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    ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
 
    What if the South won the Civil War?  
 
    For one thing, it would be known as the Confederate War of Independence. 
 
    For another thing, slavery would still be the law of their land… 
 
      
 
    Twin slaves of the New Confederacy have unique challenges to navigate. 
 
    In the five years since they were taken, 
 
    Tess and Mary have managed to survive and even thrive when allowed. 
 
    But now their circumstances are so different from anything they’ve seen before. 
 
    Bringing them closer together but threatening to tear them apart. 
 
    ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
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    1 - “We Have to Stick Together” 
 
      
 
      
 
    Mary Watson is lying awake in bed. She’s not in her bed - she hasn’t had a bed she could call her own since she left her parents’ home five years ago to begin her new career, along with Tess, her twin sister, which all went horribly wrong, but that’s a story for another time. 
 
    This morning, with sunlight barely visible in the morning sky outside the window, she’s awake and thinking about what lies ahead for her, because thinking back is something she tries never to do. She has no control over her life so she tries to take things as they come and not dwell on the past.  
 
    Next to her in the king-sized bed, her owner, Carl Clayton, is snoring softly. Beyond him is her sister, also asleep but silent. As is typical of her life as a sex slave of a healthy, horny twenty-year-old college junior, she has cum leaking from her vagina, her owner's cum from the night before. She lets her hand drift down to her vulva to play with herself just enough to enjoy a quiet orgasm before either of them wakes up, especially Carl. If he stirs and realizes what she’s doing, he’ll almost surely take her again, not that she’d mind. Or have a choice in the matter. 
 
    “You awake?” her sister asks in a whisper.  
 
    “Yes,” Mary responds just as quietly. “Why?” The two girls always share their owner’s bed, ever since he traded with his father for them a month ago. Moving from the Clayton plantation in Birmingham to Carl’s fraternity in Tuscaloosa was a welcome change for the girls, although more for Mary than Tess, as she likes boys and Tess is partial to girls. Not that that matters to their owner - he fucks both of them with equal enthusiasm. Mary is pretty sure Carl unaware of her sister sexual orientation.  
 
    “I just don’t want you to wake him up,” Tess hisses playfully. The girls know he’s a heavy sleeper and it will take more than a whispered conversation to rouse him, but jiggling the bed is another story and Tess would rather avoid penetration, Mary knows - if it’s at all possible. “So, stop that.”  
 
    “You’re not the boss of me,” Mary whispers with a smile, earning a soft giggle from her twin. Tess is just a few minutes older than her and has always assumed a dominant position in their unique and near-mystical relationship, something Mary is okay with but still feels required to push back on occasion if only to assert herself with the only person in their world who will put up with it. Reluctantly, but still. 
 
    “Fine, but if you do wake him up you’d better jump his bones before he reaches for me.” Tess considered herself gay when they were in high school but since their enslavement at the hands of an unscrupulous ‘talent agent’, she’s come to see herself as bisexual, if only out of self-preservation. Sex slaves in the New Confederacy don’t get a choice. 
 
    “Go to the bathroom and I’ll wake him up,” Mary offers. “I don’t mind.” 
 
    Without another word, Tess slips out of bed and exits the room. Mary props herself up on one elbow and stares at the sleeping countenance of the man who owns her. He is decidedly good-looking, a plus for her. Carl is one of the leaders in his fraternity and as such, he has a single room, a rarity in the house and on Fraternity Row in general. Most of the frat’s residents share double or even triple accommodations due to sky-high enrollment and scarce housing options in the bustling college town. Of course, owning the only pair of gorgeous, blonde, twin sex slaves on campus doesn’t hurt his standing with his frat brothers - a fact that Tess will likely have to deal with in the communal lavatory at the end of the hall on the fraternity’s residential floor. 
 
    “Morning, sunshine,” he says out of the blue - she didn’t realize he woke up. “Where’s Tess?”  
 
    “She went to the bathroom.” Mary rolls onto her side and kisses him. He kisses her back, deeply.  
 
    “Why didn’t she just use the bucket?” Carl asks when they break from their kiss. 
 
    “She didn’t want to wake you.” She props herself up on my elbow and smiles at him. He pulls her close and she feels his morning wood poking her belly so she pushes him down and climbs onto his body and inserts his member into her. Her pussy is still wet from the night before so he slides in easily and she sighs and moans slightly, mostly for his benefit but he does feel good. Luckily for her, Mary likes sex with boys. Especially Carl. 
 
    “Fuck, Mary,” he growls at her. “You’re all fired up this morning.” She smiles and rocks her hips to rub her clit against his pubic bone. “What’s going on?”  
 
    “I think I started ovulating yesterday,” she tells him softly. It’s not quite true but he’s terrible about keeping track of her cycle, not that he has to - she’s been on implanted birth control since she was abducted and taken into the system. She’s always wetter and more inclined at this time of the month but that's irrelevant to him. As it should be. She moans again to get him to focus and he closes his eyes and just lets her fuck him. In short order, he’s releasing another load into her tight vagina. Mary doesn’t cum but she didn’t expect to. She has the entire day chained in the room to take care of herself, so she’s unconcerned with her release. 
 
    After a long, luxurious embrace that Mary enjoys thoroughly, Carl eases her body to the side and his dick slips out of her. She waits to see what he wants her to do while wondering what’s taking Tess so long in the lavatory. Finally, Carl interrupts her thoughts.  
 
    “Clean me up,” he says in an offhanded tone. She doesn’t expect anything else from him - he owns her, after all. Any thoughts of a relationship beyond a slave and her owner have danced around the fringes of her consciousness now and again, but she banishes them as soon as they appear. For the most part.  
 
    Mary sits up in bed and grasps his wilting dick in her hand, then she leans over to lick their combined juices from the head and shaft. Once she’s cleaned his member, she turns her focus to his testicles, sucking each of them into her mouth with great care. Finally, she licks his pubic hair, now matted from the spillage of their morning tryst. She doesn’t seek to clean him in any realistic sense of the word - she’s just replacing semen with saliva, but she knows what he expects and she has no issues giving him pleasure, even in this small way.  
 
    In the past several weeks, since she moved into his room at the university, she’s fallen hopelessly in love with the boy.  
 
    “Thanks, Mary,” he says unnecessarily when she lifts her head and smiles at him. “Where the fuck did Tess go?” he asks again but she doesn’t answer. They both know what happened to her twin sister. “I’ll find her,” he adds as he climbs out of bed and pulls on a pair of gym shorts.  
 
    Mary watches as he slips out the door and listens to his footsteps as he walks down the hall. The least favorable aspect of his room - their room - is the distance to the washroom used by every resident on the floor. The fraternity was built decades ago when communal facilities were the norm for student residences, unlike more recent construction where suites of students shared a bathroom between them but not with everyone on the floor. Discussions had taken place, according to Carl, about how much it would cost the frat to install additional facilities but the prohibitive price tag always ended such discussions quickly. Countless classes of fraternity brothers had endured such privations over the years and would continue to do so for the foreseeable future.  
 
    Their slaves, of course, would do the same. 
 
    “She’s fine,” Carl announced when he returned from relieving himself. Mary knew what he was saying without him spelling it out for her - Tess was either on her knees at the row of sinks or bending over a toilet in one of the stalls in the service of fraternal goodwill. Slaves were officially not permitted to live in the rooms with their owners. The university’s policy, as well as the national office of the fraternity, was that any slaves housed on campus were to be kept either in the school’s large communal stable near the recycling center a half mile from Fraternity Row, or kept in cages in the basement of each dorm or residence hall, frats included. The reasoning for the rule was never spelled out and as a result, enforcement was almost non-existent, as owners of said slaves would placate their less-fortunate brethren by sharing the sexual services of their human chattel. Given that Carl Clayton had at his disposal not one but two sex slaves, his frat brothers were never shy about using them whenever they found one outside the confines of his room. 
 
    “She could have just used the bucket, you know,” Carl adds as he sifts through the clothes on the chair next to his bed for something suitable, or at least serviceable, for his morning class. “I don’t understand what her problem is.”  
 
    Mary grits her teeth and smiles, unwilling to go there. Her sister has fucked Carl many times since he traded one of his classmates for the twins a month ago. Before that, she fucked dozens of men in the service of Carl’s father as part of his stable of sex slaves - including the Clayton patriarch. For a time - several months, in fact - Tess was Henry Clayton’s preferred partner and the recipient of his attention virtually every night. Mary participated on occasion but the senior Clayton seemed to take particular delight in penetrating Tess’s body once he discovered her distaste for heterosexual activities.  
 
    So, when she needs to relieve herself first thing in the morning, not waking Carl and giving him an excuse to use her is not what Tess is going to do. Mary knows this and Carl should know it, but Tess is concerned about having Carl take a bigger interest in her the way his father did. So they keep quiet about Tess’s preferences and, so far at least, their young owner is none the wiser. 
 
    “I’ve got a class soon,” Carl announces as he slips his feet into his shoes. “Let’s get you chained up.”  
 
    Mary climbs out of bed and offers her leg so her owner can lock the tether to her shackle. In a nod toward discretion but also to the safekeeping of his property, Carl made it clear from the beginning that although he didn’t see the need to lock Mary and Tess in cages in the fraternity’s basement, he did want to make sure they were secure when he was away at classes. So he had two tethers installed in his room, long chains bolted to the center of the floor that he could attach to one of their permanent shackles with a small lock. Mary watches without emotion as he snaps the lock in place, confining her to the room until he returns later in the day. 
 
    “God, that boy is a piece of work,” Tess exclaims when she enters the room. “I thought he’d never finish.”  
 
    “He loves drawing it out, doesn’t he?” Carl asks rhetorically of his most notorious frat brother. Mary didn’t need to ask who they were referring to - she’d been cornered a few times by Billy Grandholm; in the lavatory, in the kitchen, even in the janitor’s closet. The man had an insatiable sex drive and nowhere to dissipate it other than with Carl’s slaves, given his lack of game, money, and good looks. Mary tried to feel sorry for the poor unfortunate but he thwarted her at every turn. The young man seems to enjoy being obnoxious and somehow pathetic simultaneously. In that regard, Mary finds him both annoying and mysterious.  
 
    “Let’s get you tethered,” Carl says to Tess. “Or I’ll be late for class.”  
 
    Without a word of protest or assent, Tess steps toward her owner and offers her ankle. Carl snaps the lock on the tether and her shackle without checking to see if it’s secure, and then he stands to go. 
 
    “When do you think you’ll be back?” Mary asks, hearing the need in her voice. She ducks her head and blushes but Carl appears to be oblivious. 
 
    “I’m supposed to meet someone for lunch so probably not until suppertime,” he tells his twin slaves. “You’ll be okay until then, right?” It’s a rhetorical question because how else could they be? Mary glances at her sister who cocks an eyebrow.  
 
    “We’ll be fine,” Tess says and Carl nods before bounding out the door. He locks it from the hall with a key to doubly secure his property, a fact that bothers Mary and has since they arrived at the school. The likelihood of the fraternity catching fire and burning to the ground with them locked inside is remote but it’s not impossible, either, a fact that slaves are supposed to get used to but which has thus far eluded her. 
 
    “I think he’s meeting someone,” Mary says almost to herself.  
 
    “No duh,” Tess says with a look. “He just told us that.”  
 
    “No, I mean, he’s meeting someone.” She raises both eyebrows to emphasize her point. “What happens to us if he gets a girlfriend, or worse?”  
 
    “We’ll deal with it if and when it happens,” Tess says, dismissive and resigned at the same time. 
 
    “I don’t want to go back to the stable,” Mary whines, knowing it’s pointless but unable to control herself. “You don’t either.”  
 
    “We’ll deal with it.” Tess has been the de facto dominant twin for as long as Mary can remember but it still annoys her at times. She’s sure she could be as forceful as her left-handed, lesbian twin sister if only Tess would let her. She doesn’t smile at the absurdity of such a notion, although she has in the past. Today, she’s not in the mood.  
 
    “Hungry?” Tess asks as she walks toward the small cabinet where food and water are stocked by a service. Carl tried to keep their unofficial little pantry fully stocked when the girls first arrived but after a week where they ran low on everything more than once, he broke down and hired outside help. The service provider, a middle-aged woman of unknown sexual preferences, usually comes by in two days so the cupboard is almost bare but not quite. Still, the girls are going easy on their supplies until the day after tomorrow.  
 
    Tess tosses a dry biscuit to her sister before taking one for herself. “We’re down to three each, so make it last.” She offers her a bottle of water but Mary defers, needing to use the bucket now that a trip to the lavatory is no longer an option. She takes a deep breath, as does her sister before she opens the lid and squats over the metal pail. Her stream batters the metallic container noisily until it dissipates and she wipes quickly, covering the receptacle as soon as is humanly possible.  
 
    “We really should be more diligent about cleaning that thing,” Tess says, her implication clear to her sister. “It’s disgusting, you know?”  
 
    “Sorry,” Mary whispers. She rarely uses the communal bathroom the way her sister did this very morning, for reasons she can’t explain and barely understands. When she was a member of the Clayton stable, she was farmed out to one or more of their owner's many clients almost every day to be used sexually without regard for her well-being or preferences. Now that she was free of such expectations, she was even more frightened of being accosted by strange men out of the blue and almost always uses their in-room bucket to avoid the prospect of being raped. She couldn’t bring herself to think of it as anything but rape, even though in the New Confederacy, the idea of a sex slave being raped is legally impossible. 
 
    At least Tess is sympathetic. She, more than anyone, understands Mary’s feelings about unwanted penises in her openings. Although her lesbian sister made her peace with being used by men years ago, Mary knows she hasn’t become completely enured to the violations she faces almost daily and on some occasions, considerably more often. Although Mary feels for her sister, she can’t escape the feeling that Tess looks down on her with varying degrees of disdain, contempt, or worse. 
 
    “We have to stick together, Tess,” Mary says at last. “We can’t let them tear us apart.”  
 
    Tess moves to her sister, their chains clinking against each other as they embrace. Tess holds her sister’s head in her hands and pulls her away to look into her eyes.  
 
    “That will never happen, Mary,” she says with a fierce look.  
 
    “Never.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    2 - “Lick Me” 
 
      
 
      
 
    The twins spend the day alone in Carl’s room, as he had predicted. Mary doesn’t think of it as their room - five years as slaves has banished all thoughts of possessions from her thinking. They live in Carl’s room, eat Carl’s food, sleep in Carl’s bed, and fulfill Carl’s wishes. He dominates their lives much more than any of their previous owners even though he’s only owned them for about a month.  
 
    Part of the reason is that Carl is by far the youngest of the various men to possess the twins since they were abducted and enslaved. He’s younger than they are by about two years but that doesn’t matter to Mary - the fact that he’s around her age is all she can focus on. Having a lover - for that’s what it means to be a sex slave - who isn’t decades older than her is a unique and welcome experience, for a variety of reasons. For one, Carl is kind, much kinder than his father ever was but that’s not saying much. Henry Clayton wasn’t cruel but he did take a particular delight in focusing almost all of his interest on Tess. It was never stated directly but both girls assumed that he found Tess desirable precisely because she was uninterested in him, sexually. 
 
    Mary finds Carl interesting for reasons beyond his kindness and age appropriateness. For the first time since in her life, she’s fallen in love, for no other reason than it’s time, she decided. Carl is handsome, of that there can be no doubt. Even her gay sister admits that the boy is pleasant to look at. Moreover, Carl is an excellent lover, although he’s not always as attentive to her needs as she’d like. What he lacks in intent he more than makes up for in energy and stamina. Even though Mary has to share her owner with her sister, she gets almost all the attention she needs from him. After years of learning how to take whatever pleasure she can from uninterested or talentless - or just plain old - lovers, Carl offers the girl all the joys of enthusiastic and vigorous lovemaking, for he still treats his slaves more as lovers than mere possessions. 
 
    The day has been long and unsettling, though. Mary is convinced that their owner went on a date and is worried about what a relationship with a free woman would mean for her and her sister. The typical slave owner, in their experience, is already married when they come into the household and they are never the only slaves owned, either.  
 
    The Clayton plantation was a case in point. Henry Clayton owned a stable full of slaves when he acquired Mary and Tess. The stable was managed by his wrangler, a black man named Josiah, who was responsible for everything from discipline to renting them out daily around Birmingham as one of the plantation's prime sources of revenue. 
 
    Clayton was unusual in that he was a widower. He had no wife to distract him, so he focused all his attention on the twins for several months after he bought them. With previous owners, the wives were usually out of the marital bed for good, having fulfilled their wifely duties of providing heirs and then retiring, literally, to their separate bedrooms, more or less permanently. With birth control and abortions strictly forbidden to free women in the New Confederacy, wives made a tacit bargain with their husbands to tolerate sex slaves in return for being left alone once the children were born. The girls heard rumors about wives’ finding sexual satisfaction outside of their marriages, but Mary doesn’t give the rumors much credence, farfetched as they are. 
 
    So a young, unmarried owner is an anomaly for the twins, and given Mary’s undisclosed feelings for her owner, a source of grave concern. Tess, with much less invested in the boy, has her doubts.  
 
    “You don’t know that he went on a date,” she says after Mary sighs dramatically for the third or fourth time.  
 
    Mary sniffs. “I didn’t say anything.”  
 
    “You didn’t have to,” Tess says with a laugh. “You’ve been moping around all day.” She climbs onto the bed where Mary has been reading. The girls have become adept at amusing themselves in the month since they took up residence in Carl’s room, never once complaining about being locked in a small bedroom for hours on end. Their days at the Clayton plantation were infinitely more demanding, at times excruciating, and neither of them wants to be returned. But Tess sees their destiny as inevitable.  
 
    “He’s going to meet someone, Mare. You know that, right?”  
 
    “I know,” Mary whispers. “I was just hoping…”  
 
    “Hoping for what? That he falls in love with you and marries you and you live happily ever after? Come on. You know that’s never going to happen, right?” Tess has always been the pragmatic twin which Mary finds comforting and depressing in almost equal measure. 
 
    “I never said it was,” Mary whines.  
 
    “Besides,” Tess says as she climbs into the bed next to her sister, their chains rattling against each other as she snuggles against her. “He’d just knock you up a couple of times and then stick you in your own bedroom and never fuck you again. Is that what you want?” 
 
    “He wouldn’t do that.” She pouts and her sister cajoles her to lighten up.  
 
    “I’m just kidding,” she whispers. “Who could resist you?” She kisses Mary’s cheek and rolls off the bed. “Besides, we’ll probably get taken back to the plantation this summer and he’ll hand us over to Josiah. I do not doubt that we’ll get right back into the rotation.” She frowns. “Not that I’m looking forward to that or anything.” Then she looks at Mary, her expression softening. “I really appreciate what you do for me with Carl, but it’s not necessary. I can handle my share, you know.”  
 
    “I know,” Mary says with a sad smile. She knows her sister has been pining for a female companion ever since they left the Clayton plantation under somewhat mysterious circumstances and came to live with Carl. “Someone will come along for you, Tess.” 
 
    Her sister snorts with a laugh. “Hell, I’m almost getting to like the dick, Mare. It’s okay.” 
 
    “No, I mean it,” Mary goes on. “I know how much you miss Destiny. Someone will come along, you watch.”  
 
    “And how’s that going to work with us stuck in here all day long and fucking Carl all night?” The boy rarely fucks them more than once each, Mary thinks without vocalizing her thought to her sister. Even he has his limits. “You really think he cares?”  
 
    “I could say something, you know.” She looks at her sister but Tess recoils.  
 
    “Don’t you dare, Mare. He could turn out to be more like his father than we realize.” She rolls her eyes and sits at Carl’s desk. “That would not be cool.”  
 
    “He wouldn’t be like that, Tess,” Mary says with a degree of confidence she’s not entirely feeling. 
 
    “You can’t predict how slave owners will act, Mary. You know that better than anyone.” Their third owner, a small man with a very mean streak, took particular delight in beating Mary without ever laying a hand, or a cane, on Tess in the year he owned them. Mary still has faint scares from that time even though the beatings ended when they were sold over three years ago. She never found out why she was singled out for the punishment, which only made things worse in Tess’s mind, being so protective of her slightly younger twin sister. 
 
    “I know Carl and he would never do anything so mean.”  
 
    “No, you don’t. You know next to nothing about the boy,” Tess goes on with growing anger. “So don’t romanticize him, okay? You’ll wind up getting us both in trouble or worse.”  
 
    Mary knows from experience that she’s no match for her dominant twin. Tess is no butch lesbian but she was always more assertive and tough when the situation called for a strong personality. Mary became content to let her sister lead in almost all aspects of their lives together, including when Tess decided that going to a talent agent led to their abduction. She doesn’t hold Tess responsible even though she is, truth be told. 
 
    A key jiggles in the lock suddenly and the girls stop talking. When the door opens, Carl steps inside and smiles at them as they stand to greet him.  
 
    “Hey there,” he says with a sly smile. Mary looks at Tess who keeps her eyes on their owner. “How’s everybody doing?” he asks rhetorically.  
 
    “How was your day?” Tess asks as she wraps her arms around his neck and kisses his mouth. He kisses her back and drops his backpack which Mary scrambles to pick up from the floor to put on his desk. She waits until he’s done kissing Tess before stepping into her place, careful not to tangle their tethers as she does so. Carl kisses her deeply and reaches down to finger her pussy, something he rarely does but which she loves when he chooses to do so. It usually means there’s more to come.  
 
    “Tess, hands and knees,” he says when he breaks from kissing Mary, disappointing her doubly. She lets him go and he unbuckles his belt as the other girl climbs onto the bed and offers herself to her owner. Mary watches as the boy exposes a firm erection and kneels behind her naked sister’s beckoning vagina before plunging in and forcing a grunt from her. He grips her hips with both hands and she lowers her head to the mattress, stretching her arms out and moaning as if she was enjoying herself, even though Mary is almost certain she’s not. Despite what Tess said earlier about almost enjoying their owner’s attention, she’s convinced her sister was exaggerating for her benefit. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” Carl moans as he fucks his slave with a steady stroke. “I’ve been horny since lunch.” He motions for Mary to come closer and when she kneels on the bed he releases one of Tess’s hips to grasp Mary’s head, mauling her mouth with his lips and tongue as he continues pumping his dick furiously in and out of the grunting lesbian. He releases Mary’s head and cries out as he groans and arches his back, pulling Tess’s hips hard and burying his dick deep inside her. Mary winces, knowing how much she would enjoy what Tess is only tolerating at best - suffering though, more likely. 
 
    After spasming and grunting several times, Carl pushes forward with his body and collapses on top of Tess, flattening her to the mattress. She gasps as his weight forces the air from her lungs but he makes no effort to ease her burden. Mary knows well enough the pleasure he gets from impeding the breathing of either of his slaves once he’s cum, a reminder of her earlier discussion with Tess about his father’s sadistic tendencies. She waits patiently for him to allow her sister to breathe freely without uttering a word.  
 
    “Mary,” he says at last. “Pull my shoes and pants off for me.” She stands and grabs his footwear and trousers, almost certain of what’s to follow, not looking forward to it but powerless to stop it. She strips the clothing from the boy’s lower half and waits. 
 
    He slides his knees to either side of Tess’s hips and lifts his hips slightly, not enough to disengage from Tess’s vagina but enough to allow Mary access. She frowns but doesn’t move - no need to jump to conclusions, even though she’s sure of what he’s about to ask her to do.  
 
    What he’s about to order her to do.  
 
    “Lick me, Mary,” he says softly. 
 
    She sighs and kneels behind him. She reaches for his cheeks and spreads them gently with her hands, then she leans forward and licks his pucker. She’s tentative at first, partly because she knows he likes it when she starts out as if she doesn’t like licking his ass, which she doesn’t but that’s irrelevant to him. He wiggles his ass a bit so she digs a little deeper with her tongue. As is almost always the case, she gets a slight taste of his ass, a bitter, thoroughly disgusting taste but she doesn’t stop. She never stops because she’s unwilling to disappoint her owner, even when he wants something like this.  
 
    “Oh yeah, Mary,” he moans as she begins to fuck his ass with her tongue. She pummels his pucker for a few very long minutes before he finally moves slightly and she knows from experience that she can stop. She sits up, then stands and he rolls off her sister who gasps for breath. Mary also knows that Tess is likely on the verge of passing out from the lack of oxygen, although, to her knowledge, neither of them has had that experience. 
 
    Yet.  
 
    “I’m going to take a quick shower and then head down to dinner,” Carl tells them, slipping into his gym shorts. “You want anything special?” Carl brings some food back from the fraternity’s dining room so the girls can eat something other than the biscuits and water their service provides.  
 
    “Dessert,” Tess says as she looks up from the bed, still breathing hard but recovering. Mary doesn’t say anything - she usually lets her sister take the lead in making small requests from their owner so as not to contradict her.  
 
    “You got it,” Carl says. He pulls a tee shirt over his head and slips out the door, locking it again from the hall. Tess climbs off the bed to use their bucket to relieve herself and to clean up while Mary goes to their supply cabinet for a bottle of water to rinse her mouth. 
 
    “Was he pretty clean?” Tess asks as she squats over the bucket. 
 
    “Not too bad,” Mary says with a shrug. Tess has tasted their owner’s ass many times and knows how bad it can be if Carl has neglected to shower for a day or two, as college boys do on occasion. They lock eyes and smile wistfully at each other. “Beats making the rounds with Josiah,” she adds. 
 
    “Always,” Tess says, wiping her vagina and covering the bucket. “We should clean up.”  
 
    Mary nods without comment and the girls straighten up and collect Carl’s clothes from the day, hanging his pants in the closet and stuffing his underwear and socks in the bag for his laundry service to collect. They don’t know how the other boys in the fraternity take care of cleaning their clothes - they only know that Carl is sufficiently well-financed by his father - he has no part-time job that they are aware of - to pay someone to wash his clothes weekly. 
 
    The girls, of course, own no clothes to clean. 
 
    “Are you still obsessed about lunch?” Tess asks out of the blue.  
 
    Mary turns to her sister in surprise. “No, why do you ask?” She knows she sounds defensive but can’t help it. 
 
    “You still seem depressed. You need to let it go, Mare.”  
 
    “I’m not depressed, just concerned. You should be, too.” She cocks an eyebrow and Tess rolls her eyes.  
 
    “Look, we both know living here is short-term. Let’s just enjoy it while we can and not worry about when it’s going to end.”  
 
    Mary sighs. “Easy for you to say. You don’t love him.”  
 
    Tess bristles. “You don’t love him, Mary. You hardly know him.” 
 
    “Says the girl who’s still pining away for a girl she’s never going to see again.” The girls stare at each other for a long moment before Tess shakes her head.  
 
    “We’re pathetic, aren’t we?”  
 
    Mary doesn’t answer. She doesn’t have to. 
 
    

  

 
   
    3 - “You Know?” 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Hey, Clayton. Open up.” A loud banging on the door follows and Carl sighs before standing up and going to the door but he doesn’t pull out his key to unlock it.  
 
    “Go away, Billy. I’ve got to study.” He’s standing close to the door but looking down as he yells, then he turns to look at Mary and Tess who are sitting on the bed. He stares at them for a second and Mary wants to say something to encourage him to go out with his friends and perhaps bring them along but she remains silent.  
 
    “Come on, shithead,” Billy continues. “Open the damn door so I can drag your sorry ass out of that sorry room of yours.” 
 
    Carl rolls his eyes but pulls his key out of his pocket, sending a surge of excitement down Mary’s spine. Tess moves her hand to Mary’s thigh and squeezes, clearly thinking the same thing.  
 
    “Go away, shithead,” Carl growls but he stands aside to allow his friend to enter the room. Billy’s eyes go immediately to the bed and a smile blooms across his face.  
 
    “Come on, girls. Help me drag your boy down to Stonewall’s before y’all go stir crazy in here.” He wheels around to face Carl and grabs his arm. “Come on, boy. Live a little.”  
 
    “I’ve got midterms next week,” Carl whines and Mary can tell he’s wavering.  
 
    “We all do, Sasquatch. Who gives a fuck?” He walks to the bed and pulls Tess to her feet. “Mind if I molest your girl here, Clayton?” He pulls her close and kisses her deeply without waiting for an answer, then he lets her go and drags Mary off the bed to kiss her as well. Carl doesn’t object but goes to his closet to put on his shoes.  
 
    “We can’t stay out all night, okay?” he says as he slips a jacket on and tosses his key ring to his friend. “Unlock their tethers if you want them to come.”  
 
    “Of course I want them to come, numbnuts. You’re ass-ugly and they’re buck nekkid.” He winks at Mary before he bends down to free her. Carl goes to the wall to retrieve two leashes hanging from a hook near the door and motions for Mary to come to him. She waits as Billy fumbles with the keys before finding the one he needs. Carl loses patience and walks to her. She raises her chin so he can clip the leash to her permanent collar. The process is repeated with Tess and the group moves out of the room and waits for Carl to lock his door.  
 
    “Come on,” Billy complains. “You got the only thing of value you own with you - ain’t nobody gonna steal any of the rest of your sorry shit.”  
 
    “Shut the fuck up, asshole,” Carl growls but with a smile. In the month they’ve lived at the fraternity, Mary has never seen her owner lose his temper with Billy or anyone else. The ribbing he endures comes from envy, to her mind, and he knows everyone wants what he has - the twins. 
 
    “Round ‘em up, gentlemen,” Billy announces as they walk down the long hallway. “We’re heading to Stonewall’s and Clayton is bringing his bitches.” He turns to the girls as they walk in front of Carl and apologizes. “Sorry, girls. I got no manners because clearly I was raised by wolves.” He breaks into a wolf howl and Mary giggles, more to please him than because she finds him funny. Tess just rolls her eyes. 
 
    Room doors open ahead of them and more young men join their troop heading for the stairs and down to the first floor in a near stampede. Thursdays are rarely a call for celebration but the prospect of midterms and a long spell of bad weather has most of the residents looking for an excuse to take a break before the weekend. Mary worries that she and her sister will freeze on the way to the bar but the night proves to be unseasonably warm for early spring. Nearly all of the men are wearing sweaters or jackets and the girls shiver in the cool night air. No one thinks to offer them anything to cover their bodies as it is against the law in Alabama, as it is in most of the South for slaves to wear any clothing at any time. Mary has never understood the prohibition but has never asked for an explanation, either. 
 
    The walk to the bar is mercifully short and the girls warm up quickly once they enter the crowded establishment. The dining room is packed so they gather around the bar where only a few seats are available, with most of the group standing close together. Not only does the proximity of other bodies help ease the girls’ discomfort but it offers ample opportunities for the boys to cop feels or worse. More than one stray hand finds its way to one breast or the other, sometimes both, and before long fingers are probing their nether regions, not deeply but without reservation on anyone's part. If there’s one thing Carl has impressed upon his slaves it’s that he has no problem sharing them with his brothers so they make every effort to accommodate the desire of young men to explore female anatomy. 
 
    “Someone’s waving us over,” one of the group says and Carl turns to look into the back of the seating area in the expansive bar.  
 
    “That’s Gail and Cheryl,” he announces to no one in particular and he tugs on the girls’ leashes to move them in the direction of the two girls waving at him.  
 
    The two slaves trail behind their owner as he leads them to the half-empty fourtop table. Billy and a few others follow behind them, too many to sit but no one seems to care when they arrive as one of the girls can’t wait to talk to Carl. 
 
    “What’s up, ladies?” Carl asks as he sits in one of the chairs. The girls stand behind him, while Billy sits in the other chair. It never occurs to Mary to take a chair when there are so few available. 
 
    “You remember Natalie?” one girl asks Carl while glancing at the naked slaves standing at his shoulders. 
 
    “Uh, yeah,” he replies, reluctantly to Mary’s ears. She recognizes the name of the girl who came to dinner at the Clayton plantation the night Carl took possession of her and her sister. She thought at the time that some sort of trade was arranged between Carl and his father but it made no sense to her - the girl was not a slave. She had come to dinner fully dressed and wasn’t wearing slave hardware. Mary’s impression at the time was that the girl was Carl’s date for the evening.  
 
    “Well, you know I’m taking Deet’s pain management class, right?” the girl asks and Carl nods. “Natalie showed up last week as a subject.”  
 
    “Really?” Carl asks as the waitress shows up with two pitchers of beer in one hand and a tray of mugs in the other. The conversation is paused as drinks are distributed to everyone, including those standing around the edges of the table but not to Mary and Tess.  
 
    “Yeah, she was caged and naked and everything, including a collar and all that.”  
 
    “Are you sure it was her?” Carl asks after he takes a long draw of his beer.  
 
    “Oh, most def,” the girl goes on. “Deets introduced her and everything. She looked miserable and that was before we beat the shit out of her. All week.” The girl is almost vibrating she’s so excited by her story. Carl doesn’t respond.  
 
    “Didn’t you date someone by that name?” Billy asks as he pours himself another beer, having already finished his first. “Blonde from up north with a shitload of attitude?” 
 
    Carl looks at his friend and nods. “I did but only long enough to fuck her a few times. She wouldn’t shut up about…” He stops and looks at the two girls sitting at the table. “It might not be the same one.”  
 
    “Oh, I think it is,” the girl says with a broad smile. “But here’s the best part. She used to be a student in Deet’s class. And then a few weeks after she disappeared, she shows up in chains. It was amazing.” 
 
    “It happens,” Carl announces before trying to change the subject to the spring football practice game that is coming up, but the girl is undeterred. 
 
    “Do you know Luke Burton? He’s in Deet’s class too and he said he went over the stable a few times that week to fuck her. She told him she’s at your father’s place in Birmingham now.”  
 
    Carl shifts in his chair. “Well, you can’t believe everything you hear, now can you, Gail? Especially from a goddamn Yankee bitch like that.” He laughs a little too hard and the other boys join him when he looks around at them. Mary eyes Tess who shakes her head. 
 
    “When did you get these two?” the other girl asks, a redhead with freckles and a scowl as she eyes the twins.  
 
    “About a month ago,” Carl says without offering any further explanation.  
 
    “Do they let you keep them at the fraternity, or do you stable them?” the redhead persists. 
 
    “You writing a fucking book, Cheryl?” Carl snaps and the entire table looks at him. “Sorry, it’s just that you’re not supposed to keep them in your room…”  
 
    “But we love that he does, right boys?” Billy yells with a booming laugh and the rest of the table joins in.  
 
    “So you share the wealth, Carl?” Gail asks with a sly smile. The redhead is still scowling.  
 
    “Why, you interested Gail?” Billy booms with another raucous laugh. “You a closet carpet-muncher or something?” The girl looks at him with disdain but the redhead looks at Tess. Mary watches closely as a connection is seemingly made without a word being said, something she’s seen before with her sister. 
 
    “If you look really close, BJ,” another boy at the table says with a laugh. “You notice that neither of them has a stitch of carpet to munch.” More laughter ensues but Carl raises his hands. 
 
    “Alright, enough. You idiots are embarrassing yourselves.” 
 
    “I was asking for a friend,” Gail says in an aside to Carl. “Just to be clear.”  
 
    “No problem, Gail. Bring her by anytime,” he says, leaning close. The girl motions with her eyes at the redhead and Carl nods. “Understood.”  
 
    Mary looks at Tess again who shakes her head again. The table breaks out in several discussions and the girls just watch and wait, used to doing both after five long years in the system. Waiting is, as Tess never tires of telling Mary, so much easier than suffering. 
 
    “Okay, I’ve got to get some sleep,” Carl says after another beer. He stands to leave but no one else joins him. He looks at the redhead with a cocked eyebrow but she shakes her head in a subtle gesture. Mary sighs, disappointed for her sister. Carl digs into his pocket and tosses a few feds on the table before he leads the twins toward the front door amid a slew of moans and protestations that the night is far too young. He smiles and eases his charges through the crowded bar to the street. 
 
    Mary shivers when the night air chills her body after the warm, humid confines of the bar. She looks longingly at Carl’s jacket but knows he won’t offer it. She just wonders if things would be different if… 
 
    She scolds herself for allowing such destructive thoughts into her consciousness. She frowns and Tess looks at her with raised eyebrows. Mary shakes her head.  
 
    “So, no issues if Cheryl comes by, right?” Carl asks as they walk back to the fraternity, the girls walking on either side of the owner.  
 
    “Of course not,” Tess answers with a look at her sister. “Why would there be?”  
 
    “Just making sure you’re okay with, you know…” He seems uncomfortable with the idea of sex slaves being ordered to have sex, a strange development to Mary. She looks across him at Tess who again shakes her head slightly.  
 
    “Why would you even ask?” Tess asks.  
 
    “I don’t know. I’ve never…” He stops and the girls are content to let the subject drop. Mary takes his arm and snuggles against him as they walk. She looks up at her taller owner and he smiles at her. He gives her a concerned look. “Are you cold?”  
 
    She shakes her head but he wraps his arm around her shoulders. Then he turns to do the same with Tess. She whispers, “Thanks, this is nice.” 
 
    Mary is not the least bit jealous, she realizes with a start. When Carl has sex with her sister, it doesn’t faze her, mostly because it’s what’s expected of them but also because she knows Tess is tolerating rather than enjoying him. An act of kindness on his part seems like it should be different but it’s not - she doesn’t begrudge her sister anything if she can help it. Since they were taken, they are all they have. Anything she can do to protect their relationship is a given in her mind, and she knows Tess feels the same way even though they don’t talk about it. Not directly, at least. 
 
    “So, I’ve been meaning to ask you,” Carl says without turning his head so Mary can’t tell which of them he’s talking to. She picks up her head from his shoulder to give him her full attention, though. “Billy,” he says without elaboration and Mary can only guess what he means.  
 
    “What about him?” Tess asks, always the leader.  
 
    “He’s been pestering me,” Carl adds and it’s clear to Mary he’s holding something back.  
 
    “About what?” Tess asks.  
 
    “You two.” He looks away from Mary at Tess so she can’t see the look on his face but she can guess where this is going.  
 
    “What does he want?” Tess asks. Her sister is nothing if not direct, Mary thinks.  
 
    “A night alone with you. So I was wondering if you’d like to trade off for a night with Cheryl.”  
 
    Tess stops walking, bringing their little threesome to a halt in the cool night air just a few feet from the entrance to the fraternity. “You know?” she asks, clearly astonished. Mary is somewhat surprised but not as shocked as Tess seems to be.  
 
    “It’s pretty obvious,” he says. He’s looking back at her with his arm still around Mary’s shoulders. Mary looks at Tess and raises an eyebrow, smiling at her confused twin.  
 
    “I had no idea you knew,” Tess says, then she walks forward but doesn’t take his arm. She leads them toward the side entrance of the building.  
 
    “You did a great job of hiding it,” Carl says as he opens the door and they file inside. Mary sighs gently as the warm air envelopes her. She watches her sister as the conversation with their owner continues. 
 
    “I hope it’s not a problem,” Tess says, clearly confounded by an owner who seems to care about her sexual orientation, a first for her. 
 
    “Not at all, as long as you don’t mind me fucking you and all.” He walks them to the stairs with Mary falling behind so she can’t see his face. She can only wonder if he’s joking because he sounds serious, which makes no sense to her. 
 
    “To be honest, I like fucking you,” Tess says, also surprising Mary. “Not that it matters, but it’s true.”  
 
    “So, it wouldn’t be too big an ask for you to be with Billy for a night?” he asks as they reach the top of the stairs and move down the hall to his room.  
 
    “Of course not,” Tess says turning back to look at him and catching Mary’s eye. She leans behind him as he pulls out his keys to unlock the door to the room to make a face at Mary that silently screams ‘What the fuck?’ 
 
    “The thing is,” he says as he pushes the door open. “I don’t want to be like my father.” He closes the door and turns to unleash them each in turn. Mary studies his face and he looks as serious as she can ever remember seeing him.  
 
    “In what way?” Mary asks.  
 
    Carl side-eyes her hard. “Seriously? Do you remember the whole incident with my great-grandfather’s gun at the dining room table?”  
 
    “Oh, yeah,” Mary says in a tiny voice. The elder Clayton had played Russian roulette with each of his slaves with a loaded revolver to prove a point when Carl asked for the twins several months ago. 
 
    “You do know what goes on when Josiah takes everyone on his daily rounds, right?” Tess asks pointedly. Mary gives her sister a look but Tess’s eyes are locked on Carl’s. 
 
    “I have a pretty good idea, yeah,” he says defensively. Mary shakes her head at Tess but the girl ignores her.  
 
    “Well, let me enlighten you, just so we’re all on the same page.” She is not quite angry but close, too close for a slave talking to her owner in Mary’s view. But there’s not stopping her now - of that, she’s certain.  
 
    “Go on,” Carl tells her, his voice even but serious. 
 
    “On a good day, we’d go to someone’s house where there might be one or two men who had paid Josiah - your father, really - to fuck us. Or sometimes it would be a few more than that, if they had friends or relatives who wanted in on the deal. We’d spend at least a couple of hours getting fucked or sodomized, usually both. On bad days, we’d be left at a farm or an orchard where we’d be fucked by all the farm hands that were employed there. If it was a small farm, with only five or six hands, we’d be expected to service them all by ourselves, just one of us, taking dicks in all of our holes until they all had their fill. If it was a bigger farm, with maybe a dozen dicks, sometimes Josiah would leave two of us there but sometimes he’d only leave one of us, as if twelve or fifteen sex-crazed men wasn’t a problem. And even after a very long day, we’d do it all again the next day and the day after that and the day after that. We’d usually get Sunday off but not always.” 
 
    Carl just takes it all in without comment, but Mary can see that he’s not taking it well. Not at all. Still, Tess goes on.  
 
    “And that was how we earned money for your father, week in, week out, month after month. So when you ask if we can handle a night with Billy, or whoever you want us to fuck, it’s no problem, Carl. No problem at all.”  
 
    “Tess, that’s enough,” Mary pleads.  
 
    Tess turns to her sister. “He said he wanted the truth.” 
 
    “I did. And I’m sorry for that.”  
 
    “Why should you be? We’re sex slaves, Carl. It’s what we are and it’s what we do. So don’t apologize, don’t ask us what we want, and above all, don’t treat us with kindness. Because sooner or later, it’ll have to come to an end, and I don’t think my sister will handle that well at all.”  
 
    Carl turns to Mary with a look of concern. “Why is that, Tess?”  
 
    “Because she’s in love with you.”  
 
    

  

 
   
    4 - “How Would You Like Us?” 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Why did you tell him?” Mary asks as soon as Carl leaves for class the next morning.  
 
    “He would have figured it out,” Tess says with a shrug. “He already had me pegged.” The girls are cleaning up after being taken by their owner. True to form, Carl didn’t discriminate between the twins even with his confirmed knowledge of their feelings and sexual preferences. He fucked Mary before they all fell asleep the night before, then he took Tess in the morning. Mary found herself relieved that nothing had changed in that regard.  
 
    “He might not have with me,” Mary says with a pout. Her sister finishes wiping her vagina and replaces the cover on their bucket.  
 
    “Come on, Mary,” Tess says with a wry smile. “He’s not stupid and he seems genuinely interested in our welfare, at least so far. I just figured he ought to know.” 
 
    “But it makes no sense, Tess,” Mary whines. “Now he’s going to treat us differently.”  
 
    “Good, that’s what he should do, Mary. It’s more fun to have sex with someone who has feelings for you.” She sits on the bed next to Mary and strokes her arm. “I should know.”  
 
    Mary looks at her sister with sad eyes. “You miss her, don’t you?”  
 
    “Of course, but that’s irrelevant. I’ll probably never see her again.”  
 
    “You don’t know that. She could be there when Carl brings us home for the summer.”  
 
    Tess frowns. “Don’t call that place home, Mary. I prefer to think of this as our home while we’re here, okay?”  
 
    Mary rolls her eyes. “Now who’s being unrealistic?” She side-eyes her sister. “You told me just the other day that it’s all going to end, and soon. What about that?” 
 
    “Do I always have to be the pragmatic one, sis?” Tess asks. “Can’t I have a dream once in a while?” She puts her head on Mary’s shoulder and strokes her arm again. “Just this once?”  
 
    “Of course, Tess,” Mary whispers as she lays her head on Tess’s. “I’m just worried, is all.” 
 
    The girls startle as they hear a key in the lock. When the door pushes open, Billy leans in and grins at them. “Surprise!” he almost shouts.  
 
    “What’s going on?” Tess asks as she scrambles to stand up next to the bed. The girls are tethered as usual, naked as well, and don’t expect to see Carl until dinner again.  
 
    “Your boy left me his key and gave me the all-clear to have some fun today. I don’t have any classes until after lunch.”  
 
    Tess nods and looks at Mary with an expression that lets her know to get off the bed and greet their guest. The twins are well-versed in the protocol between slaves and free people - any disobedience on their part can be handled immediately and as harshly as the free citizen deems necessary, short of permanent damage and death. They also know that if the boy standing before them did maim them or worse, his liability would not rise to the level of a crime, but merely a civil offense with damages assessed if Carl pursued the matter in court. 
 
    “How would you like us?” Tess asks as he closes and locks the door, sending a shiver through Mary. She hopes that he’s merely uninformed - Carl rarely locks the door when he’s with the girls in his room, even while he’s fucking them.  
 
    “On your knees, ladies,” Billy says with a light tone, easing Mary’s concern slightly. “Never had a double BJ before, if you know what I mean.”  
 
    The twins walk to him and kneel as he undoes his jeans and pulls out his hard dick. Tess takes the lead as she always does when Carl asks for a similar experience from them, which he did frequently after they arrived but which has trailed off lately. She licks the tip of Billy’s unimpressive member and slides her tongue down the shaft as he moans. When Tess sucks one of his balls into her mouth, Mary takes that as her signal to get involved and licks his head.  
 
    “You two are fucking amazing,” he says in a hoarse voice which tells Mary he won’t last long. She slides to her left to take him deep in her mouth to push the process along. After five years as a sex slave, she’s well-versed in the techniques that speed up a man’s orgasm.  
 
    “Easy, there, sunshine. Don’t waste one,” he says as he grabs her hair and pulls his dick out of her mouth. “I plan to fuck you both, hear?”  
 
    Tess stands and climbs onto the bed, her tether scraping the bedframe as she does.  
 
    “Fuck, Carl chains you gals up when he goes off to class? Pretty fucking heartless of him, you ask me.” 
 
    “It’s standard, for insurance reasons, we’ve been told,” Tess says. 
 
    “No problem whatsoever. I kinda like the idea of fucking women in chains, now that I think about it,” he says to Mary with a goofy smile. She just smiles weakly.  
 
    “Fuck me, Billy,” Tess says as she reaches for his hand to pull him onto the bed. The boy is almost giddy as he climbs between her thighs and Tess aims his dick at her pussy while Mary watches. He grunts as he begins to fuck her but disengages after less than a minute. Tess looks at him with raised eyebrows and he waves her off.  
 
    “Not gonna last long at this rate and I don’t want to miss out on watching you two doing each other, so why don’t you eat each other out and I slip in from behind while you do.”  
 
    Mary looks at Tess with alarm. “We don’t do that, Billy,” Tess says with practiced assurance. “We’re sisters, not lovers.”  
 
    Billy looks at Mary with disappointment blossoming across his face. “What? You sayin’ no to me?” he asks, his tone going from dismayed to pissed.  
 
    “We don’t do incest, Billy,” Tess says in a tone that almost matches his. “We get to say no to that, or don’t they teach you anything at this school.”  
 
    “Ain’t never owned nobody, so excuse me if I don’t have all the fucking rules down, bitch,” Billy growls at Tess. “It’s not like either of you is gonna get pregnant with some freak baby or nothing, so just lick each other’s pussies while I fuck you and we’ll be just fine here.” He climbs off the bed and grabs Mary’s hand as she tries to back away from him. “You can’t go anywhere so don’t fight me, slavegirl.” 
 
    Mary cowers but doesn’t do anything to defend herself. If Billy was injured by either of them, they knew the severe penalties that could and would be imposed on them, regardless of the circumstances. The boy might know that fact as well.  
 
    Billy grabs Mary’s wrist and yanks her toward the bed where she falls headfirst toward her sister. Tess scrambles off the bed as he lunges for Mary, grabbing her hair and slapping her face with his free hand. Tess reaches for their bucket and pulls off the cover before she rears back and tosses the contents at Billy, hitting him from his blindside and dousing him, Mary, and the bed.  
 
    “Fucking hell, you stupid bitch!” he screams as the shock and the smell hit him. “Fucking hell!” He holds his hands away from his body as Mary scrambles out of the bed on the other side. “Stupid fucking bitches, what the fuck?” He looks around before screaming again and climbing off the bed. He stomps toward the door as Tess holds the bucket as if it was still full to ward him off but he’s fumbling with the lock as he curses to himself before finally exiting the room. He leaves the door open.  
 
    “Thanks, I think,” Mary says to Tess as she reaches for a towel to wipe herself down. Unlike Billy, she didn’t take a direct hit and her hair was mercifully spared. But the bed is a mess and the girls just look at it in silence for a few seconds before they begin to giggle.  
 
    “We are in such deep shit,” Tess says and Mary almost doubles over.  
 
    “Literally,” she laughs as she buries her face in the towel. “I’m just glad we emptied it yesterday.”  
 
    “And didn’t shit in it this morning,” Tess adds through her laughter. 
 
    “I have a feeling Carl will not be amused,” Tess says as she calms down.  
 
    “Oh, you think?” Mary deadpans. “We are really in trouble, Tess. I mean, really.”  
 
    “Well, what’s the worst that can happen to us, Mare? We go back to the plantation and Josiah’s daily rounds. We’ve been through worse.”  
 
    “Not much, but I get what you’re saying.” She looks around wistfully. “I really liked it here.”  
 
    Tess looks at the bed and begins stripping the sheets off the mattress. “I guess we should try to save what we can here.”  
 
    “No chance that Carl left the spare tether key around, is there?”  
 
    “I’m not sure there is a spare key, to be honest.” She bundles up the bedding as Mary wipes up the floor where Billy dripped as he wrestled with the door.  
 
    “God, it stinks in here,” Mary whines. Tess gives her a look.  
 
    “I wasn’t going to stand by and let him whale on you like that.”  
 
    “I’m grateful, really. I just wonder what Carl is going to make of all this.” She looks at her sister and sighs. “It’s so unfair.”  
 
    “Now, don’t go there, Mare. Just stay calm and let’s see if anything that was said last night has a lasting impact, okay?”  
 
    “Okay.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    Carl is not amused. 
 
    “What the fuck happened here?” he yells as he steps into the room. “Goddamn, it smells like a sewer in here.” He stares at Tess before turning to Mary. “What happened to your face?”  
 
    “Billy,” Tess tells him in a calm voice. “He wanted us to…” She doesn’t finish before Carl bolts out of the room.  
 
    “Billy Grandholm, what the fuck did you do, you son of a bitch?” he yells as he moves away from the room. Mary looks at her sister with fear in her eyes but Tess is almost eerily calm.  
 
    “If he kills him, we’re off the hook.” She cocks an eyebrow but Mary doesn’t laugh.  
 
    “That’s not funny, Tess,” she says quietly.  
 
    “I’m not trying to be funny.” She turns when they hear a loud banging and more yelling. Mary turns to her sister again. 
 
    “It doesn’t sound good.”  
 
    “No, it doesn’t.” The banging stops but the screaming continues, muted now, as if the discussion moved into another room from the hall, which Mary assumes is what happened. Finally, the screaming turns to yelling and then to loud talking before it ends completely and the girls hear footsteps, loud ones, coming toward the room in the hallway. Carl turns the corner and is almost startled to see them again.  
 
    “Okay, so that’s never going to happen again,” he says to neither of them. “Fucking hell, is the bed ruined?”  
 
    “I think we can save it but you might want to think about buying a new mattress soon,” Tess tells him. He looks at her, his eyes wild and his breathing labored. “Did you hit him?”  
 
    “Billy? No, he’s not worth the effort, the little fucking shit. I did tell him that he’s never to touch either of you again, not in the bathroom, not anywhere. He ever looks at you, I will break his neck.” He’s looking at Mary as he talks, scaring her but thrilling her as well. “Let’s get you out of those tethers and I’ll take you out back and hose you both off.”  
 
    Mary looks at Tess who cocks an eyebrow, shrugs, and shakes her head as if to silently ask, What can you do? Mary just sags and nods.  
 
    What, indeed?  
 
    

  

 
   
    5 - “That’s Brilliant” 
 
      
 
      
 
    The days passed without further incidents for the girls. Billy never came to the room and if he happened to be in the lavatory when either of them was using the facility, he exited as soon as he saw them.  
 
    “I’m sorry for our part in that,” Tess says which to Mary sounds sincere enough to fool Carl. He doesn’t respond. 
 
    “By the way,” he says to Tess. “I’m lending you to Cheryl for the night.” He stands up from his desk and goes to the wall where he keeps the leashes. “You can wait here, Mary,” he says to the girl as she sits on the bed, reading. 
 
    “The whole night?” Tess asks. Mary glances at her sister and gives her a small smile, but she is almost as excited for herself as she gets Carl alone for the first time. She’s not sure how the evening will go but she’s thrilled at the prospect. 
 
    After he attaches the leash to Tess’s collar, he grabs the tether and locks it on one of Mary’s shackles. She watches him as he snaps the lock shut and pockets the key. He pulls on a jacket, grabs the end of the leash, and walks Tess to the door. “Be back in about fifteen minutes,” he tells Mary. 
 
    “She’s been asking about you,” Carl says before the door closes and he locks it from the hall. It’s been several months since Mary was in a room by herself - each twin had her own bedroom in the stable at the Clayton plantation and Mary is unnerved and nostalgic about those days. She got used to solitude, something she didn’t think would happen when she and her sister were sold to Carl’s father almost a year ago, but she quickly adjusted to being alone after five years of never leaving her sister’s side. Almost never, she reminded herself - Josiah’s assignments occasionally required her to be used sexually apart from Tess, although it was rare. 
 
    In preparation for what she hopes will be an evening that includes sex with her owner, she drinks the rest of a bottle of water on the nightstand before using the bucket to relieve herself. Her feelings for Carl have deepened since the incident with Billy although she’s never expressed them and he’s never said anything since Tess outed her. Not that she expected him to - slaves and owners had all kinds of relationships in her experience but romantic love was never one she saw or even heard of. Most slave owners were older, usually with children as old as Mary and Tess, as the costs of maintaining a slave stable were substantial and not easy for younger men to afford. Plus, younger men, in Mary’s limited experience, were mostly involved with their wives and young children. 
 
    Mary tries to read her book but can’t focus. She lays it aside and goes to the window to watch for Carl returning to the fraternity. When she sees him, her heart soars, and her brow beads with sweat even though the room is cool in the late afternoon. When he disappears into the building, she turns back to the room and wonders how she should greet him. Tess always takes the lead when he arrives home from class or wherever he’s been when he’s out, which isn’t often. The man spends what seems to Mary to be a lot of time in his room with them, although she has no way to judge what’s normal having never had the opportunity to attend college herself. Sadness at the thought threatens to engulf her so she shakes her head and climbs onto the bed, arranging herself in a way to let Carl know she’s thrilled to be alone with him. She stares at the door and waits.  
 
    And waits. 
 
    Finally, she tires of waiting, more psychologically than physically when it becomes apparent that Carl is not looking forward to their evening together as much as she is. She chides herself for thinking it would be otherwise. For wishing that it could be anything more than what it was, what it is. She’s his slave, his property, and nothing will ever change that fact. And shame on her for wanting it to be anything else. 
 
    She picks up her book again but she can’t force herself to read so she puts it down again and lies back on the pillow. Tears flow freely as she has never felt more alone in her life, even when Tess went to the hospital to have her appendix removed when they were twelve years old, their first meaningful separation. It lasted just a day and a half but it felt like forever. Somehow, this feels worse. 
 
    A key in the door lock wakes Mary up and she startles slightly. When did she fall asleep? She sits up when the door opens and Carl walks into the room. If he’s concerned about abandoning her, he doesn’t show it. Why would he? She’s of no consequence to him and she’d better get used to that unassailable fact. 
 
    “Hey,” he says as he glances at her, almost as an afterthought. “You good?”  
 
    “I’m fine,” she says softly, wiping her eyes. Was she crying in her sleep? Is that even possible? “How did things go with Cheryl?” she asks to deflect his attention away from her.  
 
    “Cheryl? Oh, fine. She was really happy to see Tess, as you can imagine.” He walks to the bed and digs in his pocket for the key to Mary’s tether, then he sits next to her and unlocks it. “You know, I had no idea she was gay before that night in the bar. Weird, huh?”  
 
    “No, not really,” Mary says as she watches him remove her chain. “It’s not as obvious with some girls.”  
 
    “I guess,” he says, clearly distracted. “Hey, can I ask you something?”  
 
    “Of course.” She waits as he gathers his thoughts, not looking at her. She raises her eyebrows, surprised that he’s having a hard time finding his voice, a first with her.  
 
    “So, there’s this girl,” he says in a quiet voice. 
 
    “The one you’ve had lunch with?” Mary asks, her heart breaking.  
 
    “Yeah, that one.”  
 
    “What about her?”  
 
    “Well, I’m interested in her but I’m not sure how to, uh…” He stops and looks at her.  
 
    “Tell her about me and Tess?” He nods. “Well, you’re not the only student on campus who owns slaves, right? She’s got to know what that’s all about, no?” Mary watches him closely and she notices him wince slightly. She feels bad for a second about making him uncomfortable until she doesn’t. She waits, staring at him. He stares back. Finally, he nods.  
 
    “Well, she’s not from a wealthy family, so I doubt she’s had much contact with the subject industry before.” He looks at her, almost for approval. 
 
    Mary waits before she answers. Finally, she asks, “Are you going to get rid of us?”  
 
    “What? No, that’s not what I’m talking about, Mare. I’m just having a hard time bringing the subject up, is all.”  
 
    “Why don’t you invite her over,” Mary says, surprising even herself but clearly catching Carl’s attention. His eyes go wide. “Tonight would be good since it’s only me. The two of us at once might be a little hard for her to process.”  
 
    He stares at her for a long while, working through the idea in his mind. She waits patiently - a slave is destined to wait - one of her favorite expressions.  
 
    “You think that’s a good idea?”  
 
    “Might as well try it and see. What’s the worst that can happen?” She doesn’t want to meet this girl but she feels obligated to do what she can to make Carl happy, even if it means pushing him into the arms of another woman.  
 
    She wishes Tess were here to help with the decision, though.  
 
    “Okay,” Carl says finally. “I’ll see if she’s free tonight.” He pulls his phone out of his pocket and taps the screen. When he puts the phone to his ear, Mary sighs. She looks away and wipes a tear from her eye but Carl is focused on his pending conversation. “Diana? Carl Clayton.” He listens and smiles. “Yeah, that’s right. Hey, I was wondering if you’re free tonight.” He waits again and Mary turns to look at him. “Yeah, I thought maybe you could come by the fraternity if you’re not too busy right now.” He listens for a long while and glances at Mary. “Okay. Yeah, I understand. Okay, thanks. Goodnight.” He thumbs the screen and looks at her. “She’s busy.”  
 
    “It was short notice,” Mary allows. 
 
    “That’s true,” he says, obviously disappointed. 
 
    Mary nods. “You really like this girl?”  
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “Where does she live? A dorm?”  
 
    “I guess. I’ve never been to her place.”  
 
    “Is she a junior like you?”  
 
    “No, she’s a freshman.” He tilts his head. “Why?”  
 
    “Maybe she’s nervous about coming alone to a fraternity, to see a junior and all.”  
 
    “Yeah, you’re right. Jesus, I fucked that up.”  
 
    Mary takes a breath. “Call her back. Tell her you’ll meet her at a bar or maybe the library. If she’s still busy, then maybe it was true or maybe she’s just not that into you. But if she says yes, well then, you’ll know that was why she said she was busy.”  
 
    Carl smiles warmly at her. “That’s brilliant, Mary. Thanks.” He dials the phone again and makes the offer, which is promptly accepted. “See you soon,” he says just before he clicks off.  
 
    “Let’s go.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    The night air chills Mary as she walks next to Carl to the library. He is wearing a jacket over a sweater but she is, as always, completely naked. Her feet are almost numb from the cold pavement on the short walk but the floor inside the campus library is not all that warm, although the air is at least twenty degrees warmer, which she feels immediately. She blows out a breath and resists the urge to rub her arms with her hands. Although she doesn’t know if Carl would notice, she’s been trained over five winters as a slave not to call attention to her discomfort.  
 
    Carl holds her leash with plenty of slack as long as she stays close by his side, which is easy to do as he didn’t chain her shackles together before they left the room at the fraternity. She looks around moving only her eyes as his head swivels from side to side in a vain attempt to locate the girl he’s meeting. Her anxiety is rising quickly, not so much for her as for him. She can’t imagine the meeting is going to go as he hopes and as much as she wants him for herself, she feels sorry for what she thinks is about to take place. 
 
    “There she is,” he whispers as he motions toward a table for six with three young girls sitting around it. Each of the girls is focused on her books and laptop as Carl and Mary approach them, giving Mary a chance to guess which of the three has caught Carl’s eye. The one at the far end of the table is blonde like Mary but with a round face and a curvaceous body, not lean at all. The girl is pretty in a conventional way but Mary decides quickly that she’s not Carl’s type even as she admits to herself that she has no way to judge what kind of woman would appeal to her owner.  
 
    The girl next to the blonde is dark-haired and not at all attractive, with a large forehead covered with acne, thin lips, and a prominent jaw. She is much thinner than Mary, almost boyish in her figure and manner of dress, so Mary has no trouble eliminating her from the competition she’s constructed on the spot. The girl is the first to notice Carl and his slave approaching when she looks up, her eyes going wide with a nod to the girl facing her and away from Mary’s line of sight. The girl turns and Mary’s heart sinks as she knows at once that this is their objective and the girl that Carl is here to impress - she’s beautiful, with strawberry blond hair, a turned-up nose, and delicate, heart-shaped lips.  
 
    The girl turns and takes in the scene of a tall, handsome college junior, a frat boy leading a naked slave toward their little study group. The girl’s eyes go wide and her hand comes up to her mouth in a failed attempt to hide her shock. 
 
    “Diana, hi,” Carl says as he arrives at the end of the table. “Sorry I didn’t tell you about Mary but I thought I’d bring her along if that’s okay,” he says, fumbling with his words somewhat but smiling and fidgeting as they stand there, waiting to be invited to join the group. The other girls give Diana a quick look and collect their books to leave the odd threesome alone to discuss this strange turn of events. Cleary, Diana is stunned by Mary’s existence, not to mention her appearance, which shouldn’t make the slave feel as if she’s done something wrong but does nonetheless. Mary looks down and blushes hard.  
 
    “Carl, what are you doing here?” Diana finally whispers urgently. “What’s going on?” Her eyes dart back and forth between Carl and Mary. The girl is obviously unaccustomed to naked slaves on leashes and she’s making no effort to hide her discomfort.  
 
    “Yeah, I wanted to see you tonight, like I said, but I didn’t want to leave Mary alone in my room. Her sister is with someone else tonight and…” 
 
    “She lives with you?” Diana interrupts, her voice rising as she speaks drawing more looks from the large hall in the main reading room of the library. “And she has a sister?” She almost screams the last bit, causing a few students to giggle and others to shush them.  
 
    “Diana, please,” Carl says as he moves to sit next to the girl. Mary watches in horror as the freshman practically jumps out of her chair, unable or unwilling to interact with the distraught boy. “Just sit down and let me explain.” The girl shakes her head emphatically and begins to frantically gather up her books and stuff them into her backpack before she looks at Carl one last time, shakes her head, and stalks away. Mary looks around at the other tables as all eyes are on them - mostly on her - until Carl stands up and leads her toward the exit, trailing behind Diana but not trying to catch up to her as she runs and Carl is just walking. Mary has no trouble keeping up with him although she is dismayed when he yanks on her leash once, then twice, as if she’s to blame for the debacle that just took place. 
 
    Suddenly, it occurs to her - that is exactly the case.  
 
    This was her idea. 
 
    “Fucking hell,” Carl mumbles mostly to himself but loud enough for Mary to hear as they exit the building. They see Diana’s pink coat moving away from them in the opposite direction from the fraternity and Carl sighs and walks reluctantly back toward their room.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” Mary tells him but he doesn’t respond. In all the years she’s been owned, this is the first time she can remember that she felt compelled to apologize to any of her owners, but this is clearly on her even if Carl decided to put her suggestion into practice. He ups his pace, a blessing in Mary’s mind as she’s feeling the cold more acutely on the return trip after not warming up sufficiently during their brief time in the library. 
 
    Mary shivers, unable to control herself, and almost moans at the realization that her night alone with Carl, her one night, has been ruined. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    6 - “This is Bad” 
 
      
 
      
 
    Mary is lying in bed, her tether attached, staring at the ceiling with tears streaming down her cheeks. She is alone again and she’s concluded it doesn’t suit her. Not at all.  
 
    Last night was a complete disaster. Not only did the incident at the library seem to loom large in Carl’s mind as being entirely Mary’s fault for suggesting it in the first place, but he didn’t talk to her for the rest of the evening. When they got back to the room, he tethered her without any explanation, not that she expected one, and then he left. She waited for him until she fell asleep at some point, only to be awakened by his drunken arrival well after midnight. The girls had seen Carl drunk once or twice but not like this - he was sloppy drunk, almost incoherent but not quite. If he had used his inebriation as an excuse to abuse Mary, something she half expected and, in her mind, pretty much deserved, she would have endured it without anguish. But he ignored her which was infinitely worse. He didn’t even bother to remove her tether, so for the first time in over a year she slept chained to the floor, something she’d endured with former owners but thought she was past with Carl. Even his sadistic father never chained his slaves in their beds.  
 
    The morning brought even more turmoil for the girl as she awakened long before her owner and waited as patiently as a slave knows how to wait until he stirred, moaning, filled with self-loathing but with some loathing directed at her. No words were spoken as he stumbled to the door to venture down the hall to relieve himself, she presumed, and to splash some cold water on his face. When he returned, he dressed quickly and exited without any explanation, again, although Mary knew he was likely off to retrieve Tess from Cheryl’s apartment. She climbed onto the bed to wait before she cried herself to sleep again.  
 
    The key in the door roused her from her restless slumber and Carl half-dragged Tess into the room by her leash, prompting a look but no verbal reaction from either of them. Tess is smart enough, Mary knows for a certainty, to read her owner’s mood on the return trip to the fraternity and not make things worse by protesting, however indirectly, his rude behavior. After he unclips the leash from her collar and turns to hang it on the wall by the door, Tess glares at her sister and mouths ‘What the fuck did you do?’ with confusion and anger in her expression.  
 
    Mary just shakes her head and frowns.  
 
    “Going out,” Carl announces, barely, before exiting and closing the door but taking care to lock it. It is not lost on Mary that he neglected to tether Tess before he left.  
 
    “What happened?” Tess asks in a subdued tone. Mary tries not to cry as she explains the library fiasco to Tess's mounting dismay. “Shit, what were you thinking, Mare?” she asks at last.  
 
    “I didn’t think he was going to bring me to the library. I thought we’d go to a bar or something, which wouldn’t have been nearly as uncomfortable as the library was. And I didn’t realize she was going to be so put off by the sight of me. Carl just wanted her to meet me, so we didn’t overwhelm her as a pair, he said. Believe me, I had no idea it would end so badly.” Mary breaks down crying again, sobbing, really, and Tess sits on the bed to console her sister.  
 
    “I’m sorry, Mare. I didn’t mean to blame you. But what are we going to do about this? This is bad. Really bad.”  
 
    “I know, but I have no idea how to fix it, Tess. What can we do?” 
 
    “Fuck his brains out every chance we get?” Tess asks with a bitter laugh. “Seriously, why was he interested in such a little shit like that, anyway?” She stands to get her sister a bottle of water and a biscuit. “Here, eat something.”  
 
    “I’m not hungry.” Mary takes the bottle and drinks deeply, then she offers it to Tess who takes it as she bites into the biscuit. 
 
    “I guess we should get used to the idea that we’ll be going back to the plantation soon.”  
 
    “You really think so? Is it as bad as all that?”  
 
    Tess shrugs. “He was really in a mood on the way back from Cheryl’s.”  
 
    Mary brightens slightly, glad for the chance to change the subject. “How did that go, by the way? Was she nice?”  
 
    Tess’s demeanor changes completely. “She was a dream, Mare. She was an absolute dream. We didn’t get much sleep, though. I’m really tired.” She flops down on the bed and puts her hands behind her head.  
 
    Mary lies down next to her. “Come on, tell me what it was like after all this time.” 
 
    “Well, she wasn’t all that good at it, being as I wasn’t her first but pretty close. She said she’s been with a few girls before but I have my doubts.”  
 
    “Maybe none of her former partners were all that experienced either,” Mary offers.  
 
    “Yeah, good point. Anyway, what she lacked in technique she more than made up for in her desire to please. It was amazing, I have to say. I haven’t been with all that many free women and the ones I have been with are a lot like the men, all entitled and shit. But she was, I don’t know. It was like she was my sex slave, you know?”  
 
    “Seriously?” Mary asks, her mouth almost hanging open. “What’s that even like?” 
 
    “Well, for one thing, she was so intent on pleasing me. She went down on me and didn’t expect me to reciprocate.”  
 
    “But you did, right?”  
 
    “Not at first. She kissed me while we were lying on her bed, and then she slid down to my nipples and licked and kissed them for a long time, which got me so fired up. And when she slid down further to position herself between my thighs, I asked her if she wanted to do sixty-nine and she said ‘Maybe later.’ She just licked me and pinched my nipples with her fingers. It was glorious. I haven’t cum that much or that hard since high school.”  
 
    “Wow, that’s incredible,” Mary marvels.  
 
    “Oh, and get this,” Tess says, snuggling closer and almost whispering for no apparent reason. “She took my hand and put it on the back of her head, giving me complete control. It was so damn hot.”  
 
    “Well, I’m glad one of us had a good evening,” Mary says with a wistful smile. “I don’t know what Carl is going to do.”  
 
    Almost on cue, the girls hear a key in the door and Carl comes into the room. He closes but doesn’t lock the door. Mary is relieved that he looks less intoxicated than when he left this morning and she guesses he had breakfast in the fraternity’s dining room. 
 
    “Tess, hands and knees,” he orders the girl with no explanation. Mary knows that none is needed or expected but she fears her sister is about to receive the brunt of his anger for her mistake last night. Not that there is anything to be done about the injustice of it all.  
 
    As Tess positions herself, Carl strips off his clothes. His dick is only semi-erect so he slides onto the bed in front of Tess and plunges his member into her mouth. She takes him as best she can but he firms up quickly and proceeds to fuck her mouth viciously for several minutes before he pulls out and she coughs and gasps for air. He slaps her face hard, harder than Mary can remember anyone slapping her proud sister but the girl says nothing and offers no resistance. Carl grabs her hair and slaps her again, the sound ricocheting around the small room like a rifle shot. 
 
    “Turn around,” he growls and she scrambles to obey. He grabs her hips and plunges into her. Tess grunts but again she doesn’t struggle or complain. The girls know that doing so will not improve their treatment and often makes it worse.  
 
    Carl grabs a fistful of Tess’s long blond hair and yanks it so hard that her hands come off the bed as she closes her eyes to endure the pain. Carl uses his free hand to slap her ass so hard he leaves a handprint. He continues his three-pronged assault as Mary watches helplessly, tears streaming down her cheeks.  
 
    Finally, after switching hands several times so that both of Tess’s cheeks are bright red, he grunts and finishes in her with a spasm and a ferocious final assault on her pussy. He doesn’t collapse on her as is normally the case under normal circumstances but lets go of her hair so she can fall forward onto the bed, his hard, wet dick making a plopping sound as it is dislodged from the girl’s vagina. Without a word, Carl stands and dresses, then he locks Tess’s tether onto her shackle and leaves, stopping long enough to lock the door in the hallway. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Carl doesn’t return until long after sunset. Mary spent most of the day reading and watching Tess sleep. Her unease at the previous night’s turn of events weighs heavily on her mind - she is not anxious to return to the plantation and Josiah. 
 
    When their owner does make an appearance, he stays just long enough to change his clothes and leave without explanation or any indication as to when he might return. The girls subsist on a bland but steady diet of water and biscuits used throughout the Confederacy as a staple for keeping slaves alive but undernourished. Mary has assumed but never confirmed that slave owners like slim figures but her sister disagrees. 
 
    “They just hate spending money they don’t have to,” she put it once a few years ago.  
 
    That was before Henry Clayton, Carl’s father, bought the girls over a year ago just prior to Christmas. Before Clayton, the girls lived primarily on the biscuits with the various owners they endured. Everything changed when they arrived at the Clayton plantation as Henry fed his slaves the same food he ate, at his dining room table, a real treat with real utensils and china and glasses, even wine on occasion. All that ended when they moved with Carl to the fraternity and although there were strong compensations for moving, food was not one of them. 
 
    “I can’t believe how much I hate these things,” Mary says more to herself than to her sister. 
 
    Tess gives her a look. “Well, it’s still better than doing rounds with Josiah.” 
 
    “Not much.” Mary takes a bite of a biscuit and a drink of water to wash it down. “He’s not coming home tonight, is he?” she asks.  
 
    Tess shrugs. “Who knows? Let’s not worry about shit we can’t control, okay?”  
 
    “I’m sorry,” Mary says in a sad voice prompting a near eruption from Tess.  
 
    “I told you, Mare. It’s not your fault. You were just trying to be helpful, although if you stop doing that I wouldn’t object.” She nudges her sister in a sorry attempt to cajole her out of her mood. “We should get some sleep,” she adds. “Who knows what tomorrow will have in store for us.”  
 
    The girls climb under the covers and lie facing each other but not touching. Mary sighs after a long while and Tess stirs.  
 
    “Can’t sleep?” she asks. Mary nods in the near darkness before she answers.  
 
    “No, you?”  
 
    “Not really.” They lie still for another long moment before Tess asks, “What’s she like?”  
 
    “The girl?” She feels more than sees Tess nod. “Pretty. Young.” Mary fights off a sob, barely. “She was short, too. Maybe he’s tired of tall girls.”  
 
    “I doubt that,” Tess says as she reaches for her sister’s cheek and caresses her. “We’ll be fine, sis. We always are.”  
 
    “I know, it’s just that…”  
 
    “Yeah, I know.”  
 
    She sighs and stops crying. “What’s going to become of us, Tess? I mean, where does all this lead?”  
 
    “This?” 
 
    “Slavery. Can we really live like this for the rest of our lives?” 
 
    Tess is silent. Finally, she whispers, “I don’t know, Mare. I don’t know.” Silence ensues for several minutes before Tess asks, “You really fell for him, didn’t you?”  
 
    “Yeah,” Mary whispers. “Yeah.”  
 
    “I’m sorry, Mare. I’m really sorry.”  
 
    “It’s no different for you, is it? I saw how you looked at Grace, and then Destiny. You loved them, didn’t you?”  
 
    “Yeah, but that was different.”  
 
    “How so?”  
 
    “I’m not sure. Maybe because I knew it was never going to last. Slaves come and slaves go, right? You just have to focus on the here and now and let the past go and not worry about the future. In some ways, being a slave is kind of comforting. We have absolutely no control, over anything. What can you do?” 
 
    “I’m surprised to hear you talk like that, Tess. You’re always so sure about things.”  
 
    “Yeah, but that’s just whatever is happening in the moment, you know? It’s not like I’m making grand plans or anything. What would be the point of that?” 
 
    Mary starts to cry again. “I’m such a fool.”  
 
    “Don’t do that, Mare. Don’t beat yourself up about this. You’re a girl, first and foremost. It’s fucked up, what they’ve done to us and I hate them for it, but it’s not your fault. You can’t blame yourself for having feelings for someone. It’s what’s supposed to happen, whether you’re a sex slave or not.”  
 
    Mary sniffs and wipes her eyes. “I’m so lucky to have you, Tess. I don’t know what I’d do if I didn’t have you.”  
 
    Tess caresses her sister’s cheek with the back of her fingers. “I know, Mare. I feel the same way. I can’t imagine what it would be like to go through this alone. I don’t know how they do it.”  
 
    “Grace?” Mary asks. “And Destiny?”  
 
    “Yeah.” She sighs. “I think about them all the time.”  
 
    “You really love them, don’t you?” Mary whispers.  
 
    “I did. I really loved them. But I have to accept the fact that I’ll never see them again.”  
 
    “You don’t know that, Tess. You don’t know that.”  
 
    As her eyes adjust to the faint light leaking through the curtains that cover the window, Mary can see her sister’s face enough to know she’s smiling sadly. “Yeah, I do know that, Mare. I know that as sure as I know anything. It’s just you and me, babe. We’re in this together, but we’re in it alone, too. Just you and me.”  
 
    

  

 
   
    7 - “Who Cares?” 
 
      
 
      
 
    The next day Carl’s mood did not improve. He wasn’t quite as brutal when he fucked Mary after arriving home drunk in the morning, but it was close. He left the girls alone all day again but took care to tether them. The girls spent the day quietly, eating biscuits and discussing their future.  
 
    “One thing we haven’t talked about is spring break,” Tess says as the sun is setting. Mary looks at her sister with her eyebrows raised.  
 
    “What about it?”  
 
    “Well, you remember what happened last fall?” The girls were still members of the Clayton plantation’s little band of whores at that time, spending their days being ferried around Birmingham by Josiah to fuck whoever contracted with their owner to rent their bodies. Mary was glad to leave that life behind when Carl brought them to live with him in Tuscaloosa.  
 
    “What about it?” Mary asks.  
 
    “Carl came home for the week, remember?”  
 
    “So? We’ll go with him. Oh,” she says in a small voice. “You think?”  
 
    “I don’t see why not. And based on what he’s been like lately, he might just leave us there.”  
 
    Mary shudders but tries to look on the bright side. “At least we’ll eat better,” she offers, holding up her half-eaten biscuit which is all they’re getting lately. “I miss Betty’s cooking.” 
 
    Betty and Charlene are the black maids employed by the senior Clayton to manage his household, which includes cooking all the meals for him and his stable of sex slaves. It was the only time in their five years of being owned that they were fed the same meals eaten by their owners. 
 
    “It’s not worth it,” Tess says with a sour look. “Although I wouldn’t mind some aspects of living there.” 
 
    “No doubt.” Mary nibbles her dry biscuit before tossing it on the nightstand. “Just the thought of Betty’s pot roast makes those things inedible.”  
 
    “You’re wasting away, Mare. Try to finish it.”  
 
    A key in the lock to the door interrupts their conversation and Mary tenses at the prospect of seeing Carl again, something she never thought would happen just a few days ago. The capricious nature of her existence continues to depress her.  
 
    The door swings open and Carl enters with a smile on his face but the girls quickly realize it’s not because he’s glad to see them. He is followed into the room by three other boys that Mary doesn’t recognize, three males who are eyeing the girls in that way that men who know what services sex slaves provide and are eager to avail themselves of those services. She glances at her sister who is frowning but silent. They scramble off the bed and huddle together in the corner of the room, their eyes on their visitors.  
 
    “Help yourselves, gentlemen,” Carl says in a too-loud voice that makes Mary wonder if he’s still drunk or drunk again. “I’m going down to dinner so don’t dawdle, you hear?” He exits as quickly as he arrived but he doesn’t lock or even close the door. 
 
    “Don’t worry, girls,” the tallest of the three says in a smarmy, condescending tone. “We ain’t gonna hurt you.”  
 
    “Don’t make promises you can’t keep, dufus,” the shortest one almost snarls. “They ain’t cheerleaders. You don’t have to be nice with ‘em.” 
 
    “Fuck off, Kyle,” the heavyset one says. “Don’t be a horse’s ass.”  
 
    “Come on, darlin’,” the tall one says as he approaches Mary. “We won’t bite.”  
 
    “How do you want us?” Tess asks forcefully, asserting herself on Mary’s behalf. She reaches for the tall one and tugs him by his shirt to her for a passionate kiss. The others watch with surprised looks on their faces until the heavyset one moves to grope Mary. She steels herself as he squeezes her breast and fingers her pussy harshly.  
 
    “How about you two get on the bed so we can do you side by side?” the short one says with a leer. “I think the shy one is just dying to be spit-roasted.” He is referring to Mary. 
 
    “I’ll do that,” Tess offers as she breaks away from the tall one. She climbs onto the bed and spreads her knees while looking back over her shoulder. “Come on,” she says to the same boy she was just kissing. “Fuck me.” 
 
    “You gotta love a horny whore, am I right?” the heavyset one says in an accent that strikes Mary as vaguely familiar but unusual in the deep South. He’s unbuckling his belt and liberating his dick from his jeans as Mary positions herself next to Tess who is already fellating the short one and being taken from behind by the tall one. 
 
    When he offers his hard dick for Mary to lick, she does so cautiously. He responds by grabbing her hair and jamming himself deep into her mouth. She gags slightly but he’s not long enough for her to deep throat, something she doesn’t enjoy so she’s grateful for his lack of size. What he doesn’t have in stature, though, he makes up for in intensity.  
 
    “Come on, bitch,” he growls as he fucks her mouth. “Come on.” Suddenly, he withdraws and bashes her face with his erection. “Show me what you can do, whore.” 
 
    When Mary takes him into her mouth again, she feels another penis poking at her folds. Unable to look back she can only assume the tall one stepped away from her sister to fuck her. She is pummeled by the two in a swiftly escalating rhythm until the dick in her vagina swells and unleashes a torrent deep inside her. She moans as the one in her mouth does the same moments later until her throat is doused with sperm, choking her as the boy maintains his grip on her hair, forcing her to choke down his essence. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he moans over her head. “Yeah, choke on it, bitch. You know you love it, you fucking whore.”  
 
    “She ain’t a whore ‘cause we ain’t paying her,” one of them says with a laugh. “Fuck, can you believe Carl lives with these whores?”  
 
    “Ain’t right, you ask me.”  
 
    “No one asked you, numbnuts.” Laughter fills the room as the boys tuck their dicks into their jeans and exit the room unceremoniously. Mary lies on the bed, coughing and trying to catch her breath as Tess comforts her. 
 
    “Sorry, Mare,” she says as she strokes her hair. “Sorry.”  
 
    “It’s okay,” Mary says as she lifts herself. “I guess things are going to be different around here.”  
 
    “Looks that way.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    Things were different.  
 
    From the night of the incident at the library, Carl became and stayed aloof and disconnected, which bothered Mary more than the sudden cruelty he inflicted on them. The door of his bedroom remained unlocked when he left in the morning and the girls were visited by different men at all hours of the day, some they knew from the bathroom, some who were complete strangers. When he comes home at night, he is either drunk or disinterested, fucking them only occasionally and never with the passion Mary thought she saw before things went south. After only a couple of weeks of the new Carl, she wonders if the old Carl was just a figment of her imagination.  
 
    “No, I saw it, too,” Tess assures her one afternoon. “He’s different, although maybe this is the real Carl and the other one was all an act.”  
 
    “Why put on an act for us?” she asks, almost in tears, her implication clear if left unsaid - who puts on an act for sex slaves?  
 
    “I have no idea,” Tess says in a gentle voice. Mary knows her sister is trying desperately to help her climb out of her depression but she feels herself slipping deeper into that dark place. 
 
    The girls didn’t expect to see Carl again that day as he’d been spending most of his time away from them and his room. But that night he came to the room with Billy in tow, whom the twins had not seen in weeks. 
 
    “We’re having a little party,” Carl says to the girls. “You remember the mixer we threw last fall for Homecoming weekend?” he asks Mary. She’s eyeing Billy as she answers. Carl retrieves the leashes from where they hang on the wall near the door and clips one to her neck.  
 
    “Of course.” It had been one of the worst weekends she could remember.  
 
    He turns to Tess to leash her. “Well, next week is spring break so we invited a bunch of people over to kick it off in style.”  
 
    “Okay,” Tess says suspiciously. She eyes her sister. “Can you just take me and leave Mary in the room?”  
 
    “What would I do that for?” he asks with a smirk.  
 
    “You two look so good together,” Billy says with such glee that Mary’s blood runs cold.  
 
    “Let’s go,” Carl says as he walks toward the door, the leashes going taught behind him before the girls stumble to catch up. He walks them through the hall and down two flights of stairs to the basement where several other fraternity brothers, most of whom Mary recognizes from the visits she’s endured the past few weeks, are moving furniture to clear the dingy space for a party. The room smells of stale beer with hints of vomit and sweat. A sound system is already blaring and a keg is being readied near the built-in bar in one corner. Mary stares at the thick metal support poles that brace the low ceiling and divide the room into thirds, with four poles each in two rows that span the length of the room. She looks at Tess who is pleading with Carl as Billy positions a step ladder behind one of the poles.  
 
    “Please don’t do this, Carl, not to Mary. She’s not doing so well right now.”  
 
    “Like I give a fuck,” he tells her with a laugh that almost breaks Mary’s heart. Again. “You know the drill, Tess. raise your hands over your head.” Tess looks at Mary and raises her hands so that Billy can clip a chain to each of her manacles and loop the chain over a hook over her head. Tess’s back is pinned to the pole as Carl kneels at her feet to chain them behind the pole by her shackles, effectively trapping her body against the pole. He turns to Mary as Billy moves the ladder behind the pole facing Tess. When the girls were brought to the fraternity in the fall, their first visit to the place, they spent the evening tied to the poles along with six other slaves for the entertainment of the partygoers that attended the fraternity’s party. Tonight, it appears that only the twins will be on display. 
 
    Hundreds of guests attended the Homecoming mixer that went on for several hours. It was Mary’s first experience with being humiliated for its own sake, her body an ornament of amusement rather than an instrument of sexual pleasure. She had largely put the incident out of her mind when Carl brought Tess and her back to the fraternity to live with him, mostly because he seemed so different from that dark time. Now, she realizes, he has reverted to the man he was then and the man he perhaps always was. She feels the tears flowing down her cheeks and dripping onto her breasts but she is unable to wipe her eyes. Hopelessness overwhelms her. 
 
    “We should bring a mattress down here,” Billy says to Carl as he stares at Mary. “So in case anyone wants to take her down for a test drive.”  
 
    “I’m not selling her, shithead,” Carl says with a laugh.  
 
    Billy rolls his eyes. “Figure of speech, man.”  
 
    Carl looks at Mary and then turns to look at Tess who is facing her, her back against the pole and her hands and arms pinned over her head. “Yeah, now that you mention it, that’s not a bad idea.” 
 
    “I think we got an old one in the furnace room back there.” Billy points toward a door at the far end of the party room.  
 
    “Go drag it in here,” Carl tells him as more and more guys wander downstair to gawk at the twins.  
 
    “You gonna let us fuck ‘em, Carl?” one of them asks without taking his gaze from Mary’s breasts.  
 
    “Just the other one, Stan. This one likes it and the other one doesn’t, so we’ll just have her fuck everyone here.” The room explodes in laughter and cheers. 
 
    “Is that why this one’s crying?” another boy asks as Mary’s tears continue to flow.  
 
    “Who cares?” Carl says as he walks away.  
 
    

  

 
   
    8 - “Call Me Marlin” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “I’m lending you out for spring break,” Carl tells Mary the next morning. Tess is still sleeping after her long ordeal in the basement. “I’m going down to the Gulf Coast and I need to pay for the trip, so I’m renting you to one of my old professors.” 
 
    “Do we know him?” Mary asks quietly.  
 
    “I don’t think so,” Carl says as he sits up in bed. He looks down at Mary and she knows immediately what he expects of her, regardless that Tess is sleeping next to him. She spreads her legs and he climbs between them. She grasps his erection to guide it into her.  
 
    “How long will you be gone?” she asks after she grunts at his abrupt and painful penetration. She had no time to prepare and Carl’s sudden interest in her is unexpected. He has focused most if not all of his attention on Tess the past weeks, to Mary’s dismay.  
 
    “I leave this morning.” His breathing is labored - he didn’t get too drunk last night but he wasn’t sober, either. She can smell the alcohol on his breath as he fucks her. “I’ll be gone ten days all totaled.” 
 
    Mary hasn’t spent more than a day away from him in months and despite his disdain and near-contempt for her since the debacle at the library, she finds herself even more enamored with the boy, much to her surprise and dismay. Ten days without him feels like an eternity. 
 
    “I’m sorry about Diana at the library,” she tells him, not for the first time. He ignores her, closing his eyes as he fucks her but picking up the pace and severity of his thrusts as if he’s trying to hurt her.  
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” he says at last. “I’m not interested in that frigid bitch anymore, anyway.” He moans and spasms as his orgasm grips him and Mary welcomes his seed into her body for the first time in weeks. Her emotions overwhelm her, tears streaming from her once again but she wills herself not to whimper. Carl doesn’t look at her face as he disengages and climbs over her to exit the bed. She glances at Tess and finds her sister awake and watching her. Tess shakes her head and reaches for Mary’s hand.  
 
    Carl pulls on his jeans and a tee shirt. “When I get back from breakfast I’ll take you to Deet’s place. I’m not sure if he’s going to keep you at his house or at the school’s stable.” He exits the room without locking the door. Mary lets go of her sister’s hand and squats over their bucket to relieve herself.  
 
    “You okay?” Tess asks after she props herself up on her elbow to face Mary.  
 
    “Yeah. Did you hear about the professor?”  
 
    “I did. He’s mentioned him before,” Tess says ominously. Mary gives her a puzzled look.  
 
    “Really? I don’t remember.”  
 
    “At the bar where we met Cheryl. The other girl - I think her name was Gail - said something about him. It didn’t sound good.”  
 
    “What do you mean?” Mary wipes and closes the bucket before going to their cabinet for a bottle of water. She offers one to Tess but she declines.  
 
    “She said something about beating the shit out of the girl who came to dinner at the plantation the night Carl took us away to live here with him. I think she called it a pain management class. I didn’t understand it at the time. I guess I still don’t, not really.”  
 
    Mary frowns. “Well, it doesn’t sound good.”  
 
    “No, it doesn’t.”  
 
    “I’m so sorry, Tess.” Mary sobs uncontrollably. Her sister sits up to console her.  
 
    “Stop it, Mare. I keep telling you it’s not your fault. Carl made his own mistakes and if he’s not willing to accept responsibility for them, there’s nothing we can do about it.”  
 
    “I know, it’s just,” Mary stops and sobs again. “I can’t stop wondering if…”  
 
    “Enough,” Tess almost yells. “Get a grip, girl. We’re going away, he’s going away, focus on getting over him, okay? Just get control of your emotions for a change.”  
 
    Mary is shocked. “What do you mean?” she sniffs.  
 
    “I can’t do this alone, Mare. I need you to give me a little help sometimes.” She kisses her sister’s cheek. “It’s okay, really. I just need you to be a little more resilient, okay?”  
 
    “I’ll try.”  
 
    “We should eat something if Carl is going to take us over there when he gets back.” She looks at the door before she looks at the bucket. “I don’t think I can take any more dick right now.” She gives Mary a look.  
 
    “Don’t worry about it, I understand.” She closes the door in the hopes that none of Carl’s frat brothers come by to use the girls before breakfast as they have been since the change in their owner’s attitude about sharing them changed. “One biscuit or two?” Mary asks as Tess wipes and closes the lid.  
 
    “Two. Who knows when he’ll feed us.”  
 
    “So much for Betty’s pot roast,” Mary says with a wistful smile.  
 
    “Maybe this summer.” Tess takes a bite and washes it down with Mary’s water. “Did he say where he was going? I woke up right in the middle of it.”  
 
    “I don’t think so,” Mary says with an apologetic look. Tess waves her off.  
 
    “Stop that.”  
 
    The girls sit on the bed and finish eating when the door opens. Carl enters the room without acknowledging either of them but goes directly to the leashes hanging by the door. “Come on, I’ve still got to pack.”  
 
    “Where are you going?” Tess asks boldly. “Someplace fun?”  
 
    “Either Destin or Panama City, in Florida,” he tells her as he clips the leash to her collar. “I need a change.”  
 
    Tess asks, “What is your professor going to do with us while you’re gone?” Mary gives her sister a look but Carl doesn’t seem perturbed by the question as he attaches her leash.  
 
    “I don’t have a clue,” he tells her with annoyance creeping into his voice.  
 
    “What does he teach?” Tess persists, earning her a look from their owner but no response. 
 
    “Let’s go,” he says as he walks them out the door.  
 
    The air is suddenly warm outside, a welcome change for the naked slaves. Carl walks them to his truck and opens the tailgate for them to climb onto the bed, then he realizes he forgot their chains. “He might need them,” he explains mostly to himself. “I’ll be right back. Don’t move.” The girls sit with their backs to the cab on the cold metal and wrap their arms around their shoulders.  
 
    “At least we don’t have to walk the whole way,” Tess says. “Who knows where this professor lives.”  
 
    Mary looks around the fraternity’s parking lot which is busier than usual for early on a Saturday morning when most of the residents sleep in. “Looks like everyone’s leaving.”  
 
    “I think that’s what spring break is all about,” Tess offers. Mary is struck by how little the girls know of college life and sadness at their lack of an opportunity to attend college, something she had been looking forward to in high school before they were abducted five years ago. 
 
    “Do you ever think about what Mom and Dad did after we disappeared?” she asks.  
 
    “I try not to think about it,” Tess responds harshly, ever the pragmatist. Mary ducks her head and fights off a fresh round of tears.  
 
    “Okay, all set,” Carl announces as he tosses their chains into the bed, making an awful racket. He climbs into the cab, cranks the ignition, and the engine roars to life. The girls brace themselves as he guns the engine and they exit the parking lot onto the main street in front of the fraternity. 
 
    The air is decidedly cooler at speed and the girls are shivering by the time Carl stops outside a private residence on a quiet, tree-lined street. The girls have rarely been out of Carl’s room since he took possession of them and they take in the surroundings with interest. When he lowers the tailgate they climb out of the truck and he grabs their leashes and chains to walk them up to the front door, surprising Mary - most residences, in her experience, have a slave entrance. Although this one’s modest size probably precludes such things, she imagines. 
 
    As the unusual threesome approaches the front door, it opens. A middle-aged man grins as he steps onto the porch. “Carl, you’re up bright and early for a Saturday.”  
 
    “Hi, Professor. I’ve got a five-hour drive ahead of me and I haven’t even packed yet.” Carl hands the leashes to the man but makes no effort to introduce them, although Mary doesn’t expect him to. She bows her head and is surprised to feel a bit of shame crowding her mind due to her nakedness in a residential setting. 
 
    “Come inside, just for a minute and I’ll write you a check.” He leads them inside, Carl reluctantly, Mary imagines. The interior of the house is like nothing she’s experienced before - the room is crammed with bookshelves that are likewise stuffed to overflowing with books that are clearly not for show - this is a working library, Mary realizes. Her mood lifts at the prospect of being allowed to read new and varied authors, a decided change from the meager offerings in Carl’s room. 
 
    “I’ve taken the liberty of drawing up a contract,” the man says to Carl, who waves him off while handing him the end of their leashes and their chains.  
 
    “Don’t worry about it, Professor.”  
 
    “You don’t want it in writing?” he asks as he piles the chains on a small table, writes a check, tears it out of his large, business-style checkbook, and hands it to his former student.  
 
    “So long as you don’t kill or maim them, I have no problem with what you do to them.”  
 
    Mary looks at Tess in horror.  
 
    “And if I invite a few people over?” the professor asks as she eyes the girls up and down. 
 
    “Knock yourself out, man. Now, I gotta go. I’ll see you a week from Monday,” Carl says as he leans toward the door. 
 
    “Very good, and thank you, Carl. I can’t tell you how much this means to me.”  
 
    “Sure thing, Professor.” Carl turns and exits the house without looking at the girls, once again breaking Mary’s heart just a bit more. 
 
    “Well, girls,” the man says after Mary watches the door close. “Do you want something to eat?”  
 
    “That sounds great,” Tess answers immediately. 
 
    “Follow me.” He walks toward what is obviously the kitchen and the girls follow, still leashed. “I guess we can dispense with these, right?” He removes the leashes from their collars. “Eggs and toast okay?”  
 
    “Can we have some coffee?” Tess asks and he nods. “And what should we call you, sir?”  
 
    The man laughs gently. “You can call me professor, although I suppose that’s a little formal given the circumstances.” He opens the small refrigerator and pulls out a carton of eggs. Mary looks at them with her mouth suddenly salivating - she misses a real breakfast even more than Betty’s pot roast, she decides. “When it’s just the three of us, call me Marlin.” 
 
    “Okay, Marlin,” Tess says.  
 
    “Coffee’s fresh, help yourselves,” he tells them and Tess gives Mary a look. “Cups are in the cupboard right above the pot.” Tess opens the door and pours a cup that she hands to Mary who sips it and smiles.  
 
    “Something tells me Carl doesn’t exactly feed you two all that well,” he says as he cracks eggs into a pan on the stove. “You look a little undernourished.”  
 
    “It’s not unusual,” Tess says with a casual tone. Mary is content to let her sister take the lead in conversing with their temporary master. Until a thought strikes her.  
 
    “Can I look at your books in the living room, Marlin?” she asks, earning a surprised look from Tess.  
 
    “Help yourself,” the professor tells her. Mary glances at Tess and walks back to the living room. She walks down the row of bookcases slowly, taking in the sudden riches she imagines herself enjoying. Until she realizes that most of the books pertain to a narrow sub-specialty. 
 
    “Breakfast is served,” Marlon calls out from the kitchen. When Mary arrives, she finds Tess and their new master already seated in front of steaming scrambled eggs and buttered toast. She smiles as best she can but she knows from Tess’s expression she’s not fooling her sister.  
 
    “I’ve taken the liberty of inviting one of my graduate students over to meet you this morning,” the professor tells them as they eat. “He’ll be working with us and he gave up his break to do so.” He looks at Mary as if she should be aware of the special nature of what he just told her but she’s not sure what it is. Tess turns to him, catching his eye.  
 
    “What do you have in mind for us, Marlon?” she asks, her voice faltering slightly.  
 
    “What did Carl tell you about me?” 
 
    “Nothing, really. Just that he took a class with you once.”  
 
    Marlin finishes his eggs and takes a sip of his coffee. “I chair the Pain Management department in our College of Subject Studies. Most of my work is in the administration of discipline and control when managing subjects such as yourselves. My undergraduate assistant is working on a bachelor’s degree in electrical engineering and he’ll be helping me explore a new and exciting sub-specialty in the field. You’ll be working with him closely so we can measure and codify…” Mary’s attention wanders as the professor talks in increasingly dense jargon that does nothing to calm the fears that gripped her in the living room, where she saw dozens of volumes with titles like, Maximizing Pain Tolerance, Practical Limits of Sadomasochism, and Torture by Piercing, Tearing, and Impaling, among many others. Suddenly, Mary’s appetite is gone.  
 
    “And here he is now,” the professor exclaims when the doorbell rings. “Come on in, Billy.”  
 
    The girls turn to see Carl’s fraternity brother smiling as he stands at the entrance of the professor's kitchen.  
 
    Mary begins to cry. 
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