should study engineering like he did, but I suck at math so I’m mostly taking humanities like history and sociology.”

“Do you like the professors?”

“You mostly get grad students in freshman lectures, but it’s been pretty interesting so far.”

“Do they offer courses on the history of slavery?” Grace asks throwing caution to the wind.

“Yeah, but not to start out. That’s more upper level stuff according to the catalog.” He looks at her for the first time since dinner. “You’re really pretty,” he whispers.

“Thanks.” She doesn’t know how to respond - it hasn’t been much of an issue since she was abducted. She turns away briefly but she feels his eyes on her and she knows she’s blushing. Finally, she decides to meet his gaze and he looks away. She faces forward again and smiles to herself. The last time she felt like this with a boy her own age was in chemistry class with Mike Broward, although that went nowhere when he took a petite junior with big boobs to the prom.

She feels a sudden stab of loss that her life will never be that innocent again, even if it was tragically painful at the time.

“Can I inquire what your plan is for the weekend?” Grace asks without looking at her owner’s son.

“There’s a mixer tonight at my dorm and the homecoming party tomorrow at the fraternity I’m pledging. We’ll probably go to both.”

“Am I going as your date?” Grace asks and is surprised when Tyler looks at her with sad eyes.

“No, not exactly,” he says in an apologetic tone. She decides to drop it.

They ride in silence for the rest of the trip to the school. Grace looks out her window with little interest until they reach the campus, which reminds her of visits to Ohio State almost a year ago. Her mood darkens again. 

“First stop, frosh dorm,” Carl announces when they pull up outside a nondescript three story building on campus. Tyler opens the door and waits for Grace to slide over and helps her climb out. He removes her restraining chains but attaches a leash to her collar. “It’s required on campus, unless you’d rather wear the chains.” She shakes her head.

“See you tomorrow, numbnuts,” Carl says with a smirk as he guns the engine, spraying them gravel that barely misses them.

“Asshole,” Tyler grumbles as he walks Grace to the front door and unlocks it. “You’ll be staying in my room,” he explains as they enter the lobby of the dorm. Other students, male and female, stop talking to gawk at the naked slave suddenly in their midsts and Grace lowers her head instinctively. She follows along behind Tyler keeping her eyes on his shoes. They come to a staircase and he leads her to the second floor and a door, presumably to his dorm room. He unlocks it and motions for her to enter ahead of him.

“We can dispense with the leash when we’re inside the room but when we go down to the basement for the mixer, I’ll have to reattach it.” He unclips it from her collar and motions for her to sit on his bed. “Are you thirsty or anything?” he asks. She looks up when he sits at the small desk next to his bed and shakes her head. “Hungry?”

“We just ate dinner,” she tells him gently. Is he nervous? She glances at the other bed across the narrow room. “Do you have a roommate?” she asks.

“Yeah, but he’s home for the weekend, so we have the room to ourselves.” She waits but he looks away again. She realizes he is very uncomfortable being alone with her. It’s an easy decision as to what to do next in Grace’s mind.

“Would you like to fuck me?” she asks in an offhanded tone.

He looks at her, his expression unreadable. “I would, if that’s okay,” he says softly without smiling.

“Of course.” She leans back and away from him on the narrow bed and pats the space next to her. He rises from the chair and begins to remove his clothes while keeping his eyes on her. As he unbuttons his shirt, his eyes shift down her body, stopping briefly on her breasts and then moving down to her cleft. She spreads her legs for him and he keeps his focus on her pussy until he’s naked.

“Would you like me to suck you first?” she asks fully aware for the first time that she’s with someone her own age who is probably much less experienced than she is at sex. He shakes his head but slides onto the bed next to her and leans in to kiss her mouth. She lets him initiate the meeting of their tongues, which he does with a bit of charmingly awkward exuberance that she accepts without resistance. His insistence on forcing his tongue as far into her mouth as possible makes her smile at last and she pulls away from him. He looks at her, his expression either confusion or unease until she reaches for his face with her hands and kisses him while holding him at bay. She nibbles his lips, licking them playfully, darting her tongue into his mouth but withdrawing before he can react. His urgency under control, she lets him regain the lead and leans back on the pillow to accept him.

He kisses her mouth but quickly slides his body down to kiss her breasts, one after the other. He sucks her nipple into his mouth and bites it a little too hard but she doesn’t resist, gasping instead and cupping the back of his neck with her hand. When he bites her other nipple too hard again, she pulls away and whispers, “Be gentle, please.”

He looks at her, chagrinned. She smiles sympathetically and caresses his cheek. “Have you been with other slaves before?” she asks gently. He shakes his head. “With anyone?” He shakes his head again and she kisses him deeply. He reaches for her breasts with his hand and squeezes it a bit too hard but she sighs into his mouth and he lets go. She takes his hand and places it on her breasts but holds it so that he just lightly massages her hard nub with his palm. He backs away and smile.

“We have all the time in the world,” she whispers and he nods. “You don’t have to rush at all.”

“I’ve been waiting for this moment for a long time,” he tells her as he plays with her nipple.

“Why is that? Why did you wait?”

“I’ll tell you after,” he says, climbing onto her body. She reaches down and grasps his manhood to position his head at the opening of her folds. She’s wet for him and he is impossibly hard for her. She eases him into her and gasps and opens her eyes wide just to please him. He smiles and sinks into her, their bodies meeting, his chest pressing against her breasts, his face just above hers, watching, taking it all in, memorizing the moment. She smiles for him and kisses him again, lovingly, gently, holding his body when he tries to move. She holds him still.

“Slowly at first,” she whispers as she loosens her grip and he begins to flex his hips, withdrawing quickly until she gentles him again. She guides him with her hands and arms and legs, easing him into a slow and steady rhythm. He tries again and again to up the tempo but she slows him each time, bringing him back to the languid, deliberate tempo she knows will prolong the experience for both of them.

At last he understands and she can give him control. He penetrates her again and again with an easy, delicious calmness that coaxes tiny moans and heartfelt gasps of pleasure from deep within her. She closes her eyes and arches her neck against the pillow, hooking her ankles around his thighs to signal that now he can have his way with her. He increases the strength and urgency of his thrusts which she rewards with ever-increasing spasms of need and insistence.

“Fuck me, Tyler,” she whispers. “Fuck me and cum inside me.”

He does, and it is extraordinary.


10 - A Complication

After dozing for a time unknown to Grace, the two awaken and kiss as lovers. To Grace’s mind, Tyler is her first lover of any consequence - his father clearly doesn’t and didn’t love her, even though that’s no requirement for lovemaking to happen. James, who drove her from the auction house to her first owners didn’t love her even if he made something approximating love with her. No one else of her many, many sexual partners comes to mind. For her - and who else matters, really? - her tryst with Tyler is her first experience with true lovemaking, for what it’s worth. To Grace, that’s enough for now.

“Do you want to go downstairs to the mixer?” he asks when they break from luxuriating in each other’s tender kisses.

“If I hadn’t been taken,” Grace responds with little hesitation, “I would be a freshman myself at Ohio State.” She leaves it there to see if he’s quick enough to understand what she’s telling him.

“You’d like to see what it’s like?” he asks with a shy smile.

“If that’s okay with you.” When he nods she wants to kiss him hard but she refrains. He rolls off the narrow bed to dress, pulling on the same clothes he wore before, and is ready in short order. Grace asks if she can use the bathroom and he motions for her to go left out his dorm room door. “No leash?” she asks.

“When you get back,” he says with a hint of embarrassment. She wonders why he’s so reluctant to enforce the rules set by the institution itself.

Grace pokes her head out the door and sees a couple of young men talking at the end of the hallway where she assumes the bathroom exists and puts on her best face to walk toward them. They stop talking as soon as she exits the room and watch her without commenting until she disappears into the lavatory. She notes the presence of urinals and assumes that either the floor or the entire dorm is all-male and wonders briefly if there will be coeds at the mixer. She pees and wipes, washes her hands, and exits without looking but knowing immediately that the same two pairs of eyes are scanning her as she hurries back to Tyler’s room. She knocks and tries the knob but hears him say it’s open as she turns it and slips inside.

“All set?” he asks as he holds up the clip on the leash. She leans forward for him to attach it to her collar.

“Why doesn’t it lock?” she asks.

Tyler shrugs. “No idea.” He opens the door and motions her to precede him into the hall. She glances briefly at the end of the hall again but her two admirers are gone.

“Is this a coed dorm?” she asks when they reach the stair.

“They all are these days. This one has men on this floor and women on the first floor. Some suites in the upper-class dorms are coed from what I understand.” She felt a twinge of regret that she would never get to experience the chaos that young women must face when living with male roommates, but she quickly dismissed such thoughts as trivial. She’s determined to enjoy the experience she’s being afforded no matter how strange and nerve-wracking it suddenly looms in her mind.

“Do you drink?” Tyler asks when they reach the main floor but keep going down to the lower level.

“I’ve only had wine but I’m not a big fan,” Grace says passing a couple on their way up who stare at her without trying to hide their surprise and fascination. She feels a slight tug on her leash as Tyler moved behind her to allow the couple to pass them on the stairs.

“Sorry,” he says quietly.

“No worries.” She waits for him to fall in beside her until they reach the landing. The noise from the party fills Grace with a strange mix of joy and dread, the anticipation of a new and unexpected experience that she’d largely given up on - interacting with people her own age. Tyler leads her through a doorway and she’s confronted by a crowd of first-year college students doing all the things she’d imagined they would be doing - talking, laughing, drinking, dancing. Normal. Until they see Grace and everything stops except the music.

“Hey, Tyler,” one girl says as she walks up to him while keeping her eyes on Grace. “What’s going on here?”

“She’s on loan from my father,” Tyler says sounding so apologetic that Grace wants to crawl into a hole. She scans the faces of the crowd and fights off her tears. She turns to Tyler - he’s looking at her with mild terror in his eyes as well.

“Mind if I take her off your hands for a minute?” the girl asks with a sly smile. “Come on, hun,” she says as she snatches the leash out of Tyler’s hand and walks toward a collection of chairs and sofas at the far end of the room. “What’s your name, hun?”

“Grace.” She shouts to be heard over the blaring country music, all eyes following her as she crosses the room, the dancers staring and parting to allow the two girls, one leashed and naked except for her slave hardware, passage through the crowd. The dancers get back to dancing as the group sitting in the seating area becomes aware of the approach of a slave girl with long blond hair.

“Hey, Francine, whatcha got there?” one of the girls on the sofa yells with a huge smile.

“She’s Tyler’s, or his dad’s, I guess. You here for homecoming weekend, hun?”

“Yes,” Grace manages as she takes in the stares of shock from the girls and the unabashed leers of the boys.

“She do tricks or what?” another girl asks without smiling. “Can she sit up and beg?”

“Barb, that’s disgusting,” a fourth girl screams, slapping the rude one lightly on the arm.

“Well, she damn well better keep her fucking hands off my Ralphie,” the rude girl says as she grips the arm of the boy sitting next to her. “Fucking sex slaves,” she says loud enough for Grace to hear over the music.

“Like it’s her fault,” Francine shouts at the rude girl.

“Slavery is so over,” one of the boys says with sudden, ginned-up bravado. “There’s a law making its way through the legislature as we speak…” The group erupts into a cacophony of conversations at once, leaving Grace to the attention of Francine who yanks gently on her leash.

“Come on, you must be thirsty,” the girl says to Grace as she literally drags her to a card table with stacks of red Solo cups. “You’re allowed to drink, right?”

“I guess so,” Grace says honestly - it’s never been an issue.

“Well, if anyone asks, you’re eighteen so it’s legal either way.”

“Eighteen is the drinking age down here?”

“Of course, hun. You think we’d let our boys die for their country without tying one on?” She laughs a little too hard at her own joke and Grace waits as she fills the cup from the hose attached to a silver keg.

“So, what’s it like? Francine asks as she hands Grace the full cup of beer. “You get laid all the time, right?”

“Pretty much,” Grace admits.

“God, I’d love that, sure enough,” Francine says with a loud laugh. “Course, I don’t think I’d have anyone beating down my door even if I was naked like you.” She turns her plus-sized body one way and the other in a parody of a runway model. Grace smiles apologetically. “I’d kill for a body like yours.”

Grace doesn’t know what to say so she sips her beer. She’s tasted beer before and still hates it but she’s grateful for any distractions as a crowd begins to gather around her. Suddenly, Tyler appears to retake control of her leash.

“Hey, no fair,” Francine whines without putting up any resistance. “You take care, hun,” she says to Grace as she fakes annoyance with Tyler and wanders off.

“You okay?” he asks Grace and she nods.

“Yeah, I’m fine,” she says not sure if it’s true. She’s mortified but doesn’t want to leave when they just arrived - she’s made it this far and doesn’t want to squander an opportunity she might not get again.

“Hey, Tyler, old buddy,” says a tall, muscular redhead with a square face as he puts his arm around the smaller man’s shoulders. “What’s up with the naked babe, pal?” His dark-haired friend merely leers at Grace with glassy eyes.

“She’s my dad’s,” Tyler says with much more authority but Grace wonders if it’s going to have any impact on the clearly inebriated pair. 

“Mind if I cop a feel?” the redhead says as he mauls Grace’s breast.

“Fuck off, Gary,” Tyler yells at the larger boy who turns on him instantly.

“What’s your problem, shithead?” Gary growls. “She’s fucking sex slave, dickwad. It’s her fucking job.” Two boys jump up from the sofa to restrain Gary who shrugs them off and fades away muttering about needing another beer.

“Maybe we should go,” Tyler says but Grace puts her hand on his arm.

“I’d really like to stay for a little while. Maybe we could sit?” She nods at the sofa where the two men were sitting but have also disappeared into the crowd.

“Okay, but not too long,” he says and she smiles, wanting to kiss him but thinking better of it at the last moment.

They sit on the sofa but Grace remains the center of attention with several coeds asking where she’s from and how old she is. The male students just stare at her, their eyes daring down to her breasts whenever she turned her attention away from their eyes. Grace notices their stares but doesn’t find it too bothersome. Overall, she’s enjoying the attention and the effects of the beer.

“Rooney?” a voice emerges from the crowd. “Is that you?”

Grace looks up and sees Brianne Bailey, one of the girls that attended the weekend trip to the Beaumont Processing Facility six months ago that led to Grace’s abduction. She stares at the girl with fear in her eyes and shakes her head slightly. She grasps the leash that hangs from her collar to emphasize the point - don’t make a scene.

“No, I think you’re confusing me with someone else,” Grace states with all the authority she can summon. Brianne, whom Grace didn’t know well in high school, takes a few seconds to assess the situation and nods.

“Yeah, sorry,” the girl says before walking away.

“What was that all about?” Tyler asks her.

Grace shrugs. “I have no idea.” She glances at him and to her relief sees no further interest in pursuing his inquiry.

Grace answers questions from the students sitting in the seating area who are fascinated by the slave in their midst. She guesses that they come from middle-class circumstances and have had little direct contact with slaves in the course of their lives. They are polite, for the most part, and some express sympathy for Grace’s plight which she acknowledges but doesn’t dwell on.

All the while, Grace keeps an eye out for Brianne who has distanced herself but keeps staring at Grace from across the room. Grace watches her with concern - she’s aware that Destiny, her best friend from high school is in the South presumably looking for Grace. The last she saw her was in Athens, Georgia just before the September Fourth celebration of the Confederate Independence Day.

“Ready to go?” Tyler says during a lull in the discussion and Grace agrees. She’s had her fill of being a novelty for the students but is grateful for the opportunity to experience a college party just the same. She stands up from the sofa with her owner’s son and the odd duo make their way with less disruption of the festivities than when they arrived but still drawing attention as they cross the room to the stairwell.

“Thank you for that,” Grace says as she touches Tyler’s arm while they ascend the stairs. “I really appreciate it.” She looks at him and cocks an eyebrow, a promise of more appreciation to come. He smiles and ducks his head, still embarrassed by the situation but Grace notices the bulge in his trousers. She stops him on the deserted main floor landing and touches his face with one hand to kiss him while touching his bulge with her other hand.

They waste no more time getting back to his room.


11 - A Disappointment

Grace and Tyler spend all of Saturday morning in his room making love. The young man’s capacity for sex is exceeded only by the sex slave’s willingness to accommodate him and his unending desire for her.

“Do you want to go to the game?” he asks around noon.

“What do you want to do?” she counters, making him smile.

“Do you always answer a question with another question?” He plays with her nipple as they sit on his bed, his essence leaking out of her and soaking the already ruined bedding.

“I’ve been trained to please the people who own me, so it’s kind of second nature at this point. In the past when I’ve been asked about almost anything, it’s always clear to me that the person asking already made the decision and is just being polite. Although why they feel any need to be polite to a slave is beyond my comprehension.”

“It’s really terrible what happened to you,” Tyler says with what appears to Grace to be heartfelt sincerity.

“If it hadn’t happened, we never would have met.” She touches his face and leans in to kiss him. “And I’m glad we did.”

“Still, it’s a shame it had to be like this.” He sits back and looks at her. “You really are quite something, you know that? I mean, I can’t imagine what I’m going to hear around the dorm when you go home tomorrow.”

“What’s tonight going to be like?” Grace asks, ready to change the subject before she drifts into a funk.

“I have no idea. I’m pledging the fraternity so I won’t have a lot of say about how things go,” he says with an implied apology.

Grace stiffens. “You’ll leave me here?”

“What? No, you’re coming with me. It’s a big deal for anyone who can to bring…” He hesitates. “Someone like you to the party.”

“Sex slave, Tyler. You can say it. I know what I am.” She deadpans and he bows his head.

“I still don’t like saying it, almost as much as I don’t like that it’s the way things are.”

To steer the conversation away from the emotions that she feared would make things even more difficult for them, Grace asks, "Are you dating anyone?"

“Me? No. I’m not what you would call dateable.” He shakes his head.

“Well, I think that began to change last night,” she says as she leans forward and kisses him again, deeper than before. “And if we skip the game and spend all day in here, that will only enhance your reputation as a very dateable young man.” She kisses him again and pushes him down on his back. She lowers her head to take his dick into her mouth and he moans, not in protest for he’s fully erect almost as soon as her lips touch him. He moans because even though he was a virgin just twenty-four hours ago, Grace's thoughtful instruction has taught him the importance of verbal communication between lovers. Even if words are not used.

“Will you be with me for any of the party?” Grace asks as they walk toward the fraternity in the dark. She can’t hide her nerves and doesn’t think she should - she wants him to know how she feels.

“At first, I’ll be right there with you.” He’s holding her leash as they walk through the campus quad to Fraternity Row. “And Carl will be there the whole time.”

“Won’t he have Tess and Mary to look after?” she asks.

“He lives upstairs at the frat so he might keep them in the room for a lot of the party. I’ll tell him that you’re counting on him to keep an eye on you.”

When they arrive at the fraternity, Grace is both impressed and riddled with anxiety. The structure is imposing and intimidating with a large portico supported by four white columns. The staircases on either side of the portico are filled with partygoers as is the balcony overlooking the front entrance. Tyler walks Grace toward the lower level to the whoops and hollers of those looking down on them from the balcony.

“Hey, pledge,” someone yells. “Drop your slave off inside and get out back for your first assignment.” Grace turns to look at Tyler with undisguised concern.

“I’ll find Carl before I let you go, Grace,” he assures her. She is not reassured.

Inside the entrance, the large room is teeming with revelers and music is playing at high volume. The place already smells of beer and the linoleum floor beneath Grace’s feet is somewhere between wet and sticky. Tyler seems as reluctant as she is to venture into the crowd but he raises his hand and shouts at his brother. Carl has the twins, Tess and Mary, leashed as well.

“Hey, bro,” he says with a greeting that surprises Grace with its exuberance. “Glad you finally made it,” he says as he claps his younger brother on the back. The girls just watch and wait but Tess catches Grace’s eye and smiles warmly.

“I got your girl,” Carl tells Tyler as he takes her leash from him. Tyler gives it up reluctantly but his brother is insistent. Grace wonders if she’ll see him again before the night is through.

“Let’s go, girls,” Carl says as he puts all three leashes in one hand and grabs a beer from the bar. “Once around the main floor just to let everyone know we’re here, then we’ll head downstairs and get you situated.” Grace looks at Tess with concern but the girl just shrugs and mouths, ‘What can we do?’

Carl leads the girls up the stairs to the main floor, which is almost elegant in its decor and furnishings with formal portraits lining the walls that aren’t stuffed with leather-bound books. The crowd is different as well, filled with a more diverse group of people of all ages. Alumni couples dot the crowd with gray hair and unstylish clothes, mixed in with frat brothers and their dates in various stages of inebriation.

The crowd is much less intimidated by the presence of naked slaves than at the dorm the night before, although most people take note of the fact that three of them are being wrangled by one man, who is clearly enjoying the attention. Carl slaps colleagues on the back and laughs uproariously at whispered jokes. Grace watches the crowd watching her and the twins. The women seem less enthused the older they are but the men seem to be overwhelmed by their presence.

After making the rounds on the main floor Carl walks the group downstairs for another circuit around the ground floor. The music is lowder, crowd is younger and drunker, and the stares she’s getting from the men verge on predatory. Carl doesn’t spend as much time as upstairs and before long announces that it’s time to get the girls set up.

“What does that mean, exactly?” Tess asks as he walks them back to the stairwell.

“Oh, you’ll see,” he says with a smile that sends a chill up Grace’s spine. He directs them to continue walking ahead of him as they descend the stairs into the darkness.

The basement is unfinished, with cinderblock walls and a concrete floor. Metal poles are positioned in two rows of four, presumably to hold up the floor above them. The music carries but it is eerily quiet compared to the party room above and largely deserted. Four men in custodial uniforms are working on something around the poles when one of them looks at Grace and then at Carl.

“She ready?” he asks Carl who nods and hands her leash to the workman. The workman walks Grace to the pole and reaches for two chains, one longer than the other with carabiners on each end.

Grace swallows and looks back at Tess who is being attended to by another workman, as is her sister. Carl is watching and smiling. Grace catches Tess’s eye but she looks away, which is not like her. Grace begins to shake.

“Hands behind your back,” the workman says to Grace and she has no choice but to comply. He attaches the longer chain to both of the eyes in her manacles, locking her hands behind her and tight against each other. Grace knows from experience that using one hook to attach both manacles will put undue pressure on her shoulders before too long and she wonders why she’s being made to suffer so unnecessarily.

“Over here,” the workman directs her toward the pole. She notices for the first time a hook slightly higher than the top of her head. “You’re a tall one,” the workman says to her but she doesn’t respond. He threads the chain through the hook from what Grace can tell by watching the same thing happening to Tess right across from her on another pole. She feels her own workman hook the chain to the back of her collar which effectively pins her back against the pole and raises her arms behind her putting even more pressure on her shoulders. Her leash hangs between her breasts, the loop at the end of it on the floor.

“One more item to add,” the workman says to Grace as she takes the short chain and kneels at her feet behind the pole. She can’t see him - her head is held in place by her collar but she can watch Tess. The shorter chain is attached to her shackles forcing her feet to straddle the pole at an awkward angle. She is effectively pinned in place with her back flat against the pole.

She waits and watches as Carl approaches her. He bends to whisper in her ear. “Won’t be so bad, Grace. A couple of hours or so at most.”

“Why?” Grace asks in spite of herself.

“Why not? You can see Tess. Doesn’t she look incredible? When we get another few slaves down here to fill out the room we’ll bring the guests down. That’s when the real fun starts.”

Tears fill Grace’s eyes as he walks away and she can only stare at Tess suffering the same fate. She tries to shift her body to ease the strain on her shoulders and does manage to ease the pressure but only at the expense of her legs as they stretch to allow her to rise up on her toes. For the first time in her life, she wishes she was wearing heels.

Three more slaves are marched into the room and attached to poles further into the room from the stairwell. Another two follow and compete the set, all of them chained in place in the same manner and forming a gauntlet of human decoration for the partygoers upstairs.

The sound of footsteps on the wooden staircase sends a shiver up Grace’s spine as the now-raucous crowd descends into the basement to - what? Surely they can’t use her sexually in this position. What is the point?

The first partygoer to arrive at the end of the room walks toward Grace with a huge smirk on his face and a marker in his hand. “Where you from, bitch?” he snarls.

“Ohio,” she says through her tears and fears.

“Ohio, perfect,” he says as he uncaps the marker and writes on her chest above her breasts. He then walks to Tess and repeats the degrading process before moving on to Mary and the others. The people are streaming down the stairs and into the room to gawk and laugh at the helpless slaves.

“Fucking Northern bitches,” one drunk college bro says to her with his arm draped around his equally inebriated date. He leans in and kisses Grace before she realizes what he’s doing. She turns her head to the extent her restraints allow which isn’t much but the drunk’s girlfriend pulls him back and screams at Grace.

“Fucking bitch, keep your filthy hands off my man.” She spits at Grace’s face then laughs incoherently.

“She loves it, babe,” the man slurs as he reaches for Grace’s pussy and fingers her viciously. Grace is powerless to stop him.

“Ralph, don’t touch that skank!” the woman screams as she drags her date away. Only as they leave does Grace recognize the couple from the mixer the night before.

As the woman’s spit drips from her face onto her breast, or maybe it’s her own tears she feels. Grace sags and braces herself for a very long night feeling as lost as she’s ever felt in her life.

~ ~ ~

The siren blares as Destiny pulls the car to the side of the road. Her hands are shaking as she watches the highway patrolman exit his vehicle and walk toward them.

“Don’t say a word, Destiny. Let me do all the talking,” Mrs. Rooney tells her in a whispered command. She opens the glove box to find the registration and insurance card they obtained from the dealer just yesterday.

“License and registration,” the officer states in a flat tone when Destiny rolls down her window. The trembling girl fishes around in her small purse for her wallet while Mrs. Rooney reaches across Destiny’s body to hand him the documents.

“Officer, my stepdaughter is quite nervous as she’s only been driving a short time and this is her first traffic stop.” The woman leans over and smiles as the office bends down to accept the documents she’s handing him. “We’re very sorry if she was violating one of the local traffic ordinances. My husband , her father, is a police officer himself and he’s always going on and on about how it’s so important for the families of the men in uniform to obey the laws to the letter.”

“You’ve got a tail light out on this vehicle ma’am,” the officer says as he hands the documents back to the smiling woman. “I’ll let you go with a warning as a courtesy but get that light fixed today.” He tips his cap and heads back to his vehicle without waiting to see Destiny’s driver’s license which she feared would have changed the entire direction of the encounter, if not the rest of her life.

“Thank you, Mrs. Rooney,” Destiny whispers through her gushing tears. “Thank you.”

“I think it’s time you started calling me Mom, Destiny. Just in case.”

“Yes, ma’am,” the girl says. “I mean, Mom.”

“Thank god we traded in the car before we left,” Mrs. Rooney says with a sigh of relief. “We both had a hand in avoiding disaster today.” She closes the glove box and settles in her seat. “Now, let’s get to Tuscaloosa before they move Grace again. We really lucked out that Brianne did the right thing and called Grace’s father last week.”

“Amen to that, Mom,” Destiny says as she cranks the ignition and pulls onto the road heading west. “Amen to that.”
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1 - The Aftermath

“Is he dead?” Grace Rooney asks. The young man in question - who declared his love for her a few hours ago, as ridiculous as that seems to her now - is lying against an outside wall of the frat house. It’s late on a warm October Saturday evening - Sunday morning, really - in Alabama, deep in the heart of the Confederate States of America.

“No, just drunk,” Carl Clayton says in disgust. “Eighteen years old and he can’t hold his liquor.” He pulls his younger brother Tyler’s inert body up by his arms and hoists him easily over his shoulder as Grace watches. Henry Clayton, the father of Carl and Tyler, owns her. She and two more Clayton-owned slaves, beautiful twin girls, all three naked but for their slave hardware, are standing next to Carl’s SUV. Carl has just collected the girls from the frat house’s basement where they provided a unique form of entertainment for dozens of homecoming party revelers.

“Let’s get him back to his dorm room so he can sleep it off,” Carl says to the slaves he borrowed from his father for the weekend. “We gotta get y’all back to Birmingham by noon tomorrow or they’ll be hell to pay, sure as shit.”

“For you or for us?” asks Tess, one of the twins.

“Both,” Carl says with a smirk. “But it’ll be worse for y’all than for me.”

“Why is he so drunk?” Grace asks, dismayed but confused. Tyler, whom she just met the night before at his father’s plantation, didn’t seem like the type to leave her alone with Carl and disappear for the entire evening.

“He’s a pledge so he did what he was told,” Carl says as he dumps his brother into the back seat of the SUV. “You stay with him, Grace, while I stash Tess and Mary in my room. Then I’ll take you two back to the dorm.” Grace climbs into the front seat of the SUV and looks at Tyler lying on his side in the back seat, still passed out. She turns to watch Carl walk the other two slaves by the leashes attached to their collars toward the fraternity house where Carl rooms. When the unlikely trio disappears through the side door, she turns to look at Tyler again.

She sighs and shakes her head. Was she really so naive as to think that he had feelings for her after one day and night together? He is the son of a slave owner and she is a slave. How could she be so foolish?

“He didn’t throw up, did he?” Carl says when he climbs behind the wheel of the SUV and turns the ignition. “If he messes up my truck I’ll really kill him.” He pulls out of the almost deserted parking lot behind the fraternity house and onto the main road that leads to the freshman dorm.

“Why did he abandon me?” Grace asks, unable to hold back, her voice shaking with emotion.

“I told you, Grace. He’s a pledge and his sponsor had him do all the things we make pledges do, most of which involve drinking. He didn’t have a choice in the matter. Didn’t he tell you?”

“No, he didn’t say a word about it,” Grace says as the tears well up in her eyes again. The two teenagers spent last night and most of the day in Tyler’s dorm room making love, the first time Grace has been with a boy her own age. It was Tyler’s first time, period, and it seemed to make no difference to him that Grace was his father’s sex slave. He treated her like a lover, something she’d never experienced in her six months as a slave in the New Confederacy.

“Why did you do that to us?” Grace asks Carl. “The thing in the basement.”

He glances at her, smiling. “It’s a tradition. Anyone who can, brings a slave to the party and we put them on the poles. I remember the first time I saw it last year. Blew my fucking mind, and my father has owned slaves my whole life. But he never did anything like that.”

“But what’s the attraction? You could have had us just service the guests if you wanted to. Why humiliate us like that?”

He glances at Grace again but he is no longer smiling. “That would be rude to the girls who came to the party. What do you expect them to do? Stand around and wait for their dates to fuck a slave? This way, they can just join in on the fun.”

Grace decides that she’s heard enough and turns away to look out the side window. She’s made this same mistake before, often with disastrous consequences, of forgetting that to these people, the ones who own slaves, she is not a person but a piece of property to be used as they please. Even after six months as a slave, she still has to be reminded.

“Here we are,” Carl says as he pulls up in front of his brother’s dorm. “I’ll carry him but don’t do anything stupid, okay?” Grace turns to look at the young man as if he was mad - what would she do? She’s a thousand miles from Ohio - what she still thinks of as her home - naked, wearing permanent slave hardware - collar, manacles, shackles - and leashed. Carl knows as well as she does that if she tried to escape, she would be caught and executed, hung without a trial, and without much regret or even attention from anyone.

She asked if she could help carry him, eager to demonstrate her willingness to assist.

“It’s easier if I do it, but you’ll get the doors for me.” Carl pulls his brother out of the back seat of the vehicle and rifles through his pockets for his keys, which he hands to Grace. “Unlock the front door.” She runs up the steps and fumbles with the keys while Carl hefts his brother over his shoulder again. She tries a key that doesn’t work as Carl climbs the stairs. “Take your time,” he says with a sarcastic tone.

Finally, the third key works and they enter the dorm’s vestibule. The hallway is deserted but Grace hears voices coming from the stairs and wonders if they will run into anyone on the way to Tyler’s room. Carl seems to handle the dead weight of his brother’s still-inert body with relative ease as Grace follows him up the stairs.

“Turn left at the top of the stairs,” she says. “Then the second door on the left.” Carl eases his brother to the floor as Grace struggles with the keys again, finally opening the door and walking inside. Carl drags his brother by his arms and pulls him onto the bed that Grace indicates belongs to the unconscious boy.

“Thank you,” she says when Carl turns to her.

“For what?” he asks, smirking.

She looks up at him. “For getting us back here.”

He turns and glances at his brother. “He’ll probably be out until morning. Keep that trash can close, just in case.” He turns to look at Grace again but she notices that his demeanor has changed. She stares at him in confusion for a moment before she realizes what he wants.

“No,” she says without thinking, shrinking away from him.

“No? Seriously?” He unbuckles his belt. He begins to slide it out of the loops on his trousers but then stops. “You want to do this easy or hard?” he whispers.

Grace nods, her mouth quivering but her eyes dry - her momentary lapse in judgment passes quickly and she turns to climb onto the other single bed in the small room where Tyler’s roommate usually sleeps. She lies on her back and waits as Carl exposes his erection without removing any of his clothes, not even his shoes. She spreads her legs for him and he climbs between her thighs. She automatically reaches for his manhood and positions it at her folds - she’s not wet but she knows he doesn’t care. He thrusts into her and she cries out. His demeanor doesn’t change as he penetrates her fully, unconcerned for anything but his own relief, which comes quickly. He grunts twice as she quietly whimpers, then he collapses on her, squeezing the air from her lungs and making it hard for her to breathe until he gathers himself and climbs off the bed, tucks his wet penis into his trousers, and zips up. He buckles his belt and walks to the door.

“I’ll be back tomorrow around 11. Make damn sure numbnuts there is ready to go.” He leaves and closes the door behind him.

Grace cries herself to sleep on the roommate's bed.

“Oh, fuck,” Tyler Clayton moans while holding his head the next morning. “How did we get back here?”

Grace rolls onto her side on the other bed in the dorm room and looks at him, her eyes impassive. “Your brother carried you.”

He opens one eye and looks at her. “What happened last night?”

“Your brother took me and the twins downstairs not long after you disappeared. We spent most of the evening down there.”

Tyler sits up and groans again. “Fuck, my head is killing me.” He flops back down on the pillow and breathes deeply. “Wait, what? You were downstairs? We spent all week moving a bunch of furniture out of the basement.”

Grace sits on the edge of the bed. “Yeah, it was pretty much empty when Carl brought us down there.” Her tone is neutral because if she lets her feelings get away from her, she doesn’t know what she might say. She only knows she’d live to regret it. Sooner or later.

“But what happened? I thought the party was going to be upstairs.”

“The party was upstairs. We were something else, entirely.”

He opens his eyes and looks at her in confusion. “We?”

“The twins and me. And some others.”

“What others?”

“Other slaves. Eight of us in all. One for each pole.” She waits for him to process what she’s telling him.

“One for each pole? What does that mean?”

“They chained us to the poles in the basement for decoration. We had our hands pinned behind our backs and our shackles chained behind the poles as well. We couldn’t move, Tyler. We just had to endure a bunch of drunk college kids who manhandled us and fingered us.  For hours. One girl even spit on me - the one from the mixer the night before.” She stares at him as he looks at her in horror. “Where the hell did you go, Tyler?” she almost yells at him, the first time since she became a slave that she’s raised her voice to anyone. No one mattered enough to her to risk being punished for such disrespectful behavior until now.

“I had to be with the pledges in the backyard.” He holds his head in his hands before reaching for the trash can. “Oh, fuck, I think I’m going to be sick.”

Grace is unmoved. She waits for him to finish but makes no effort to comfort him. She waits.

“I had no idea that was the plan, Grace. You’ve got to believe me.”

She says nothing.

He hangs his head and moans again. “I’m going to quit that place. That just isn’t right.”

Grace says nothing.

Tyler looks up briefly before reaching for the trash can again and vomiting the last of his stomach’s content into it. He spits and wipes his mouth with the back of his hand. He looks at Grace again but she remains silent and unresponsive.

“I’m sorry, Grace. I’m really sorry.”

She looks at the clock on his desk. “You should get cleaned up. Carl is going to be here in twenty minutes to take me back to your father’s plantation.”

“I’m going with you,” Tyler says in a small voice.

“Why bother? You should stay here.”

“I want to come too, Grace. I don’t want it to be like this.” He runs his hand through his hair. “I don’t want it to end like this.”

“Don’t worry, Tyler. I’ll see you at Thanksgiving, I expect. Stay here and pull yourself together for your classes tomorrow.” She stands and goes to the door. “I’m going to take a shower now and try to wash last night and the rest of yesterday off of me.” She exits the room quietly.

~ ~ ~

“Where do you suggest we start?” Destiny asks Mrs. Rooney as they pull up to the Admin Building at the university in Tuscaloosa.

“We can ask to meet with Brianne,” the woman, Grace’s mother, answers. “We’ll tell them that she’s a friend of yours from high school and that you’re thinking of applying here.”

“We can ask for a campus tour, too,” says the eighteen-year-old, Grace’s best friend. She’s as hopeful as she can remember since the unlikely pair moved to the Confederacy months ago to search for Grace, Mrs. Rooney’s only child and Destiny’s friend since the third grade. Not only do they have a real lead for the first time since Destiny saw Grace on the streets of Athens, Georgia a month ago, but this is the most engaged Grace’s mother has been since her daughter was taken into the South’s system in the spring. With renewed purpose and cautious optimism feeding on each other, Destiny struggles to contain her own enthusiasm. After months of fruitless research and countless dead-ends, this feels to her like real progress.

“Why would we go on a campus tour?” Mrs. Rooney asks with a harsh tone that is unlike her. Destiny turns to look at her but sees a tear trailing down her cheek.

“We could find out so much about how things work here,” the girl says carefully. “We don’t know if Brianne can really help us or if she’ll even talk to us. And whoever we talk to in the administration might not even tell us where Brianne lives.” Destiny parks their newly bought used car and kills the engine. “We need to be careful not to make anyone in authority suspicious about why we’re here.”

“Well, if Brianne is here as a student from Ohio, they must be used to seeing visitors from up north.”

“That’s why I think we should ask for a tour. It’ll give us a perfect cover for being here in the first place.” She watches as the older woman mulls her suggestion. Finally, Mrs. Rooney turns to Destiny and nods.

“Yes, of course, you’re right. I’m just so tired of waiting and being timid about all this.”

“We need to be extra careful, Mrs. R. Now that we’re so close to finding her.” She reaches for the woman’s arm and strokes it. “I know it’s hard.”

“I wonder if she’ll be the same girl as we knew, after all this time away in this awful place.” She opens her purse and finds a tissue to dab her eyes. “I hope she’s okay, Destiny. I just can’t stand the thought that she’s not okay.”

“We’ll find her, Mrs. R. I promise you.”

Destiny opens the car door and waits for Mrs. Rooney to do the same. She looks around at the students bustling around the admin building, hoping by some miracle to see Brianne or possibly even Grace, although she knows that is unlikely. Mr. Rooney relayed his conversation with Brianne two days ago, saying that the freshman student at the university had seen but not talked to Grace at a party in one of the freshman dorms. Details beyond the sighting were sketchy but Destiny was surprised to learn that Grace was seen naked in a crowd of students, who were presumably clothed. Brianne said that Grace seemed to be in good health and was actually enjoying herself, something Mrs. Rooney doubted severely. Most unexpectedly, Brianne had told Mr. Rooney that Grace had been leashed and seemed to be in the charge of another student whose name Brianne could not, or would not, supply.

“Let me talk to an administrator,” Destiny says. “I’ll try to come across as if I’m totally pumped to see the campus and schedule a tour, then I can ask about Brianne once they believe I’m for real.” Mrs. Rooney nods without comment as they climb the stairs to the front of the three-story, four-columned building. Once inside, they inquire of a guard about who to see for a tour for a prospective student and are directed to a plump woman in a white blouse behind a counter.

“May I help you?” the woman asks with practiced if unconvincing enthusiasm.

Destiny takes a deep breath. “Hi, my name is Destiny Austin. I’m a senior and I’ve applied for admission next fall. I was wondering if my stepmother and I could get a campus tour today.”

The woman looks Destiny over with a jaundiced eye before handing her a form. “Campus tours need to be scheduled in advance, young lady, but if you’re from out of state we’ll try to make an exception. Fill this out and I’ll see if anyone is available. Would you prefer a student tour guide or a slave?”

Destiny is shocked by the question and looks at Mrs. Rooney in desperation. The older woman doesn’t hesitate. “We’d like a slave if it’s not too much trouble,” she says in a surprisingly even tone.

“I’ll see if we have one available.” The woman turns to her computer monitor and works a mouse with a few clicks. “We have one who can be here in five or ten minutes if you’d like to wait over there.” She nods toward a row of chairs against a wall covered with formal portraits of what Destiny assumes must be past presidents of the university. She wanders over to the wall and Mrs. Rooney follows with the form she left on the counter.

“Why did you…?” she begins but Mrs. Rooney cuts her off with a slight wave of her hand.

“When we get outside,” she whispers.

Destiny looks around as Mrs. Rooney fills out the form until a woman appears from a door behind the counter. Destiny watches in complete amazement as the woman confers with the administrator who motions dismissively toward the chairs where they are sitting. The woman comes around the end of the counter and approaches them. Mrs. Rooney looks up and gasps.

The woman is naked but for the slave hardware around her neck, wrists, and ankles.

“You’ll need to keep her on this for the duration of the tour,” the admin calls out from behind the counter as she holds up a worn, braided leather leash with a loop at one end and a metal clip at the other. Destiny goes to the counter and takes the leash, then she turns to the woman, who looks to be the same age as Mrs. Rooney with her eyes wide and her mouth clamped shut. The woman leans forward and tilts her head back so that Destiny can clip the leash to the eyelet in her collar.

“My name is Colleen and I’ll be your guide today,” the woman says in a rehearsed but cheerful tone. “And you are…?”

“I’m Destiny Austin and this is my stepmother, Alice Rooney,” Destiny manages to tell her. She tries to keep from staring at the woman’s sagging breasts and total lack of pubic hair but to no avail.

“I’m so pleased to make your acquaintance, Destiny. You’re considering coming here next fall?” Destiny looks the woman in the eyes and notices that she’s smiling but with a sadness she recognizes. She looks at Mrs. Rooney who gives her a raised eyebrow as she hands the completed form back to the administrator.

“Yes, ma’am,” Destiny says a beat too late.

“Do we have to have her back by a certain time?” Mrs. Rooney asks the administrator behind the counter.

“Take all the time you need. If we’re closed when you get back just walk her over to the university stable behind the recycling center on 12th Avenue. She knows the way.” The woman turns away from the front desk in an obvious dismissal.

“Is she always so rude?” Destiny quietly asks the naked woman standing next to her.

“Oh, you have no idea, my dear,” the slave whispers out of the side of her mouth. “Shall we start with a general tour of the main campus?” she says in a bright, cheerful tone.

“Wait,” Destiny shouts suddenly at the administrator just before she disappears through the door behind the counter. “Can you tell me where I can find Brianne Bailey? We went to high school together and she’s a freshman here this semester.”

The woman turns and frowns but goes back to her computer. “She’s in Riverside. Colleen knows where it is.” She abruptly walks away from the monitor before Destiny can thank her.

“Was it something I said?” Destiny asks the two older women only partly in jest.

“You sound like you’re from up north,” Colleen says with a knowing glance.

“Really? That’s the problem?” Destiny asks. “Well, I guess that kind of makes sense,” she adds. “But don’t they want my tuition dollars?”

“It won’t make any difference in her life,” Colleen points out, nodding at the door where the administrator disappeared. “So, where would you like to go first?”

“Let’s go outside,” Mrs. Rooney says, leading the way but allowing Destiny to keep charge of the leash. The unlikely threesome walks through the crowded lobby of the building without anyone taking note of them even when they exit the building and the sun glints off the hardware of the woman who seems impervious to shame.

“What college are you applying to, my dear?” the woman asks Destiny. The girl turns to Mrs. Rooney who takes charge without missing a beat.

“We need to get some lunch, first off. We just drove here from Georgia this morning and we’re famished. Can you recommend a place where we can sit and grab a bite?”

The woman looks at Mrs. Rooney for a long moment and then at Destiny. “I can do that,” she says with a look that sends a chill down Destiny’s spine.


2 - Back to Birmingham

“All good?” Josiah, the Clayton plantation wrangler, asks Carl Clayton as three slaves exit his vehicle near the slave entrance to the main building.

“No problems whatsoever,” the son of the plantation owner responds with a jaunty smile. “I’m thinking of asking my father if I can stable the twins at school for the rest of the semester. Think he’d go for that?”

Josiah frowns slightly and pulls a small notebook out of his back pocket. He flips through the pages and shakes his head. “We got the twins scheduled most weekdays and for several weekends between now and Christmas, Mr. Clayton.” He closes the notebook and waits for the much younger man, his employer’s son, to respond.

“Can’t you sub one of the others?” Carl asks. Grace, who rode in the back seat of the SUV directly behind Carl watches with interest as the two men converse. She’s well aware that as her owner’s eldest son, Carl has considerable sway with his father. But Josiah is the wrangler in charge of managing the elder Clayton’s collection of slaves. The budding clash between them is of both philosophical interest to her and practical. She and Tess, one of the twins, have a close and often intimate relationship that would end if Carl took her back to school with him.

“The twins are in high demand as I’m sure you can imagine, Master Clayton.” Grace notes the change in his use of honorifics for the college junior and wonders if it harkens back to the days when Carl was much younger and the two had a much different relationship.

“Is he home?” Carl asks dismissively.

“Not at this time,” Josiah says but without offering any additional information. The man’s stoic countenance doesn’t change at all as the younger Clayton’s frustration builds. A silent standoff ensues for a few uncomfortable moments before Carl shifts the SUV into gear and drives off, spraying gravel that just misses the naked slaves. Josiah watches him drive away for a beat before shaking his head and turning to his charges.

“Lunch is just about to be served, so y’all head inside while I get the others.” Grace and the twins nod and enter the house through the door they always use because it’s closest to the plantation’s slave stable where they usually spend their time. Meals are served in the main house and Mr. Clayton almost always picks one of his slaves to sleep in his bed with him. Grace used to fulfill that role until recently when she was replaced by the most recent addition to Clayton’s stable of slaves, Winifred, whom Grace can’t stand.

“Welcome back, girls,” Mr. Clayton says as they enter the kitchen. Grace is mildly surprised to see her owner given what Josiah just told Carl. “How was your weekend?”

“Very good, sir,” they respond in unison.

“First time at homecoming for all of you, right?” he asks as he walks them into the dining room where his two black servants will serve lunch.

“Yes, sir.” All three again in chorus.

“What did you think of their little tradition last night?” he asks with a twinkle in his eyes. He settles on Grace and she blushes. She glances at the twins but they have their eyes downcast, happy to not be the first to describe their reaction to what happened to them.

Grace gathers herself and turns to her owner. “It was rather demeaning, sir, which I understand is the whole point.” She takes a breath to see if he will offer a comment but he remains silent and smiling, somewhat incongruously to Grace’s mind. “I for one cannot understand why it’s a tradition, as you indicated.”

“That’s fair, Grace. I asked for your opinion and you’re entitled to it. I won’t have your insubordination punished, just to be clear. In fact, I’ll tell you how the tradition came to be, because I belonged to the same fraternity when I went to school and the tradition was already firmly established almost thirty years ago.”

Everyone’s attention is drawn to the door where the other slaves in the Clayton household are being escorted into the dining room by Josiah. The other girls, three of them, take their seats as Clayton delays his explanation to Grace.

“So,” he says when everyone is settled and lunch is being served. “I was just telling Grace how my fraternity at U of A started their tradition of chaining slaves to the poles in the frat house basement for our homecoming celebration every year.”

Grace glances at the new arrivals and their reaction to Clayton’s statement is what she expected. Surprise, tinged with confusion and horror.

“From what I was told, it all began in the mid-seventies. We had just revived the slavery system in earnest and most girls were coming from the judicial system here in the south. Girls who broke the law were taken into the system and sold to pay for their crimes, both the victims and the courts.

“But in the 1970s, we began to get more and more girls from up north, like y’all. None of you were born in the Confederacy if memory serves.” He waits and all the girls, after looking around at each other, nod their concurrence. “So, when it became apparent that we had a lot of girls who had no experience with our way of life, someone at the fraternity decided to give them a taste of how we felt about them. I’m not sure how it came about but we’ve been hanging girls on those poles for decades ever since.”

“But why, sir?” Grace asks without thinking. A stern look from Clayton alarms her and she shuts her mouth and looks at her hands in her lap.

“Go on, Grace,” her owner orders her. “Ask your question. I promise I won’t hold it against you.”

She looks up, tears streaming down her face. “Why humiliate us like that? We’re already slaves - what more do you want from us?”

Clayton, who has been eating his lunch the whole time and is almost finished, throws his napkin onto his plate, sending a chill up Grace’s spine. He stands and all the girls follow suit as is the custom in the household. They all watch him closely but none so intently as Grace.

“Because if there’s one thing we hate more than anything in the Confederate States of America, Grace,” he says with a snarl. “It’s Northerners. More than Communists, more than Negros, more than Mexicans, more than anything. We hate them because they hate us and our way of life. Hell, they went to war with us over slavery and we whooped them bad but they still give us shit about our sacred institution. They support resistance groups, right here in Alabama, and the Underground Railroad, which we’ve tried to snuff out repeatedly but to no avail. So we get back at those bastards by kidnapping their women and turning them into our slaves. And every chance we get, we humiliate them like what happened to y’all last night, just because we can.” He turns and stomps out of the dining room toward the front door, which slams hard a few seconds later.

“What the fuck, Grace?” Winifred asks, her tone vicious. “Are you trying to get us all killed?”

Grace looks at Josiah but he’s still stoic as ever as he stands presiding over his charges as slave wrangler for the Clayton plantation. She locks eyes with him but he doesn’t flinch and doesn’t blink, which only makes it seem worse.

After the girls finish their lunch in silence, Josiah walks them back to the stable. Grace eases next to him and whispers, “How bad did I just screw myself?”

He looks at her without evincing any emotion. “You didn’t do yourself any good, that’s for sure.”

“What will he do?”

“He won’t do a damn thing. That falls to me.”

Grace shudders - is this when she finds out what Tess has been warning her about regarding their wrangler? Grace has yet to see any harsh behavior from the man. Is that about to change?

“At his direction?” Grace asks, wondering if she’s digging the hole she’s in deeper.

“No, not really. He leaves it up to me.”

“Like he did with Lisa?” A stunning redhead who Clayton won back from her prior owner along with Grace, Clayton had Lisa punished and sold in short order because of something she said to Grace. Clayton was not pleased, to be sure, and Lisa paid a terrible price for Grace’s indiscretion. But Grace thought the punishment had been devised by Clayton, not Josiah, and no one had told her otherwise.

“So, what are you going to do to me?” Grace asks, her voice trembling.

“You’ll see soon enough,” he says as they reach the door to the stable. Once he lets the girls inside, Grace grabs Tess and drags her to her stall, closing the door behind them.

“What’s up?” Tess asks with an ironic smile.

“You know damn well what’s up, Tess. I’m in big trouble now and I just found out that it was Josiah who put Lisa on a weeklong fast before Mr. C sold her.” The poor girl wore a panel gag for seven long days with no food or water, just daily enemas to keep her hydrated and somewhat fed with glucose. Still, she lost a lot of weight and was a shadow of her former self when she was sold unceremoniously and without warning.

“Am I going to be the next one to go?” Grace asks, petrified. She loves Tess in her own way and would miss her terribly if either of them were sold off by their owner.

“That’s always a possibility, Grace,” Tess says as she strokes her lover's blond hair. “You know that. More likely, you’ll start coming with me and Mary on Josiah’s adventures in slave husbandry.”

“Slave husbandry?” Grace asks - she’s never heard the phrase before.

Tess sighs. “Basically, Mr. Clayton leaves it up to Josiah to maximize the revenue we produce for the plantation. Remember that rodeo I told you about when we were still at Anderson’s plantation? Where three of us had to service dozens of cowboys and rodeo clowns over the course of three days? Well, I’m sure Mr. C had nothing to do with setting that up - it was all Josiah.”

“But we haven’t done much of anything since we got here,” Grace protests.

“Yeah, that’ll change once the college football season starts winding down. And we had this past weekend off, I’m guessing because Josiah knew Carl and Tyler would want to borrow us for the big party.” She looks at Grace and frowns. “You and Tyler have a thing now, right?”

Grace almost breaks down. “I thought we did after the time we spent in his room together. But that party…” She looks away as tears roll down her cheeks.

“Yeah, don’t blame him for that, Grace. There was nothing he could do to stop it. I asked Carl about it when he got back from dropping you two off at Tyler’s dorm.”

“What did he say?”

“He told me that Tyler had no idea what was going to happen to us at the party, just like Carl had no idea what would happen when he brought a slave his freshman year as a pledge. He missed the whole party that year, just like Tyler, and only saw what it was all about last year as a sophomore.”

“Still, he shouldn’t have left me,” Grace sniffs.

“Come on, Grace. He’s eighteen years old, and a young eighteen at that. He’s pledging his brother’s and his father’s fraternity and you expect him to stand up for you? A sex slave his father has owned for a couple of weeks and who he just met the night before? That’s pretty unrealistic, don’t you think?” Tess pushes Grace down on the bed and lies next to her. She kisses Grace on the mouth and then slides hers down to Grace’s nipple while fingering her pussy. Grace moans and pulls her head tight to her breast. She’s never experienced making love with a lesbian other than Tess but doesn’t feel like she needs to - the young woman is pure bliss to her.

Suddenly, her door swings open and the girls turn to see Josiah standing in the doorway. They disengage and scramble to stand up but he waves them off.

“No need to panic, girls. I’m here for a little fun and a little training,” he says with a smile, one of the few Grace has seen from him, as he steps into the small room and closes the door. “I’ll have you both, one after the other. It’s about time Grace learns what it’s like to be with a black man.”

Grace looks at Tess in a panic but the older woman just nods and steps toward Josiah. “Do you want me first, to show her?”

“Sounds about right. Sit over here, Grace, and pay close attention.” He motions toward the reading chair in the corner of the room. Grace moves quickly to sit as the wrangler steps toward Tess. The beautiful twin wraps her arms around his neck and kisses him passionately. He doesn’t move to engage and soon, Tess drops her hands down to his belt and undresses him in a way that makes Grace believe they’ve done this before. Many times. Tess pulls down Josiah’s jeans and takes his cock into her mouth - it’s the first time Grace has seen the wrangler’s manhood and she is both impressed and a little frightened - he is huge.

“On your hands and knees,” he tells the girl and she disengages from his immediately and offers herself as she looks back over her shoulder at him. He shuffles toward the bed, his jeans still around his ankles but he grabs Tess’s long blond hair and yanks her head hard enough that she yelps. Then he slams his erection into her pussy and she screams. He fucks her hard as she flails, her hands help off the bed by the force of the grip he has on her hair. The fucking is long and merciless but neither of them cum as far as Grace can tell before he releases her and she collapses on the bed.

“Next,” Josiah says as he looks over his shoulder at Grace. He is no longer smiling.

“The same way?” Grace asks, standing up from the chair.

“Take my shoes off first,” he orders her, and she falls to her knees at his feet. She unlaces his boots and pulls them off, socks as well, then his jeans. While she’s working, he strips off his shirt to reveal a hard, black body that is gleaming with sweat from his efforts with Tess. When Grace finishes undressing him, she climbs onto the bed and offers her ass to him in the same manner that Tess did. He grabs a fistful of her hair and twists it, pulling Grace toward him so he can whisper in her ear.

“I’ve been looking forward to this since you got here, Grace,” he whispers.

He fucks her hard and long, and Grace climaxes just before he does, both of them spent, sweating profusely, and panting for air.

Finally, he turns to Grace and says, “The only thing better than fucking a girl who don’t like cock is fucking a girl who does. Expect me after lunch for the rest of the week, both of you. We got a lot of work to do before you’re ready for the season.” He stands and dresses as they watch him, his essence leaking from Grace’s pussy all over her bedding. She doesn’t say a word about it.

“The season?” Grace asks Tess after Josiah leaves them.

“I have no idea, but I imagine it will entail a lot more of that.”

~ ~ ~

The three women, one of them naked and on a leash, take a table at a cafe that has a sign in the window that states the establishment allows pets and slaves. Destiny goes to the counter to order and pay for their lunches. When she gets back to the table, an awkward silence ensues.

“Can I ask where you’re from?” Colleen, the middle-aged naked slave asks brightly.

“Ohio, near Cincinnati,” Mrs. Rooney explains.

“And you’re thinking of matriculating here in the fall, dear?” the woman asks Destiny.

“Yes, ma’am,” she replies, still feeling uneasy about sitting in public with a naked woman on a leash.

“Please, call me Colleen, dear.” The woman takes a bite of her sandwich and smiles broadly. “Oh, thank you for this, both of you. This is a real treat.”

“Don’t they feed you well at the, uh…” Destiny asks but can’t remember what the woman at the admin building called it.

“The stables. No, not like this. And we never get lunch, only breakfast and dinner. It’s pretty standard for institutional subjects like me.”

“Institutional subjects?” Destiny asks.

“Slaves owned by companies or schools. The laws specify that we have to be fed twice a day so that’s usually what happens. No reason to spend money they don’t have to.” Colleen smiles.

“How long have you been a slave?” Mrs. Rooney asks.

“About five years,” Colleen says with an astounding lack of bitterness in Destiny’s opinion.

“How did it happen?” she asks.

The woman gives her a look, then she glances at Mrs. Rooney. “I really shouldn’t get into all that.”

“Please,” the girl says. “We’re here…”

“Destiny, no,” Mrs. Rooney cuts her off.

“But…”

“No. Don’t.”

The three women eat in silence for a long while. Finally, Colleen looks at Mrs. Rooney. “You’re looking for someone, aren’t you?”

Mrs. Rooney glances at Destiny but then meets the naked woman’s gaze and nods.

“That’s how I got taken,” the slave whispers.

Destiny and Mrs. Rooney look at each other. “Can you tell us anything?”

“You can’t report me to the admin lady, though, or I’ll be whipped. Maybe worse.” She looks at Mrs. Rooney with sad eyes.

“We won’t say a word.”

The slave sighs. “I came down here to look for my daughter five years ago. I never found her but the authorities figured out why I was here and had me taken into the system on trumped-up charges. I’ve been here at the university ever since.”

“And you never heard from your daughter?” Mrs. Rooney asks in a voice Destiny can barely hear.

“No.” Tears well up in the woman’s eyes.

“We have to find her, Destiny,” Mrs. Rooney says to the girl. “We have to find her.”

Destiny touches the woman’s arm. “We will, Mrs. R. We will.”


3 - The Season

True to his word, Josiah came by every day after lunch for the entire week to fuck Grace and Tess. He always took them the same way - Tess first from behind, then Grace, sometimes missionary, sometimes doggie style. The girls found comfort with each other after he left.

“I like it,” Grace says after their Friday session. “I’ve never been taken like that before, at least not since I was in training at the Athens Club.”

“Well, I’m glad one of us is enjoying herself,” Tess says as she kisses Grace’s ear. “Because I hate it.”

“But have you ever enjoyed a man?” Grace asks, suspecting her answer. Tess confessed soon after they met that she’s a lesbian, something Grace loves about her even if she doesn’t share her sexual orientation. As a lover of women, she has been Grace’s favorite lover for months. Until now.

“No, but Mr. Clayton wasn’t bad as men go. I liked the fact that he was gentle, almost tender with me. It made it bearable.” Tess reaches for Grace’s wet folds and massages her clit, still sensitive from the session with Josiah but always in need of attention.

“I liked that, too,” Grace admits between her tiny gasps and subdued moans. “He was the first man who made me feel like he cared about me.”

“So then why do you like Josiah? He’s so rough, almost as if he’s angry with us.”

“I don’t know, Tess. I don’t understand it myself.” Grace pushes Tess’s hand away and sits up. “I just like it, okay? I don’t have to explain it, do I?”

“Not to me,” Tess whispers. “As long as I get to have you when he’s through with us.” She pulls Grace to her and kisses her deeply, something Grace loves as well. Josiah never kisses her, the only thing she doesn’t like about being with him. That Tess is there to fill that need for her is a blessing.

“So,” Grace says when they break the kiss. “Tomorrow it begins,” Josiah informed them both that they would be away from the stable and the plantation almost all day on Saturday. “Did he say whether Mary or any of the others will be coming with us?” 

“Not to me,” Tess says. She rolls away from Grace and stands next to the bed. “I should go talk to her, see if she’s heard anything.”

“Does she ever get jealous of all the time we spend together?” Grace asks.

“She’s my sister, Grace. We don’t have this kind of relationship.” She looks at Grace with a crooked smile.

“No, I didn’t mean that. It’s just that we spend a lot of time alone together, and is that ever a problem?”

“No, and it never will be. There’s a bond between us that will never be broken. Even if we were separated, we’d still feel it. It’s hard to explain.” She walks to the door and opens it. “I’ll let you know what I find out from the others.”

Grace rolls onto her back after Tess leaves and thinks about Tyler. She’s still conflicted about the young man. She really enjoyed the time they spent together in his dorm room but it was ruined by the way he abandoned her at the homecoming party. She considers the contrast between the way Tyler made love to her and the way Josiah - it confuses her. Tyler was tender and loving where as Josiah is rough and almost abusive. How can she enjoy both men so much and yet so differently? It doesn’t matter, really. She’ll see Tyler again but it won’t be the same. Their relationship, whatever it might have been before the homecoming party is now changed forever. The reality is that her life at this point revolves around Josiah.

She drifts off to sleep while touching herself.

“It appears we have a bit of a problem, Josiah,” Mr. Clayton says at dinner Friday night. “Both of my sons have taken a shine to the girls they borrowed last weekend and they want to bring them to school for the rest of the semester.”

“Yes, sir,” Josiah says from his usual post behind his employer's seat at the dining room table. Clayton is talking to the girls sitting at the table without looking back at his wrangler.

“That’s not going to work for us, is it?”

“No, sir,” Josiah responds.

“How would that even work, sir?” Grace asks. She’s surprised at the request but wants to understand how such a thing is even possible.

“The school has its own stable, if memory serves,” Mr. Clayton tells her and the others, all of whom are listening carefully. “They own quite a few slaves themselves that they use for a variety of things. I believe it’s a pretty large facility and can accommodate slaves that students want to house on campus while they’re in attendance. But we need all of you girls here so I’m afraid I’ll have to say no to them.”

“Yes, sir,” Josiah says. “Should I make the call to the boys, sir?”

“No, I’ll handle it. I should be the one who gives them the bad news.”

“Yes, sir.”

“After breakfast, we’re heading out,” Josiah tells Grace and Tess as they walk to the main house on Saturday morning. “We’ll be gone most of the day.”

“Just the two of us?” Grace asks.

“Yeah, just you two. Brian can’t afford more than two of you.”

“Are we being shipped?” Tess asks.

“No, I’ll be driving you. It’s not that far, maybe twenty miles or so.”

“What we will be doing?” Grace asks.

“Fucking,” Josiah says and his tone makes it clear he won’t entertain any more questions.

Grace looks at Tess and raises her eyebrows. Tess nods.

Breakfast is uneventful but Grace has trouble eating - she always gets nervous when she doesn't know what the future holds for her. No one notices and after the meal, the two girls climb into the cab of Josiah’s truck once he’s attached restraint chains to their hardware.

“Will we be wearing these all day?” Grace asks.

Josiah stares at her. “Y’all are full of questions today, aren’t you?” She ducks her head and remains quiet for the duration of the trip.

The destination surprises Grace. After a short drive through downtown Birmingham on the interstate, the landscape reverts back to rural roads and farms. Thirty-five minutes after they left the Clayton plantation, they pull onto a dirt road that leads to a small farmhouse that has seen better days. As Josiah eases the truck to a stop directly in front of a screened-in porch, the door opens a black man about the same age as their wrangler waves and smiles as he bounds down the steps to greet them.

“Josiah, my man,” he says as they shake hands and then hug. Grace has never seen such a display of emotion from the wrangler in all the time she’s known him. She turns and looks at Tess who seems every bit as astonished as she is.

“What you got for me, old man?” Josiah says with a jovial tone. “I ain’t here for the fun of it.”

“No doubt, Josiah. No doubt. Let’s go inside and I’ll get you your money.” The two men disappear into the house and the girls just sit and wait for their instructions.

“Is he going to fuck us?” Grace asks rhetorically.

“There’s got to be more,” Tess says as they watch the door. Less than a minute later, the two black men emerge from the house with Josiah counting the bills of Confederate money in his hands. Grace can’t make out the denominations so it’s hard to tell just how much they’ve been rented out for, but it’s a lot of bills just the same.

“Come on, then,” the man says to the girls with a wave and they take that as their cue to get out of the truck. They look at Josiah to see if he’ll be removing their chains but he gives them no indication that he’s inclined to free them from their restraints. The unnamed man leads them down a path through a stand of oak trees. The girls struggle to keep up but shuffle along as best they can. The man leading them takes no notice of their efforts and is soon far ahead of them.

“Here we are,” he announces when they come upon a building that reminds Grace of the stable at the Anderson plantation - a large wooden and somewhat dilapidated building that looks structurally questionable. The man stands at the front door and waits as they catch up.

“So, I got twelve farm hands that work for me on the farm here who need servicing,” he tells them. “Y’all can handle that, right?” Grace looks at Tess who nods.

“Sure,” she says with as much confidence as she can muster. “Are they inside?”

“They are. Been waiting for this since we harvested.” He opens the door and Grace peers inside before entering. A dozen black men in overalls are standing in a room that looks like a common area similar to their stable at the Clayton plantation but not nearly as nice. The floor is rough wood and the walls are unpainted. She and Tess enter the room tentatively followed by the man who rented them.

“Here they are, boys,” the man says to the group. “Y’all got three hours. I’ll be back to collect them around two o’clock. And don’t be rough with them, you hear? No bruises or I’ll take it out of your paychecks.”

He turns to the girls and shakes their hands as best they can in their restraining chains. “You need anything?” he asks, incongruously. Grace stares at him for a second before she shakes her head. “Okay, then. Have fun.” He slips out the door and closes it.

Tess takes the lead in dealing with the throng of men who are looking at them with obvious desire. “Okay, so how do you want to do this, gentlemen?” she asks and they all chuckle. “We can do you individually or two at a time, your choice. We don’t do anal so stay away from the back door and we won’t have an issue.”

Grace stares at Tess in amazement before she remembers the story about the rodeo, where she and her sister serviced dozens of cowboys and rodeo clowns over a long weekend.

“We got beds in here,” one of the farmhands says as he steps toward a couple of closed doors. “I think we’ll start with two at a time until everyone’s had a turn.”

“You know,” Tess goes on. “If one of you goes back and gets our wrangler, he can remove these chains and we can take you on our backs.”

The farm hands look at each other, talking softly among themselves. Finally, the de facto leader says, “We like the chains to start. Maybe later.”

Tess looks at Grace and the girls nod to each other. Tess takes the leader by the hand and walks him into the room. Grace walks to the other door and opens it. Inside, she sees a rickety old bed that is barely more than a thin mattress on a steel frame with wooden slats to hold it up. The mattress is filthy but for reasons she can’t fathom, that appeals to Grace. She turns to find a line of men behind her, staring. She takes the first one by the hand and they walk into the room together followed by the next man in line. She kneels on the bed and looks back to see the two stripping off their overalls to reveal sizeable black cocks that are not as big as Josaih’s but there are two of them. Her pussy gushes at the thought.

“You’re okay with me cumming in your mouth, right?” one of them says to her. She nods and smiles.

“If that’s what you want to do,” she says in a soft voice. He steps around to the other side of the bed and offers his erection. She looks up at him and he grasps his cock with his hand and nudges her lips. She kisses the tip and licks his hole, noting the taste is similar to Josiah's. He eases his cock deep into her mouth and she moans for him just as the one behind her penetrates her folds with his cock. They begin to fuck her fore and aft and she closes her eyes. The tempo increases quickly and in sudden succession, they ejaculate in her. She chokes on the cum that floods her mouth but does her best to swallow. The cum in her pussy quickly oozes out of her even as he continues to fuck her and drips down her inner thighs.

Five, maybe ten minutes have passed when they pull out and dress. Grace sits on her hip to watch them dress as two others enter the room and begin undressing. She looks at them as they eye her hungrily. As soon as they are naked, she resumes the position and they waste no time taking her. They cum almost as quickly as the first two.

“Someone said they wanted the chains removed,” Josiah says from the front door in the other room. He walks toward Grace as her third duo are shedding their clothes.

“Just hold off for a bit, man,” one of them says to him. “We really like fucking white girls in chains, you know?”

Josiah laughs and nods. “Yeah, I get that.”

He stands at the door of Grace’s ‘room’ to watch as the last pair of her first round position themselves to spit roast her. She moans extra loud, mostly for Josiah’s benefit, when the one behind her slams into her dripping pussy. After they are finished, in as short a time as the others, he motions for Grace to lie on her back so he can remove the chains. She watches his eyes as he works.

“Is this what ‘the season’ is all about?” she asks as respectfully as she can manage.

“More or less,” he says without looking up from her shackles. He removes the restraint chains and motions to the farm hand standing at the door.

“She’s all yours.”

~ ~ ~

“I’m so pleased to meet you, Brianne. Thanks for meeting with us,” Mrs. Rooney says to a girl she’s never met. Destiny stays silent by prior agreement to let Grace’s mother lead the conversation. Brianne eyes them with obvious skepticism.

“Sure,” she practically whispers.

“I know this must be hard for you, but I’m so glad you’re here. We’ve been looking for Grace for months and you’re our best lead yet.”

The girl nods sullenly. “I just saw her for a few seconds at a party. I don’t see what I can do to help you.” Left unsaid, Destiny knows, is that Brianne must be aware of the severe penalties imposed on people who aid and abet the escape of a slave. Or those trying to enable such a crime.

“You said to my husband that there was someone there who seemed to be in charge of Grace. That he was holding the end of her leash.” Destiny hears the pain in Mrs. Rooney’s voice when she utters the word ‘leash’ in the context of her daughter. She looks at Brianne but the girl seems unmoved. Or scared.

“Yeah, I saw him, but I don’t know him. I don’t live in that dorm. I was there with some friends.”

“Do you think you might be able to find out who he is?” Mrs. Rooney asks. “It would help us immeasurably.”

Brianne looks at Destiny. “What are you doing here, anyway?”

Destiny looks at Mrs. Rooney who nods for her to answer the girl’s question. “I talked her into going on that stupid trip.” She wants to say more but she knows she shouldn’t. She wants to ask why in the world Brianne decided to go to school in the Confederacy after she experienced what it was like to be a slave during that fateful weekend in May. She wants to grab the girl by the throat and choke her until she turned purple but she didn’t do any of those things, much as she wanted to.

“I guess I can ask my friend who lives in the dorm if she knows who brought a slave to the party.” Destiny glances at Mrs. Rooney and sees her wince. “Sorry,” Brianne says - she must have noticed as well, Destiny realizes.

“That would be so helpful, Brianne. I’d be forever in your debt.” She pulls out her phone and they exchange numbers. “Please, if you remember anything else that might be helpful, anything at all, please call me. I’m so worried about her.” Destiny watches the tears track down the woman’s cheeks and feels as if her heart will break all over again.

“I’ll do the best I can, Mrs. Rooney,” Brianne says as she stands to leave. “I have a class now.” She walks away without looking back.

“I hate her,” Destiny whispers.

“She’s our best hope,” Mrs. Rooney says as they watch her walk away. “But I know what you mean.”


4 - The Prodigal Sons

“What are you doing here, Carl?” Mr. Clayton asks when he enters the dining room. The girls have already been delivered by Josiah for the Sunday evening meal when their master enters. They all stand and wait for Clayton to take his seat before joining him.

“I want to talk to you in person about Tess and Mary, Father,” Carl says. “I don’t think you understand how much I want them with me at school for the rest of the semester.”

The elder Clayton eyes his son and shakes his head with a mournful look. “I’m not so old that I don’t recall what it’s like to be away from home and lonely, son. But Josiah here has got most of the stable booked for the season, up to and including the Christmas holiday. Isn’t that right?” He turns to look at the wrangler who is manning his usual post behind him.

“That’s right, sir,” Josiah says with a nod.

“And I can’t in good conscience let all the fees associated with those bookings go to waste, Carl. You understand, son?” The old man smiles at his eldest son and picks up his utensils to eat.

“But Father,” the son almost whines, causing Grace to wince at his annoying tone. “I’ve got all sorts of opportunities lined up for the twins. One of my business school professors asked about them. He’s got an idea about a class project.”

“I’ll bet he does,” the Clayton patriarch says out of the side of his mouth. “You can borrow Mary for the week if you must but leave Tess. She and Grace were quite a hit yesterday at the old Bascom farm. Isn’t that right, Josiah?”

“Yes, sir.”

Carl makes a face. “So, a bunch of black farm hands are more important than your oldest son and his education?”

“Oh, that’s rich, boy. You just want to show off my matched set of slaves.” He laughs bitterly. “What kind of a fool do you think I am, son?”

“My professor…”

“Your professor is full of shit, Carl. I assume we’re talking about Marlin in the business school, right? Well, I know he’s got a thing for the twins from last spring when I bought them. As soon as he heard, he called me up - hadn’t talked to him in twenty-five years since I was an undergraduate there myself. He’s just a horny old man, Carl, who can’t afford to buy his own slaves.  And he can’t do you any favors, not really, so don’t kid yourself, and don’t try to kid me, either. You want them so you can parade them around like you did at homecoming. But here’s the thing, boy.” He leans forward, his face flushed and his eyes narrowed. “I paid three hundred thousand dollars for that pair and I expect to make at least that much when I sell them next year. You want to take them with you, make me an offer. But only after the end of the season, because I got big plans for them in the meantime.”

Carl stands and storms out of the dining room without touching his meal.

The next morning, instead of stopping by the stable to fuck Grace and Tess as he had the week before, Josiah drove a utility van Grace hadn’t seen before to the back door of the main house and loaded all six slaves into the back right after breakfast. He drove off without explaining where they were going or when they’d be back. Grace followed the lead of the twins, now the senior members of Clayton’s stable, and remained silent.

After a short drive toward Birmingham proper, Josiah pulls up in front of a house in a neighborhood that reminds Grace of her hometown in Ohio - red brick facades on modest split-level homes crowded on small lots with lawns and picket fences. After turning off the ignition and exiting the cab, the wrangler opens the back door and motions for Patty, the petite blonde to climb out. He slams the door and the rest of the girls look at each other and then to the twins for some sort of an explanation.

“We arrived right at the end of the seasons last year, which goes until mid-January as we understand it,” Tess explains. “We were delivered to a different house almost every day to fuck the men who lived there. Sometimes it was just one, other times it was two or three. On rare occasions, it would be as many as a half dozen. Josiah would handle the money as he did at the farm on Saturday,” she says to Grace directly, who nods. “And he would pick us up later in the day.”

“How many times would they fuck you?” Grace asks.

“As many times as they could get it up,” Tess answers. “I could always tell that they were trying to get their money’s worth and they’d make me suck them to get hard again toward the end of the day.”

“But I thought I was off limits,” Winifred whines, making Grace want to hit her. “Seeing as I’m Mr. C’s favorite.”

“Yeah, and I was his favorite too for a while,” Tess answers her in a curt tone. “We both were for the first part of the year.” Tess nods at her twin, Mary. “But that didn’t get us out of making the rounds, as Josiah calls it.”

“But it only goes on until after Christmas?” Grace asks. “Isn’t that what Mr. Clayton said at dinner last night?”

“Supposedly,” Tess says. “And it slows down after the holidays but it doesn’t stop, not really. We went out, what? Two or three times a week in the spring?” she asks Mary, who nods.

“And weekends are like what we did on Saturday?” Grace asks.

“Pretty much. Weekends vary a lot, from just a few guys to dozens, like that rodeo.”

“Are they all white?” Winifred asks.

“What does that matter?” Grace asks, not trying to hide her disdain for the new girl.

“I don’t really like fucking black guys,” the girl sniffs.

The other girls laugh at her. “Well, you’d better get used to it,” Tess says.

“Like I have a choice,” Winifred says under her breath.

“Exactly,” Grace says with a smug grin. “Your time will come, girl.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” she screams at Grace who is startled but leans in as much as the cramped space will allow.

“Shut up, Winnie,” Grace yells.

“What’s going on?” Josiah asks when he pulls the driver-side door open.

“Nothing, Josiah,” Tess tells him quickly. “We’re all good.”

“Winnie doesn’t like fucking black men,” Grace says to Josiah with a smirk.

Josiah looks over his shoulder. “She doesn’t have to like it, Grace. And you don’t have to be a fucking snitch, either.” The wrangler turns back to the front without another word and cranks the ignition. Grace simmers as she stares at Winifred.

“Now you’ve screwed the pooch,” Tess whispers to Grace.

“What? I only repeated what she said.” She tries to maintain her defiant look but she feels her bravado fading fast. Tess shrugs but remains silent. The other girls just look at their hands.

All except Winifred, who is smiling at Grace. It is not a warm smile.

Dinner that night begins with the arrival of the other Clayton offspring, just as unexpected and unannounced as the first one. Tyler is sitting in his chair when the girls arrive from the stable. Grace glances at the young man and although he stares at her he doesn’t speak to her so she remains silent. Having spent the day servicing three middle-aged white brothers who used all her holes repeatedly, she’s in no mood to revisit her issues with the youngest member of her owner’s family.

“I sense a trend here, Josiah,” Mr. Clayton says when he enters the dining room. “To what do we owe the pleasure of your company, son?” He takes his seat and signals the maid to begin serving the meal.

“I want to talk to you about Grace, Father,” Tyler says with his eyes on her.

“I heard you quit pledging our fraternity, boy,” the father interjects. “I am not pleased to hear that. Not pleased at all. You have to stick with the commitments you make in life, son.”

The son looks confused as Grace peers at him surreptitiously through hooded eyes. He is staring at his father now and fumbling for a response. “I hated what they did to her at homecoming, so I resigned from the pledge class, sir.”

“Now why would you do that, Ty? The friends you make in college and especially in a fraternity will last you a lifetime, if you’re lucky. One slave girl isn’t worth sacrificing all that. Surely you understand what I’m saying to you, don’t you, son?”

All of the girls are silent and staring at their laps as the maids appear to serve the meal. When they’ve gone, Tyler has found his voice.

“I know you won’t approve, Father, but I have to live my own life. I want to bring Grace back to school and stable her at the university.”

The elder Clayton sighs and points his fork at his son. “What is it with you two?”

“What do you mean, sir?”

“Carl was here last night asking me to give him the twins. I don’t get it. You know what I paid for Grace, right?”

Tyler’s face flushes. “I know you didn’t pay for her at all, sir. You won her on a bet.”

His father blinks. “That’s beside the point,” he yells. “She’s worth hundreds of thousands of feds and I could sell her tomorrow.” He stands and the girls all stand up with him. He wheels and shouts at Josiah. “Do you have the keys to the gun case?”

“Yes, sir,” the wrangler answers carefully.

“Go get me my great-grandfather’s Colt.” He turns back to the table as Josiah leaves the dining room. “I think it’s time you learned a little lesson, Tyler. Clearly, I’ve been remiss in your upbringing somehow, you and your brother.” He glares at the young man who has remained seated. The girls are all standing with their hands folded over their sex and their heads bowed.

“Here you are, sir,” Josiah says when he reenters the room. He hands a large six-shooter to Clayton and resumes his post.

“Now, I believe you’re familiar with the story of how Grace was taken into our system, Tyler. She lost a game of Confederate roulette at the slave processing facility she was visiting in Kentucky. Her odds of losing were only one in a hundred but she still lost, poor thing. How unlucky.” He doesn’t look at Grace as he speaks. He’s busy unloading the six chambers of the revolver and placing each bullet on the dining room table. All eyes are on the bullets as he methodically lines them up in front of his dinner plate.

“But Confederate roulette is a pale copy of the original game, Tyler. So let’s play the real thing to show you how things actually work in this world.” He picks up one of the bullets and loads it into an empty chamber, snaps the cylinder into place, and spins it. “In fact, let’s play Russian roulette with all of my slaves here tonight, just to make things interesting.”

“Father, what are you doing?” Tyler asks in a voice that is shaking with disbelief and fear.

“I’m making a point, son. As I’m sure you realize, I can’t shoot you. That would be murder and I’d go to jail for such a heinous and despicable crime. I can’t shoot Josiah here, either, because he’s a free man whom I employ and the same laws apply to him even though he’s black.”

Clayton walks to the side of the table and faces his son who finally stands to face his father. “But these girls here are my property. I can shoot any or all of them, bury their lifeless bodies back behind the stables and no one would make a fuss about their deaths at all. Do you know why that is, son?” He aims the gun at Tess who is crying and cowering but remains standing in place. Clayton cocks the gun’s hammer.

“I said do you know why that is, Tyler,” the elder Clayton growls at his son who just stares at him. “Because she’s my property!” He pulls the trigger and Tess flinches. When she realizes the gun didn’t go off, she breaks down sobbing.

Clayton spins the chamber again and aims the barrel of the gun at Mary and pulls the trigger. Another click sends the girl into hysterics, sobbing and covering her face as she falls back into her chair.

“Father, please don’t do this,” Tyler pleads.

“No, I want you to understand, son. I own these girls. They are my property and if I want to play with their lives, no one will stand in my way.” He spins the chamber again and points the gun at Patty’s head who is standing next to him. With another click, another slave collapses with relief. He plays the game with the others as well with the same results, leaving Grace for last.

“Now, most people would assume that because I’ve played a game five times with five good outcomes that the odds of Grace coming out on the losing end of things once again, as she did in Kentucky. That her odds of losing have gone way up, isn’t that right, Josiah? Most people would think that she’s as good as dead.”

“Yes, sir,” the wrangler says quietly.

“But they’d be wrong, wouldn’t they, Josiah?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Because every time I spin the cylinder, I reset the odds, so Grace has the same chance of coming up short as everyone else did.” He spins the cylinder again and puts the barrel of the gun against Grace’s temple as she stands directly in front of him facing Tyler across the table. “Then again, we already know that Grace has been unlucky before at another version of this game, don’t we?” He cocks the hammer and the ominous click is almost impossible for Grace to bear.

“Father, please don’t do this,” Tyler begs him, tears streaming down his face.

Grace closes her eyes and sobs but says nothing. Her words, her life, are inconsequential. That much is clear. She shakes and almost faints but Clayton holds her up by the arm with his free hand.

“Then understand this, son. I own this girl. She belongs to me. I can do with her as I please, and if I want to give her to you for your birthday or feed her to the hogs just to make you miserable, that’s my business and mine alone. And the sooner you understand that, the better off you’ll be.” He lowers the gun and releases Grace from his grip. She sinks back into her chair and sobs uncontrollably. All of the girls are sobbing.

Clayton walks to his seat at the head of the table and lays the gun next to his plate. He resumes eating as if nothing had happened. He is the only member of the household to do so.

Tyler stares at his father for a long moment before he walks out of the dining room without touching his meal. He doesn’t look back at Grace. All the slaves take their seats but none of them have an appetite and their food goes untouched while Clayton eats in silence.

“Sir?” Winifred says to her owner. “Was that fair?”

“Pardon me?” he asks her while cutting his steak.

“You didn’t pull the trigger with Grace,” the petite blonde whispers.

“You’re right,” he says, reaching for the gun. Without standing, he aims the six-shooter at Grace who stares at him in horror. He cocks the hammer and pulls the trigger without hesitating.

The gun clicks but doesn’t fire. Grace collapses again, falling back in her chair and sobbing. But she looks through her tears at Winifred who is staring back at her. Clayton puts the gun on the table and cuts another piece of steak.

“Was there ever a bullet in the gun, sir?” Tess asks brashly. Clayton glances at the slave and picks up the gun, points it straight up, cocks the trigger, and fires.

The sound is overwhelming in the small room as the gun discharges into the ceiling. The girls almost jump out of their skin as bits of debris fall from the plaster above and land on the table. Clayton goes back to his meal. The girls just sit there, too traumatized to move.

“Josiah,” Clayton says without turning to face his wrangler. “Call for a repairman in the morning to fix that hole.”

“Yes, sir.”


5 - The Retributions

As Josiah leads the girls back to the stable, Winifred included, as Mr. Clayton did not request her company for the evening, the silence is both unnerving and a relief. Each slave, it appears to Grace, is lost in her thoughts about their precarious collective fates as the property of a man who is clearly a psychopath. She wonders, not for the first time, if she’ll live to see her nineteenth birthday.

Grace looks on in mild confusion as Josiah walks into the stable with the clutch of slaves instead of just unlocking and opening the door for them to go inside on their own. She is not the only girl to notice that the wrangler, a man of myriad routines and an almost mystical devotion to their intricacies, has suddenly deviated from normal protocol. The girls remain in a tight group as they watch the wrangler walk to a locked closet between Charlene’s and Mary’s rooms to unlock it and disappear inside.

“Oh, shit,” Tess whispers. “That ain’t good.”

“What?” Grace asks. She barely knew the closet was there and had never seen anyone in it before tonight. “What’s in there?” she persists.

“I’m not sure but what I have seen of it is no fun for us, that’s for certain,” Tess says without taking her eyes off the empty and innocuous-looking doorway. The girls hear him rummaging around in what appears to Grace to be a large closet or a small storeroom until he exits carrying several leather belts. Her heart sinks as he walks toward the group.

“Grace, I need you and Winifred over here on the sofa.” He walks past them and stands next to the large sectional the girls use to lounge on when they have time to themselves. Grace walks the short distance with her heart pounding in her chest. “Lie down, right there.” He points to the longest piece of furniture.

“Winifred, I want you to climb on top of Grace as if you’re going to lick her pussy while she licks yours.” The girl does as she’s told and positions her vagina over Grace’s head with a knee on either side of her. Josiah wraps the first belt around Grace’s and Winifred’s thighs before pulling it tight through the buckle and securing it. He repeats that process on their other legs until the two slaves are functionally welded to one another.

“I don’t want to hear any more yelling in the van during rounds,” he tells them before turning to walk away.

“How long?” Grace asks, knowing in her heart what the answer will be but hoping against hope she’s wrong.

“I have to go into town. I’ll be back in a couple of hours. If you two can get along for that time, I’ll let you go. Otherwise, you’ll spend the night like this.”

“But I have to pee,” Winifred whines. Grace is staring right into her vagina and winces reflexively.

“Then you better hold it.” He walks away without another word. Grace hears but can’t see the stable door open and close as he leaves.

“Fuck, I really have to go,” Winifred whines again. Grace closes her eyes.

Tess comes over and looks down at Grace who is still on her back. “Hey, you okay down there?” she asks with a gentle smirk.

“This is all her fault,” Grace whispers to Tess who nods.

“I’m right here and I can hear you no matter how softly you speak,” Winifred says. “Can anyone get a glass or a plastic container from the kitchen? I’m not going to be able to hold it for two hours. I’m ready to burst.”

“I’ll go,” Mary says and she hurries off to the kitchen.

“You have to admit, Josiah’s got a wicked sense of humor,” Tess says to Grace. She doesn’t agree but keeps her opinion to herself.

“How is this supposed to make us like each other?” Grace asks in a desperate attempt to change the subject.

“Damned if I know,” Tess admits. “But you’ll certainly be better acquainted by the time Josiah gets back.”

“What was that comment about it not being fair, Winnie?” Grace asks in a bitter voice. “Why did you have to go there?”

“Because it wasn’t fair, Grace. You would have gotten off without having that gun click in your face like the rest of us had to go through.”

Tess looks at the girl from the side as her face is between Grace’s thighs. “And if Clayton had blown her head off, that would have made things better?”

“Yeah, why not just leave it alone, Winifred?” Grace asks. “Why do you have to go and make things worse all the time.”

“You’re just jealous because he sleeps with me every night,” Winifred practically screams but no one can tell who she’s screaming at. Grace fights the urge to clamp her thighs around the girl's head to shut her up but she doesn’t want to risk getting a faceful of pee in return.

Tess bends down to look her in the eyes. “A lot of us have been his favorite at some point but it never lasts, Winnie. He’ll move on from you too, so don't get too comfortable.”

“The last thing I am right now is comfortable,” Winifred whines.

“Here’s a container,” Mary says holding a small plastic container. “It should be big enough, right?” she asks, showing it to Winifred.

“How would I know? Do you know how much you pee?” The girl is practically shouting again.

“Calm down, will you?” Tess says, taking the container from her sister. “Let’s see if we can get this done without drowning Grace.” She positions the container under Winifred’s vagina with Grace looking away as best she can. “Okay, all set.”

“Someone get some toilet paper to wipe her when she’s done,” Grace says.

“Got it,” Mary says, holding up a roll.

The sound of pee hitting the plastic container right over her face startles Grace and she grits her teeth but doesn’t feel anything leaking and hitting her. The noise changes as the container fills up and Grace wonders if it’s too small. Finally, the sound of pee splashing turns into pee dribbling away and the twins work together to remove the container and wipe the new girl’s vagina.

“How much longer?” Winifred asks in a desperate tone.

“It’s only been fifteen minutes,” Tess says, looking at the clock on the wall. “Maybe you two should have some fun while you’re at it.”

“Ewe,” Winifred whines. Everyone else laughs, including Grace.

“Too good for us, are you?” Tess asks.

“I’m not that way,” Winifred says.

“Most of us aren’t,” Mary tells her. “But you have to make due.”

“With all the fucking we’re doing,” Winifred sniffs. “I’m fine, thank you very much.”

“Fucking is one thing,” Tess says as she reaches for Winifred’s pussy. “But have you gotten off lately?”

“That’s none of your business,” Winifred shouts. “Besides, Mr. C is a wonderful lover.”

“For now, girl. For now.”

Josiah returns two and a half hours later and releases the girls as promised. They sit on the sofa and stretch their necks but Josiah stands over them and shakes his head.

“I don’t think we’re done here,” he says and walks to the front door of the stable. “Both of you, come with me.” He exits without waiting for them as they stand up and walk away from the other slaves without a word.

“We’re going back to the main house?” Winifred asks but Josiah doesn’t answer. Grace looks at the girl and shakes her head. They walk the rest of the way in silence.

He unlocks the door they always use to enter the main house and motions them inside. While leading them to a part of the house they rarely visit, he says, “I’m going to put you in the holding cell we have in the cellar for the night to make sure you two know I’m serious about all this. I don’t want any more arguments or yelling when we’re making the rounds, you’re sitting at the table, or anywhere else. Is that understood?” He opens a door and flips on a light switch, then leads them down a narrow staircase. At the bottom is a short hallway and another door he opens and motions them inside.

Grace shudders at the sight of a room that reminds her of holding cells she’s occupied at various locations since her abduction into the system. The walls are made of rough stone and the only light is from the moon shining through a high window with the kind of metal bars used in jails. The room is cold and damp. The girls look at Josiah who is fishing carabiner clips out of his pocket.

“Turn your collars so that the eyelets are right under your chins,” he tells them and they comply. “Now, put your hands behind your backs.” He clips Grace’s manacles together which she knows from experience will cause increasing discomfort in her shoulders until it is removed. Her concern mounts as he does the same to Winifred.

“I’m going to clip your collars together so you’ll have to cooperate if you plan to get any sleep tonight. There’s a bucket in the corner if you still need to pee, Winifred. You’ll have to work together to accomplish that, too.” He moves Grace closer to the other girl and attaches their collars together with the carabiner. The girls have to tilt their heads to the side to avoid bumping noses.

“I’ll be back at sunrise. No more fucking arguments.”

He exits and locks the door from the other side.

~ ~ ~

“We don’t know him or if he’ll even talk to us,” Destiny says to Mrs. Rooney as they wait for their coffee in a campus coffee shop, the one luxury they can afford. “Maybe I can approach him as if I was a student and try to get to know him. He won’t know I’m not enrolled here.”

Mrs. Rooney nods absentmindedly and looks out the window. The campus is teeming with students making their way to the first classes of the morning. It’s been three days since the two women toured the campus and met with Brianne Bailey, a student at the university and a former student at Destiny’s high school back in Ohio. After hearing nothing from the girl for forty-eight hours, last night a terse phone call delivered one of their best leads since they immigrated to the Confederacy three months ago - the name of the boy holding Grace’s leash at the party.

Now they are discussing their next steps.

“We have to try, Destiny,” Grace’s mother says in a hushed voice. “We have to try something.” Suddenly, the older woman looks over Destiny’s shoulder prompting the eighteen-year-old to turn.

“Are you looking for someone?” a young man with sad eyes asks. Destiny’s heart rate doubles as she assesses the risks of being honest against their need to protect their anonymity in hostile territory.

“Where did you hear that?” she asks, just before Mrs. Rooney says, “Yes, we are.”

The boy - he barely looks as old as Destiny - nods and takes a seat at their table without asking if he could join them. “Do you have a photo of her?” he asks. Mrs. Rooney pulls her phone out of her purse and taps the screen before showing it to him. He nods and meets her eyes. The woman flushes and smiles for the first time Destiny can remember in a long time. Maybe ever.

“Are you the one with the leash?” Destiny asks carefully. He looks at her with confusion in his eyes but then a sudden understanding.

“At the party, yes,” he says. “Were you there?”

“No, but someone I know was.”

“Where is she now?” Mrs. Rooney asks in a tone that both alarms Destiny and breaks her heart - the woman has been through so much. Too much. They stare at the boy.

“She’s in Birmingham, at my father’s plantation.”

Destiny looks at Mrs. Rooney whose face almost collapses. “Why is she in Birmingham when she was just here?” the devastated woman asks.

The boy turns to the woman. “My father let me bring her to homecoming for the weekend.”

“On a leash?” she demands. Destiny reaches for her arm but she snatches it away.

“It’s okay, Mrs. R. He’s trying to help us.”

The boy looks back and forth between them and nods again. “It’s a rule here. All slaves and dogs have to be…” He looks down at his hands, ashamed to go on.

“Leashed. We know,” Destiny says. She is looking at Mrs. Rooney but she turns to the boy. “Can you tell us where in Birmingham?”

“You have to tell us,” Mrs. Rooney hisses. The boy startles.

“Mrs. Rooney, please,” Destiny says as gently as she can. The woman almost breaks down.

“I am trying to help,” the boy says and it appears to Destiny that he means it.

“Why?” she asks to Mrs. Rooney’s horror but she holds up her hand to the woman. “We appreciate it, we really do. But you can get in a lot of trouble by helping us, right?” He nods. “Then why are you?”

He looks at Destiny and cocks an eyebrow. “Oh, my god,” the girl whispers excitedly. “Really?”

“What is it?” Mrs. Rooney asks in a near-panic. The boy turns to the woman.

“I’m in love with your daughter, ma’am,” he whispers.

“But…” the woman begins but stops. She looks at Destiny who smiles and nods.

“It’s okay, Mrs. R. He’s really here to help us.”

“What can you do?” Mrs. Rooney asks the boy. “Can you get her back?”

“No, I can’t. My father told me in no uncertain terms that I can’t see Grace except when I’m home from school. I asked to keep her here but he said no.”

“Can’t you get him to reconsider?” Mrs. Rooney pleads.

“No. No way.” Destiny sees the boy is not telling them something which she assumes neither of them needs to know. Especially Grace’s mother. “It’s okay, Mrs. R. We’ll figure something out. At least now we know where she is and what we’re up against.”

“You know the penalties for trying to do this, right?” the boy asks Destiny. “It’ll be worse for you than for me if we get caught.”

“What will they do to Grace?” Mrs. Rooney asks vehemently. The boy looks at Destiny and she shakes her head. “Tell me,” the mother almost yells, turning heads in the coffee shop.

“We’re not going to go into that here, ma’am. Just understand that I want this as much as you do.”

“Why are you helping us?” Mrs. Rooney asks, leaning close and whispering desperately. “I mean, I understand you love my daughter. But why are you going to help her escape?” He looks the woman in the eyes and leans in himself.

“Because I’m coming with you.”


6 - The Giving of Thanks

In the weeks leading up to Thanksgiving, Grace and the rest of the Clayton sex slaves spend nearly every day making the rounds with Josiah. Most days Grace is left alone at a suburban house or farm where she fucks a man or two, sometimes more for a good part of the day. She wonders how the men are charged for her services - by the hour, a set fee, etc - but she has no interest in sparking a negative reaction from her wrangler so she keeps quiet. None of the other girls know anything either, so it’s clear to her that the information is not available to her. For what reasons, she has no idea, either.

The punishment she endured with Winifred was not repeated. The night they spent attached to each other in the holding cell was enough to force an uneasy truce between the two slaves, one of them their owner’s current favorite and the other his former nightly partner. Grace does not miss being with him. His behavior with the gun at the dinner table forever changed her attitude toward the man. Now and forever, she lives in fear of his capricious wrath.

Her attitude toward his son, Tyler, softens over the weeks, although she didn’t see him and didn’t expect to. At the homecoming party and at that infamous dinner, when his father played a game of chance with her life, he’d done nothing to stop what was happening to her. She knew her emotional reaction to his powerlessness was unfair to the young man - he was out of his depth in both cases. Still, she couldn’t help seeing him in a new light as well, one not quite as unfavorable as she saw his father but one that diminished him.

“Penny for your thoughts,” Tess says to her the day before the big holiday. Josiah let the girls know after breakfast that their duties would be suspended for the holiday weekend, something Grace finds unexpected and delightful. She is still in love with Tess and sleeps with her almost every night, but a whole day of unstructured time together is one of the few luxuries she can savor without reservations.

“I was just wondering if the boys will be here tomorrow,” Grace replies.

“I expect so,” Tess admits with less enthusiasm than Grace was feeling. Her feeling about Tyler had softened over time and on the eve of his return to the plantation, she is looking forward to seeing him. “His brother came home for the Christmas holidays and spent two weeks here.”

“Tyler was in high school then, right?” Grace asks, knowing he was but trying to draw Tess out on the boy and any light she could shed on him.

“Yeah, of course. He was pretty quiet so I didn’t see or hear much from him. And I never slept with him.”

“What’s the deal with that,” Grace asks, sitting up and almost forcing Tess to do the same. “Why do they keep underage boys away from us?”

“I have no idea, but I know it’s quite common.”

“And how old were they when Clayton started bringing naked slaves to the breakfast nook and the dinner table? I mean, I would think their mother would have an issue with that when they were young and impressionable.”

Tess nods. “Again, I haven’t a clue. I guess it’s just different down here, what with all the naked slaves walking around in public. Maybe because they see tits and ass from when they’re in diapers, it’s just never a big deal to them.” She shrugs and laughs. Grace loves Tess’s laugh.

“It’s so strange, you know?,” Grace says. “They’re such hardasses in so many ways, with the whole women-as-second-class-citizens thing, and yet they’re off-the-wall libertines in others. I fucked a guy the other day with his wife nursing his baby in the kitchen. Josiah walked me right through the back door and she’s sitting there staring at me as the guy takes my hand to fuck me in their marital bed. How weird is that?”

Tess smirks. “You think that’s bad? Before you got here, Mary and I were placed with in a house where the wife was upstairs having a Tupperware party or some such thing for a bunch of women from the neighborhood and we serviced a bunch of men in the basement. I assumed they were married to the women upstairs but I guess I don’t know for sure.”

“What else would it be?” Grace asks with a smirk of her own. “Did the women know you were there?”

“Did they?” Tess rolls her eyes. “Josiah walked us right through the middle of the party in the middle of the hostess’s pitch. As soon as we walked into the room, everyone went stone-cold silent and stared at us until we got to the staircase that led to the basement. I looked at Mary and she gave me one of those looks of hers. You know the ones.” Tess laughs as she imitates her sister’s wide-eyed, ‘are-you-kidding-me?’ look that Grace has seen dozens of times.

“Oh, that must have been something,” Grace says between giggles. “How many women were there?”

“About a dozen, same as downstairs. It was a long night.”

“When will we start going out at night?” All of their trips so far were either right after breakfast or in the afternoon.

“I don’t know,” Tess admits. “We started doing nights right away but it was mid-December when we arrived, so maybe it’s a seasonal thing.” She shrugs and leans in to kiss Grace. “Enough talk for a bit, okay?”

“Sure thing, love,” Grace murmurs while wrapping her arms around the girl and curling up in her embrace.

“Grace. Tess and Mary. I need to talk with the three of you,” Josiah calls out as the girls are assembling in the main room of the stable for the walk to breakfast. The three slaves go to their wrangler.

“We’ve got about fifty men coming over to watch football today. All of you will be servicing the guests, not just you three, but I wanted to let y’all know that the boys, Carl and Tyler, are forbidden to ask for you to service them until after dinner. Their father warned them that if they tried to break his rules, they would be sent back to school immediately and you would face severe punishment. This is one of the few instances where y’all are permitted to say no to a man under orders from your owner and from me. Don’t hesitate to call for our assistance should it become necessary.”

The girls all look at each other after the speech and nod. “A question?” Tess says before Josiah calls the other slaves to join them for the walk to the main house.

“Go ahead,” he says in an even tone.

“Can we talk to them?” Tess asks.

“To Carl and Tyler? Of course. Just don’t disappear with them. I want to have eyes on you at all times, unless, of course, you’re upstairs with one or more of the guests.”

“Is all servicing supposed to take place upstairs?” Tess persists, to Josiah’s growing impatience.

“If one of the guests wants to fuck you on the dining room table, then you will comply with their request. You are not permitted to deny anything to any of the guests, only Carl and Tyler. Is that clear?” he asks, clearly annoyed.

“Yes, Josiah,” the girls answer in union. He calls the others over and explains the same rules to them, leaving out the part relating to the Clayton scions. Grace assumes that Carl and Tyler are free to fuck any of the other three slaves if they choose but she doesn’t ask for clarification. She presumes she’ll be busy enough without wondering who Tyler is fucking.

The group of one black man and six naked white slave girls walk from the stable to the main house in the chill of the early morning fog that rolled in overnight. Grace wonders if she will ever be permitted to wear clothing in the event of inclement weather, not having any idea what winters in Alabama are like. That she has been made to remain naked in driving rain storms leads her to think not.

Grace hurries to catch up to Josiah before they reach the main house.

“Josiah?” she asks softly.

“Yes, Grace,” he responds without looking at her.

“Were Carl and Tyler at the house last night?” she asks tentatively.

“They arrived after dinner.”

“But they didn’t request us for the night?”

The wrangler looks at Grace with a raised eyebrow. “Mr. Clayton was not inclined to permit that.” Grace noticed that Winifred stayed behind after dinner, undoubtedly spending the night with their owner.

“And after we’re finished servicing the guests today, will we be allowed…?” She doesn’t finish her question, fearing she knows the answer.

“Will you be allowed to clean up?” She nods. “I’m afraid not, Grace.” He looks ahead at the house which they are fast approaching.

She drops behind the wrangler to join the ranks of her fellow slaves. She looks at Tess who nods knowingly. “Told you,” she says to Grace who doesn’t respond.

“I have news,” Tyler says to Grace as he undresses. The girl is lying in one of the guest beds, exhausted.

“I’m so sorry about this,” she says to the boy, unable to rouse herself from the bed. She is a mess and wishes he didn’t have to see her in this condition, but she doesn’t have permission or the energy to do anything about it. She is leaking cum from both of her lower holes and she knew her breath smells of semen from the half dozen men who deposited a full load in her mouth. Two had painted her face with their essence and let it dry in place. She wondered if Tyler would have the courage or the ability to ignore her aroma to get anywhere near her.

She needn’t have worried.

“I’ve been thinking about you since that night,” he says without elaborating. Grace has to ask.

“When your father…?” she begins but he cuts her off.

“In my dorm room.” He kisses her deeply with no hesitation. Her heart soars. He touches her breast gently and she sighs as he kisses her. Most of the men who took her this morning and afternoon ignored her breasts entirely. They ached for the attention and Tyler is very attentive.

“You said you have news?” she asks when he breaks for a moment. He looks at her and smiles.

“I’ve met with your mother and Destiny,” he whispers. Grace bolts upright.

“What? How?” He recounts the story of Brianne asking about him in the freshman dorm. Her inquiry got back to him and he sought her out. She led him personally to Mrs. Rooney and her childhood friend at the coffee shop.

“Why?” Grace asks, at once scared and hopeful. “What do they want you to do?”

“We’re going to take you back home,” he says with an air of confidence that seems so reassuring and completely insane.

“How? What can you possibly do besides getting us all hanged?” Grace asks in spite of herself.

“Keep your voice down, will you?” he tells her as gently as he can, which is not very.

“Does your father bug the guest rooms?” She glances around in a sudden panic.

“What? No! At least, not that I know of.” Tyler looks at the phone on the nightstand. It’s an old-fashioned landline, one his father refuses to get rid of. Grace turns to look at it and laughs.

“No, it wouldn’t be in the phone I don’t think.” She climbs off the bed and retrieves his pants. He takes them from her and pulls his iPhone from his pocket. He powers it down and puts in on the nightstand next to the landline.

“Look, I don’t have all the details ironed out yet, but we’re getting some help from the local chapter of the Underground Railroad.”

Grace gives him a puzzled look. “What’s that?”

“They’ve been around since long before the Confederate Revolution. Before the war, they used to smuggle black slaves to Canada because the US had a law that said escaped slaves had to be returned to their owners. After the war, freed slaves could stay in the US. And since the resurgence of slavery in the 1960s, its mission has changed. Now, they help smuggle northern women like you who were duped and abducted into the system.

“The Railroad is strongest in college towns like Tuscaloosa so we’re getting a fair amount of guidance but they don’t fully trust us yet.” He nods. “They don’t trust me, really. But I’m working on that. If we can get you out of here, we’re going to make our way to the southern tip of Illinois which is the closest border between the CS and the US. We’ve been told there’s a place there where we can get your slave hardware cut off and you’ll be free.”

Grace blinks. “I’ll be free?” Her heart thumps in her chest and she climbs onto her knees on the bed.

“That’s right,” he smiles and touches her arm. “And I’ll be with you, if you’ll have me.”

She wraps her arms around his neck and kisses him again.

They make love twice before they fall asleep in each other’s arms.


7 - The Plan

The weather gets colder during the weeks after Thanksgiving but Grace barely notices the change. She works hard to conceal her excitement from the other slaves in the Clayton stable as well as from her owner and his wrangler, but her lover is having none of it.

“Ever since you spent the night with Tyler you’ve been different,” Tess tells her a week before Christmas. “I can’t quite put my finger on it but something’s going on, isn’t it?”

“I was just happy to see him again, is all,” Grace tells her. She wants to say so much but knows it will only put her friend in danger.

“It’s more than that, though. Isn’t it?” Tess whispers as the two lovers cradle each other in their arms after making love. “I’m going to lose you to him, if I haven’t already.”

Grace sits up and looks at the startled twin. “I will always love you, Tess. You’ve meant the world to me these last few months and I will always be grateful for our time together.”

“Wow, you make it sound like our time together is about to end, Grace. What’s going on?”

Grace looks away and chastises herself silently for her poor choice of words. She turns to look at the beautiful girl in her bed and decides to take a different approach. “Have you ever been owned by someone where one of the slaves tried to escape?”

Tess’s eyes go wide. “Grace, tell me you’re not going to do something that will surely get you killed.”

“No, I’m not, but I was just curious. Do you know what happens to the other slaves in the stable of a runaway?”

“I’ve heard rumors. The authorities usually do an investigation and I can only imagine what that must be like. But I’ve never heard of a slave actually getting away.” She sits up and takes Grace’s hands in her own. “But there was this one time in Florida. We were owned by a grower, oranges and grapefruit orchards. The next farm over, one of the slaves escaped but of course, they caught her right away, like a few days later. She’d been hiding out, didn’t have a clue what she was doing.”

Grace wishes she hadn’t said anything but just listens.

“So, before she was caught, the police came to question us, even though there was no way we could have known anything. They took us into a room, one by one, and beat the shit out of us. And they all fucked us, of course, but it was more than just sex. It was like they hated us. I’ve been treated badly before but not like that. They just wanted to hurt us and they did. For hours. It was really rough.” Tears trickle down the girl’s cheeks. “Mary had a black eye and a split lip. I was bruised like never before or since.”

“I’m so sorry, Tess,” Grace whispers.

Tess laughs bitterly. “Thing is, I’m sure if the cops just told our owner that they wanted to have a little fun with his slaves, he would have said, ‘Sure, whatever you want.’ But that’s not what happened. They just wanted to hurt us, so that’s what they did.”

She turns away from Grace and wipes her tears. “We heard that it was much worse for the girls at the farm where the girl escaped from. I don’t know first hand of course, but that’s what we heard. I believe it, too.”

“What happened to the runaway, after they caught her?” Grace asks, her heart pounding.

Tess turns and stares at Grace for a long moment before she shakes her head.

“Really?”

“We heard it took her three days to die, Grace. Three days.” She reaches for Grace’s cheek and holds it in her hand. “Please, Grace. Promise me you won’t do anything stupid.”

“I promise, Tess.”

As the days get shorter and colder, Grace waits as patiently as she can manage for Tyler to return from school. Josiah tells her he’s expected tomorrow when the group of slaves makes their way to the main house for breakfast and another day of rounds.

“Will we be working through the holidays?” she asks as she walks with the wrangler ahead of the others.

“You will, Grace. No changes.” He doesn’t elaborate but she’s accustomed to his taciturn nature.

“Will the twins and I get to sleep in the main house?”

“I assume so. It’s up to the young men.”

Grace tries to hide her delight but when Josiah turns to look at her she knows he sees her smiling broadly. “Just don’t rub it in the other girl’s faces, Grace.”

“No, of course not.”

After breakfast, the day drags on seemingly endlessly. Josiah drops Grace at a filling station where she is used by the mechanics and clerks in the back room all day. Between servicings, she is left alone in a storeroom with nothing to distract her but her thoughts - Josiah tethered her, using an unnecessarily thick chain, to a ring mounted in a cinderblock wall, both for safekeeping and to amuse the employees.

She had ample time to think about what Tyler had told her, not that she hadn’t been over it repeatedly in the weeks since she last saw him. Now, in addition to finding out what he and her mother and Destiny had planned, she is looking forward to sleeping with him in his room in the main house for the first time since Thanksgiving. And, if the plan to escape wasn’t executed immediately, they would have many nights to spend together.

Finally, after countless sexual servicings and hours alone in the stuffy storeroom, Josiah arrives to unlock her and transport her back to the stable with the others. Tess is not nearly as excited about Carl’s return as Grace is about Tyler’s but she has been understanding nonetheless. She hasn’t broached the subject of escape with Grace again although the tension between the two lovers has been palpable since that conversation. Grace is relieved and thankful that Tess hasn’t brought it up and feels pangs of guilt at what will happen to her friend when she and Tyler vanish.

“Dinner will be delayed by an hour to allow for the boys’ last exams,” Josiah tells them when he opens the door to the stable. Grace almost runs to her room to wash the day off of her and prepare for her long-awaited reunion. Two hours later, after a long shower and much preparation, Grace exits her room feeling nervous and excited. Tess rises from the sitting area to approach her. “Can we talk for a bit?” she asks and ushers the girl to the kitchen without waiting for a reply.

“What is it?” Grace asks, concerned and a little annoyed. Don’t spoil this for me, she wants to say.

“Just listen and don’t talk, okay?” Tess tells her in a tone that makes it clear Grace has no real choice in the matter. “We probably won’t have much time alone from now on so I just want to tell you that I support whatever you decide to do, Grace. It’s dangerous but if he loves you, and you’ve made it obvious that you think he does, I get it. You have to try. And I don’t blame you. I’ll never have that kind of opportunity but I’m sure if I did, I’d do the same thing you’re doing. I just wanted to tell you that.” She kisses her lightly and smiles a sad smile. “I’m going to miss you, whatever happens. I love you, Grace, more than you’ll ever know. And I’ll never forget you.”

“Ladies,” Josiah calls out from the front door. “Dinner.” The other slaves stand up from the seating area and make their way to the front of the stable. Tess turns to join them when Grace grabs her arm.

“I love you too, Tess. I really do.” She smiles as a tear rolls down her cheek, then the two girls walk quickly to join the others.

Dinner is no different than most others at the main house. Mr. Clayton enters the room last and sits at the head of the table with Josiah standing behind him. His sons sit on either side of him in the center of the long expanse of the dining room table. Grace sits between Tyler and his father, while Tess sits to Carl’s right. Winifred sits between Mr. Clayton and Carl. The other two slaves sit at the far end of the sides facing each other.

“Welcome home, boys,” Mr. Clayton says after he sits and places his napkin in his lap. “How did finals week go for you both?” He looks at Carl who shrugs and launches into a desultory accounting of his issues with the school, his professors, and higher education in general. Everyone else at the table listens without speaking to his diatribe, with only his father interrupting on occasion to ask a question or express his concern for the sorry state of Carl’s world.

Finally, the elder Clayton turns to the youngest and poses the same question.

“Fine,” is Tyler’s one-word reply.

“Care to elaborate, son?” his father asks with a twinkle in his eyes.

“I think I got straight A’s if that’s what you’re asking, Father. Other than that, it was a good first college semester, all in all.”

“Did you make a lot of friends,” Clayton asks, surprising Grace. “Are you dating anyone?”

“No, I’m not dating anyone,” Tyler answers sullenly.

“Did you take my advice and fuck any of the slaves owned by the school?” Grace’s heart rate spikes as she realizes what her owner is really asking - should I be worried about you stealing my slave, boy? She wants to kick Tyler’s leg but feels it would be noticed and risk making things much worse.

“No, father,” he almost growls, looking side-eyed at his tormentor with undisguised hate.

“You visit one of the whorehouses, then?” Mr. Clayton says with a sly smile, clearly enjoying himself. “I never had more fun than at a college town whorehouse,” he says, turning to Carl as if they were having a beer at a neighborhood tavern. “The girls were always beautiful and so eager to please. Some of my favorite memories are from those days.” Carl gives him a weak smile and nods. Tyler keeps his eyes on his hands.

“What about you, Grace? Did you have a good day? Tell us about it.” He glances at her and she freezes - he never asks about how his slaves earn the money they earn with their bodies for him.

“I was at the Gas-N-Go off the interstate,” Grace tells him hoping he’ll let her leave it at that.

“Is that right?” Clayton says as he takes another bite of his dinner. “Were you there to service customers or just the employees?” He glances at her as he chews his steak.

“Just the employees,” Grace whispers. The rest of the room is silent. The elder Clayton is the only one eating.

“How many employees did they have you fuck, Grace?” His tone is conversational but his implication is unmistakable. How many men did you fuck for me today, slave?

“There were about seven, I guess,” she says as tears roll down her cheeks, her appetite all but gone.

“You guess? You couldn’t keep track?” Clayton’s tone has taken on an edge, reminding Grace of the other time Tyler was in this room with his father.

“It was seven, sir,” she says without looking up.

“They all get multiple shots on goal, Grace?”

“Sir?” she asks, glancing at him.

“It’s a hockey reference, Grace. They play hockey in Ohio, don’t they?”

“I suppose so, sir. I’m not familiar.” She looks at her hands again.

“Did they fuck you, these seven men, more than once, Grace?”

“Yes, sir.”

“And did they have you go down on them, Grace? Did they cum in your mouth?”

“Yes, sir.” Tears are dripping into her lap.

“Josiah,” Clayton says, turning slightly.

“Yes, sir?” the slave wrangler replies evenly.

“How much did I get paid for Grace’s work today?”

“Five hundred feds, sir.”

“That’s a lot of work for just five hundred feds, Josiah. And I know firsthand what a great cocksucker Grace is, you know? She’s even better than Winifred, here.” He nods at the girl sitting opposite Grace. “I think we should raise her day rates, Josiah. I think the market will bear a higher daily rate, now that she’s getting a good reputation around town, don’t you think, Josiah?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Where’s she scheduled to go tomorrow, Josiah?” Clayton says, still keeping his eyes on Grace.

“The Bascom farm.”

“All alone?” Clayton asks in a tone that tells Grace he knows the answer before he asks the question.

“Yes, sir.”

“How much for that?”

“A thousand feds, sir,” Josiah says evenly.

“Yeah, let’s bump that, okay? She’s been there before, hasn’t she? They know what a fine sex slave she is. They’ll pay double that. Make the call and let me know if they give you a hard time about it.” Clayton tosses his napkin on his plate and stands up. All the slaves follow suit. Carl and Tyler remain seated.

“My dear,” Clayton says to Winifred, extending his hand. She takes it and they leave the dining room together.

“Eat up, girls,” Carl says with disgust in his tone. “Don’t go to bed hungry on his account.” Grace looks up at Carl and he looks at her. He nods and she nods back. She looks at Tyler and grabs his hand. He just keeps staring at his lap.

“That fucking asshole,” Tyler says as Grace waits for him to undress and join her in his bed. “That fucking piece of shit!” She shushes him and looks at the door.

“Don’t let him hear you, Tyler,” she says in an urgent but hushed tone. “Don’t give him the satisfaction.”

“What’s the deal with the Bascom farm?”

“It’s nothing, don’t worry about it,” she soothes him.

“Don’t handle me, Grace. Just tell me.”

She sighs and pats the bed. “Come on, let’s hold each other and not talk about all that, okay?”

He strips off his boxer briefs and climbs into bed with her. She wraps her arms around him and kisses him hard, coaxing him to roll on top of her as she spreads her legs for him. He enters her quickly and fucks her - no loving making this, just two people fucking to put the day behind them. He orgasms quickly as she knew he would, it being weeks since they were together. She has no illusions that he’s remained celibate since Thanksgiving - the concept is almost foreign to her at this point. Not a day has passed in months without Grace having welcomed another person sexually. She wonders, not for the first time, if she will ever feel normal about sex.

“So, tell me about the Bascom farm,” he whispers as they pant and recover.

“Really?”

“Just tell me, Grace.”

“There’s not much to tell. It’s one of the black farms that we go to. I’ve been there with Tess a couple of times. They have about a dozen or so farm hands…”

“All black?”

“Yes,” she says, staring at him. “You do know we service a lot of black men, right? Including the ones who work here at your father’s plantation.”

“I know, I was just curious.”

“Does it bother you?”

“No, not really.” He looks away. “Not anymore.”

“What does that mean?” She stares at him. For Grace, a man’s color doesn’t have any impact on her at all. She enjoyed the way Josiah fucked her but not because he was black. He was just good. She doesn’t share that with Tyler, though.

“Nothing. Forget I said anything about it.” He sits up and she props herself on her elbow. “So, here’s what we’re going to do.” He lays out the plan as she listens carefully, making no comments or even facial expressions. Which is difficult because she is terrified.

“You really think that’s going to work?” she asks when he finishes.

“The head guy at the Tuscaloosa branch of the Underground Railroad told me they’ve gotten several girls out this way. It’s our best bet.”

“How many have they lost?”

He stares at her for a long moment. “Tyler, how many?”

“About half get caught,” he whispers.

She gasps. “So our odds of success are no better than a coin flip?”

He nods. “If you want to call it off, we can still do that. I’ll tell your mother and Destiny that you couldn’t take that much risk.”

“What about them? If I get caught, if we get caught, what happens to them?”

“It all depends on who catches us,” he explains. “If we get caught here, locally, I guess it would be up to my father if he wanted to press charges. They could get off if he decides not to. And if he got you back, maybe he wouldn’t.”

Grace levels a look at the young man. “Tyler, please. Do you really think that might happen, that he would just say, no harm, no foul?”

“No, I said that was the best-case scenario. And it is.”

“What’s the worst-case?” Grace asks, not sure if she wants it said out loud.

“If we get caught anywhere else, by the authorities within the Confederacy, they would be put into the system.”

“And become slaves,” Grace adds.

“Yes.”

“What would happen to you if the authorities catch us?”

“Prison time. Probably a lot. Years. Maybe decades.”

“So, your life would be ruined.” Her eyes well up with tears.

“Yes.”

“And I’d be hung,” she whispers.

“Yes,” he says, his voice cracking.

“But if I back out, there’s a good chance your father would sell me at some point, or even kill me, just for the hell of it. Like at the dinner table that time.”

“It’s possible. Anything possible with that fucker.”

Grace stares at Tyler. “I feel like if we had never met, you wouldn’t be so upset with your father.”

“I’ve hated my father ever since my mother died, Grace. I’ll never forgive him for the way he treated her when she got sick. It was as if she wasn’t even there anymore. He’s a monster. You just saw a small part of the way he is, but he’s rotten to the core. Believe me.”

She touches his arm. “I’m sorry, Tyler. I didn’t know.”

“Because I don’t like to talk about it, but I never forget and I never will. In a way, taking you and leaving this god-forsaken country once and for all will be the perfect revenge for me.”

Grace sucks in a breath. “Is that what this is all about, Tyler? Revenge?”

He looks at her with terror in his eyes. “No, absolutely not. I love you, Grace. I want to save you and spend the rest of my life with you as my wife. I want you to have my children. I want us to be together the right way, not like this.”

“And you’ll be able to forget about the fact that I’ve been with hundreds of men, including your own father?”

“I love you, Grace. None of that matters.”

“Can you say that it never will?” She touches his cheek. “Can you?”

“Nothing matters except us being together and you being free, Grace. Nothing else matters at all.”

“I love you, Tyler.” She kisses him. “Tell everyone we’re doing this.”


8 - The Escape

After getting little sleep the night before due to Tyler’s persistent lovemaking, Grace spent a long day at the Bascom farm servicing a dozen black farm hands by herself. When Josiah finally came to collect her she was thoroughly wrung out and exhausted, but she was interested to see that he picked her up first so she had some time alone with him in the van.

“Can I ask you a question?” she says as he pulls away from the farm. She sits up front with him which is the standard protocol after rounds - first in gets to sit in the comfortable seat instead of riding in the back on the hard floor.

“You can always ask, Grace. I can’t guarantee that I’ll answer you.” He keeps his eyes on the winding country road while he talks.

“The last few times we serviced Bascom’s there were always two of us,” Grace begins. “But today it was just me. Is that because they couldn’t afford for Tess to come along or was it something else?” She watches his face as she waits for his answer.

“No, they wanted Tess. It was Mr. Clayton that decided you’d go alone.” He glances at her and arches an eyebrow which she takes to mean he won’t say anything more about it.

“Is he angry with me, or is this all about me and Tyler?” she asks, knowing her persistence might offend but not caring.

“I don’t know of any reason why Mr. Clayton would be angry with you, Grace. Do you?”

“No, of course not. I never see him any more except at meals.”

“I’d just let it go if I were you, Grace. It’s best not to poke around in family matters.”

She wants to say that these family matters affect her directly but she knows that would be too much. She’s established a very good relationship with Josiah over the past few months and now is not the time to risk damaging their rapport. They ride in silence for the rest of the drive to the next stop and she talks with the other girls until they arrive at the plantation.

Dinner is a much more muted affair than the night before as Mr. Clayton seemed to be in a much less confrontational mood and Tyler didn’t provoke him at all.

After dinner, Tyler closes the door to their bedroom and turns to Grace with an excited but hushed tone. “We’re leaving tonight. It’s all set. When everyone’s asleep, you and I will just walk out the front door and walk a quarter mile or so down the road. Destiny and your mother will be waiting for us with a truck that the Underground Railroad has used with good success. It’s got a false bottom in the back of the cab where you can hide to get past the border guards. They told me that the border crossings in rural areas aren’t nearly as well-staffed as in the cities so we shouldn’t have any problems as long as we get there before they alert the authorities that we're missing.”

Grace listens with excitement and dread until Tyler is finished - she has so many questions. “Are Mother and Destiny coming with us?”

“There’s not enough room for them in the cab so they’ll follow us in their car.”

“What will we say if we get pulled over?”

“You can get into the hidden compartment right from the cab so we won’t have to say anything.”

“We can just walk out of here tonight? They don’t lock the doors?”

Tyler smiles. “Josiah isn’t in charge of the main house, only the stable. We lock the door but we can open it without anyone knowing and I have a key in any event. This is my home, after all.”

“Are you okay with leaving it, for good?” She touches his cheek.

“It hasn’t felt like a real home to me since my mother died, so, yeah. I’ll be fine. If I never see this place again…” He looks away.

“Are you sure?”

“I told you, Grace. I want you, nothing else.” He stops and tilts his head. “But I guess I never really asked if you want me, Grace.”

The girl opens her eyes wide. “Of course I want you, Tyler. I love you.”

He nods but doesn’t smile. “If you change your mind, I’ll understand. It’s not unreasonable to think that this is your best chance to be free.”

She wraps her arms around his neck and kisses him fiercely. “I love you, Tyler. Even if I was your slave for the rest of my life, that would be okay. I don’t need to be free, I just need to be with you.”

He smiles finally. “I don’t want a slave, Grace. I want a wife. A free wife who marries me of her own accord.”

“And I’ll do that, Tyler. As soon as we’re back in the US and I can make decisions for myself, I will choose you, I promise. Nothing else matters to me.”

He nods and sits on the edge of the bed. “How was it, today?”

“What do you mean?” Grace asks, nervously.

“That farm. How was it?”

She sighs. “It was the same as always, Tyler. I’m a sex slave. I serviced men for my owner. It’s what I do.” She looks at him. “It’s what I did. No more. This was my last day.” She smiles. “And I love that.”

“You won’t miss it?”

She almost cries out. “Miss it?” She stops to consider her words carefully. “No, Tyler. I won’t miss it. I won’t miss anything about it. I’m ready for all this to end.” She watches him but he doesn’t react. He just stares at her. “Are you okay?” she whispers.

“Yeah, I’m okay. I just, I don’t know. I thought about you all day, Grace. What you were doing, where you were. I couldn’t stop thinking about it. All of it.”

“And now you’re going to stop it, Tyler. You’re rescuing me. Do you understand how huge that is?”

He looks down and nods. “Yeah, I guess so.”

She moves to embrace him. “You guess so? Tyler, how can I make you understand? I’m yours from now on. Just yours. No one else’s. Not your father, not Josiah, not anyone. I love that. I want that.” She kisses him.

“You’ve been with Josiah?” he asks. She resists an impulse to laugh. She touches his chin and raises his face to look at her.

“I love you, Tyler. I love you.”

Hours later, just before the old grandfather clock in the main foyer on the ground floor strikes midnight, Tyler and Grace sneak down the stairs. Tyler is carrying his shoes - Grace is naked but for her slave hardware. She can’t wait to have it removed, maybe as soon as tomorrow but she puts thoughts of tomorrow out of her head. Tonight is all that matters. Tonight is everything.

The house is dark and quiet as they ease their way into the foyer on cat’s feet. Their eyes have adjusted to the moonlight that is the only light filtering into the house through curtained windows, but it is enough to allow them to see where they’re going if they concentrate fully. Tyler has taken nothing from his room and Grace, of course, had nothing to take. They move slowly, carefully, toward the front door and the first portal to freedom.

“Going somewhere?” a familiar voice shatters the silence. A light switches on, blinding them but they can see Josiah is sitting in a chair next to the front door, a shotgun laid across his lap. He is staring at the two would-be fugitives with a blank expression. He doesn’t move.

“We’re leaving, Josiah,” Tyler says in a shaky voice. “If you try to stop us, you’ll have to shoot us.”

The black man looks at the white couple without moving for a long moment. Finally, he says in an even tone, “I won’t shoot you, Tyler. That would destroy your father.”

“That’s a laugh,” Tyler says in disgust. Grace squeezes his hand and flashes him a look.

“What are you going to do, Josiah?” she asks when she turns back to the wrangler.

“What are you doing here, anyway?” Tyler blurts before the man can answer. “Do you sleep sitting up? Don’t you ever go home?”

“No, I don’t sleep here, Tyler. Not until you came home from school.”

“Why?”

He stares at the young man, the son of his employer. “You don’t get to be the wrangler for one of the premier stables in the county without learning to read people, son.” His tone has softened. Grace squeezes Tyler’s hand again.

“You knew?” she asks gently.

“Of course, I knew,” Josiah says evenly. “And you’re not the first owner’s son to fall in love with one of his father’s slaves, Tyler.”

“Really?” Tyler asks, all the animosity gone from his tone.

“No, of course not. But it always poses a hell of a problem for the wrangler.”

“In what way?” Grace asks, happy to keep the man talking and the gun quiet. He said he wouldn’t shoot Tyler - he said nothing about Grace.

“Well, if I report you to the police, Tyler goes to jail, Grace hangs and who does that help? Mr. Clayton would be devastated. If I shoot Grace, Tyler will hate me and his father for a good long time, maybe forever, also not a good outcome. And if I just send you back to your room, I’m just putting off the inevitable, and my back won’t stand for me sitting in this chair many more nights.”

“So, what’s the answer?” Tyler asks, his anger returning just below the surface.

“I let you go.”

Grace stares at him hard. “Really? You’re going to let us go?”

Josiah stands up from the chair, the shotgun slung over his arm but pointed toward the floor. “I’ve always had a soft spot for Tyler, ever since he was a boy. I won’t be the one to ruin his life. You seem to be doing a good job of that all on your own.” Grace can’t tell if he’s talking to her or both of them, not that it matters - he’s letting us go!

“And I’ve also grown fond of you, Grace. As slaves go, you’re a good one. I can see why Tyler fell for you.” He steps toward the front door and opens it. “I assume you’ve got someone waiting to pick you up outside the front gate?”

“My mother and my friend from back home in Ohio,” Grace says as she looks out the door into the blackness of the night. “And we should get going.”

“Yeah,” Tyler says as he steps cautiously. “They said we should try to get to the border before the sun rises.”

“Going to Illinois?” Josiah asks.

“Cairo is the closest place to cross,” Tyler says. “You’ll handle Father?”

“It won’t be easy,” Josiah says softly. “I know it doesn’t seem like it but he really does love you, son.”

“If you say so,” the young man says with bitterness. Grace pulls him toward the door.

“Thank you, Josiah. I can’t tell you how much this means to me,” she says as she keeps the pair of them moving.

He nods and steps toward the door as they exit the house. “Stay off the main roads, son. And good luck.”

“Thanks, Josiah,” Tyler says and to Grace, it sounds as if he really means it. As well he should.

Josiah goes to the telephone hanging on the wall in the kitchen where he dials his contact on the night desk at the local police station. He waits for the dispatcher to connect him.

“Bill? Josiah Williams. I want you to send a car out to our place. They should run into a truck with Tyler Clayton, probably driving but not necessarily.” He listens for a moment. “Yeah, Henry Clayton’s boy. Anyway, have them stopped and take the girl into custody. I don’t know what her name is, but she’s not a slave - she won’t be wearing hardware or anything but I want her taken into custody, you hear me? When they get her, have them bring her here to the main house. I’ve got a cell I can put her in.” He listens again. “No, it won’t be a problem, Bill, I promise you.”

He listens again before saying. “She a Northerner.”


9 - The Getaway

In the darkness, Grace stumbles on one of the steps leading to the front gate of the plantation in the chilled December night air. She’s never been through the front entrance before and in bare feet, she’s unsure of herself. Tyler steadies her as they walk quickly but without haste.

“Can you believe it?” she asks him when they are far enough away from the house for anyone to hear them. “I have no idea what to think.”

“We got lucky, that’s for sure,” Tyler agrees. “I think Destiny is driving the truck and we’ll drop them off at their car once we get you inside the hidden compartment.”

“Do I have to ride all the way to the border in there?” Grace asks, realizing for the first time that it sounds no better than the shipping crate she endured when she first arrived in Alabama.

“No, but until we get through town and out in the sticks like Josiah suggested, I think it’s best to be extra cautious.”

When they reach the main gate, Tyler opens the latch and swings the metal gate open. Grace waits for him to close it and looks up the road towards town. She knows the way to Birmingham from making the rounds with Josiah but has no knowledge of the surrounding area at all. Not that she’ll be seeing much of it from inside a hidden compartment.

“This way,” Tyler motions and she falls in next to him. They walk on the blacktop to ease Grace’s discomfort as the gravel shoulder is hard on the soles of her feet. She’s been barefoot almost constantly for almost seven months, and still her feet are not accustomed to the lack of protection.

“There they are,” Tyler motions and Grace looks up. She sees the faint outline of a medium-sized truck in the distance and as soon as Tyler waves, its lights come on, almost blinding them. They shut off almost as quickly and the truck rumbles as someone, presumably Destiny, cranks the ignition. Grace grits her teeth at the way the engine belches and the gears grind as the vehicle lurches toward them. She wonders if Destiny is any better at driving now than when she knew her back in their hometown.

Suddenly, Grace is almost overwhelmed by the realization that she’s about to see her mother and her best friend for the first time in many months. She is excited to see them but also embarrassed to be naked. She wishes Tyler had thought to bring her something to wear but understands that it wasn’t a priority. Soon, that would change and she couldn’t wait.

The truck settles to a halting stop several feet in front of them. Before the engine shuts down the passenger door opens and Grace’s mother jumps out of the cab. The woman sprints toward her and she moves as quickly as her bare feet will tolerate until the two almost crash into each other in a tangle of arms and tears and heartfelt declarations of love. Destiny climbs out of the cab to join the reunion and Tyler begs the three women to be quiet as they cry and laugh and hug each other with unrestrained joy.

“We really need to get into the truck, ladies,” he almost barks but is unable to suppress a smile. “We don’t want the cops coming upon this scene, I promise you.”

Grace peels her mother out of her arms and they hug each other’s waists with Grace holding fast to Destiny’s hand as they move toward the truck.

“Oh, my god, it’s so good to finally see you again,” Mrs. Rooney says when they get near the dome light in the cab. “I just want to hold on to you.”

“Destiny, how do we open the hidden compartment?” Tyler asks as the three women continue to talk, all three at once, all smiles and tears of joy. He touches the girl’s shoulder and she finally redirects her attention away from her friend and to the task at hand.

“Oh, just a while longer,” Mrs. Rooney pleads. “Don’t take her away from me yet.”

“We really have to go,” Tyler says and Grace reluctantly confirms his sense of urgency.

“We don’t want to have to explain this to the authorities, Mother,” she tells the woman who is bawling and smiling and pleading.

“I know,” she finally admits. “I know.”

“Climb in, Grace,” Destiny tells her friend. Grace hesitates for a second, wary of the small space and being locked away again so soon after achieving her first steps toward freedom. But if the last seven months have taught her anything, it’s that she can do what needs to be done. She climbs into the unlit compartment and turns to look at the people who matter most to her in the world.

“I love you guys,” she says as they close the cover and latch it, blanketing Grace in darkness once again. She feels her way to the most comfortable position she can manage as the engine turns over and the compartment is filled with the growl of the diesel engine and a bit of fumes as well. Grace wonders bitterly if she’s come this far only to die of asphyxiation in a futile attempt at freedom until she remembers that this compartment has likely carried scores of slaves to their freedom. She braces herself as the truck lurches forward and smiles again - apparently, Tyler is no more competent at driving the vehicle than Destiny.

The road that leads from the Clayton plantation into Birmingham winds a bit and Grace is thrown from one side of the compartment to the other as Tyler, presumably, is taking the turns at speeds that concern Grace. She finally manages to brace herself sufficiently to avoid being slammed into the walls of the small space when she hears a siren. Her heart rate doubles instantly and she almost hyperventilates as the truck grinds to a stop and idles. With the engine noise, she can’t make out anything that is being said by the three occupants of the cab, but she can hear the doors open and another voice, a stern voice, over the others. She presses her ear to a crack in the compartment where a sliver of light is shining through but to no avail. She can’t hear what is going on.

After what seems to Grace like forever, the cab rocks, and the doors slam shut. The engine revs angrily and then the truck moves. She listens closely but can’t even hear voices now, only the wheels humming on the blacktop, the brakes squealing occasionally, and the incessant roar of the diesel engine. She wonders how long she should wait to start pounding on the compartment door to insist on hearing an explanation of what exactly happened.

That becomes moot when the truck turns sharply and comes to a complete stop, then the engine is shut off. Someone fumbles with the latch on the compartment. When it is lifted, light floods in from a streetlight, blinding Grace. She shields her eyes and climbs out. Her mother is stone-faced and silent.

“They took Destiny,” Tyler says.

“What? Who did?” Grace demands.

“The police. They took her away in their squad car.”

“Why didn’t you stop them?” Grace screams. “She’s not a slave.”

“Grace, don’t,” her mother says through her tears. “Tyler didn’t have a choice. They had guns.”

“I don’t understand,” Grace wails. “Why would they take Destiny?”

“I don’t know, but we have to get you across the border. We can’t deviate from the plan, Grace.”

“The hell we can’t. I’m not leaving her here. Not after what she did for me.”

“Grace, we can’t risk you being caught,” Tyler yells at the girl. “You’re still a slave, now a fugitive slave and if they catch you, they will hang you.”

“They won’t do anything to harm Destiny,” Mrs. Rooney tells her daughter in a voice that betrays her lack of enthusiasm for the plan. “We have to get you to safety. We can’t take any chances, Grace. I can’t lose you again.”

“But what will we tell Mrs. Austin, Mother? We can’t go home without her.”

“We don’t necessarily have to go home, Grace,” Tyler says as he holds her hands in his. “But we have to get you into the US, across the border before my father notifies the authorities that you’re missing. Once they issue a missing slave report on you, every bounty hunter in the area will be on the lookout for you. We can’t risk waiting around for that to happen. We need to go, now.”

“I don’t want to abandon Destiny,” Grace insists. “I can’t do that.”

“You have to, Grace,” Mrs. Rooney tells her daughter. “We have to get you safe. If I lose you again, I don’t know what I’d do, Grace. Do you understand what I’m telling you?”

Grace finally looks at her mother and sees the stark terror in her eyes. Tyler lets her take it in, then he tells her, “We’ll come back for her, Grace. We won’t abandon her. Just like she didn’t abandon you.”

Grace looks at the young man, tears streaming down her face. “You have to promise me we’ll do that, Tyler. On your life, you have to promise me.”

“I promise, Grace. I promise.”


10 - The Border

The ride to the border takes over seven hours on the back roads of Alabama, Tennessee, and Kentucky. By consensus, she rides in the hidden compartment the whole way just to be as safe as possible. With all the turns and hills, Grace manages to get a little sleep but not much. The loss of her friend doesn’t help.

“We’re almost there,” Tyler yells through the wall of the compartment. “Do you want to get out before we go through?”

“No, let’s just get there,” Grace yells back. She covers herself with a blanket that her mother had in the car she and Destiny purchased in Georgia. The compartment is hot and humid but if the border guards open it during their inspection, she will at least be hidden from view. It’s a stretch, she knows, but it’s her only option.

“I don’t know how long this is going to take, Grace,” Tyler yells. “There’s not much of a line but I’m sure there’s just a skeleton crew on at this time of day.”

Grace doesn’t respond. She can see more light through the cracks and crevices of the compartment but she can’t see anything outside the box she’s in. She waits as the truck idles, her mind racing about what she can do to rescue Destiny. Suddenly, after months of wondering and waiting for what the future might hold for her, she’s got a mission for the first time in her life.

Rescuing her friend.

The idling of the engine makes Grace wonder if the truck is being inspected. The last time she crossed the border almost seven months ago, she was on a school bus with fifteen of her classmates, bound for a supposed day trip to sample life as a slave of the New Confederacy. She agreed to go on the excursion only with the understanding that she’d be back at home the same day so her parents wouldn’t know she’d left the country. The inspection of the bus at the border between Ohio and Kentucky took just a few minutes, but there was no place to hide anything, and no one, presumably, would break into the Confederacy. Traffic in the other direction, she imagines, is subject to much greater scrutiny.

Grace tries not to think about her fifty-fifty odds of being caught.

“Three trucks in front of us, Grace,” Tyler yells through the wall.

“Stop yelling at me,” Grace yells back. “I’ll just wait until it’s over.” She marvels at the changes she’s been through in the months since her abduction. From an innocent near-virgin to a seasoned sex slave, used by multiple strange men every day for the past several months. How would she ever explain to her mother what happened? Not to mention her father. She didn’t have a chance to ask about him in the commotion of Destiny’s abduction. She can only imagine what he’s thinking or if he’s even still with her mother - seven months is a very long time as she can attest. The pressure on their marriage must have been immense.

The truck engine rumbles to life and the vehicle lumbers forward a bit, probably just advancing to the head of the line. Grace tries to focus on staying as quiet as possible and ignoring the life-and-death moment that is coming. Although she never saw anyone hanged for attempting to escape, she doesn’t for a moment question the veracity of the stories she’s heard. And hanging would at least be relatively quick and perhaps mostly painless. Worse ways to die -  far worse - are easily imagined. She shudders even as she’s bathed in sweat.

Another gentle acceleration of the engine and movement of the vehicle, followed by the killing of the motor and the opening of the driver’s door lets Grace know that the inspection is at hand. She settles on her back and adjusts the blanket one last time, readying herself for the door of the hidden compartment to be discovered and opened, hoping she can escape notice but knowing she almost certainly would not. She breathes and closes her eyes. Voices she doesn’t recognize fill the cabin on the other side of the compartment door but no one fiddles with the latch. The voices fade and the door slams. Grace takes a deep breath.

The cargo door at the back of the truck slides open and footsteps in the cargo bay give Grace reason to be hopeful - there’s no connection between her hiding place and the cargo hold. Crates are jostled, more footsteps, more voices, and finally, the slamming of the cargo door sends Grace’s heart soaring. The opening of the driver’s door and the cranking of the ignition thrill Grace beyond words. She smiles broadly and lifts the blanket only to be leveled by the realization that, although she’s about to be free, Destiny is not.

“We’re through, Grace,” Tyler yells through the wall and she can hear the relief in his voice. Another swerve and the engine is killed. “Can you hear me?” he says without shouting.

“I can hear you,” she responds in kind. “Is Mother through yet?”

“She’s talking to the guard now. They aren’t making her get out of the car. They’re just looking in the trunk.” She holds her breath and waits. “She’s through!” Tyler shouts and pounds on the wall. “We’re out, Grace. We’re out. You’re free!” He cranks the ignition and whoops. “I’m going to head into town to the address the people at the Railroad gave us to have your hardware removed and your mother is going to buy you some clothes. It’ll be just a few more hours, Grace. Hang in there.”

She would, but she knows it’s going to be longer than a few more hours. A lot longer.

“Each piece takes almost an hour, I’m afraid,” the shop owner tells Grace and Tyler. They are at a small shop on the outskirts of Cairo that was recommended by their benefactors at the Underground Railroad that specializes in the removal of slave hardware.

“So, five hours?” Grace asks in despair.

“We’ve got to get them off, Grace,” Tyler whispers.

“Can’t we wait until we get back to Ohio?” Grace’s mother asks.

‘No, we can’t.” Grace is tired - tired of arguing about going back into the Confederacy to rescue Destiny, tired of waiting for her mother to understand, and just tired from no sleep. Tyler strokes the small of her back, now covered by a shirt and a sweater which feels odd and comforting to a girl used to being naked all the time.

“Might as well get started,” Grace says to the proprietor. “Where do you want me?”

“I find doing the shackles first gives you a chance to get used to the sound and vibration of the saw, little lady.” He motions for her to lie on a table with a large circular saw overhead. “Let’s see how much slack they gave you. I assume you didn’t gain any weight down there,” he asks with a chuckle.

“No, not hardly,” Grace answers. Her mother looks at her with sad eyes.

“They didn’t feed you well?” she asks as Grace climbs onto the table and stretches out her legs.

Grace smiles at the woman. “Some places were better than others, but I never had a chance to weigh myself and I never wore any clothing, so it was hard to tell.” Her mother’s expression goes from concerned to pained and Grace hurries to reassure her. “The last place was one of the best. We ate the same food our owner ate and as much as we wanted.”

“Put your leg in this jig, little lady,” the proprietor instructs her. She nestles her left leg in between two contoured pieces of wood that the operator uses to strap her in place. “We don’t want you jostling around when we’re cutting the metal off you.”

“Maybe you should take Mother outside, Tyler,” she says as she watches the saw being lowered and flipped on. When it begins cutting into the shackle, sparks fly.

“Got it,” Tyler says, offering his arm to Mrs. Rooney. As Grace watches them leave the shop, she asks motions for the owner to come close so he can hear her over the roar of the saw.

“Can I get temporary hardware, the kind I can put on and take off by myself?” she asks.

“Why would you want that?”

“It may come in handy,” she says without further explanation.

“I can probably make something up for you,” he says as he scratches his ear. “Wouldn’t fool anyone on close inspection but it’ll look pretty good from a distance.”

“Most people don’t look close, anyway,” Grace shouts.

“True enough,” he says as his assistant operates the saw. A steel mesh shield offers protection for Grace but she feels the vibrations of the saw to her bones. She motions for the proprietor to come close again.

“Do you ever have any slaves go back?”

“Not that I know of, but why would they tell me?” he says as he looks at Grace as if she’s lost her mind.

“We left my friend behind. I have to go back to get her.”

“Suit yourself, little lady.” He walks away and Grace watches the assistant work. The boy looks younger than Grace who is feeling old beyond her years. She wants to ask him so many questions but decides he should concentrate on not severing her leg while he cuts the shackle away. She lies back and tries to sleep, which is next to impossible but she closes her eyes and rests.

“Why do you need those?” Mrs. Rooney asks as they pay for the hardware removal. The owner put together a set of removable shackles, manacles, and a collar that doesn’t fit Grace as well as her old ones but will have to do. She looks at her mother sympathetically but is adamant.

“Because there may come a time when I have to pose as a slave again.”

“And what happens if you can’t get away when you fool someone into thinking you’re a slave again?” she asks, tears flowing freely.

“I’ll be careful, Mother,” Grace says sullenly.

“Like you were the last time?”

Grace just stares at her. “I’m a different person now, Mother. In more ways than you can imagine.”

“Grace, go easy,” Tyler whispers. “She’s just looking out for your best interests.”

“Then she should stop making me feel guilty about doing something I have to do.” She turns to her mother again. “I have to.”

“Call your father, Grace. Talk to him.” The woman hands her phone to her daughter, dabs her tears with a tissue, and walks away.

“What am I going to say to him?” Grace asks Tyler as they wait for the clerk to ring up the sale. She unconsciously rubs her neck before she realizes how strange it feels to not be wearing a collar for the first time in seven months. Her arms and legs feel lighter as well but the collar, with its prominence and symbolism, has the biggest impact on her, physically and psychologically.

“Just tell him you love him,” Tyler says. “I’m sure your mother has told him what happened. I’m sure he just wants to hear your voice. Don’t you want to hear his?”

Grace hesitates. How can she explain how she feels to Tyler when she doesn’t understand it herself? She loves her father, always has, always will. But he didn’t come after her. He left that to her mother and her friend. How could he do such a thing and still claim to love her? She doesn’t share her thoughts with Tyler, though. She stares at him for a long moment before looking at the phone. It’s been forever since she used one, she thinks as she brings up the directory and initiates the hardest call of her life.

“Alice? Are you alright? Is Grace okay?” her father blurts before she can say anything. She looks at Tyler and he nods his encouragement.

“You can do this,” he whispers.

“Dad, it’s me. Grace.” She waits.

“Oh, my god, Grace. I can’t believe I’m hearing your voice again.” He’s almost shouting before the phone goes silent. In the distance, she can hear her father sobbing. “I’m sorry, Grace. It’s just so much.”

“Yeah, I understand, Dad. For me, too.”

“Are you okay? Really?”

“Yeah, I’m okay. I’m good.” She looks away as the clerk hands a bag full of faux slave hardware to Tyler. “Listen, I have to tell you something.”

“Anything Grace. When will you be able to get home so I can see you?”

“That’s just it, Dad. I’m not coming home. Not yet, at least.” She hesitates and her father does as well.

“What? Why?” She can hear the pain in his voice.

“I have something I need to do, first.” The line stays silent for an eternity in Grace’s mind. “Dad?”

“It’s Destiny, isn’t it?” he asks in a solemn tone.

“Yes, Dad. I have to get her out.”

Another long silence. “Your mother told me what happened.” Another one. “I understand, Grace.”

She looks at Tyler. “You do?”

“I don’t like it, but I understand that you have to do it.”

“Thanks, Dad. I’ll talk to you soon.”

“I love you, Grace,” he says, and then the call disconnects.

“I love you too, Dad,” she says anyway.

“He seemed to take it well,” Tyler says as they walk toward the door. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah, I’m fine.” She decides she’ll cross that bridge when she comes to it. “Now what?” she asks as they leave the store and the cold December air chills her. She smiles just the same - it’s so nice to be wearing clothes. And shoes. Strange, but so nice.

Tyler motions toward the truck parked behind the store. “I think we should stay here for the night and get some sleep. We can head off first thing in the morning.”

Grace stops and he turns to look at her, a perplexed expression spreading across his face.

“No, Tyler. We go now. Right now. I don’t want to wait for another second before we start.”

He stands in the middle of the empty sidewalk and stares at her. Then he nods and reaches for her, his hand outstretched.

“You’re right, Grace. Let’s go.”

She nods and walks up to him to take his arm. “I think this just might be the beginning of a beautiful relationship,” she whispers with a smile.
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