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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…

When their relationship with Carl deteriorates due to a misunderstanding,

Mary and Tess find themselves rented to his former professor.

A man who has coveted the beautiful identical twins for years.

For purposes unknown to them and their owner.

Until it’s too late.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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1 - “The Pain We Inflict”

Mary Watson watches carefully as Professor Marlin Deets straps her to a padded table in his basement. She’s been in his care, if you can call it that, since yesterday morning when her owner, Carl Clayton dropped her and her sister Tess off at Deets’s house in Tuscaloosa. Carl told the twins, his sex slaves, that they would be spending about ten days with Deets, his former professor. He did not tell them why, only that he was going to the Florida Panhandle for spring break and he was renting them to Deets to make enough money to finance his trip. He didn’t explain and the girls didn’t ask why a college professor would rent two beautiful sex slaves but they could guess why. They’d been rented out many times during their five years of living in the New Confederacy. This would be the first time they are being rented for days instead of hours, however.

“Make sure you don’t restrict her breathing too much,” Deets says to his assistant, Billy Grandholm, as the undergrad secures Tess to another table just a few feet away from Mary. “Just make sure she can’t move more than half an inch in either direction.”

Mary looks to her left and finds Tess staring at her. The girls have no idea what is about to happen to them but Mary has her suspicions based on her glimpse of some of the titles in Deets’s library. Titles that were very specific about the types of activities Deets studied, either as a hobby or more likely as a function of his positions at the university in Tuscaloosa, Alabama. Just after the girls arrived at his campus home yesterday morning, he explained to them that he is the chairman of the Pain Management department in the College of Subject Studies and that Billy would be spending spring break assisting him. That knowledge, plus a quick look at the soundproofing materials that line the basement walls and ceiling is a clear indication to Mary that they will not enjoy themselves this morning. Not at all.

“Is this comfortable?” Deets asks Mary with a slight tug on the three-inch wide leather strap around her midsection. “Too tight?” he asks with a slight smile.

“No, it’s okay,” she says honestly. She can take shallow breaths with little effort as the strap is below her diaphragm and just above her hip bones. An inch or two either up or down would be far worse so she doesn’t complain, not that it would do any good. The strap appears to be fixed to the underside of the table.

Deets moves down to her thighs and flips another leather strap that is just as thick and heavy as the first over her legs, then he circles the far end of the table to thread the strap through the buckle before cinching it. A third strap around her ankles immobilizes the lower half of her body almost completely. Her arms are pinned at her sides by the belts around her hips and waist.

“I gotta tell you, Professor,” Billy says as he works at securing Tess to her table. “Yesterday was a dream come true for me.”

“How’s that?” Deets asks as he wraps another belt around Mary’s upper chest leaving her breasts fully exposed.

Billy buckles the belt around Tess’s ankles. “You know I live with Clayton, right?”

“No, I guess I didn’t realize that.”

“Oh, yeah. And I’ve been looking at these two since he brought them to campus.”

“Just looking?” Deets asks with a smile.

“For the most part,” Billy says offhandedly. “I mean, I had them in the bathroom a few times but never like yesterday.”

Mary glances at Tess and raises an eyebrow. Tess shakes her head slightly. Carl had allowed Billy to be with the twins in their room at the fraternity one time and it didn’t go well, resulting in a warning from Carl that Billy was to steer clear of the girls, which he did. Mary wonders if the current arrangement will upset their owner but it’s not something she can do anything about so she puts it out of her mind. She lets her thoughts drift back to yesterday when Billy arrived at Deets’s house. The two men had their way with the twins throughout the day and into the evening.

“Glad to accommodate you, Billy,” Deets says with a look at Mary. She deadpans him but his meaning is clear to her - most of the accommodating was done by the girls. Billy was nearly insatiable until Deets ordered him to stop and let them get some sleep.

“You want me to get my equipment, Professor?” Billy asks as he finishes securing Tess to her table. “Won’t take me long to set up.”

“Yes, by all means,” Deets says before adding, “and call me Marlin, Billy. No need to stand on formalities while we’re working here this week.”

“We ain’t taking them to the campus at all?” Billy asks, pausing as he walks to the stairs leading up to the main floor of Deets’s house.

“I doubt it. This room is completely soundproofed whereas my classroom is not. I don’t know if anyone else will be in the building but we would surely disturb them if they were.”

Billy disappears up the stairs as the girls exchange looks again. “Why didn’t you feed us this morning, Marlin?” Tess asks.

“Best you don’t have anything in your stomachs for now, my dear.” He looks over Mary’s head at her sister before he turns away. Mary winces and closes her eyes.

“When will you feed us, sir?” Tess asks in a soft voice.

“I expect we’ll take a break for lunch. I’ve got plenty of food on hand but we can order out if you want something exotic, like Thai or pho.”

Mary’s mouth waters at the prospect of real food. Carl feeds the girls the standard slave diet of dry biscuits and water at the fraternity with a few scaps from his dinner as a treat, but that ended after the misunderstanding that resulted in their being rented to Deets. Ten days of whatever he was going to begin in a few minutes quickly killed Mary’s appetite even though her empty stomach continued to rumble.

Deets walks behind Mary’s head and checks Tess’s straps before she goes on. “What are you doing to us this morning? If you don’t mind me asking, sir.”

“No, I don’t mind. Billy has been working on a variety of special devices to administer pain without doing actual damage to the subject. Most of my work over the years has been limited to impact techniques - whips, floggers, paddles, and such - that are quite effective but limited because they can break the skin or crush the muscles and bones beneath, which results in long recovery times. Today, and for the rest of the week, we’ll be experimenting with tricking the body into thinking that damage is being done without actually inflicting any actual damage. Pain is the body’s way of protecting itself - anything that causes pain produces a reaction to avoid the pain. Obviously, we’ve strapped you two down so you will be unable to avoid the pain we will inflict on you.”

“How will you be inflicting the pain?” Tess asks, her voice betraying her fear.

“We’ll use a few different methods over the time you two are in my care. Today, we’ll be trying out several types of electrodes to see which are most effective in their configurations. We’ve got several different gauges with different gaps between them. Ah, here he comes now.”

Billy opened the door at the top of the stairs before his footsteps could be heard. He tromps down the stairs more slowly than he went up them a few minutes ago and as soon as he appears Mary knows why - he is carrying a large cardboard box that looks more unwieldy than heavy. Deets wheels a cart from the corner of the room between the girls but Billy sets the box on the floor beside it. He pulls a large black control panel from the box to show the girls as if he is showing them his pride and joy, which Mary assumes is not far from the truth.

“Been working on this all year,” he announces before he places the panel on the cart. He pulls a handful of small plastic bags out of the box and hands them to Deets. “These are all the different sizes I could get but once you figure out what size works I can get all you need.”

“Fine, fine,” Deets says as he takes the bags and examines them. “We should start with the smallest, I imagine, and then move to higher gauges and bigger gaps.” He looks at Billy who nods.

“You’re the expert in that area, Prof… I mean, Marlin.” He smiles and pulls a cord out of the box. He plugs one end of it into the control panel and moves behind Mary’s head with the plug that looks as if it will fit in an ordinary electrical outlet.

“How high is the charge on that thing?” Tess asks with rising panic in her tone.

“Not much at all,” Billy answers from behind them. “I used an induction coil to switch the current from AC to DC and…”

Deets cut him off. “They don’t need to know the technical details, Billy.”

Billy shrugs and continues to work on the control panel. Deets opens one of the small plastic bags and extracts an electrode with a long, thin wire dangling from it. He holds it up to examine it but Mary can see it from her vantage point.

“This is the smallest they had?” Deets asks.

Billy nods. “It’s three millimeters long and there’s only a half-millimeter gap between the two probes. They’re the smallest gauge that can be counted on to penetrate the skin without bending.”

“They’re smaller than the smallest hypodermic needle?”

“Yeah, since they don’t have to be hollow, just conductive, which of course they are.”

“I can insert them before we plug them into the console, right?”

“Of course. Which one are you going to start with?”

“Mary, I think.” He bends over her breast and she tries to recoil but is unable to move at all with the straps holding her securely in place. He grabs her nipple and tweaks it gently, just enough to simulate the response he clearly wants - her nipple is soon erect.

“This shouldn’t hurt much more than an injection, my dear,” he whispers as she strains to watch him line the needles up with her nub. He pushes it down and she moans slightly. The pain is minimal and subsides quickly but she felt it.

Deets explains, “We’re using the nipple because it’s one of the most sensitive areas on the body, yet it’s tough enough to take some punishment without permanently damaging the nerves. Your eyeball is obviously more sensitive but sticking a needle in it would result in permanent damage even before we connect it to the console.”

“Hand me the end of the wire, Marlin,” Billy says, and when Deets hands it to him he attaches it to the back of the panel. “All set.”

“Set the voltage as low as you can to begin with, Billy,” Deets says as he stares at Mary’s nipple. The look in his eyes is almost worse than the pain of the needles in her flesh.

“You want to do the honors, Professor?” Billy asks with a broad smile.

“You go ahead, my boy.” He doesn’t look away but glances at Mary’s eyes.

“Lowest setting,” Billy whispers and flips a switch.

Mary screams. “Oh, my god!” The pain is enormous - a burning sensation but different from being burned. She struggles against her bonds to no avail but she can’t help herself.

“Off,” Deets says calmly and the burning sensation subsides but doesn’t disappear. Her nipple throbs as she cries and pleads.

“Don’t, please don’t.” Tears are streaming from her eyes.

“Again,” Deets says softly and her nipple is seared again. She screams again and Deets winces. “We’ll have to gag them, eventually, or we’ll all go deaf.”

“Want me to up the voltage, Professor?”

“What’s it on now and how high does it go?”

“Are you trying to kill her?” Tess screams.

“No, of course not,” Deets says.

“It’s the volts that jolts but it's the mils that kills,” Billy singsongs with a goofy smile. “I’ll keep the amperage at 10 milliamps which is not enough to do any damage. The voltage is at five volts now but I can take it up as high as a hundred, Professor.”

“Take it up to ten, Billy, and hit her again.”

“No, please!” Mary begs them before the pain ignites in her nipple and she screams again, louder and longer until the current is switched off.

“Leave it on for a few more seconds next time,” Deets says over Mary’s sobs. “And double it again.”

“Please, stop,” Tess yells, to no avail.

The pain hits her so hard she chokes and thrashes her head from side to side. “Oh, god, please, stop,” she wails over and over.

“Okay, that’s enough for now,” Deets says and Billy switches the power off. Mary sags but her nipple throbs with the residual pain.

“Okay,” Deets says as he turns to Billy. “We’ve got how many more sizes to work through this morning?”

“Twelve, Professor.”


2 - “Poor White Trash”

The smell of food cooking is thick in Deets’s kitchen as the girls sit at the table with Billy while their host works the stove. Deets offered to order takeout for lunch but they were in no condition to make decisions after hours of pain in the basement, so he decided to offer them comfort food - grilled cheese sandwiches and tomato soup. Mary’s appetite was all but gone until the smell of the bread frying in a pan revived it.

“One going to be enough for y’all?” Deets asks as he carries the pan to the table to serve his guests. Mary defers to her sister as usual and Tess responds tersely.

“Oh, come on now,” Deets says as he pushes the hot sandwiches onto their plates. He gives Billy two sandwiches before going back to the stove to ladle the soup into small bowls. Mary takes a bite of the sandwich and almost swoons at the overwhelming joy of tasting something so exquisitely simple and good after their ordeal. She watches as Deets brings her and Tess half-full bowls of the red liquid that was a staple of their youths growing up in California.

“This is good stuff, Prof… I mean, Marlin,” Billy says with his always-present smile. Even when the girls were screaming in pain the smile never left his face. If anything, now that Mary thinks about it, his smile widened as their screams worsened.

“I’m glad we got through all the different sizes of electrodes this morning,” Deets says as he cooks a sandwich for himself while standing at the stove. “I wasn’t sure we could get all twelve of them tested.”

“We gonna do them again this afternoon, Marlin?” Billy asks and Mary wonders what exactly he means - pain or sex.

“If you’re talking about testing them, then no, we’re done with that for the day. I think it behooves us to let their wounds heal, small as they are, at least overnight.”

Mary thanks a god she has long ago lost faith in for small miracles.

“Are you going to torture us in some other way this afternoon, Professor?” Tess asks in an inappropriate tone. Luckily, Deets laughs.

“I really don’t like that word, Tess. But to answer your impertinent question, no. You’ve endured enough pain for one day.” He returns to the table with his meal and sits down. “We have to wait for Billy to get more electrodes, as well.”

“What size do you want me to get, Marlin?” Billy asks with his mouth full of food.

“Let’s put that to the girls,” Deets says as he turns toward Mary. “Which ones would you say were the most and least painful, my dear?”

Mary glances at Tess who shakes her head almost imperceptibly. “The big ones hurt more going in but the little ones hurt more when you switched on the power,” she says softly.

“Really?” Deets asks as he spoons his soup to cool it. “Would you agree, Tess?”

“Yes,” Tess responds immediately.

“Well, that’s odd,” Deets says as if he’s confused. “Because the readings said just the opposite.”

Mary looks at Tess. “Readings?” Tess asks.

“I have sensors embedded in each strap that measure your pulse rate, blood pressure, and a few other things, all by Bluetooth. And the readings I got from each of you were pretty clear.”

Mary is staring at Tess who is staring at Deets. “So, what did the readings say?”

“That the bigger the needles in each electrode, the more pain you felt.” Deets cocks an eyebrow at Mary when she turns to look at him. “Care to revise your assessments?”

Tess shifts in her chair. “Well, the pain was different,” she explains. “And your readings might be skewed by the fact that the big needles came last after a lot of damage had been done.”

“Different how?” Deets asks.

“It was more spread out but not as sharp. The small ones felt as if I was being burned but the bigger ones felt more like, I don’t know, it was just different.” Tess turns to Mary. “You know, right?”

“Yes,” Mary says quickly, although she knows Tess is lying and she knows that Deets knows it, too. “It’s more of a heaviness than sharp, like the little ones.”

“How long are the biggest needles, Billy?” Deets asks the boy who has been silent until now.

“Fifteen millimeters long with a two-millimeter gap, sir.”

“And the smallest?”

“Three mils long and a half-millimeter gap.”

“Can we get the long one with a smaller gap, say one mil or even a half?”

“Maybe. I’ll check into it.”

“We might have to run some more tests.”

The girls' faces fall and Tess opens her mouth to protest but Deets cuts her off. “Be very careful, my dear. Lying to me will not go well for you.”

Tess stares at him for a long silent moment. Finally, Mary speaks. “It’s not easy to tell when there are so many other variables involved. You started at minimal power and then increased it with each electrode. By the time you got to the biggest one, it was so hard to tell what was new and what was done prior.”

Deets tilts his head and strokes his chin as if mocking her. “Does the increased voltage override the size differences?”

Mary looks at Tess. “Don’t look to your sister, Mary. Answer me honestly, or we’ll spend the afternoon back down in the basement.”

Mary turns to face Deets. “It’s mostly the voltage. The small ones produce a sharper, more localized pain than the big ones but when you increase the voltage to the top of the range, it doesn’t matter, not really. The pain is so overwhelming and severe that any comparisons concerning the size don’t even register.”

“Okay, now we’re getting somewhere,” Deets says as he stands and collects the bowls and plates. “Billy, I want you to run over to the supplier in Birmingham and get two hundred of the fifteens and two hundred of the three-millimeter electrodes. Think you can do that for me?”

Mary looks at Billy and sees his expression turn from glee to disappointment. “Now?” he asks, clearly deflated by the assignment that will take him away for most of the afternoon.

“Now, don’t be like that, boy,” Deets says with a sly smile. “You had them all afternoon yesterday. It’s my turn for a little time alone with them.” Last night, Mary slept with Deets while Tess stayed in the guest room with Billy. They didn’t get to compare notes but Mary feels almost certain she got more sleep than her sister.

“Yes, sir,” Billy almost whines with sagging shoulders.

“And no speeding,” Deets adds. “They’ll be here when you get back and we still have them all to ourselves for nine more days.”

Billy brightens slightly. “Yes, sir.” Deets stares at the young man until he stands and shuffles out of the kitchen. Mary hears the front door and the car ignition in the distance before Deets turns to the girls and motions for them to follow him into his bedroom.

“Can I tell you something, Marlin?” Tess asks as they enter the room. Deets is already disrobing when he nods to her. “The reason Carl cut Billy off a few weeks ago at the fraternity was because he tried to get us to make love to each other, Mary and me.”

“Seriously?” Deets asks as he drops his trousers and climbs onto the bed. “Not as bright as I thought he was, I guess.” He gives the girls a crooked smile and pulls them to him. “Why in the world…?” he asks without finishing his thought.

“No experience with slaves is my guess,” Tess says as she reaches for Deets’s erection. She bends down to suck it and Deets gives Mary a push to attend to him as well. The girls slide into position so that one of them can suck his dick while the other one licks his balls, a routine they have perfected over their years in captivity.

“Poor white trash, I imagine,” Deets says dismissively.

“Do we have your permission to resist if he brings it up again?” Mary asks, drawing a look of surprise from Tess. “The law is quite clear on such matters, right?”

Deets has already begun to moan under the twins’ ministrations and doesn’t answer immediately. “What? Oh, yes, of course.” He moans again before he adds, “I’ll talk to him as well.”

Tess gives Mary a look with Deets’s dick in her mouth.

The girls take turns sucking the professor’s dick and balls until he sits up and motions for Tess to lie down. She does and he kneels between her thighs before he eases his dick into her vagina. Mary was impressed last night that a man whose whole life is dedicated to torturing slaves could be so tender when he was making love to them. She watches as he treats her sister in much the same fashion.

After a long, languid fucking that resulted in no climaxes for either participant, Deets withdraws from Tess’s cunt and motions for Mary to lie next to her sister. He slides over on his knees and fucks her as he did last night. After a while but before Mary could wring an orgasm for herself, Deets grunts and arches his back as he empties his seed in her. When he collapses on top of her she wraps her arms around his back and kisses his neck.

“Why aren’t you married, Marlin?” she asks which prompts a reaction from the man. He lifts himself and looks at her. She tenses before she realizes that he’s not angry with her impertinence. He rolls off of her between Mary and Tess with a sigh.

“That’s a long story, Mary, but the short answer is that I was married once but it didn’t work out.”

“And you never thought about remarrying?” Mary asks as she looks at the ceiling. She can feel Tess staring at her but pointedly ignores her.

He laughs softly before rolling onto his side to face her, his head propped up on his hand. “It’s not easy for a divorced, middle-aged man to find a woman who will have him, especially for someone of modest means like myself. A man like Henry Clayton might be able to find someone suitable but why would he bother? Wives are good for making babies and not much else, which is why men like Henry have a stable full of slaves.”

“Why don’t you have any slaves?” Mary asks prompting a look from Tess who she can’t help seeing over Deets’s shoulder. Tess is silently mouthing for Mary to stop pressing their caretaker in a dangerous line of questioning. Mary struggles to ignore her sister.

“I can’t afford one, for starters. Slaves are expensive to buy and expensive to own. I’m not in a position to do either.”

“We used to earn a lot of money for Henry,” Mary offers.

“Yes, but he has the wrangler. What’s his name?”

“Josiah.”

“Right, Josiah. And he inherited the plantation which came with the stable. I’d have to start from scratch.”

Mary nods and continues to ignore the death stares coming from Tess. “Do you borrow slaves from the university, Marlin? Is that why you soundproofed your basement?” Tess rolls her eyes and flops down on the bed. Thankfully, Deets ignores her and smiles at Mary.

“Actually, I just finished that myself, when I heard from Carl that he’d be willing to lend you and Tess to me for spring break.”

“Why is that?”

“Well, I’ve been working on the electronic system with Billy for a while and I knew it would take a fair amount of testing to figure out the best way to use it.”

“How could you afford to pay Carl to rent us?” Mary asks as Tess slaps her forehead in frustration behind Deets.

“It’s okay, Tess,” he says, looking at her. “I don’t mind answering a few questions.” He turns to look at Mary again. “I got a grant from a research facility in Austin. They’re looking into a variety of techniques for managing pain using identical twins like you two. It’s a burgeoning field right now.”

Mary nods and wonders if she should press the issue. Finally, she decides to dig deeper. “What are the practical applications of Billy’s electronics, though? How can other slave owners use the information you’re trying to uncover.”

Deets sits up suddenly and Mary flinches - did she cross a line? Tess shoots daggers at her with her eyes. But Deets laughs again, almost too much. Mary looks at him with her eyes wide.

“I’ll be perfectly honest with you, Mary. There are no practical applications for what we’re doing. None that I can think of, at least. Most research in the field is a sham, actually. Men go into this field - a few women but mostly men - because they enjoy tormenting helpless slaves. It’s as simple as that.”

Mary stares at him, her mouth open but no words form. She can’t say anything. She glances at Tess who is staring at her with sad eyes but no sympathy. She brought this on herself, she realizes, and Deets was happy to share and cause her even more pain, existential pain, which she decides is almost worse.

Almost.


3 - “What’s Going On?”

After spending the night with Billy, the girls are once again strapped to the tables in the basement. Mary is desperate to know why Deets asked for so many electrodes but she’s also desperate not to know.

“Okay,” Deets begins as he stands over Mary. “Watch carefully for a few minutes so you can duplicate what I’m doing. And make sure you use the same length electrodes or my research will be completely invalidated.” Mary glances at him and he winks at her. She turns away.

“So, we’re going to start with the nipple today, but I want two of the long ones straight in as far as they’ll go.” He reaches for Mary’s nub, already partially erect from the adrenaline surging through her body. He tweaks it gently so that it stands up as tall as it can. He grabs an electrode with two long needles, each more than a half-inch long with a two-millimeter gap, and presses it to the crown of her nub. She yelps more out of fear than pain as the sharp ends pierce her skin and Deets presses them deep into her flesh. When the base of the electrode reaches her nipple he takes another long electrode and holds it up for Billy to take note of.

“We’ll go with two big ones directly down, no angling if you can help it and I know you can. Be careful not to angle one into the other or they’ll short out.”

“I know, Professor,” Billy says with a bit of attitude. “It’s my equipment, right?”

“Of course, of course. Just be as precise as possible.” Mary watches in horror as the second set of needles puncture her skin and disappear deep inside her breast. She feels pressure more than pain once the points pierce her epidermis. Deets hands the other ends of the electrodes to his assistant to attach them to the console.

“Next, I want four short ones at the base of the nipple, then four more halfway up to the tip. Put the ones at the base in first or you won’t have the clearance you need. Luckily, they both have wonderfully large nipples to make the work easier.” He looks at Mary again and smiles. She does not. “How are you doing, my dear?” he asks as if he has nothing but sympathy for her.

“Just fine,” she whispers.

“Okay,” Deets goes on to Billy. “You try it on Tess over there.” They turn their attention away from Mary and she takes the opportunity to look at her nipple which she could only look at fleetingly when it was being perforated. Other than the initial pain she endured, now all she feels is a dull ache. She knows it won’t last and wonders if knowing what’s to come is better or worse than not knowing. She’s got some notion from yesterday but that was just one electrode at a time. And clearly, Deets was far from finished decorating her breast this morning. Far from finished.

“Good, good,” Deets says as Billy works on Tess who whimpers less than Mary did. When the pair turn back to her, she looks at them with pleading eyes but they don’t bother to look at her face - she is only a nipple to them at this moment. Soon, she knows her nipple will be her whole world.

“I’m going to alternate the sizes as we pierce the areola in concentric circles to vary the depths but stay consistent with each ring. So, we’ll start with fifteens, six of them should do, and make sure they go all the way in. Don’t leave any of the needle above the skin or you’re losing some of the impact.” Deets punctures Mary with one ring of long needs and then another wider ring of short ones. Mary is hard-pressed to decide if the short one hurt more going in because they are closer together. She has no idea why that would be but she’s not about to ask or even mention the difference to Deets.

The morning progresses in a tedious procession of pain and boredom as the men alternate their attention back and forth between the two helpless girls. Finally, after one last check of her nipple covered with electrodes that lead back to the control panel, Deets stands and stretches. Billy plugs the panel into the wall outlet behind Mary’s head.

“Do we want to gag them today?” Deets asks his assistant.

“Naw, just light ‘em up, Professor,” the boy who fucked the two women most of the night responds, almost giddy.

“We’ll try a few test runs before we move on to the real purpose of this morning’s experiment.” Mary winces and takes a deep breath just as he flips a switch on the console.

Mary’s entire nipple ignites in blinding pain and she screams so loud she doesn’t hear if Tess is screaming even though she is. Mary tries to arch her back but is held down firmly by the straps. Every muscle in her body is in spasms as she fights against her bonds, the leather almost cutting into her flesh but she feels none of it - her entire focus is on her burning breast.

Deets switches off the current and she slumps against the padded table. Tess is sobbing next to her and she turns her head to look at her sister. “Please,” she says to Deets.

“This is at the lowest setting, right?” Deets asks Billy. The assistant leans over the console to check the setting.

“It is, Professor.”

“And there’s no chance that the amperage is higher because we’ve got so many electrodes in their breasts?”

“No, none at all. Each electrode is a self-contained circuit due to the proximity of the needles on each electrode. There’s no gain in either amperage or voltage unless you change the settings.”

“Let’s double the voltage,” Deets says and Mary screams.

“No, don’t,” both girls plead simultaneously.

He ignores them as he fiddles with the dial and then flips the switch. Mary screams as her nipple ignites once again with pain and she stares at it in disbelief that her skin isn’t on fire.

“Is there any risk of permanent damage, Billy?” Deets asks as the girls scream and twist against their bonds.

“None, professor. There’s nowhere near enough current to hurt them.”

“They would disagree,” he says with a laugh and switches off the current. The girls sob and beg him to stop. He ignores them. “Even if we leave it on for a while?”

“I’m begging you,” Tess cries out. “Don’t.”

“Doesn’t matter,” Billy says, his voice catching slightly. Mary looks at him and sees no sympathy in his eyes, only fascination and lust. “They might get a little acclimated to the pain, though.”

“Let’s see,” Deets says as he flips the switch. Mary screams and thrashes her head from side to side while balling her fists against her bonds. “What do you think?” Deets yells over their screams. “Five minutes?”

“Sounds good,” Billy shouts. “Maybe we should gag them, though?”

“Yes, I agree.” He switches off the current and Mary slumps again, sweating profusely and already exhausted. She closes her eyes and doesn’t realize until she feels the ball gag pressing against her lips. She opens her mouth and Deets lifts her head to slide the straps into place, securing the ball between her teeth. “This way they won’t bite off their tongues, either.”

“Oh, fuck,” Billy says with a laugh as he gags Tess. “That would be a disaster.”

“True,” Deets says as he sits at the console again. “Okay, I think we give them forty volts for five minutes and then let them recover, then add twenty volts each time until we get to a hundred. Agreed?”

“Whatever you say, professor.”

“So,” Deets says after half an hour of extended exposure to ever-increasing agony for the girls. “Now we come to the real point of our endeavors.” He holds up a black cylinder with a wire attached to one end and an orange button atop the other. “This button will reverse the current whenever it’s pushed, girls. You’ll each get one so you can flip the current away from your own body to your sister’s at will. However, each time you press the button, the time it takes to reset will be extended so the current will flow a bit longer. We’ll keep the voltage fairly low to begin with until you get used to what you’re doing.” He holds up a small cylinder with a button on the top that Mary can barely see through her tears.

Mary tries to listen and focus as Deets talks but her mind is almost numb - the pain has been beyond agonizing and she is soaked with sweat, dehydrated, and exhausted. She wants to ask for a longer break but her mouth is still stuffed with the ballgag, her jaw aching and drool flowing down her cheeks to pool on the padded table. She tries to tell the men that she needs water but is unable to do so.

“Are you ready?” Deets asks when he places the cylinder in her hand, prying open her fingers for her to grip the simple device. “Here we go. We’ll start with Mary.” He flips the switch and Mary’s nipple throbs with pain. She screams and presses the button without thinking - she’s beyond thinking. Doesn’t he realize that?

Tess screams as the current is shifted to her nipple. The sound is somewhat muffled by the gag but Mary hears her sister’s agony. After a few seconds,  she realizes that Tess is refraining from pressing her button to flip the current back to Mary. She turns to look at her sister whose eyes are closed tight as she spasms against her bonds. Mary wants to tell her to do it, to press the button and relieve her suffering but she can’t. Her gag prevents any communication between the twins.

Suddenly and without any warning, the current flows to Mary’s throbbing nipple and she gasps and screams into the gag. She fights her desire to press her button and relieve her suffering at her sister’s expense and for a few agonizing seconds, which she does. Until she can’t. She curses herself and Deets and life itself as she gives in. Tess’s scream jolts her almost as hard. Almost.

After several more minutes that seem to stretch on forever and a few more failures to endure the pain before she has to send it away, Deets flips the switch and both of the girls slump against their bonds and sob into the gags.

“Fascinating,” Deets says, mostly to himself.

“How so, professor?” Billy asks.

“The way they fight to keep the current flowing to their own flesh as long as they can before they give in and deflect it to the other. It’s quite compelling to witness that degree of empathy under such dire conditions.”

“I guess so,” Billy says. “Can we up the voltage or is that all we’re going to do, Professor?”

He looks at the control panel. “Oh, I think we’re just starting, to be honest.”

Mary moans and shakes her head. Her eyes plead with Deets.

“It’s just for another hour or so, my dear. Then we’ll all have lunch.”

In Deets’s kitchen, the girls are sitting at the table in a near-catatonic state. Billy is still in the basement replacing the electrodes that were bent or otherwise damaged during the session while Deets cooks lunch. Mary has neither the strength nor the inclination to tell him that she has no appetite.

“We need water, Marlin,” Tess croaks, her voice raw.

Deets turns toward the table and motions to the almost full glass of water in front of her. “You still have plenty of water, my dear.”

Tess shakes her head slowly, as if she’s drunk. “You have to figure out some way to give us water while you’re torturing us.”

“Oh, I see,” he says with a smirk. “I worry you’ll choke if I try to give you water while you’re strapped down, Tess.”

“A straw, then,” she says with a voice so weary it almost breaks Mary’s heart. “Something. Anything.”

“I’ll try to rig something up.”

“You’re giving us the afternoon off again, aren’t you?” Mary asks in a sudden panic - just because he ended their session yesterday didn’t mean he would do it again.

“Yes, I think it’s best to give you three days rest between sessions.” He brings the pan from the stove to the table and spoons scrambled eggs onto Mary’s plate. The aroma overwhelms Mary’s nausea and she reaches for her fork while Deets serves Tess.

“Wait, three days?” Tess asks. “What do you plan to do the day after tomorrow, or are we getting a full day off?”

Deets chuckles. “No, I’m afraid with only ten days to spend with you I can’t afford to give you any full days off, my dear.”

“Then what are you…?” She stops and looks at Deets with a sudden look of horror.

“What?” Mary asks, barely able to follow the conversation as she chews her food.

“We’re all set downstairs, Professor,” Billy says as he enters the kitchen. “That one for me?” he asks as he sits down to a plate of eggs and toast.

“What is it?” Mary asks with a rapidly growing alarm as she stares at Tess. “What is it?”

“Oh,” Deets says, ignoring Tess and turning to Billy. “I’ve invited some of the neighbors over tomorrow afternoon, so you can have the girls this afternoon. I have a lot of paperwork to attend to.”

“Will someone please tell me what’s going on?” Mary pleads. Tess looks at her and shakes her head with fresh tears rolling down her cheeks. “What is it, Tess?”

Deets says, “Let’s just finish up lunch so I can get to my paperwork.”


4 - “This Changes Nothing”

After another morning of nipple torture where the girls were strapped to the opposite tables so Deets and Billy didn’t have to move the console, the girls were once again given the afternoon off. Deets instructed Billy to buy additional electrodes with varying lengths of needles which he did grudgingly.

“I thought you invited people over this afternoon, Marlin,” Tess asks over a lunch of grilled chicken sandwiches and french fries. Mary just listens and eats with little enthusiasm, once again exhausted physically as well as mentally from the long morning session.

“A few of them couldn’t make it so we rescheduled the whole visit for tomorrow.”

“You’ve invited them over to fuck us, right?”

“That’s right, although I’m sure that a few of them will want to use your mouths as well as your pussies.” He smiles as if they are discussing the weather.

“Did you ever talk to Billy about not forcing us to be intimate with each other?” she asks and Mary wonders why she seemed to change the subject so abruptly, but she’s too depleted to ask about anything.

“I did,” Deets says as he sits down to eat with them. “Why? Was he inappropriate with you yesterday afternoon?”

Mary watches Tess carefully, her adrenaline suddenly spiking. Billy did encourage them to lick each other but unlike a few weeks ago at the fraternity, he didn’t become violent when they refused.

“He didn’t push it, but he did bring it up.” She looks at Mary who looks at Deets for his reaction. He doesn’t seem all that upset about it.

“I’ll talk to him again,” he finally says with a sigh. “I’m really beginning to wonder if I made a mistake including him in all this.”

“Why do you say that?” Tess asks. Mary keeps watching but stays silent.

Deets looks at Tess and then turns to Mary. “I don’t know if I should say anything,” he says softly. Mary looks at Tess and raises an eyebrow.

“Why wouldn’t you?” Mary asks gently. “It’s not like we’re anything important.” She watches him carefully and is surprised to see him struggling with… something. She’s not sure what.

“When I first saw you two at the Clayton plantation just after Henry Clayton purchased you, I was shocked, frankly. You two are quite similar in appearance to my ex-wife.” His attention seems to drift off.

“And you miss her?” Tess asks.

Deets looks at Tess as if he’s surprised she’s there but he recovers quickly. “No, not really. She and I didn’t get along all that well, right from the start. I think she was disappointed with the lifestyle I could provide for her even though I never misled her about the kind of salary a college professor can command. I’m not sure if she didn’t believe me or what, but it wasn’t long after we were married that she started making these cutting remarks about how well off her friends were, how they got to go on trips, and what big houses they had. That kind of thing. I paid it no mind at first but it kept getting worse, to the point where I finally confronted her on it.”

“What did she say?” Mary asks.

“She denied it at first, but after a few more months she finally admitted that she was disillusioned with me and my circumstances. It was tough because I knew something was wrong but I didn’t want to lose her, either, at least that’s the way I felt at the time. She was so…” He looks at Mary and almost blushes. “Anyway, we separated a year later. I haven’t heard from her in years.” He goes silent again and the girls just watch him. “I heard she married some oil baron from Texas and has a couple of kids with him.” He shakes his head.

“And we remind you of her?” Tess asks, prompting a look from Mary. Tess raises her eyebrows as if to ask what she did wrong. Mary rolls her eyes slightly but keeps her focus on Deets.

“A little, but…” He stops again, clearly uncomfortable. Mary glares at Tess who nods.

“But what?” Mary prods him.

“It’s silly. You don’t look that much like Sam.”

“Sam?” Mary asks.

“Samantha, actually. She had blond hair but she didn’t really look like you two - you’re much prettier, truth be told.” Mary laughs gently and he joins her. “No, it’s true. I can show you a picture.”

“No, that's okay,” Tess says and Mary almost yells at her.

“Yeah, I get that. No one wants to hear about how you remind him of his ex.”

“But we do, right?” Mary asks to Tess’s evident confusion. Mary shakes her head slightly. Let me do this, please.

“It’s more than a physical resemblance, which isn’t strong but it’s there. No, the big thing is that Sam wasn’t all that sexually engaged, for lack of a better word. She’d let me make love to her but I could tell, even on our honeymoon and for all the time we were together, her heart just wasn’t in it. She always gave off this vibe that to me was crystal clear in her intent about lovemaking - ‘please don’t, but if you must, please hurry’ - is the way it felt.”

“That sounds awful,” Mary says gently as she touches his arm.

“It was. And the thing is, as much as I loved her and wanted to make her happy, I didn't feel like I’d ever be all that important to her. Turns out, I wasn’t. So I guess I should be happy I didn’t waste my whole life trying to make her care about me.”

“There’s a lot of truth to that,” Mary says as she strokes his arm. Tess is eyeing her with a smirk but she just glares at her sister for a quick look before turning back to Deets. “You’re so much better off without her.”

Deets looks at her and she can see everything in his eyes she needs to know. Everything. He has them for another week and then he will lose them the same way he lost his wife, gone from his life forever, back to Carl and the fraternity. Just gone. She could see his pain. Which struck her as ironic as her nipple throbs from him tormenting it all morning. But she grits her teeth and continues to stroke his arm under Tess’s disapproving glare.

Mary rises from her chair and insinuates herself into Deets’s lap. He looks up at her with surprise but warmth as well. She wraps her arms around his neck, her smile just for him, and she kisses him. She nibbles at his lower lip for a few seconds, then she licks his upper lip softly. She offers him her tongue and he reciprocates immediately, but not aggressively. They kiss as lovers might.

“I’ve not been with a man in such a long time,” she whispers in his ear. He leans back and looks at her, skepticism tinged with hope in his eyes.

“Really?” His tone isn’t meant to ridicule her, of that she’s certain.

“Not like you, Marlin. Nothing but boys and johns for months. Years.”

“Henry Clayton?” he asks but again, just asking, not accusing.

“He liked Tess.” She nibbles his lips again. “Exclusively.” She kisses him deeply and wraps her arms around his head as if she couldn’t get enough of him. He wraps his hands around her and holds her to him as their mouths and tongues explore and delight, probe and savor.

“Make love to me, Marlin,” Mary whispers. “Take me, now.” She eases herself onto her feet and pulls him out of his chair with a look that means the same thing between a man and a woman no matter what differences in status they may occupy. She avoids looking at Tess as she leads Deets to his bedroom. She ignores the pain in her tortured breast as she presses her body into his before she backs away to unbutton his shirt and unbuckle his belt. He eases her away from him and places her on the bed, then he strips off his clothes quickly, never breaking his gaze at her face, his eyes warm, his mouth smiling, a smile she returns with genuine delight.

“Make love to me, Marlin,” she coos as he climbs between her thighs. She reaches for his erection and guides him into her. She closes her eyes and moans gently, convincingly, honestly, for although Mary has been with so many men she has rarely been made love to, a fact she regrets as much as she regrets anything in a life filled with regrets. She kisses Deets again, passion building in their coupling until she gasps and clutches at him, her body writing beneath his, his member filling her with his essence until it spills out of her onto the bed which they ignore because such things are of no consequence to a man and a woman in the throes of passion.

The throes of passion. She’s not sure where she heard the phrase but it perfectly describes the pure bliss she is feeling despite what he did to her not that long ago and would do to her again, over and over again in the coming week. But the time for such thoughts is not now, she convinces herself. Not now. Perhaps not ever again. Perhaps.

She holds him until he rolls off of her and slips from her body, his seed spilling out and not bothering her at all. She kisses him gently, relentlessly, without words but with so much emotion, for if she knows anything, she knows this changes nothing. It wasn’t supposed to, she tells herself. It doesn’t need to. This just needed to happen and she’s so glad it did.

“Tomorrow morning,” she whispers.

“What about it?”

“It’s going to be bad, isn’t it?” She looks at him with sad eyes. “Isn’t it?”

“Yes, it is.”

“Really bad. The worst so far.”

“Yes.”

She presses her face against his neck. “And then, in the afternoon…”

“Yes?”

“How many men will you give me to?”

“Six.”

“Will that make you love me?” she asks, holding her breath after the words slip out.

“Love you?”

“Yes.”

“Is that what you want? For me to hurt you so that I love you?”

“I just want you to love me, and if that’s what it takes, then that’s what I want you to do. Not that it matters what I want.”

“What if I hurt Tess instead? What if I only hurt Tess and only shared her with the men I’ve invited over tomorrow afternoon? Would that be better?”

“No, that would be so much worse.”

He leans away and looks at her. “Really?”

“So much worse,” she says with sad eyes.

“So, should I just hurt and share you? Would that be better?”

“Is that what you want?”

He considers her question and it scares her but makes her heart full to bursting that he even considers her question. Finally, he shakes his head. “No, it’s not what I want.”

“You want to hurt and share both of us.” She doesn’t ask, she states a fact. He nods his agreement.

“I do.”

“Why?” She knows but she wants to hear him say it. She needs to hear him say it. Almost beyond anything.

“Because I’m broken.”

She whispers, “I am, too.”


5 - “Pin Cushions”

Mary wasn’t surprised when she descended the stairs to the basement the next morning. At some point the day before, either Deets or Billy had added extensions to the tables for their legs. She takes in the new configurations without comment - no one has mentioned what’s to be done this morning because no one has to - everyone knows what’s to come without saying it out loud.

“It doesn’t matter which table we’re on, does it?” Tess asks Deets. He shakes his head.

“No, it doesn’t,” he confirms and Tess sits on the end of her origins table between the extensions, then slides back and lies down. Billy moves to secure her straps while Mary sits on the edge of her table. She lies down and Deets begins the same process of strapping her down.

“Did you do anything about getting us water?” Tess asks as she stares at the ceiling. Mary looks at her sister but Tess doesn’t turn her head. For some reason, it strikes Mary hard, as if she’s been abandoned by the only person in the world who matters to her even though she knows that’s not true. Still, the feeling persists.

“I have,” Deets says. “I’ll get them as soon as I’m done with Mary.”

The extensions are positioned to spread their legs so wide that the girls’ toes are almost touching. The control panel is situated between their legs. Mary glanced at it when they came down the stairs but looked away quickly - she knew there were more electrodes connected to the back of the panel than before, a fact she didn’t want to know but was now stuck with.

Stuck with. Irony abounds.

When Deets finishes with the straps securing her legs to the extensions so that Mary is stretched into a wide V-shape, he circles the table and disappears behind her head. She cranes her neck to look for him but can’t see him. She feels before she sees a bottle of water with a tube anchored in the container that Deets offers to put in her mouth. She nods and he slips the nozzle between her lips and encourages her to take a sip. She does and the water is cold and refreshing. He then holds up the ballgag and she just stares at him.

“If you gag us we won’t be able to suck on the tube,” she whispers.

“Then I guess we’ll skip the gags.” He tosses the ball behind her head and moves to the other end of her table. “Watch me again, Billy. Like their nipples, I want to duplicate the sizes and placements of the needles as closely as we can.”

“Sure thing, Professor,” the boy says enthusiastically. He spent the night with Tess while Mary slept with Marlin. It was a lovely evening but that’s behind her now, she thinks to herself. Now is all that matters. Now is her world.

“So, the clitoris contains the densest collection of nerves in the human body, male or female. Unfortunately, it’s much smaller than a nipple so it will take a steady hand to decorate it the way I want to, so pay close attention. We will start with a fifteen-millimeter length directly into the hood to hold it back and keep the clit fully exposed. Push it straight down as far as it will go.” Mary screams as Deets stabs her clitoral hood with the first electrode - even without a current the pain is extraordinary.

Deets continues his instructions to Billy. “Once the clit is available, be sure to manipulate it to make it as erect as possible.” He touches Mary’s clitoris with his finger but she feels no pleasure - if his manipulations produce any reaction it is strictly involuntary - all she feels is pain from the one needle in her hood. She begins to panic at the thought of all those needles next to the control panel yet to come, not to mention the current that would compound her suffering exponentially. Tears flood her eyes.

“When we repeat the experiment in three days we might try to crowd two electrodes into the crown but for now, one will suffice.” He picks up another long-needled electrode and pierces Mary’s clit directly. She screams again, louder as this pain is so much greater than the first. She almost longs for the pain of the prior two days inflicted on her nipples. This is far worse.

“Use the short ones at the base of the clit, one at each compass point,” Deets goes on as he reaches for another electrode. The pain accumulates rapidly for Mary but she just sobs - she knows she is powerless to stop what is happening, a fate she’s grown used to over the years but is tested today. Her suffering is beyond anything she’s experienced during the entirety of her subjugation.

“Okay, let’s see what you’ve learned,” Deets says and the two men move to begin prepping Tess. Her screams punctuate Mary’s continuous sobbing as her sex throbs.

“Why are you doing this to us, Marlin?” Mary asks finally out of desperation. “Why?”

He ignores her. After an indeterminate time - probably just minutes that seem like much longer - the men move back to Mary. Once again, Deets assumes the role of teacher and instructs Billy to hold her inner lips while using long-needled electrodes to pierce them in such a way that Mary’s vagina is held open. Additional electrodes are inserted into the forward walls of her sex although the girl has lost all ability to differentiate each fresh wound.

“I’ve quite impressed with the quality of the electrodes, Billy,” Deets says as the men switch back to Tess. “They are so thin that we’ve yet to cause any bleeding. I don’t want to scare our guests this afternoon by offering them scabbed-over cunts.” The men laugh. Mary continues to weep.

After several more trips back and forth between the twins' nether regions, Deets declares their preparations complete. “Same as with their nipples,” he explains, “we’ll begin with simultaneous shocks at the lowest voltage and gradually increase to the maximum levels. Even though the flesh of their vaginas are wetter than their breasts, we shouldn’t cause any damage and they shouldn’t experience any habituation to speak of.” The men move the control panel to the edge of the table and Deets flips the switch without warning.

Mary and Tess scream but Mary hears only her own voice. The pain is inconceivable. Her entire body spasms and contorts against her bonds to no avail. Her mind is incapable of any thought - agony consumes her. After several seconds, the current is switched off but the pain lingers, her screams subside to sobs and she slumps against the table.

“That was the lowest setting,” Deets says as if he’s uncertain. “Right?”

“It was, Professor,” Billy responds with a catch in his voice. “You still want to go up to the max?”

“Oh, I think we have to.”

“No, please,” Tess cries. “Please.”

“We’ll go up gradually, my dear,” Deets explains in a kind voice. “We’ll start with ten seconds at each level until we reach the max.”

Mary sobs and lifts her head. “No, you can’t, please god, don’t.”

Deets looks up at her. “Oh, but we’ve just started, my dear. And with all the time it took to prepare you both, you can’t expect us to quit now.”

Deets reaches for the console as Mary looks at her sister but Tess is just sobbing with her eyes closed. Mary hears the switch an instant before her genitals ignite once again in a searing, burning pain that is beyond anything she’s ever experienced before, far worse than the nipple torture she endured the past two days even at its worst. Her screams make breathing difficult but she can’t stop until she begins to lose consciousness.

“Breathe, my dear,” Deets says when he switches the current off. “We might have to keep the duration shorter or they’ll pass out, and we don’t want that.”

The girls sob in unison as Billy moves to insert the tube into Mary’s mouth again but she startles at the sudden intrusion and is unable to drink. “Maybe this is too much, Professor,” he says quietly.

“Nonsense, boy. We’ve just begun.”

“Gentlemen, follow me,” Deets intones from the top of the stairs. Mary and Tess are still restrained on the tables but the electrodes have been removed from their genitals. Mary was finally able to take a few sips of water after the morning’s ordeal ended but her mouth is still parched and her throat is sore from the continuous screaming and sobbing. There are no clocks in the basement so she has no idea how long Deets and Billy tortured her and her sister but it seemed to go on forever.

Now, she listens as heavy footsteps, many of them, fill the stairwell that leads from the main floor of Deets’s house to the lower level. She looks at Tess with dismay and her sister’s expression does nothing to ease her concern. The morning has left her vagina ravaged, both from the insertion of dozens of needles into her delicate flesh and even more so from the current supplied by Billy’s control panel at Deets’s hand. If there was one saving grace about this morning’s session, it was that Deets did not utilize the switches to force Mary and Tess to torture each other to relieve their own suffering.

But he made no promises about their next session three days hence.

“Here you are, my good friends and neighbors,” Deets announces as the cavalcade reaches the bottom of the stairs. Mary strains her neck to look at the group if only to get some clue as to how many men would be using her and Tess sexually. She doesn’t count but senses that at least half a dozen men had been invited and were practically salivating at the sight of two naked slaves strapped to tables for their use.

“Why’d you tie them down, Marlin?” one of the guests asks. “You afraid we’ll try to steal them from you?” The man asking laughs harder than the rest at his own joke.

“Quite the contrary, Paul,” Deets says with a smile. “We spent the morning experimenting with my associate’s equipment that you see there.” He points at the control panel on the table between the twins.

“What’s it do?” another man asks.

“Billy? Why don’t you give them a demonstration?” Deets says to the boy. Mary’s heart rate surges at the thought.

“Should I wire them up again, Professor?” Billy asks with undisguised glee.

“No, we should let their vaginas heal, but their nipples should be good to go. And just put in a couple of electrodes to demonstrate.”

Billy circles behind Tess and takes an electrode from the styrofoam receptacle as the guests crowd around her to watch closely. He manipulates Tess’s nipple enough to make it erect, then he jams the pair of half-inch needles straight into the crown causing Tess to twitch and moan. The men startle at the sight but look to Mary when Billy grabs another electrode.

Deets launches into a brief but descriptive synopsis of his experiment using identical twins to explore the relationship between pain and sexual stimulation but Mary quickly loses interest in his impromptu speech. Her nipple is still somewhat sensitive from the agony it endured two days ago but the fresh pain of another impaling distracts her, if only momentarily, from the throbbing between her thighs. She winces but does not cry out when Billy pierces her once again but she braces herself for the worst that’s yet to come.

“Now, understand, gentlemen,” Deets begins. “This is but one electrode you’ll be witnessing. For the past two sessions we decorated their nipples with dozens of electrodes and for this morning’s session, we made pin cushions of their cunts to ready them for your pleasure.” He beams at Mary as he speaks and she wonders if he really is such a monster as to think that she’s proud to be used by him in this twisted demonstration.

Which prompts her to come to a decision. A momentous one.

“What if I want to use her mouth, Marlin?” one of the men asks.

“Once everyone has had their fill down here, Garret, we’ll release them from the tables and continue the party upstairs. You’ll have ample opportunity to use any one of their orifices for the rest of the afternoon.”

“Seriously?” the man asks but Deets just smiles before he turns to Billy.

“Light them up, son.”


6 - “You Have to Understand”

Given all of the suffering the twins endured during the long morning and even longer afternoon, Mary almost feels grateful to Deets for allowing them to rest during the early evening.

Almost.

“I can’t do this,” she whispers to Tess as they lie in the guest bedroom without Billy. She hears Deets cleaning up the kitchen after dinner, a meal she had to force herself to consume even though she hadn’t eaten anything all day. “I just can’t do it, Tess.”

“What choice do we have, Mare?” Tess asks in a raspy voice. The girls exhausted themselves and almost ruined their vocal cords during the morning session as they screamed in agony for hours. The afternoon session was more about moaning and crying as Deets’s neighbors used them mercilessly. The pain of being relentlessly fucked paled in comparison to the pain of being savagely shocked but the combined effect is more than Mary can bear.

“I have an idea,” she whispers again, not because she’s afraid that Deets might hear her but because her plan is so audacious and possibly foolhardy she has to whisper. Her mind won’t allow her to boldly state her intentions, even though she’s as sure about them as she’s ever been.

She just needs to convince Tess.

“What?” Tess asks with little curiosity and even less enthusiasm.

“I should keep it so myself, just in case,” Mary explains without explaining at all. Tess rolls onto her side and groans - every movement comes with a huge cost. The spasms they endured all morning and the manhandling they endured all afternoon were almost beyond comprehension.

“Just in case of what?” Tess asks with more than a hint of annoyance in her tone. “What are you talking about, Mare?”

“Just follow my lead,” Mary says as she rolls to face her sister on Billy’s bed. Mary expects that Deets will allow Billy to have both twins for the night as the professor appears to her to be a bit squeamish about fucking either of the twins when they have someone else’s cum in their vaginas. Tonight, they have an abundance of cum in them, not just in their vaginas but in their bowels and stomachs as well. Deets’s neighbors acted as if they hadn’t been serviced in weeks. Or months.

“What are you going to do, Mary?” Tess asks with a sudden concern that animates her beyond all reason. “What are you thinking?”

“I told you, it’s better if you don’t know.” She eyes her sister to drive home her point but she’s less sure of herself under Tess’s withering gaze.

“How can you say that? What are you going to do, Mary?”

“If you don’t know and if something goes wrong, you can deny any knowledge of my intentions, Tess.”

Tess bolts up in bed, her eyes wild with anxiety. “That’s crazy, Mary. If you do something that gets you in trouble they’ll punish me without asking questions. The police won’t even investigate, they’ll just…I don’t know what they’ll do but it won’t be pretty.”

Mary rises wearily - she’s nervous but certain. “I can’t take another week of this, I just can’t. I’ll go crazy or worse. I’ll just die. I’d rather try to do something because to do nothing is just not an option for me anymore, Tess. It’s just not.”

“You’re going to get us both killed,” Tess whispers.

“No, Tess. If it all goes wrong, they’ll leave you alone. Marlin won’t let them touch you.”

Tess loses her temper. “If you do anything, I won’t be worth jack shit, Mare. We’re valuable because there are two of us, exact copies of each other. Without you, I’m just another set of tits with a cunt. Dime a dozen, in case you haven’t noticed.” She looks at the ceiling in disgust. “And Deets won’t have a say in what happens to me. Do you remember what they did to that runaway in Florida? The one they nailed to the barn wall and kept alive for days just to make sure she suffered? Is that what you want them to do to us?”

“I can’t do this, Tess,” Mary almost yells and her sister shushes her. They both look at the bedroom door but there’s no indication Deets heard them. “I can’t,” she whispers.

“And how do you think I’ll feel if they take you and leave me, Mare? I’ll never be the same. Listen to me, please! I can’t live without you.”

The girls fall into each other’s arms and cry softly. Finally, they hear the door creak open and Billy pokes his head in. “Miss me, girls?” he says with an evil smile.

Tess pushes Mary aside and reaches for the boy. He needs no encouragement and strips his clothes off almost as soon as he locks the door behind him. Mary stands up and moves to the corner of the room wondering if this will be her best opportunity to implement her plan. She decides it doesn’t really matter - if she does nothing, Deets will make sure they suffer even more in the morning.

“Fuck, Tess,” Billy says as he fucks her sister. Tess is moaning as if she’s enjoying herself but Mary knows nothing could be further from the truth - her cunt is so sore that Mary marvels at her sister’s ability to hide her pain although the boy wouldn’t care if she cried the whole time.

The little fucker. He wouldn’t care. In fact, Mary decides, he’d be more excited if Tess made it plain just how much he is hurting her. It has to stop, she decides again. It just has to stop.

She looks around the room for a suitable weapon and settles on the lamp next to the bed. It is the perfect combination of being light enough for Mary to manage but heavy enough to be effective. She would only get one chance and had to make the most of it.

Rather than risk distracting Billy from his enjoyment of her sister, Mary decides to leave the lamp plugged into the wall, even though the cord might impede her motion. As he increases his tempo as he plunders Tess’s vagina, she grips the lamp with both hands and raises it over her head, then bring it down with all her might on the back of his head. The sound of the metal base cracking into his skull is sickeningly loud but he collapses completely, reassuringly, satisfyingly she decides.

“Mary, what did you do?” Tess screams as she struggles to move Billy’s inert body from hers. She grunts under the strain but frees herself and scrambles to the edge of the bed, seemingly unable to take her eyes off his unmoving frame. “What the fuck, Mary?”

“I told you, Tess,” she says in an unnaturally calm voice. Then she grabs her sister’s shoulder and turns her slightly, then she reaches back and slaps her face as hard as she can, something she’d never thought possible before this week.

“Oh, my god, Mary, have you lost your mind?” Tess screams as she stands up holding her cheek but not raising her other hand in retaliation. Mary knew in her bones she wouldn’t but still - it’s good to know she was right. “Mary, what have you done?” she screams again.

Footsteps from the kitchen approach as Mary wraps her fingers around Tess’s neck and squeezes as hard as she can. Tess is so shocked by this new assault that it takes her a second to fend Mary off but by then the damage is done - Mary can see her handiwork blossom into bruises on her sister’s neck.

“What’s going on in there?” Deets yells from behind the locked door. “Open up, one of you, open this door.” Mary moves quickly to unlock the door and Deets almost tumbles into the room. He regains his balance if not his composure as he surveys the scene. He looks at Tess and again at Mary before his gaze comes to rest on Billy’s unmoving form.

“What happened?” he asks in a low, menacing voice.

Tess opens her mouth but Mary cuts her off. “He wanted us to do it together, but when we said no, he began to choke Tess like he was going to kill her so I picked up the lamp and hit him with it. He was trying to kill her, Marlin. He was going to kill her.” Mary breaks down sobbing and sags onto the edge of the bed while covering her eyes. She digs her fingers into her eyes to force them to produce tears, hoping to god that Deets doesn’t realize what she’s doing.

“He’s bleeding,” Deets says in a tone that suggests he’s in shock. Good, Mary thinks to herself. “I think you killed him.”

Also good, she tells herself through her fake sobs.

“Oh, my god, Mary,” Tess yells but Mary knows she’s fully onboard with her plan now. The tone may sound real to Deets or anyone else in the world, but Mary knows her sister like no one else and she’s totally engaged.

But Mary knows it’s not Tess she needs to convince. Now, she turns her attention to Deets.

“Please, Marlin. I didn’t mean to kill him. Please don’t turn me in. He was wrong, about what he wanted from us. He was going to kill Tess. Please, you have to understand. I was just protecting her. I had to protect my sister, Marlin. You know that. You understand, don’t you?” She reaches up and drapes her arms around his neck as she bawls uncontrollably. Tess strokes her back from behind in a futile effort to comfort her, knowing what it means for a slave to harm, let alone kill a free individual. Mary forces herself to sob and blubber and beg for mercy or forgiveness from the only man who matters at this moment.

“I need to think,” Deets says at last.

It will do, Mary says to herself. It is the best she could hope for.


7 - “Anything You Want”

“I’m fucked,” Deets says more to himself than the twins. “Totally fucked.”

Mary looks at Tess and shakes her head. “No, Marlin. You can do this. We can do this,” she says with a bravado she’s not feeling. Not at all.

“Do what, Mary? What can I do.”

“We can do this,” Mary says again. “We need to work together and if we do, we’ll be okay.”

“What?” Deets asks. “I have to turn you in or I’m fucked.”

“You know what they’ll do to us, right?” Tess asks as she shifts her body to face Deets. “They’ll nail us to the courthouse wall, Marlin. They’ll nail our hands and feet to the wall but that’s just the start. They’ll make sure we get enough water and food to keep us alive and in pure agony, just to make us suffer as much as possible and as a warning to other slaves. They’ll keep us alive for days, maybe weeks, until we go insane from the suffering. I know you like to see us suffer, Marlin, but is that what you want? And you’d never have us again. You would never fuck us again. They’d make sure of that. Is that what you want?”

“No,” Deets whispers. “But how can I stop them?”

Tess looks at Mary and raises her eyebrows. Mary nods.

“You can take us home, Marlin.” Tess’s eyes go wide and Deets turns to look at her.

“Home?”

Mary puts her hands on his shoulders. “To California. We haven’t seen our parents in five years but I know they would help us if you took us there. They’d help us and they would help you, in whatever you wanted to do. And we’d stay with you. We would be yours, Marlin. Yours alone.” Mary slides her hands up to cup his face and pulls him to her so she can kiss his mouth. He lets her. She kisses him gently but lovingly, convincing him that she would love him if he would only protect her and Tess. “I’ll be yours, Marlin. But this is the only way it will happen. You need to get us out of the Confederacy.”

“What would I do in California?” he asks pitifully. “I doubt there’s much demand for someone in my field at UCLA.”

Mary whispers, “We’d take care of you, Marlin. We know how to earn money and we’d do anything for you, right, Tess?” She looks at her sister.

“Anything, Marlin. We’d owe you our lives and we’d do anything for you.”

“How can I believe you?” he asks Mary. “How can I know for sure you wouldn’t turn me in for, well, everything?”

Tess whispers, “They have bounty hunters everywhere, Marlin. If we turned you in, you’d be big news and we’d be hunted for the rest of our lives. Our short lives because they’d find us and they’d bring us back to Alabama and nail us to the courthouse wall. You know they would. We’re in this together, Marlin. For all times. Forever.”

“What about Billy?” Deets asks, nodding toward the boy’s body. “What can we do with his body?”

Mary looks at Tess. “They have a disposal facility here in Tuscaloosa, don’t they?” Mary asks.

“I’m not sure but I imagine so,”  Deets says. “Why? Do you think they’ll take Billy? He’s clearly not a slave.”

Tess jumps in. “But if you take him there and talk to whoever’s in charge? I heard that they can be convinced with a small incentive.” She tilts her head and cocks an eyebrow.

“I’m not a rich man, Tess,” Deets says. “I’m comfortable but I can’t just up and move like that, especially if I have to bribe everyone.”

“Just to dispose of the body, that’s all we’re talking about,” Mary says. “And our parents will help you out.” Tess shoots her a look - the twin’s parents, Louis and Katherine Watson were middle-class at best when the girls were taken.

“They’re rich?” Deets asks.

Mary turns to him and nods. “They are, Marlin. And they will be so grateful that you’ve brought their only offspring back to them.” She shoots Tess a look and her sister nods - there is no reason to mention Todd, their younger brother.

“Can they get me a job at some university?” he asks.

“Our grandfather is a big doner at UCLA and he knows all the department heads, Marlin,” Tess says. Mary’s eyes go wide for a moment - their grandfather was a truck driver for a beer distributor in Irvine before he retired.

“This is crazy,” Deets mutters. “We’ll never get away with it.”

“We’ve got a full week before Carl gets back from Florida, Marlin,” Mary says. “We can be out of the country by then.”

“And how can I smuggle you two across the border, Mary? It’s not like I can just cut your hardware off and dress you up. They’ll be on the lookout for two beautiful blonde runaway slaves, as sure as we’re talking here.”

“Not if we get to the border before Carl reports us missing. Nobody will miss Billy until then so no one will know anything is up. We can cross it in West Texas where I’m sure there are places you can get us out without raising any suspicions, especially if no one knows we’re missing. But we have to move now.”

Mary turns to her sister and motions with her eyes towards Deets. Tess gets the message. “If you do this for us, Marlin,” she whispers as she wraps her arms around his neck and kisses his ear. “You’ll have Mary to make love to and me to torture, for the rest of our lives. You can bring Billy’s machine if you want.”

Mary blanches. Even Deets wouldn’t believe that Tess would willingly submit to more of what they went through this morning and the past two days.

But he didn’t blink. Instead, he turns to Mary and stares into her eyes until she raises her eyebrows in confusion. “What about you, Mary? Will you allow me to torture you once in a while as well?”

Mary grits her teeth. “Of course, Marlin. Anything you want.”

Mary and Tess are crammed into to front seat of Deets’s car as they drive to the disposal facility he found online. Billy’s body is wrapped in the bloody sheet and blanket from the guest room bed and loaded in the trunk under a pile of clothes just in case the police pull them over. Deets also explained to the twins that if they are stopped for any reason, their focus would be to distract and deflect any attention from the officers away from the vehicle.

They pull into the disposal unit parking lot without incident, however, and Deets parks by the loading dock even though the door is closed. Mary watches the entrance for signs of other customers. The plan for convincing the employees of the facility is the same as their plan to distract law enforcement.

“I’ll go in alone and see what we have to do,” Deets says as he switches off the engine. “You wait here.” He exits the vehicle and strides toward the door before disappearing inside.

“So, was this your plan all along?” Tess asks Mary with a combination of fear and anger dripping from her voice. Mary turns to face her sister.

“I really don’t know,” she admits quietly. “I just knew I had to do something.”

“And what are we going to do when we get to LA?” Tess asks without taking her eyes off the door.

“First things first,” Mary tells her before turning to watch the entrance. “We have to get past the border guards first.”

“You really think he’s going to follow through with all this?”

Mary sighs. “We got him to go this far, Tess. Now, he’s almost as committed as we are. If the guy in there calls the cops, Marlin won’t be able to talk his way out of a long prison sentence.”

Tess blows out a breath. “A few years in jail is not nearly the same thing as what will happen to us, Mare.”

Mary turns quickly to face her sister. “You think I don’t know that?” she screams. “Fuck, Tess. Give me a little credit.”

“Sorry.” She looks at Mary with fear in her eyes, something she hasn’t seen in years. Ever since they were first abducted over five years ago, Tess has taken the lead in making decisions and easing Mary’s innate insecurities about their fate. This role reversal has Mary as unsettled as their predicament even if it’s one of her own making.

“I know, Tess. I know. And I’m sorry to put you in this situation but I just couldn’t do it.”

Tess wraps her arm around her shoulder. “I know, Mare. I should have thought of something sooner.”

“We can do this,” Mary tells her with a conviction in her voice that doesn’t come naturally or easily but she’s done letting Tess shoulder all of the responsibility for their wellbeing. “I know we can.”

Deets pushes the door open and waves at the girls, motioning for them to come inside. “Here we go,” Mary says as she opens the passenger door and climbs out. She’s wearing the chains that connect all of her slave hardware, and five-point restraints, as is required when the naked girls are out in public. She and Tess shuffle with restricted steps as they make their way to the small office. Thankfully, Mary realizes, there are no other customers inside, just Deets and the clerk whose eyes light up when the twins enter the building.

Mary glances at the room briefly - a darkly lit and grimy place that matches the dilapidated exterior of the establishment perfectly - but she refocuses on the clerk soon enough. He is a sordid fellow, she realizes, with greasy hair and an acne-ravaged face that is precisely what she was hoping for. If her months of being prostituted by the Clayton plantation taught her anything it was that even in the Confederacy there were still plenty of men who, unable to afford their own sex slaves, relished the off-chance opportunity to sample the lifestyles of the rich men who owned them.

“What did I tell you?” Deets says to the clerk with a broad smile. “Girls,” he says, turning back to the twins. “This is our new friend, Raymond. He’s never been with even one slave before so…” Deets is already moving toward the door to take care of their real business. “He said it should me about an hour, tops.” Deets exits the office without bothering to remove their restraints but Mary hadn’t expected him to - most men relish fucking women in chains in her experience.

“Hi, Raymond,” Tess says, taking over as usual. “How would you like us?”

The boy, because he can’t be much older than the twins by Mary’s practiced eye, is smiling so hard he has trouble formulating a plan, also common with neophytes. Tess wastes no time circling behind the counter and wrapping her arms around his waist to the extent her restraints allow, while Mary follows her sister’s lead and moves behind the clerk to kiss his neck while Tess ravages his mouth. After a few minutes they switch, Mary insinuating her lips to his from behind him while Tess drops to her knees to unbuckle his belt.

Raymond has yet to utter a word.


8 - “This Will Be Yours Forever”

“I incinerated Billy’s body,” Deets says as the trio drives away from the Tuscaloosa Disposal Center in the gathering darkness. Mary turns to look at her sister but Tess doesn’t meet her gaze. She had long wondered how the bodies of slaves, often killed accidentally by their owners but not always, were handled by a society that had been treating human beings as property for more than five centuries. Now that she knew - she had to admit, if only to herself - it brought her no comfort.

“What’s next?” Tess asks without looking at either of her traveling companions.

“We need to figure out a way to make it look as if Billy took off with us and somehow got rid of you in the process, Marlin,” Mary says in a surprisingly matter-of-fact tone. Tess glances at her with her eyes wide with surprise. Mary cocks an eyebrow to let her sibling know she gets it. Things have changed between them. Forever.

“Do you have any ideas, Mary?” Deets asks and Mary smiles to herself - he gets it.

“I do, actually,” Mary says, talking past her sister who sits between them. “We already have a small blood stain on the mattress in the guest bedroom. If you can give us some of your blood, we can contaminate the stain so if the police do a DNA analysis it will be at worst inconclusive. More likely, they’ll decide that Billy overpowered you in an effort to abscond with us, killing you in the process.”

“Why do you need my blood?” Deets asks. Mary rolls her eyes - for a man whose profession and expertise is euphemistically known as ‘pain management’ he is quite squeamish when it comes to his own.

“We can use some of ours if you insist,” Mary says as gently as possible. “I just think it will be more convincing that you’re the one he murdered if they find your blood at the crime scene.”

“I wish we didn’t have to get rid of Raymond,” Tess says to Mary’s surprise.

“Why? Did you like him or something?”

“No, that’s not it. It’s just the injustice of it all,” Tess says. “One minute he’s getting ready to close that grubby little place where he eeks out a living and the next minute he’s being strangled and incinerated in his own crematorium. It’s sad, somehow.”

“He chose to work there,” Mary says without trying to disguise her disdain for their latest victim. She glances at Tess who is looking at her with concern evident in her eyes. “What?”

“Okay,” Deets interrupts. “This kind of talk will just lead to bad feelings.”

“I already feel bad,” Tess says in a small voice.

“You know what I mean,” Deets says as he pulls into the driveway of his house. “So, you need my blood, then. Is that what we’ve decided?” Mary nods. “Do either of you know how to insert a line because I can’t do it to myself.”

“They trained you for that?” Mary asks.

“I went to medical school if that’s what you’re asking,” Deets says with a bit of attitude. “I just never did a residency.”

“Well, neither of us went to college or nursing school, if that’s what you’re asking,” Mary informs him. “So we don’t know how to do anything like that.”

“Can’t you just cut yourself?” Tess asks. “We don’t need that much blood, do we?” She turns to Mary who shakes her head.

“Not much at all,” she says to Deets who stares at her.

“Okay, I’ll figure something out.” The trio exits the vehicle and Deets removes their chains in the garage. He leads them into the house and heads directly to the guest bedroom where the stained mattress and what’s left of the lamp make it look as if a struggle took place, which is what happened.

“Maybe you should get a knife?” Tess says. Mary gives her a look. She sees that they are losing Deets and decides without consulting with her sister that they need to change course.

“I’ll do it,” she says and walks off toward the kitchen. “I can bleed for you.”

She takes one of the serrated steak knives out of the drawer where she knows Deets keeps his everyday utensils and carries it back to the guest bedroom. Tess stares at her with wide eyes while Deets refuses to look at her. She brandishes the knife to get his attention and he finally looks up.

“What’s the best way to do this so I don’t bleed out?” she asks in her most matter-of-fact tone. He winces.

Good, she says to herself.

“The back of your hand will bleed pretty profusely but it will be easy to stop once we have enough blood to be convincing.” Deets reaches for the knife. “Let me do it for you.” She hands him the knife and sits on the bare mattress. Tess sits next to her and wraps her arm around her waist.

“You can do this, Mare,” she whispers and Mary nods.

“Thanks.”

Deets takes the knife and cuts a shallow incision in the back of her hand which gushes immediately. She lets the blood drip onto the mattress until it completely covers the stain of Billy’s dried blood. Deets tells her he’s going to get a clean towel and bandages and exits the bedroom. Mary looks at Tess and they just stare at each other as her blood continues to drip.

“Should we smear it around to make it look like there was a struggle?” Tess asks.

“I guess,” Mary says without conviction. “Do we really expect the local cops to be all that interested in what really happened here?”

“No, probably not.”

“Here we go,” Deets says when he reappears with a towel and supplies to stem the bleeding. “Maybe let it go for a while longer if you feel okay, Mary.” He looks at her and she can’t help but see him for the man he really is. And always was, she realizes.

Tess nods. “Yeah, that makes sense.”

“I feel fine,” Mary says although she is beginning to feel a little lightheaded. “Maybe I could get a glass of water?” she asks and Tess stands up.

“I’ll get it,” Deets says. “Then we should get some sleep.”

Mary looks at her sister and cocks an eyebrow. “Let’s talk about that.”

Tess stops and gives her sister a puzzled look.

“Talk about what?” Deets asks.

“How things are going to be from now on,” Mary says, her eyes on Deets.

“Meaning?” he asks, his expression telling her that he has no idea what she’s going to say. All the better, she tells herself.

“Meaning that from now on, we only sleep with you, all three of us. From now on, we’re yours, Marlin. Carl no longer owns us. His father no longer owns us. From this day forward, you own us. Even when we get back to California, where slavery is illegal, you own us. Forever.” She levels a look at him and his eyes go wide.

“Seriously?” he asks at last. “How is that going to work? Aren’t your parents…?”

She cuts him off. “No, they’ll have to deal with it. This is all different from this day forward, Marlin. I talked to Tess about it and she agrees with me one hundred percent. You own us. We’re yours, to do with as you please and we’ll never allow anyone to say otherwise. We will never leave you, ever.”

He stares at her without comment for several seconds. Finally, he whispers, “I don’t know what to say, Mary.”

“Don’t say anything, Marlin. Just bandage me up and let Tess and me show you exactly what the rest of your life will be like.” Mary turns to Tess and her sister nods.

Deets sits next to Mary opens a gauze pad and presses it against her wound, then he wraps it with a bandage. Satisfied that the bleeding is under control, she climbs into his lap and kisses him deeply, holding his head in her hands and ravaging his mouth with her tongue. Tess climbs onto the mattress behind him and kisses his neck as Mary undoes his belt. She pulls him off the mattress to undress him and the girls continue to kiss and caress him as never before as they strip him naked.

“Should we go to my bedroom?” he asks as they practically assault him.

“No, let’s do it right here,” Mary whispers, her voice ragged with smoldering lust. “I want you right here.” She pushes him down on the bed but before she climbs onto his body, she picks up his trousers and extracts his belt from the loops. She doubles the belt over and hands it to Tess.

“Beat me while I fuck him,” she whispers. “Beat my ass so hard I bleed.” Tess’s eyes go wide but Mary levels a look at her as if to say everything that needs to be said about this moment. Tess nods in agreement.

“Have you ever had a woman who was being whip-fucked, Marlin?” she asks as she climbs onto his body and inserts his raging erection into her vagina.

“No, never,” he says, his voice cracking.

“It’s the most amazing thing, I’m told. One of our previous owners used to whip-fuck us almost every night. He said it was extraordinary and although I hate it more than almost anything, I have to agree with him. It’s incredible.” She leans forward and rocks back and forth on his dick as he moans. “Tess?” she says at last.

Her sister uses his belt.

Mary grunts. “Harder, Tess. Don’t hold back.”

Tess beats her again, the sound of leather on skin reverberating in the small room.

“Harder. Hit me with the buckle, Tess.”

She does - many times, her vagina spasming with each vicious beating until Deets cries out as he orgasms. Tears stream down Mary’s cheeks and drip onto Deets’s face.

“This will be yours forever if you get us to California, Marlin. Forever.”

“I will, Mary,” he manages between gasps for breath. “You can be sure of it.”


9 - “I’m What He Made Me”

Mary slept in Deets’s arms while Tess was pressed against his back in his bed all night. Morning greets her with a hint of summer in the air and the promise of freedom dancing in mind for the first time in years. It was Tess who convinced her just months into their captivity to put any thoughts of escape away forever and like always she followed her sister’s lead and banished dreams of home from her conscious mind. But the dream never died completely, she realizes now as she listens to her sister’s sleep breathing and Deets’s gentle snoring.

Still, she realizes, the hardest part is yet to come.

Mary presses her lips against the professor’s mouth to wake him, wondering if she should be more aggressive by going down on him while he was still asleep, something Carl never seemed to tire of.

Carl.

She’d put the boy out of her mind so completely that the thought of him on a beach in Florida startles her. Would she miss him? No, she decides almost immediately. She has never missed any of her owners once she and Tess were deeded to someone new and Carl would be no exception, especially after giving the twins to a monster like Deets. She smiles to herself as the man stirs under her gentle ministrations - he has no idea what is in store for him. None. Like so many men - all of them, really - he’s convinced himself that slaves can fall in love with their owners regardless of how cruelly they treat them. The power of men over women is only exceeded by their capacity for self-delusion, she concludes.

“Morning,” she whispers when Deets opens his eyes. “Would you like me now, before we start our day?” She doesn’t wait for an answer but ducks under the covers and takes his flaccid penis into her mouth. His hips begin to move in tandem with her sucking him almost immediately and he swells to his first erection before ejaculating into the back of her throat. She swallows and cleans him before reemerging from under the blanket to find him kissing Tess.

“We need to get going,” Deets says as he eases Tess away and sits up. Mary slides out of bed and walks to the guest bathroom so as not to inconvenience the man by making him wait. She looks at the bloody mattress as she passes it and the enormity of what happened yesterday almost overwhelms her but she shakes off any doubts and thinks about the days ahead. She pees and wipes, then joins her sister and their defacto owner in the kitchen.

“We can get as far as Amarillo today but we should spend the night there,” Deets says as Tess makes breakfast and Mary sets the table. “Crossing the border during the day would invite extra scrutiny so we’ll get a room and leave before dawn tomorrow.”

Mary looks at Tess but doesn’t catch her eye. “Do you think they’ll question you about why you’re taking slaves into the US?”

“I don’t plan on telling them,” Deets says in a matter-of-fact tone. “I don’t want to leave any trail behind that bounty hunters can use to track us once we’re across the border.”

“Do you really think they will?” Tess asks as she serves the eggs.

“I don’t see the Claytons letting you go without putting something on your heads.” Deets says as he takes a bite of toast.

“How does a bounty work?” Mary asks. “Do they get a bonus for bringing us back alive?” Tess shoots her a look but Mary ignores her sister.

“There’s no payment for bringing you back dead, if that’s what you’re asking, Mary. A dead slave is of no use to anyone. It’s not like the wild west, you know.” He smiles and Mary forces herself to smile back at him.

“No, I didn’t think it was.” She eats her breakfast as Tess joins them at the table.

“Do you plan to hide us for the entire trip?”

Deets looks at her. “I hadn’t thought about it, to be honest.”

Tess nods. “It’s how we’re usually transported long distances.”

Mary looks at her sister in despair - slave transports range from cages to wooden crates to expensive plastic molds, none of which are remotely comfortable. Spending the day in any of them depresses her but she realizes Tess is right - riding in the passenger compartment of Deet’s car would invite scrutiny from any number of jurisdictions between here and the border. Or worse.

“It’s the only way to make sure,” Tess adds.

“Make sure of what?”

Tess sighs as if she’s explaining something to a child. Mary tries again to catch her eye but is still ignored, to her growing frustration. “Because of the way we look we make an impression on people, mostly men but everyone, really. Even women notice us. Most of the time that’s a good thing because it keeps us together, at least it has so far. We’re much more valuable as a matched set to whoever owns us or, more importantly, if they want to sell us. But our uniqueness makes us memorable, the last thing we want if we’re fleeing the country. So you have to package us separately, and by that I mean one mode of transport for Mary and a different one for me, so anyone who looks at a crate or a cage or a clamshell thinks we’re just two unrelated slaves being shipped to a new owner.”

Deets stares at Tess without speaking for several seconds before he turns to Mary. “I had no idea.”

Tess makes a disparaging sound which prompts Mary to kick her under the table. Tess looks at her with a surprised expression before she nods and turns to Deets. “Of course not. You’re used to the school taking care of all the logistics for you. They keep the slaves on loan and the ones they own outright in their stable and handle everything. You just show up in your classroom to find slaves delivered and ready for use. But it’s a whole industry behind the scenes that manages long-distance slave transportation. The Claytons handle a lot of that themselves because they’ve got Josiah and he runs a tight ship. But most owners only own one or two slaves and it’s a lot easier to contract out the logistics when the need arises.”

Deets is taking all this in without comment until Tess finally stops to take a breath. Mary is seething that her sister is clouding the issue even though she knows it’s the right thing to do. Another day of discomfort is a small price to pay for freedom, she realizes. She’s not happy about it but she can’t argue with her sister’s logic.

“Where do you suggest we look for such things?” Deets asks.

Tess answers. “We’ve been shipped by several different firms but they handle everything from the container to the mode of transport so they’re out. Maybe a place like the Hardware Depot sells containers?”

“Okay, let’s head over there.”

Mary says, “You’ll need to rent a truck, as well. Whatever type of container you get won’t fit in your car.”

Deets frowns. “If I rent a truck they’ll have my name on the rental agreement.”

“I took Billy’s wallet,” Mary says. Tess and Deets both turn to look at her.

“That actually makes sense,” Tess adds. “It’ll make the cops think that after he killed you and stole us, he rented a truck to get away in.”

“Works for me,” Deets says. “We’ll need some cash as well.” He turns to Mary. “I’ll have to empty my bank account, I guess.”

“Wear a hat and keep your head down so the camera doesn’t give you away.”

“So, we have a plan then?” Tess asks and the others nod.

“Let’s go.”

Deets leaves his car at the truck rental facility after he uses Billy’s license and his own credit card to rent a truck big enough to fit two slave transport containers. By general agreement, the trio decides that cages are to be avoided as it’s too easy to see inside one should they be stopped. Mary grits her teeth at the idea that she’ll likely be transported in a wooden crate for the long drive to the Texas Panhandle.

“We should wait in the truck,” Tess says as Deets pulls into the Hardware Depot parking lot. “No need to leave potential witnesses in the store if the cops come around to solve the mystery of our disappearance.”

“Good thinking,” Deets says, warming to the project to a degree that surprised Mary. He exits the cab and the girls sit on the floor of the compartment to avoid drawing any unwanted attention.

“Just make sure you buy two different containers, Marlin,” Mary reminds him just before he slams the driver-side door.

“Will do,” he says as he walks toward the entrance. The truck is parked near the road as far away from other vehicles as possible, also to avoid unwelcome eyes from realizing the cab is not unoccupied. Mary shushes Tess who seems intent on having a conversation, their first opportunity to talk away from Deets since Mary put her plan into motion.

“What are we going to do when he gets us home, Mary?” Tess almost hisses in a low voice. “You don’t really think Mom and Dad are going to be okay with all this, do you?”

“I think they’re going to be thrilled to see us, Tess. Anything beyond that, we’ll deal with it when we get there.”

“We are going to have to do something about Marlin, Mare. You get that, right?”

Mary leans close to her sister who is just inches away as they huddle on the floor of the passenger seat in the truck cab. “I know, Tess. And believe me, after what he did to us and given what he wants to continue doing, and thinks we’ll be okay with, I won’t hesitate for a minute.”

Tess’s eyes go wide. “I had no idea you were so cold-blooded, Mare.”

“I’m what he made me, Tess. Nothing more, nothing less.”


10 - “You’ll Have to Make Do”

“Put the containers in the back, and let’s drive to a more secluded location,” Mary instructs Deets when he returns with a flatbed cart and two oversized boxes. The girls remain crouched on the floor of the cab so as not to attract attention and can’t see what he purchased for their journey. Mary decides it’s out of her hands now - they will use whatever he purchased.

Deets wrestles the containers into the enclosed cargo hold of the truck. After a long struggle, the door slams shut in the hold behind the cab and Deets climbs into the driver’s seat. After he cranks the ignition and pulls onto the road, the girls feel secure enough to sit on the bench seat beside him, keeping their heads down as much as possible to avoid scrutiny.

“There’s a deserted factory just up the road,” Deets tells them as he navigates the surprisingly heavy traffic on the two-lane road. After another couple of miles a squat, dilapidated building comes into view and he drives through the gate which had been left open, either by vandals or uninterested owners.

“Pull around back,” Mary instructs Deets who looks at her and smiles.

“Hard to believe I used to think of you as the quiet one, Mary,” he says as he wheels the truck around the deserted parking lot and pulls into an open loading dock.

“I just talk when I have something to say,” Mary explains with a look at her sister who is smirking. “What?”

“Nothing,” Tess says with a side-long glance. “Nothing at all.”

“Okay,” Deets says when he puts the truck in park and kills the engine. “Let’s get you stowed away.”

“No lunch?” Tess asks.

“Probably better if you’re not filled up,” Deets says with a sheepish look.

“You didn’t buy catheters, did you?” Tess asks as Mary winces.

“I didn’t, but we can stop along the way so you can pee. I’m more concerned with the other issue.”

Tess opens her mouth but Mary catches her eye. “We’ll be fine, Marlin,” Mary says as she subtly shakes her head. “We’ll make do.”

The trio climbs out of the cab and the girls wait as Deets opens the back door. Mary sighs when she sees what he bought. She’s pleased he picked two appropriate - opaque - containers but she’s not looking forward to spending 14 hours in either one.

“What’s it going to be, Mary?” Deets asks as he climbs into the cargo hold. He offers Mary a hand up and she accepts. Tess looks unhappy to be shunted aside as Mary gets to choose her mode of transportation but Mary breathes a sigh of relief that her usually outspoken sister doesn’t make a fuss.

“How does the clamshell work?” Mary asks. She was transported in a similar container a couple of years ago but it must have been manufactured by a different company as the one in front of her looks different. “You asked them to show you how it works, right?”

“Of course,” Deets says with a sniff. “What do you take me for, a fool?” Mary just stares at him. “It’s an old line from a… oh, never mind.” He unlatches the top of the plastic clamshell at the forward corners and lifts the top half. Mary stares at the interior with a combination of relief and dread.

“Obviously, the indentation for your torso won’t be an exact match but I described your body type to the clerk and he said this size should work for you,” Deets explains as he unhooks the latches in the four corners of the platform. “Sit.”

Mary climbs into the platform and is careful to avoid the post sticking up from the middle of the form just below the indentation for her bottom. She leans back and feels the slight indentation for her head and wonders if there is anything in the truck she might use to cushion her head but decides not to ask.

“Slide up for a second,” Deets tells her as he reaches for the post just below her vagina. He lifts two plugs from the post on hinges and it is evident to Mary where they are supposed to go.

“Is that really necessary?” she asks.

“The saleswoman at the store said it’s highly recommended to prevent…” He hesitates.

“What?”

“Contraband, or any unwanted discharge.” Deets seems embarrassed.

Good, Mary says to herself. “Okay.”

“It keeps you stable, too,” Tess adds helpfully. Mary shoots her a look and Tess smiles. “You don’t want to roll around in there.”

“Well, the pegs in the corners should help with that, not to mention the straps across your thighs and torso.”

“Uh, huh,” Mary says almost to herself. She scoots down so that her butt cheeks rest in the indentation as the plugs push against her holes.

“The saleswoman suggested wetting the lower plug with your cunt so it slides home more easily in your anus,” Deets adds.

“Seriously?” Mary asks. “She said ‘cunt’?”

Deets smiles and tilts his head. “I may have misquoted her.”

Mary rolls her hips so that she can insert the lower plug into her vagina. She’s less than wet so she reaches down and fingers her clit while closing her eyes. Her juices begin to flow almost immediately, surprising her. She eases the lower plug as deeply into her sheath as she can manage and then rises up to impale herself on both plugs simultaneously. She grunts softly as the hard rubber plugs penetrate her body.

“Slide down until you can’t slide any further,” Deets tells her and she wants to scream at him that she’s been fully violated. But she remains silent as he secures her thighs and waist with thick leather straps.

“Is that really necessary?” she asks.

“They highly recommend using all the restraints provided,” Deets explains as if she were a child. “Okay, reach up to the corners with your hands.” She looks at the corner over her right shoulder and sees the peg that will hook her manacle. Deets connects one wrist then he disappears behind the top of the clamshell to lock her other wrist in place.

“Want me to hook her shackles in place?” Tess asks helpfully. Mary just glares at her sister as she threads her ankle restraints with the hooks embedded in the lower corner posts.

“All set?” Deets asks as he reaches for the raised half of the clamshell.

“I suppose you have to close me in, right?”

“We might as well have bought a cage if we don’t close the top.” Mary nods and he lowers the top until the light disappears.

“Okay, Tess,” Mary hears Deets’s muffled voice. “Your turn.” She takes cold comfort in knowing that Tess’s bottom will be rubbed raw by the wood of her crate. When the girls were last shipped from the Athens, Georgia plantation of their previous owner to the Clayton plantation in Birmingham, Alabama, she spent five long hours in one of Josiah’s wooden crates. She didn’t incur any splinters but it felt as if she had by the end of that trip. This one would be almost three times as long.

She settles in for the long day ahead.

The light blinds Mary when Deets lifts the top of the clamshell. She instinctively tries to shield her eyes but her arms are still locked in place, bound to the corners of her container. She shuts them tight as he works to release her.

“All good?” he asks incongruously.

“Where are we?” she responds, her voice a bit ragged - her mouth is bone dry.

“We went through Little Rock, Arkansas about an hour ago.” He offers her a hand but she needs both of her to push up on the plastic mold just right to extract the plugs from her holes. She grunts as she does so - the hours of vibrations and the movement of the truck on the highway have made her sore in a way that she’d never experienced before, even after five years as a sex slave. She winces as she climbs out of the container.

“How long?” she asks. She’s struggling to formulate coherent questions, she realizes.

“Seven hours, so far. We’re about halfway there.” Deets turns to the crate where Tess is confined and unlatches the top. Mary walks to the end of the cargo compartment and looks out into the blinding sun, her eyes still adjusting. She looks for any signs of life but sees none - the highway is nowhere to be seen and the parking lot he picked to allow the girls a brief respite is deserted and from the looks of the weeds growing in the cracks in the pavement, unused.

“I’ve got some bottled water and a sandwich for each of you,” Deets says as he walks Tess to where Mary is standing at the edge of the cargo hold. He jumps down to help the girls out of the truck and he points at a dilapidated building that has the markings of a roadside restroom. He helps Mary down and she walks to the building while he helps Tess out of the truck. She tries the door but is not surprised that it doesn’t open.

“It’s locked,” she calls out.

“Looks like you’ll have to make do,” Deets says as he helps Tess to remain standing. Mary realizes her sister’s plight is worse than her own. She scans the horizon for any signs of other motorists or hikers but the surrounding hills are desolate. She squats down to relieve herself.

“Oh, fuck,” she cries out, her vagina sore from its ordeal and the urine burning as it streams out of her body. “Fuck.” She looks at Tess who is squatting near the truck with Deets’s help.

“Maybe we could ride up front out here in the boondocks,” Mary asks, not relishing another seven hours of confinement.

“No, I don’t think that’s a good idea at all,” Deets says over the wind whistling across the bleak landscape. “We’ll be fucked if we get pulled over.”

Mary sighs and nods. “Do you have anything I can use to wipe?” Deets nods and goes to the cab of the truck and comes back with a paper napkin. Mary takes it and thanks him, wincing sharply as she cleans her tender pussy.

“You good to switch with Tess for the rest of the trip?” Deets asks without really asking. Mary nods but looks up at him. The look on his face gives him away.

“You got the one with the posts intentionally, didn’t you?” He stares at her without responding but she can see it in his eyes. “Fuck,” she mutters.

“It really was the only option they had,” he tells her unconvincingly.

“Uh, huh.”

Deets walks back to the cab to retrieve the only sustenance the girls will receive until they stop for the night. He hands Mary a small bottle of water which she drinks greedily at first but then stops herself. Years of training to get by on minimal food and water instilled an almost innate sense of conservation when it came to keeping herself alive under trying circumstances. That she hadn’t needed to concern herself with such things was irrelevant - her instincts remained intact. She takes the sandwich and eats it slowly.

“We don’t need to switch,” Tess says as she munches her sandwich. “I’m okay.”

Mary makes a disparaging noise. “Come on. You know that’s bullshit, Tess. Your back must be killing you.” The girls stare at each other without another word until Tess finally nods.

“Okay.” After a beat, she whispers, “Thanks.”


11 - “Now What?”

Mary’s bottom is on fire and her back is tormenting her by the time the truck comes to a stop and the engine is silenced. Her arms ache from being pinned awkwardly to the upper corners of the crate and her hands are swollen and she assumes purple with trapped blood from her manacles. She can barely hold Deets’s hand as he helps her stand up in the crate after he frees her.

“Give me a second,” she tells him, her voice barely functional. He hands her a water bottle, only her second of the long day spent sweating in the close confines of the truck’s cargo hold and her wooden container. She drinks it greedily, unconcerned about conserving any of it this time.

“I’m afraid I’ve got a bit of bad news,” Deets says as he helps Mary climb out of the crate. “The motel has got a strict policy when it comes to slaves.” She looks up and his eyes tell her everything she needs to know - it’s not the first time but hopefully, it will be the last time she and Tess are treated like animals by the people in charge of such things.

“Stable, then?” she asks, knowing the answer before she hears it.

“Out back, behind the barn.”

“Any others staying in there tonight?” Tess asks. The three fugitives are standing in the dark in the cargo compartment of their rented truck, night having fallen hours ago although Mary has no way of knowing - the crate was almost devoid of light for the entire trip.

“I didn’t ask,” Deets admits. “I guess I should have.”

“Why would you care,” Mary tells him. “It would only have aroused suspicion. Especially this close to the border.”

“I doubt this place sees a lot of people trying to smuggle slaves out of the Confederacy,” Deets offers, earning a look from Mary.

“But you don’t know that, do you?” she asks in a harsh tone, earning her a look from Tess. “Sorry,” she adds.

“We’re all tired, so no worries,” Deets says. Mary looks at him but is dismayed by the look in his eyes.

“Really?” she asks, knowing what his answer will be.

“I’m afraid so,” he whispers. She nods and turns away from him to grip the edge of the wooden crate. She spreads her feet apart and he moves into position behind her.

“You don’t have to do Tess, do you?” she asks, knowing that however sore her own vagina is from spending the first half of the long day with a peg lodged in it, Tess’s is, at this moment, feeling much worse.

“If you can make me cum then that will be it for the night,” Deets whispers. He fingers her as he unbuckles his trousers and she moans, not because it feels good but because it doesn’t. When he moves the head of his penis to her folds, she doesn’t have to exaggerate for effect - the pain is all too real. But she knows that making more of it than it is might save her sister from the same fate.

“Oh god, Marlin,” she gasps. “Oh, you’re killing me.” He slams his dick into her and the pain is incredible. She is still feeling the lingering effects of the electric torture he inflicted on her yesterday morning around her vulva on top of the irritation and bruising caused by the container’s plugs. But she has to do more, she realizes.

“Fuck my ass, Marlin,” she manages to tell him between gasps and grunts. “If you really want to hurt me then fuck my ass.”

He does.

The stable where Mary and Tess will spend the night is dark, desolate, and, thankfully, deserted. Deets switches on the light, a lone bare bulb hanging from a long wire attached to a bare beam that does the job of illuminating the space but casts harsh shadows across the small space. Mary is surprised that no stalls are evident - even the stable in Athens, Georgia, one of the worst she and Tess had endured over their long history of being owned, offered some semblance of privacy. Not that she cared - her body ached in ways she never knew before and wanted only to lie down and sleep.

“No bedding, from the looks of things,” Deets says to the girls. “I can get one of the blankets from the truck.”

“There were blankets?” Mary asks, astonished and more than a little pissed. Deets turns to look at her.

“Oh - yeah. Sorry.” He turns and walks to the oversized door. “Back in a flash.”

“That fucker,” Tess says. “He could have saved us a lot of pain had he said something.”

“Which is exactly why he didn’t,” Mary adds bitterly. “I’ve only been a murderess for a couple of days but I’m really looking forward to…” She glances at her sister.

“Is that really the only way?” Tess asks.

Mary rolls her eyes. “Seriously? You want to let him go?”

Tess stares at her. “We owe him, Mare. Without him, we’re still in Alabama waiting for Carl to do who knows what with us. He sure didn’t seem inclined to keep us in his room anymore. We’re this close to freedom because of Marlin.”

Mary shakes her head in disgust. “I can’t believe you’re getting cold feet, Tess. You heard the man - he plans to keep torturing us. He brought that damn equipment, for god’s sake. What’s the point of escaping the Confederacy if we continue to submit to that sadist?”

“Once we’re home everything changes, Mary. We’re no longer owned and he’s just another man subject to the laws of our country. And I’m pretty sure that torturing people who don’t want to be tortured is still illegal there.”

Mary stares at her sister for a long, silent moment. “I don’t care, Tess. I want him dead.”

Tess blinks. “Really? What’s gotten into you, Mary?” She turns when the door to the stable rattles as Deets unlatches it from the outside. He enters with two shipping blankets under his arms and two more bottles of water.

“I think we should wait until later to feed you two seeing as you’ll have to go back in the containers to get through customs at the border.” He hands the blankets to them and Mary makes an effort not to say anything - she’s already skating on thin ice and they’re not free yet.

“I’ll see you in about six hours,” Deets says as he turns to exit the stable. “Sleep well.”

“We will,” Tess says and Mary nods. “You do the same.”

Mary is startled awake by a man standing over her. She’s wrapped in one of the shipping blankets and lying on a bed of hay near Tess. The light in the stable is off but moonlight streams through one of the high windows and illuminates the figure of a man who is not quite visible to her but is clearly not Deets.

“What do we have here?” he asks with a tone that she knows all too well. “You two related or something?”

Mary sits up and Tess stirs. “What do you want?” Mary asks knowing full well.

“I saw your man stash you two in here,” the man says without bothering to keep his voice down. The stable is at least a hundred feet from the back of the motel so he’s obviously unconcerned about anyone hearing him. “Figured he wouldn’t mind if I had a little fun seeing as he didn’t lock the door.” The man drops his jeans in the near-darkness as Tess sits up and stares at him, then turns to look at Mary. “Shit, are you two twins or something?”

“How do you want us?” Mary asks without emotion.

“Hands and knees, to start,” the man answers, his dick hard but barely visible in the subdued light and half hidden by his overhanging belly. “You first,” he tells Mary. She turns away from him and offers herself as she has with countless strange men over the years. She doesn’t have to wait long before she feels his dick nudging her folds. She is suddenly grateful to Deets for climaxing in her ass as his semen is lubricating her vagina, alleviating the pain somewhat.

Somewhat.

“Shit, you’re nice and wet for me, ain’t ya?” he asks in an accent Mary doesn’t recognize. She braces herself as he grabs her hips and pummels her cunt mercilessly. She moans and grunts to make it clear to the man how much he’s hurting her, an assumption on her part that he’s not too different from Deets - most Confederate men, in her long experience, take pleasure in inflicting pain on helpless slaves.

As the faceless stranger fucks her, Mary senses Tess slipping away from her side. The man is too engrossed to object or perhaps even notice as he doesn’t break rhythm. She intensifies her protestations of being used and abused until a sharp crack fills the stable like a rifle shot and her assailant releases his hold on her body and his dick slips out of her vagina. She spins around to find Tess standing over the man, now lying on his side but not moving. Tess is holding a shovel like a weapon, which is exactly how she used it.

“What did you do that for?” Mary asks in a harsh whisper. Tess turns away from the inert body of the intruder and stares at her.

“He could see we’re twins, Mary. He’d know and it would get back to the authorities in Alabama. We can’t take that risk.”

Mary stares at her sister standing over her. “Now what?” she asks at last. “We can’t just leave him here.”

Tess is breathing hard, she notices at last, more from the adrenaline rush than from exertion. Mary stands and wraps her arm around her sister’s shoulder. “You okay?” she asks in a soft voice.

“Yeah, I’m fine.” Tess turns and looks at her. “Now I know how it feels.”

“It’s good, isn’t it?”

“Yeah.”

With no way to find Deets, the girls decided to close the stable door and get as much sleep as they could, knowing he would come for them before dawn, which he did.

He is not pleased.

“What the fuck?” he asks when he sees the body after switching on the overhead light. “What did you two do?”

“We kept a witness from reporting us,” Mary asserts and Tess nods. “He’s the only one who knows we’re here. Knew we were here. Why didn’t you lock the door?”

“Nobody locks a stable, Mary. Even I know that. If another guest had to stable a slave and found the door locked, it would cause all kinds of problems. You latch it but you don’t lock it.”

Mary had to admit he made sense. Still…

“What can we do to hide the body?” Tess asks. “We can’t leave it here.”

“No,” Deets says. “We’ll take it with us and dump it somewhere. No one will connect it to us once we’re gone.”

“How long before the sun comes up?” Mary asks.

Deets looks at his watch. “A couple of hours, maybe less. We should get going.”

“I’m hungry,” Mary says, knowing he has nothing but wanting him to know that something has to be done eventually. Most slave owners only feed their slaves once or twice a day but it has been well over twenty-four hours since the girls were fed.

“We’ll get something to eat once we’re safely on the other side.” He nods at the body. “Drag him to the truck.”


12 - “So Much to Talk About”

After dumping the body in a small ravine well of the main road, Deets tells the girls to get into their containers. Mary grits her teeth but offers to endure the clamshell and it’s plugs again. She knows better than to ask if they are necessary.

“We’ll hit the checkpoint in less than an hour,” he tells her as he closes the lid. She listens as he locks Tess in the crate again before exiting the cargo area and slamming the door, cutting off the light.

“You okay, Tess?” Mary asks as he eyes adjust.

“I’m fine,” her sister answers. “We’re almost there, Mary.”

“Yeah.”

The road is rougher than before which is uncomfortable but reassuring to Mary. A small outpost on a seldom-used road should allow them to slip out of the Confederacy unnoticed if all goes according to plan. The guard at such a facility might not even ask to look inside the cargo hold to check - slaves are rarely transported across the border according to Deets. Mary has no way of knowing if that’s true and she can only hope.

Severe jostling of her tender holes is her most immediate concern as the truck seems to hit a pothole every few seconds. When at last the truck comes to a halt but the engine remains running, she holds her breath - with the background noise of the idling motor and the close confines of the clamshell, she can’t hear any sounds that would offer a clue to their likelihood of being found out. Deets assured her that even if the guard insisted on inspecting his cargo, he could talk his way into being allowed to exit the country. Having never passed through the border in this direction, she had no way of knowing if the ersatz college professor knew what he was talking about. They had to trust him.

That he was trying to help them escape was a capital offense in the Confederacy so she felt fairly secure in the knowledge that his fate was at least entwined with theirs. His punishment would be far less severe than theirs if the authorities discovered all their crimes - the twins would suffer a slow, torturous death to serve as a warning to slaves everywhere, which made no sense but didn’t need to. Nothing made sense in this country, from the antiquated laws governing reproduction to the lack of voting rights for all but white men, but in a land governed by the privileged few for the privileged few, the status quo was prized above everything.

The door of the cargo hold opens unexpectedly and Mary’s heart rate surges. She can hear voices, one of them Deets’s and one of them not, but she can’t make out what is being said. Her eyes dart back and forth in the shadowy light leaking into the clamshell through the airholes and cracks until the latches that hold its two halves in place are opened, one after the other until the top half is lifted.

“Like I told you, officer,” Deets says to the uniformed man standing next to him and peering at her naked body. “I’m transporting her to a special facility in Albuquerque to have her treated for a rare condition that is highly contagious. Deets is wearing a surgical mask but the officer is not. He steps back, almost unconsciously, it seems to Mary, at the mention of her ‘condition’.

“And the other one?” the officer asks with a nod toward the wooden crate, as yet unopened from what Mary can see. “She got the same condition?”

“I’m afraid so,” Deets offers with a sad tone. “They’re from the same stable in Mobile and their owner, my boss, wanted them gone as soon as they got sick. I heard that the medical types in New Mexico were looking at some new strain of Covid so he told me to bring them there for testing and treatment. If they make it that long. They been real sick.”

The officer looks at the crate and then turns to look at Mary again, his eyes meeting her briefly before going to her plugged holes. “She don’t look sick,” he says without looking away.

“Well, if you want, I can get her out and you can have at her, if you’re so inclined. I been carting her around for a couple of days now but even with as good as she looks, I ain’t had the balls to give her a go, if you get my drift, officer.” Deets is staring at the man who finally turns to look at him.

“No, I’m fine,” he says at last. “You can close her back up.”

Deets almost jumps to lower the top of the clamshell as soon as the officer steps back and Mary hears the now-lovely sounds of the latches being closed to lock her in. As uncomfortable as she is, her excitement is almost unbearable.

Freedom is so close she can taste it.

She listens as two sets of muffled footsteps are followed by the roar of the cargo door being slammed shut. Seconds later, the truck lurches forward and the transmission grinds as Deets wrestles with the manual gearshift. Mary wants to cry out but discretion gets the better of her and she just smiles in the darkness. She wonders briefly how long Deets will maintain the facade and keep her and Tess locked up before he pulls over and frees them but she doesn’t care, not really. Her stomach growls at her and she almost laughs - food will be the cherry on the sundae, no pun intended.

Their long nightmare, one she had convinced herself would never end, is over.

Finally.

“I hope they still live there,” Tess says as she points at their childhood home. Deets pulls the truck into the driveway as the girls watch the house from the bench seat in the cab. They rode up front with him since crossing the border, dressed for the first time in five long years. Their matching green gowns, completely inappropriate but the only choice available at the small thrift shop in the dusty New Mexico hamlet they stopped at to transition from slaves to free women, cover their bodies incongruously but no matter, Mary reasons. What matters is seeing their parents to let them know that they still have daughters, alive and as well as can be expected.

“They wouldn’t leave,” Mary says to Tess, Deets an afterthought now. “They’d stay so that we can find them. I know they would.” She stares at the front door, closed and likely locked but unchanged if her memory can be trusted after so many years and so much trauma.

“I hope you’re right,” Tess says without looking away from the house.

“Let’s find out,” Deets says, almost startling Mary. He opens the driver-side door and Mary reaches for the door handle on her side. She almost stumbles in the shoes Deets bought, sight unseen, as the girls had remained in their containers until he bought them clothes at the thrift store. That the shoes even came close to fitting was a minor miracle to Mary but having been barefoot for the entire length of their captivity, it all seemed so beside the point. Still, she wobbled as she navigated the sloped pathway to their parents’ front door. They arrive at the small stoop and stand on the threshold of reunion.

“I hope we don’t kill them,” Tess says and Mary shoots her a look. Deets ignores her sister’s freighted choice of words as he reaches for the doorbell.

Mary listens with her heartbeat thumping in her ears but she hears footsteps approaching the door from inside the house. When the door swings open she sees her mother, older than she remembers but unmistakably her. The woman’s eyes go wide with recognition as she looks back and forth between the girls, then she screams and dives toward them, wrapping her arms around their necks.

“Oh, my god!” she shrieks again and again. “How? When? What’s happening?” Behind her, Louis Watson’s voice calls out from deep inside the home.

“What is it, Katie?” As he rounds a corner and sees his daughters, his concerned look turns to shock. Mary breaks away from her mother’s grasp and moves toward her father. She wraps her arms around his neck and he lifts her off her feet to swing her around until she kicks the wall in the small foyer.

“Daddy,” Mary sobs into his shoulder until he sets her down to embrace Tess. The girls are sobbing as is their mother, each of them incomprehensibly happy.

“Mr. Watson,” Deets says as he steps into the home to introduce himself. “I’m Marlin Deets,” he says simply. The man of the house reluctantly releases his grip on the girls to shake his hand as their mother takes his place, hugging and crying uncontrollably and without shame.

“I can’t believe it, I just can’t believe you’ve both come back to us,” she says between sobs and tears.

“Where were you?” Mr. Watson asks the girls once he’s done with Deets. “How did you come back to us?” He turns to ask Deets but the girls throw their arms around their father’s neck and pull him into the house. Their mother follows.

“You must tell us everything,” Mrs. Watson says to Deets as she wipes her tears with the back of her hand. “I can’t believe this, I just can’t believe it. It’s been such a nightmare. Such a long, dark nightmare.”

“How long were they gone?” Deets asks her.

“Five years,” she says breaking down. “Five long, horrible years.” He wraps his arm around her shoulder and she leans into him and sobs.

Mary sees what’s happening and shoots Tess a look. “We need to talk to you both,” she whispers to her father. “And we need you to bring some of the family for this.”

He stares at her. “What’s wrong?” he asks but she shushes him.

“Not yet. Do Aunt Alice and Uncle Steve still live nearby?” He nods. “And their boys? Do they still live with them?”

“Of course. Phillip is just about to graduate high school and Justin is home from college in Oregon. Why?”

“Can you get them to come over? Now?” she whispers fiercely and her father’s expression turns serious. “Right now, Dad.”

“Alright,” he says and he pulls out his phone. Mary goes to Deets and her mother to distract them. Tess joins her with a question in her eyes. Mary shakes her head.

“Are you all hungry?” Mrs. Watson asks. “I can make sandwiches.” She makes a move toward the kitchen but hesitates, unsure of what is going on between her daughters and the stranger who brought them back to her.

“I should probably get going and leave y’all to catch up,” Deets says as he edges toward the front door. “I don’t want to intrude at a time like this.”

“Nonsense,” Mary says as she reaches for his arm and pulls him back into the living room. “You can stay for a little while, Marlin. We have all the time in the world now.”

He stares at her with doubt and lust in his eyes. Mary cocks an eyebrow and smiles. Tess joins her and wraps her hands around Deets’s free arm.

“We insist,” Tess coos seductively. “You have to stay.”

“You must be hungry,” their mother says with an innocent smile. “Come on, let me get you something - it won’t take but a minute.” She tries to lead them toward the kitchen as Mr. Watson turns toward Mary.

“The boys were both home and they can’t wait to see you,” he tells Mary. “They’ll be here in about ten minutes.”

“I really should be going,” Deets says again with more urgency in his voice. Mary tightens her grip on his arm and flashes Tess a look who follows suit.

“We have so much to talk about.” Tess says with a too-sweet smile.

“You’re not going anywhere, Marlin,” Mary adds in a low tone. “Now, sit down.”


13 - “We’re Conflicted”

“What’s going on, Mary?” Mr. Watson asks after his wife leaves the living room for the kitchen.

“Do you still have your shotgun, Daddy?” she asks. “Would you get it please?”

“What for?” he asks, clearly confused.

“We need to talk,” Tess says. The girls are gripping Deets’s arms tightly.

“Come, sit down,” Mary says to him again and the girls lead into the sofa in front of the bay window. He turns to look at her and she can see he is resigned to doing what she wants him to do so they all sit down together. Her father returns with his shotgun just as two strapping young men come through the front door.

“Tess, Mary,” they shout in unison but the girls don’t rise to greet them. They look at Mr. Watson. “What’s going on?” one of them asks.

“We’re having a little discussion,” Mary says simply then she calls out, “Mother, would you come in here, please?” The woman emerges from the kitchen wiping her hands on a towel with a confused look. “We need to tell you all something. Tess?”

The girls recount their ordeal, one talking until the other takes over, a methodical summation of five years of captivity at the hands of the slaveholders of the New Confederacy. Their parents cry softly and their cousins look on in horror as the girls recount the years they endured of being treated like animals, worse, property by owners who used them for sexual purposes.

“But that brings us to Marlin, here,” Mary says at last. “Professor Deets, as he’s known, never owned us. He borrowed us from our last owner, the Clayton family, to satisfy his own predilections. Until we left his home in Tuscaloosa, he tortured us for three excrutiating days with a machine that shocked our bodies with electrical currents. These sessions went on for hours each of the last three mornings, first on our nipples and then our vaginas. In all the years we spent in captivity and servitude, nothing was worse than what this man did to us.” Mary’s voice broke at last and Tess has to continue.

“What’s more, he wants to continue to torture us. He brought the equipment along - it’s in the back of the truck in the driveway. Isn’t that right, Marlin?” she asks with venom in her voice.

“Yes, that’s true,” he admits.

“But we’re conflicted,” Mary says. “Without Marlin’s help, we wouldn’t be here today. We would still be the property of Henry Clayton in Birmingham, Alabama, being used by him and his man to earn money with our bodies. Or worse, we might have been sold to another slave owner or a brothel where we’d be subjected to all sorts of men relentlessly, day in and day out for the rest of our lives. So we owe Marlin here a huge debt of gratitude.

“But I don’t feel gratitude to this man. I only feel hate. I know it’s wrong but that’s the way I feel, even after what he did for us.” She stops and looks around at her parents and cousins. “If it was left to me, I would kill him, slowly, painfully.” She stares at him as he looks down at his hands.

“Maybe we should call the police and let them handle this,” Mr. Watson offers. His tears are gone and his expression is hard.

“Fuck the police,” one of their cousins growls. “We should kill him. We can use Dad’s boat to get rid of his body.”

“Nobody knows he’s here, right?” the other cousin asks.

“No one,” Tess says. “We made sure of that.”

“What does that mean?” their mother asks. “What are you saying?”

Mary and Tess look at each other. “It’s best if you don’t know,” Mary whispers.

“We really should torture him first, though,” the first cousin says in a cold voice. “It’s only right.”

“We could do to him what he did to you,” the other cousin says with mounting enthusiasm. “Show him what it’s like.”

“How many electrodes did he stick you with?”

“Hundreds,” Mary answers, warming to the idea.

“We could put half of them in his testicles and the other half in his dick. We could torture him for days, from what you’ve told us. We could…”

“Enough,” Mrs. Watson says flatly. “We’re not going to do any such thing. Is that understood?” She looks around the room. No one says a word.

“We can’t turn him in, Mother,” Mary says. “He broke no laws in our country. And amazingly enough, he broke no laws in his country, either. There’s nothing to charge him with.”

“That doesn’t matter, Mary. We can’t stoop to his level.”

“Why not?”

The older woman stares at her daughter for several tense seconds. Finally, she says, “Evil is as evil does, Mary. That is not who we are. It’s not the way I raised you and your sister.”

“Kate…” Mr. Watson begins but his wife stands and waves him off.

“No, Louis. This is wrong and you know it. We cannot allow this, any of it.”

“You realize what he did to us, don’t you?” Mary persists.

Her mother glares at her. “Of course I do. But that’s not what matters and you know it, Mary. Revenge will never heal your wounds, it will only make them worse.”

The girl stands up. “We can’t let him get away with what he did,” she whispers. “You don’t understand.”

“I understand perfectly,” her mother says in a fierce but quiet voice. “Do you think I don’t want to gouge his eyes out with my own hands? I’d like nothing better. But it would be wrong and it would never stop haunting.” She looks down at the man. “You are a despicable human being but that doesn’t give me the right to pass judgment on you.” She turns to her husband. “Get him out of here.”

Mary and Tess don’t move as Deets rises from the sofa and moves toward the door. The boys and Mr. Watson walk in outside and Mary hears the truck engine rumble to life and drive away.

“This is so wrong,” she whispers to her mother. The woman wraps her arms around her daughters’ shoulders. All three of them are crying again. 

“I know, honey. Everything about what happened to you is a tragedy but you need to put it behind you and get on with your lives. Both of you.”

“I don’t know if I can,” Mary says.

“You can, Mary. You can both do anything you put your minds to.” Their mother let go of the girls and went to the kitchen, intent on finishing the sandwiches she was making.

Mary turns to Tess. “We need to talk.” Tess nods and the girls slip up the stairs to their old bedroom. Mary is both shocked and not surprised that the room looks unchanged from the last time she saw it five years ago.

“Unbelievable,” Tess says more to herself than to Mary who looks at her.

“It would have been more surprising if they’d turned it into a sitting room or a man cave for Dad.”

“True. So,” Tess says as she closes the door and Mary sits on her bed. Tess remains standing. “What’s on your mind?”

“Seriously? You have to ask?” Mary side-eyes her sister hard. “Aren’t you thinking the same thing I’m thinking?”

“Which is?”

Mary blows out a breath. “So, we’re doing this the hard way, huh?” She stands and faces her sister. “I still want to kill him.”

“Then why did you let him go? We’ll never see him again.”

Mary looks down. “I couldn’t go against Mother, not on our first day back. Our first hour back, for god’s sake. I couldn’t do it. But that doesn’t change the way I feel about him. About all of them.” She looks up and Tess touches her arm.

“I know, Mare. A part of me feels exactly the same but there’s no way. And Mom was right - we can get on with our lives or we can wallow in our hate and it will consume us. Is that how you want to live? Because I don’t.”

“I know you’re right, Tess, I know. But this isn’t over. Not for me. I don’t know what that means but I will never forget what he did to me, to us, and I can’t forgive and forget. I just don’t have it in me.”

“I know, Mare. I know.”

The End

~ ~ ~

Author’s Note:  I decided when I began writing Mary and Tess (Part 2) that this would be the last volume of my Slave of the New Confederacy series. Now that I finished it, I’m not so sure. So I left the ending very open-ended, not by design but because it felt like the only way I could give voice to Mary’s true self. I let Tess speak for me, though. When I started the series I was sure of only one thing - that an institution like slavery, having survived (in my speculative world) uninterrupted for 500 years, would never be dismantled. Several reviewers have wondered when and how the destruction of the New Confederacy would occur and I understand their point. I didn’t write about this alternative world because I approve of it but because I don’t. But I don’t know how to defeat it, even in my imagination.

That said, I acknowledge the possibility of continuing the series. Just not in the foreseeable future.

Thank you so much for reading, though. I can’t tell you how much I appreciate everyone who has supported me in my imaginative endeavors. It is one of the abiding joys of my life. Truly.

Lena White
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