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Introduction

Senator Aaron Silverstein rolled over in the giant hotel bed, sweating slightly, short of breath. The girl next to him was breathing heavily, her hair spread out over the pillows, slightly damp, her body sprawled out on top of the sheets, one foot tangled in them. He always hated this part, dealing with a girl after he was finished with her. It would be so much easier if she was property, but much of his platform was all about ensuring that such a status was no longer an option.

Despite how fun it might be.

He strode over to the window and looked out over Wall Street, visible at an angle from where his room was, on the 12th floor. Narrow and congested as it was, it resembled a diseased artery, clogged with machines and flesh, occasionally stopping its flow completely, before the thumping heartbeat of the city caused everything to lurch forward again.

He wasn’t a huge fan.

He faced east, his view of Long Island blocked by the tall buildings and the slight curve of the street. Out there, on the East End, was where the real stuff happened. That was where the money was, and every summer he headed out there, to grab some of it. A near-daily ritual for him and others like him, who had to kiss the wealthy asses that fed the machine. Speaking of machines, he looked up and frowned. A gigantic, black metallic edifice sailed slowly overhead, making its characteristic noises.

Aaron hated seeing these things, almost as much as he hated having to raise money. But they were an inescapable part of the modern world now, and he couldn’t help being fascinated by them. The parts that he could see seemed scarred. Riven with gigantic scratches that seemed to have come from collisions with the rocky surfaces of comets or other space debris. Long, straight lines crisscrossed the surface, terminating occasionally in a dark, gaping hole. Was that supposed to be there? Did whoever—or whatever—captained this behemoth have a little collision along the way? Did they get in trouble for it?

He shook his head and turned back to the girl on the bed.

“Hey stud,” she said. “Did you have fun?”

“Yeah, but you need to leave now, I’m afraid.” He walked over to the in-room bar and poured himself a Scotch, neat.

“Fine,” she huffed and got up, pulling on her clothes. “Listen,” she started, hesitating a bit. “I’m…I’m scheduled to be sold in a couple of weeks. Do you think, maybe…you could do something to help me out?”

“Sold?” he said, turning back to her with a blank face. “What did you do?”

“Well, I guess I boinked a bunch of men for money. That is illegal, you know?” she chuckled ironically.

“Wow. So they’re imposing captive servitude now?”

“It’s optional. I was given a choice: go to jail for a couple of years, or agree to be sold,” she said, looking at him as if he could just make a call and make it all go away.

“So you chose to be sold? Isn’t that permanent?” That made no sense to him. He would never allow himself to be sold into slavery. Just then, his phone lit up. A message from his campaign manager. A reminder about the upcoming fundraiser in East Hampton.

“Dying in a crowded cell in Rikers Island is pretty permanent too.”

“Huh?” He looked up from his phone.

“I said, dying in Rikers Island is permanent too,” she repeated. “I figured this would buy me time. Maybe they can get this stuff outlawed and I’d be set free or something.”

“Oh, yeah,” he said absentmindedly. “Yeah, totally.” Switching to campaign mode, he addressed her with his full concentration. “That’s the core of my platform. Slavery, no matter how you disguise it, no matter how you rename it and sanitize it, can’t be a part of how society tackles its problems. Even if these things are imposed on us from above. That’s just an excuse. We need to fix this problem, and for that, we need every concerned citizen to stand up and contribute!”

She clapped. “See, that’s why they keep on electing you.”

“I’m just happy to serve,” he said as another message appeared on his screen. 5 million this time, nice!

“So…do you think…?”

“Yeah, you really need to go now,” he said, staring at his screen, the rumbling, whining sound from the thing overhead slightly muted by the soundproofing of the hotel’s windows, but still too loud. He hoped they would figure out how to hover a bit more quietly.


Chapter 1

Erin

“Erin! Get back inside!” Erin’s mother was standing outside the screen door of the little one-story house set back in the woods, just off the end of a cul-de-sac in Elmira, New York.

“I’m coming, Mom! Gosh!” Erin had almost made it to the very edge of the branch she was climbing. Stretching out her arm, she strained to reach the apple she was aiming for. The roundest, plumpest, definitely juiciest apple in the whole tree. If her gosh-darned mom would just leave her alone…

“Erin! Get in here girl! I’m not going to call you again, you understand? If you’re not in here in five seconds, you’re getting a whooping!”

“Gosh, Mom! No need to get frenzied about it!” Frenzied was Erin’s favorite new word and she loved to use it whenever the occasion presented itself. It wasn’t a bad word for the dark-blonde haired, green-eyed twelve year old to use, and ever since her teacher had used it to describe her performance in the class play, she and her best friend Marcy had made a game of saying it whenever they could.

“Jesus have mercy on me, Erin. I swear, you use that word again, I’ll get frenzied on your behind.”

Erin scooted forward a bit, holding on to the branch above her as her fingers wrapped themselves around her target. She plucked her prize from the tree with a shout of triumph and then dropping down to the ground.

“Oof! Got it! Coming!” She scampered across the yard, clutching the apple against her chest as she ran inside, slamming the screen door behind her. “Here I am! Hey, where’d you go?”

“I’m in the kitchen, Erin. Can you help me?”

“Sure, Mom.” She went into the kitchen, kicking off her shoes. Her mom didn’t like shoes in the house. She had a lot of rules and Erin didn’t always follow them, but the rule about shoes she was on board with. Erin had a minimalist approach to clothes. She like to wear the absolute minimum needed for the conditions and as required by social decorum. Jackets came off the very moment they were no longer needed. Shoes were an absolute no-no in the house. Sweaters were pulled off half a second after Erin’s comfort level went past cozy to hot. If she could get away with it, she would shed most of her clothes while inside, as she had when she was really young, until her mom had started putting the kibosh on it.

“You’re starting to develop, Erin. None of that running around topless, I don’t want the neighborhood boys seeing your breasts, alright? You’re becoming a young lady and it’s time to start acting like it.”

She rounded the corner and came up alongside her mom, proudly placing the apple in the bowl, next to the others she had foraged earlier that week. But this one was definitely the best!

“Is Dad ever coming back, Mom?”

Her mother froze, then straightened her back, staring straight ahead, tight lipped. “I don’t think so, Erin.” She looked over at her only child and placed a hand on the girl’s shoulder. “It’s going to be just you and me for a while, sweetie. Are you…”

Erin nodded, looking over at the pie her mom was decorating. “I’m fine, Mom.” She looked up at her mom’s face, hoping that she wouldn’t see any tears there. She hated seeing her mom sad. “Did They take him? Is it Their fault?”

Her mom shook her head. “No, Erin. They didn’t do this. Now, help me with this—” She picked up the pie in its tin. “Can you open the oven door for me?”

“Sure,” she replied, bending over to open the oven as her mom placed the pie inside. Apple pie, of course. Yum!

“I hate that They’re here,” she said, mostly to herself. Her mom hated any mention of the subject and Erin knew better than to press the issue. She had learned early on that this was something one didn’t really talk about. No one in town ever mentioned it. Whispered conversation in school were shut down the moment a teacher caught wind of it. Nothing was ever explained. Erin hated that. She liked things to be explained, sorted out, no loose ends. She hated loose ends, and the disappearance of her dad was the most traumatic loose end of her young life.

Her mother patted her on the shoulder. “Is Marcy coming for dinner?”

“Yeah. Can she stay over?”

“Of course, sweetie. I’ll set a plate for her, okay?”

“Thanks, Mom.”

Erin went to her room while the pie was baking. Plopping down on her bed, she tucked her feet in underneath her and picked up her textbook. She stared at it for a while before realizing she hadn’t even cracked the cover. And the report was due tomorrow! But she knew herself well enough to know she wasn’t going to get anything done in this state. Whenever she thought about her dad her mood soured and she would just dwell until something managed to break her out of her funk. Hopefully Marcy would be the catalyst and the two of them could get some work done on their reports.

She sighed. Winter would be here all too soon and her mom would sink into her depression, leaving Erin to fend for herself for days at a time. The sound of the doorbell pulled Erin out of her increasingly foul mood and she jumped out of bed to rush down the hall to get the door and let Marcy in.

“Hey, Marshmallow!”

“Wazzup, Air-Bear!”

“Hey Mom! We’re going to be in my room!”

“Hi Mrs. Kirkpatrick!”

“Hi Marcy! Hope you’re up for some pie!”

“Oh, yum! Of course, Mrs. Kirkpatrick!”

“Come on, Mars-Bar, let’s go.”

The two of them scampered into Erin’s room and jumped on her bed. The springs squeaked distressingly loudly and Erin grimaced. “Oopsie. I’m supposed to be careful with the bed.”

“Ha,” laughed Marcy. “No vigorous boinking here, I guess!”

“Eww, bitch! As if!” Erin giggled.

The two of them poured over their books for a while before getting bored. Erin was no closer to getting her report done, but she simply couldn’t bear to think about it any further.

“Hey, did you hear about the new laws?” Marcy asked her, setting down her book and tucking her feet under her.

“Laws? What laws?”

“The new service laws? Oh my god, Erin. You like some hermit or something? Everyone’s heard about them.”

“The fuck’s a service law? Like, you have to get good service at a restaurant or they haul your waiter away to jail?” Erin giggled. Sometimes she cracked herself up.

“No, dumbass. Some people get…um. Not quite sure how it works, but they get forced, basically, to work. Like, they don’t have a choice.”

“Okay. Um, but nobody really has a choice, do they?” Erin leaned back, her head on her pillow, arms behind her head.

“What the heck are you saying? Of course we have a choice. I swear, Erin. You’re full of weird shit sometimes.”

“No, I mean—um…Okay. Here’s how I see it.” She raised her legs straight up and then thumped them down on the bed again, causing the springs to squeak and Marcy to bounce up a bit. “Everyone has to work. At something. To, like, earn money so they can live, right?”

“Yeah, duh!”

“Okay. But everybody has to do it. Sure, some people are really rich and get to choose some cool thing to do, but they still work, right? Maybe all they do is call their accountant or boss their employees around, but that’s still work, right?”

“Oh, my god, Erin! You’re so clueless. Rich people don’t work! Other people work for them. That’s literally what that means! Work. For. Them. Do all the work for them so they don’t have to! Duh! And what about retired people? They literally don’t work. Also the definition!”

“Okay, okay. So there are some exceptions, I guess. But I bet they still spend their time obsessing and worrying about their money.” Erin perked up. “Okay, I got it! They don’t work for money, they work for their money!”

“I don’t get it.”

“Jeez, Marcy. Their boss is their money. They work for their money, cause it tells them what to do. It makes them do all the stupid stuff rich people do, like buy houses that are way too big and they get lost in them and need bodyguards to find them and rescue them.”

“I’d want to be rich. I bet it’s way better than being poor.”

“Erin, Marcy! Pie’s ready!” Erin’s mom yelled across the short hallway.

“Oh, yum!” Marcy cried out, jumping off the bed, their philosophical disagreements put on hold for the time being. The two of them ran into the kitchen where her mom had set out plates with steaming slices of apple pie on them. One plate each for Erin, Marcy and herself. They sat down around the small table and ate the delicious pie.

“Mrs. Kirkpatrick, have you heard about the new service laws? I was trying to educate Erin about it earlier. It did not go well.”

Erin’s mom frowned. “The service laws? Yeah, bad business, that. Forcing people to work without any say in it. Sounds like just another word for slavery if you ask me.”

“See, Erin? Told you!”

“Told me what? I don’t recall you actually telling me what they were.”

“Yeah, I did! I told you that people are forced to work and they don’t have a choice. I literally told you that!”

“Okay, I guess you did,” Erin had to concede. “So Mom, why did they make that law? Seems like people wouldn’t like it.”

Her mom paused for a moment, fork halfway to her mouth. She set it down and frowned again. “It’s a real shame, girls. A real shame. You girls are too young to understand how something like this could happen. And that’s probably a good thing. I don’t want you to get jaded when you’re still so young.” She ate the bite of apple pie on her fork. “People cost a lot of money if you pay them fairly. People have to want to work, or you have to make it worth their while.”

She looked over at Marcy. “Would you want to work at a garbage dump, sorting messy, nasty garbage into different piles, look through them to find recyclable stuff, picking it out in the smell and gross stuff, all day long?”

“Ewww. No! And please, not while I’m eating,” Marcy squealed.

“Yeah, ewww.” Erin agreed.

“Exactly. But we need people to do that. So what if I gave you a lot of money?”

“Maybe. But it would have to be a lot! Like, a real lot!” Marcy took another bite of pie.

“What if you were hungry all the time and you could barely pay for rent and were always worried about being out on the street. Would you hold out for a lot of money, or just enough to pay your bills?”

Marcy and Erin thought for a while. “Yeah, I guess I would do it then. Or look for a better job.”

“What if the city doesn’t have enough money to pay the people it needs?” Erin’s mom continued.

“Um? Why wouldn’t they? Can’t they just get money? Like, from taxes?” Erin had heard Marcy’s parents complain about taxes. A lot.

“Well, there’s a limit, Erin,” her mother replied. “Poor people don’t really pay a lot of taxes, and the wealthy people have power and they really don’t want to pay more taxes, so they came up with a new idea. Actually, an old idea.”

“Yeah?”

“If you can’t pay people what they want to get them to do what you need done, you just force them.”

“That’s pretty mean,” Marcy said, finished with her pie.

“Yeah, I don’t think people would just do that. Wouldn’t they complain?” Erin asked.

“Not if they’re criminals, or delinquents, or scofflaws, or bums, or anyone that’s looked down on by society.” Her mom sighed. “I wish this wasn’t the world you were growing up in, girls. I have a bad feeling about where this is going.”

“Nah,” Erin replied. “I’m not going to worry. We’ve got everything we need right here, right Mom? A cozy house, lots of apples for pie. It’s all good.”

“Yeah! I love your house, Mrs. Kirkpatrick. And you make the most amazing pie!”

“Thanks, girls,” her mom smiled at them. “With girls like you around, I feel better about the future.”

“What do you mean, Mrs. Kirkpatrick?”

“I mean that the world needs more people in it who think like you,” she said as she smiled at the girls. Erin was happy to see her smile. Ever since her dad had disappeared, her mom had been sad a lot. This was nice, just the three of them, enjoying time together.


Chapter 2

Thanksgiving

“Natalia! Wait up!” Catharina rushed from the entrance of the Dalton school towards her friend Natalia, who was currently chatting up some boys.

“Oh, hey Cat,” Natalia turned away from the handsome blonde-haired boy in the preppy school uniform, standing on the sidewalk of E. 89th street to look over as Catharina came up to them. The other two boys were clearly younger and of no interest to her. But Adam had been a crush of Natalia’s for quite some time and Catharina was quite impressed to see that her friend had summoned the courage to finally go talk to him.

“Nat, who’s your friend?” Catharina asked, teasing her.

“Cat, this is Adam. Adam this is Cat,” she introduced them.

“Hi Adam, I think I’ve seen you around,” Catharina said, ignoring the other boys, one of whom was openly staring at the emerging bumps on Cat’s chest. She sighed. Boys were clearly going to be more of a problem the older she got, but some of them could be quite interesting, even for her twelve year old self. She and Natalia had spent many sleepovers talking about boys they liked and what it was that boys liked and what they liked about boys.

“Hey, listen,” said Adam, all rosy cheeked and swoopy haired. “I gotta bounce. Gotta take these twerps home—their mom asked me to make sure they got there safe, okay?”

“We can stay,” one of them interjected, peering up at Catharina with a shy smile. “No one home anyway.”

“Yeah, can we maybe get some ice cream instead?” The other boy looked bored.

“Ice cream? In this weather?” Natalia laughed.

“Yeah! So? It’s cold food, why can’t you eat it when it’s cold outside? God, girls make no sense!”

Adam laughed and playfully ruffled the boy’s hair. “Alright, let’s go. I think you have plenty of ice cream at home.”

The two girls watched the boys walking away as Natalia’s driver pulled up alongside them and rolled down the passenger side window. Natalia walked up to him and shook her head. “Not today, thanks Stephen. I’m going to hang with Cat.”

“Yes, Miss,” he replied and drove off, the window of the Bentley rolling up silently.

“Come, let’s go over to Sippy Muffs,” Natalia said as Catharina bounced on her heels to try and warm up.

“Sure, sounds great.”

The two of them walked the block and a half over to their favorite place near school. Inside, they ordered their usual: a golden-cream-pearl hot Dubai chocolate half-shot mocha latte, medium temp (otherwise the pearls would pop in it, rendering the whole effect a disappointment) with an Egyptian vanilla Cromacaron each. The fluffy croissant-macaron hybrid with vanilla cream filling was their favorite at the moment, but might be supplanted at any moment by the next big thing, so they made sure to get their fill before it became unfashionable to have one.

“So,” said Natalia as they sat down and waited to have their order brought to them. “What’s your famz doing for the holidays?”

“Oh, yeah! I’m so excited!” Catharina had gotten into the habit of saying that a lot, but this time she really meant it. “We’re going to the Hamptons for Thanksgiving, like gonna stay at one of my dad’s friend’s place.”

“Oh, nice,” said Natalia as the server brought their drinks and the confections over to them. His collar tag made a distracting sound as he bent over and placed the cups on the table. Catharina still hadn’t gotten used to it after her year and a half here in New York. The system still hadn’t made its way to the Netherlands, where she was from, so it had been a shock the first time she had seen someone in service.

“Thank you,” she whispered, somewhat embarrassed and unsure of the right way to address him.

“Thanks,” said Natalia dismissively as she took a tentative sip of her drink and crunched on a couple of pearls. “Oh yum! Perfect!” She looked out the window at the gray sky, what little could be seen. Still, today was a good day. The ship had moved on after having taken up the entire sky for almost a week, casting a giant shadow over the upper east side, filling up the entire visible sky.

“Yeah, we used to do that,” Natalia said, turning back to pick up her cromacaron.

“Oh, yeah? Why’d you stop?”

“Ah, you know. Everyone started doing it, so we go to Europe instead. St. Moritz this time.”

“Oh, they celebrate Thanksgiving there? I didn’t think they did.”

“No, the Swiss are pretty much anti-American these days, so we just keep quiet about it. But my family’s French originally, so we just lean on that.”

“Cool, cool. So no turkey?”

“Nope.”

“Skiing?”

“No, sadly the snow just isn’t there anymore, but they do a pretty good job covering the mountains with a layer of faux snow to make it look pretty. We mainly go shopping, and my dad meets his bankers and they drink a lot.”

Catharina snorted. She took a big sip of her drink and crunched away contemplatively. She’d have to ask her dad if they could go to St. Moritz next year maybe. “Sounds fun,” she said. “Still, I’m looking forward to going to the East End. It’s my first time.”

“Oh, sure. It’s nice. Better in summer, of course. The beaches are to die for. We’ll be there in summer for sure.”

“Oh, cool! Yeah, I’d love to go then.” The implied request hung there in the air for the rest of their time at the cafe. Natalia, Catharina reflected, was not the swiftest at picking up on cues. She’d try to work on her some more when they were back after the break. In the meantime, “Yummies!” The vanilla cream was super tasty. Egyptian vanilla had a nice balsamic scent with a hint of spices. Catharina loved spices.

“It’s such a drag,” Natalia said, starting a new topic.

“What is?” Catharina asked, raising an eyebrow and taking a sip of her coffee. “Ooh…hot!”

Natalia sighed in that dramatic way she had, taking her time to get to the point. “Well, my mom got rid of our maid, and I had just gotten used to having her around. Do you know how long it takes to train a maid properly?”

“No, not really,” said Catharina, lying a bit. Her family used a maid service, but they usually got the same set of women and she had spent quite some time correcting them on how to arrange the stuff in her room.

Natalia took another sip and thumbed through her phone. “Yeah, well, you know how I like things just so, right?”

“Yeah, sure. It’s your stuff, right? You’d want it to be where it was before they started cleaning. How come it’s always stacked in a pile somewhere? Do they train them to do that in Maid School?”

“Ha!” Natalia chortled. “Yeah, right? Anyway, big drag. I kinda wish we had one of those,” she said, motioning over to the server, who was busily doing stuff behind the counter.

“Oh, you mean…”

“Yeah, a sla—servant.”

“Is that what you call them?”

“Yeah, don’t you?” Natalia stared at her in the way she had. A little bit challenging, a little bit curious, and something behind her gaze that sometimes made Catharina a bit nervous.

“My dad said not to call them—” she lowered her voice, “slaves. It’s demeaning.”

“I think being forced to work against your will and wearing a collar is the demeaning part,” Natalia asserted. “Anyway, my parents simply won’t allow it.”

“That’s pretty progressive,” Catharina said, looking at Natalia with a newfound appreciation. She had always thought of Natalia and her family as being snobbish and probably profoundly conservative.

“Nah, they say it’s because we’re conservatives. Slaves are a new thing. You know? Ever since They showed up?”

“Oh, I always thought that was an old thing. Like from long ago.” She looked at Natalia from behind her eyebrows, blowing on her cup to cool it down. “Like, your country has a bit of a history there?”

“Uh, yeah. But we got rid of it and now it’s new again.” She looked down at her phone, reading something there while Catharina took a long sip.

“Hey, gotta go,” Natalia said suddenly, looking up from her phone. “My dad’s throwing some shindig for one of his business partners or a client or something. Don’t care. But I wanna grab some snacks and hide in my room before they get there, okay?”

“Sure,” said Catharina and sat there alone finishing her drink and reflecting on vacation plans. Still, as she sat there she couldn’t keep from looking over at the server. He was probably in his late teens, dressed in the uniform that all employees at Sippy Muffs wore. His hair was cut in a sort of shaggy do, not styled as such, but someone had obviously cut it for him. Did they do that somewhere? Was there a stylist just for them? Or did they do that for themselves back wherever it was that he and others like him stayed when they weren’t working?

Right now he was preparing a plate of muffins, huge ones—the namesake of this fine establishment. Normally Catharina indulged in one of them, usually a blueberry-boysenberry with streusel crust. Super yum! But of course, not when there was a Cromacaron to be had! Plate loaded with a giant muffin (possibly a fruity-loops, graham cracker hybrid that neither she nor any of her friends had ever dared order) he made his way over to the table next to her while she stared at his tag. When he looked briefly over at her, she quickly averted her eyes, blushing.

Later, as she walked home, she went over the list of items she had to take care of today: homework, do the dishes, help make the—oh fuck! Her mom had told her to get some extra heavy cream from the market! That necessitated turning around, walking up 3rd until she got to Wan’s Wonton, where she bought herself a fresh crab wonton to go, feeling a tiny bit guilty about it, and then proceeded across on East 92nd until she reached Marty’s Bissel Shop of Provisions. She went inside, waving to the proprietor and rummaging around in the refrigerated section until she found what she needed, then paid for it by eye-scan.

A few more minutes were spent rubbing the orange ball of fur that peered at her with a set of suspicious eyes before succumbing to her expert machinations.

“Quite a thing that’s going on,” Marty said to her as she cooed at the cat.

“What’s going on?” she asked him.

“Oh, reports of food riots in The Bronx. A nasty business. Nasty!”

“Oh, wow! Really? Why don’t they have food there?”

He stared at her for a moment before collecting himself. “Well,” he began, gently. “Not everyone’s as lucky as we are. Some people don’t have access to the kinds of things we have,” he said, gesturing around his shop. She continued to scratch the increasingly loudly purring cat under the chin. “Sometimes things get a little—behind, shall we say. The supply doesn’t meet the demand.”

“Ah, economics,” she said, nodding knowingly. “Well, I’m sorry to hear it, Mr. Marty! But I’ve got to rush this over to my mom. I think she’s expecting me.”

“Bye, Catharina,” he said, turning back to his work sorting items behind the counter.

“Bye!” She made her way back home as quickly as she could, still pretty buzzed from the coffee. Technically she wasn’t supposed to have any, but what her mom didn’t know wouldn’t kill her. Back in the apartment, she put the cream in the refrigerator, kissed her mom, scowled at her older brother and went to her room to do her homework. All in all it had been another wonderful day.


Chapter 3

The Pointed Elbows

“This is going to be so epic!” Erin was practically bouncing up and down with anticipation. Her first year of high school and the boy she had a massive crush on was playing bass in the local band.

“They’re going to kick it so hard,” agreed Marcy. She was a fan of the vocalist, although he didn’t really know she existed. But Jack (or Jacko as he preferred to be known) knew Erin and had chatted her up one day at lunch. She couldn’t remember for the life of her what they had talked about. Perhaps she had just nodded a lot? But—epic!

“Yeah, it’s right during assembly. I can’t believe it! They’re gonna play all their best songs!”

“They have songs?” Marcy looked doubtful.

“Of course they have songs! What the hell, Marcy? What do you think they’ll do up there?”

“Uh, covers of course. They know a lot of songs. But they’re other people’s songs, duh!”

Erin shook her head vehemently. “No, mah girl! I know they’re going to do some originals. Jacko was all, like, telling everyone about it.”

“Really? Well, shit. Alright, that’s cool. But hey!” Marcy nudged her.

“What?” They started walking towards the assembly hall, and Marcy had that look on her face, the one she made when there was juicy gossip that she just couldn’t wait to spill.

“Um, you know Jordan? The girl that’s always so high and mighty, better than the rest, resting bitch face?”

“Yeah,” Erin didn’t really, but it was best to just agree.

They had just entered the hall and it was getting a bit crowded. They jostled for a good seat and it was a bit loud with all the background chatter. Marcy leaned in to whisper in Erin’s ear and Erin strained to hear.

“What?” she said, getting bumped by kids passing her to get to their seats.

“I said, Jordan was giving this guy, I think he’s a senior or something…”

“Okay?” Erin managed to sit herself down and leaned over to hear better.

“Yeah, she was giving this guy a blowie, and—”

“Wait, what?” Erin couldn’t suppress a sudden laugh as it burst out of her.

“Shh, bitch! Anyway, she was giving him a blowie, and I guess he went too far down her throat…and she barfed!”

“No!”

“Yeah! She barfed all over the front of his trousers!”

“Oh, no!” Erin held her hand over her mouth. “Oh my god! I feel so bad for her! What the fuck, is that a thing? Can that really happen?”

“Yeah, I guess you can gag and shit. So worse part is he had his trousers on, like, just the zipper down, shlong out, and the puke was all over the front of this jeans.”

“Oh, no!”

“Yeah,” Marcy looked around at the hall as it filled up and the last students were taking their places. “He had to wash his pants and it looked like he had peed himself.”

Erin giggled. She couldn’t help it. The girl sitting next to her looked over briefly then looked back to the front of the stage where the principal just come out.

“Yeah, so he wound up telling everyone what happened. Now Jordan’s like, totally mortified. She’s not in school today.”

“Oh, shit,” Erin whispered, shaking her head. “I feel awful for her. Poor girl.”

“Shhh,” hissed the girl next to her.

The principal tapped the microphone and the feedback echoed across the room before dying down. “Ahem, sorry,” he said. “Now, as a special treat, we have some musical entertainment for us all, from our very own students who have a band, as it turns out. But first, a reminder that we don’t condone any public displays of affection on school grounds, okay? Remember your bathing suit area and keep that area clear at all times.” Giggles sounded throughout the student body. “And now, our very own Pointed Elbows!”

He strode off the stage and the lights dimmed slightly.

“Oh my god. Oh my god, there they are!” Erin squealed as quietly as she could. Jacko marched up to the side of the stage with a big bass guitar slung across his shoulder. The other members took their place and plugged in. More feedback ensued and then the drummer, a slight, pimply faced boy with long dirty black hair launched into a kickin’ backbeat.

Erin tapped her fingers along with the beat until it became apparent that the rest of the band wasn’t really doing much, staring at Jacko who was looking over at a girl in the front row. Erin’s heart dropped. That bitch! What the fuck?

Finally the guitarist decided to launch into the opening riffs of their first song and Jacko tore himself away from the hussy in the front row to contribute to the performance. The crowd of students at this point had started laughing and that made the vocalist a little more nervous than usual, his voice a little too high, a little too off the beat. A few too many missed lyrics, but nevertheless, as they continued, they made up for it with sheer enthusiasm.

After the cheering died down from the first song, Jacko came up to the mike and raised his right hand up in a fist. “This is for all the people who have died out there! For the truth! Yeah, fuck it, let’s go!”

And with that the band launched into a frenzied, loud, screeching rendition of…something. Erin assumed it was one of their originals.

“Fuck the police, won’t let us eat, won’t let us meet, won’t let us beat…” a howl of feedback drowned out his next words.

The crowd stirred, some fists were raised, tentatively. One wag in the crowd screamed out, “Our meat!”

“Our brothers gone, been so long, when They gonna let us know, where they go?”

Erin started to get nervous, and sure enough the sound suddenly cut out, the vocalist looking scared but still defiant, screaming as loud as he could but it was too late, the protocol officers swarmed the stage and grabbed him and Jacko and the guitarist, a young boy in a faux leather jacket that probably cost him his entire allowance for the year and he was so scared. A cacophony of chaos came from the drum set as the drummer was dragged out from behind his kit. Erin saw them beating Jacko, elbows raising and then lowering again, in a staccato rhythm as she heard cries. No longer a defiant punk band, just a bunch of 14 year old boys who were learning hard lessons about the world today.

Marcy turned and buried her head in Erin’s chest and cried, her shoulders heaving. Some kids were screaming, others just kept quiet.

When the boys had finally been dragged off the stage the principal came back on, white-faced and grim. “I’m…I’m so sorry everyone. Please, it’s over, let’s all head off to class. Please. It’s over,” he said and left the stage.

Erin’s heart still beat like crazy. She knew she might never see Jacko again, but then he had flirted with that skank when he was clearly hers, but Marcy was still crying and Erin needed to tend to her friend right now. Everything else could wait.

Classes were a muted affair for the rest of the day, and some of the kids skipped them to talk to counselors about it. But none of Erin’s teachers mentioned what had happened and after a while Marcy got over it and the two of them walked home from school, chatting about anything but the show. They chatted about the latest makeup styles and their favorite influencers and a particularly hilarious video making the rounds of a farm kid who got head-butted in the rear by a goat, right into a manure pile. That wasn’t the funniest part. The way the kid complained about it afterwards, face full of manure, that made the girls almost lose their shit when they saw it. Even talking about it made Erin giggle so much she had to pee.

When she parted with Marcy and made it home, she didn’t tell her mom what had happened. It seemed to be another hard day for her, and Erin noted the half-full bottle of cheap wine on the kitchen counter. Dinner was a muted affair and Erin retreated to her bedroom the moment she could, to do some homework, watch some more videos. She didn’t listen to music. It seemed too soon to do so.

But her dreams were rough, filled with violence and noise and she tossed and turned and Jordan, the unfortunate girl showed up as well. But she was clad in a metal collar and handcuffed behind her back. When Erin asked her what had happened, she replied that she simply hadn’t performed up to code. Up to code. Erin didn’t know what that meant and before she could ask, the girl was hauled away by two men, wearing all black, their faces hidden. The ships appeared again, as they often did. Hovering overhead, the giant ships blocking the sunlight, casting their immense shadow over the land and Erin knew that her dad was somewhere up there. She could feel it deep in her heart and she woke up, eyes blurry with tears.

When she got downstairs for breakfast her mom was sitting there, her mood bright, eyes sparkling as they did when she wasn’t depressed and Erin’s heart lifted. She could always tell when it was going to be a good day and this was one of them.

“Hey, Mom! What’ve you got planned for today?” Erin asked her.

Her mom chuckled. “What? Aren’t I supposed to ask you that?” She reached over and ruffled Erin’s hair, smiling warmly at her. “Pancakes?”

“Oh, yum! What’s the occasion?”

“Do we need an occasion to treat ourselves?”

“Uh, yeah! Isn’t that the definition of a treat? What are we, the Rockefellers?” Erin quipped.

“Ha! Where’d you learn about them? School? They actually teach you something there?” Her mom got up to make their pancakes.

“Yeah! We learn about all sorts of stuff. Hey, Mom,” she hesitated.

“Yeah?”

“Um. There was an…incident at school yesterday.”

Her mom turned around to look at her with worried eyes. “Not involving you, I hope?”

“No, no,” she hastened to reassure her. “No, some boys in a band were performing? You know? At the assembly? And they…”

“Oh, boy. What did they do?”

“They sang some protest song, I guess. And they came and grabbed them off the stage. They beat them, Mom!”

Her mom sighed and continued working the pan, flipping the pancakes. “Yeah, Erin…you need to be careful out there. Times are strange right now, okay? People are jittery. They don’t know how to act, what with…you know?”

“Them?”

“Now, don’t mention them, sweetie. Nobody mentions them and there’s a good reason for that, understood?” She expertly flipped the pancakes again and set them on a plate. “I hope those boys are okay. They’re young, I’m sure they’ll be released with a warning.”

Erin nodded, her brow creased as she tried to make sense of what she had seen. Trying to remember every nuance for some future use that she couldn’t think of right now.

“It’s easy to rebel, Erin,” her mom said as she set the plates in front of them. “But achieving anything with that rebellion—that’s where it gets hard. Talk softly, carry a big stick. That’s what all the really powerful people do. Never forget that.”


Chapter 4

Celebration

Catharina’s fifteenth birthday party was an elaborate affair, with all her friends there, even Natalia was there, dressed in something so fancy Catharina had never even heard of it. “It’s from Thailand,” was all Natalia would say about it.

“There’s my little pumpkin,” said her dad as he came into the room she and her friends were sitting in. Johan DeBries was a good looking man, a light blonde beard, light brown hair and piercing blue eyes. Over six and a half feet tall, he towered over the few of her friends who were standing around. Even her older brother, Nicolas, wasn’t as tall. Catharina blamed her mother for that, as Alexia DeBries was only five feet tall.

“Hey Dad, thanks so much for the party,” Catharina gushed. “I love it!”

“Yeah, thanks, Mr. DeBries,” said one of the boys, Desmond. Dressed in light blue shorts, a white button up shirt and a light pink colored sweater thrown over his shoulders that contrasted nicely with his dark skin, he was one of Natalia’s closest friends at school but rumor was that he had a bit of a crush on Catharina.

“What a lovely house, Mr. DeBries,” said Natalia.

“Oh, thanks,” he replied, cupping his wine glass. A sparkling Rosé from Provence, no doubt. “We’re happy here, until our house gets finished.”

“Oh, yes. Cat told me about that. How exciting!” Natalia looked over at some of the boys who were smirking a bit. “Where is it again?” Catharina tensed.

“It’s on Robin Drive, near the village,” he said, swirling his wine glass.

“Bridgehampton?”

“Yes, lovely there, isn’t it?”

Several of the boys nodded. Desmond piped in, “Oh, definitely, Mr. DeBries. One of our favorites. My family loves the steak at Chestnut’s. And of course, François’s has some of the best French cuisine around. Sag Harbor’s nice too, of course,” the boy continued, not quite knowing when to quit, “but it’s so crowded these days. Everyone wants to be there, am I right? Such a hassle!”

“So,” said Natalia, “Robin Drive…is that South of Highway?” capitalizing it in the annoying way she had, as if it was a destination of note in and of itself. But, in a way, it was.

“No,” said Johan. “North, but pretty close.”

“It’s Bridgehampton Horse Country,” Catharina interjected. “Daddy says I can get a horse, maybe. There’s plenty of land for it and it’s a good tax write-off.”

“Catharina,” said her father. “We don’t talk about tax write-offs! Not in public,” he winked at her and gave a laugh. The other boys laughed too, a bit awkwardly. Taxes were somewhat of a taboo subject in their circle.

Natalia smiled. “That sounds lovely. Maybe I can ride a horse too sometime?”

Catharina smiled broadly. “Oh, god! I’d love that!”

“Shall we go out to the pool?” Natalia said, with a light toss of her hair. She had spent the whole afternoon with Catharina at the hair salon in Southampton getting her curls done and it was clear she wasn’t going to actually get anywhere near the water, but Catharina knew she wanted to show off her new bikini.

“Yeah, let’s!” she responded, enthusiastically. She wanted to show off her own bikini, what with the boys here. They all scattered to go change and meet outside. Catharina went to her bedroom and slipped out of her clothes, pulling out the tiny pink two piece bathing suit when she looked outside to see the sky darkening. “Oh, no!” She hastily pulled on her suit and checked herself in the mirror before running out of her room and down the stairs. She went outside to see her mom Alexia sitting on one of the comfy chaise lounges looking at her with a disappointed expression.

“I’m so sorry, Cat, but it’s going to be dark for a while.”

“Crap, Mom! How long are…well, how long is it going to be dark?”

Her mom shook her head as the others came outside, looking up with peeved faces. “It’s moving pretty fast, so maybe an hour or two? But it could be here the rest of the day.” Her mom took a sip of wine. “I’m sorry sweetie.”

“It’s not a big deal,” said Desmond as he took a running jump into the pool, splashing water on them. Her mom squealed and then laughed, shaking herself off.

“Nice going, dumbass,” yelled another one of the boys as Desmond surfaced and looked back at them.

“Why the hell can’t They just go away and leave us alone,” Catharina muttered under her breath.

“Catharina!” her mom hissed. “Don’t you say that! Do you hear me?” She could sense real fear behind the words and she looked down.

“I’m sorry, Mom. I didn’t mean it.”

“I know, sweetie. Just be careful, alright? Now, try to have some fun.”

“I will,” she pouted, then ran up to the edge of the pool to stand there with her friends, looking at everything but what was blocking the sky.

“Hey, Catharina, look out!” Desmond shouted as he aimed a splash of water at her. She squealed in outraged delight as she got hit and took a running jump into the pool herself, splashing around and generally having fun. Several of the other boys, including her brother, Nicolas, joined them in the pool, but Natalia chose to remain outside, chatting with Catharina’s mom.

Resting for a moment on the side of the pool, arms crossed on the edge, she stared at the two of them, engaged in animated conversation. It almost seemed like her mom looked up to Natalia, despite the disparity in ages. But then her mom had always cared a great deal more about social class than Catharina did, and Natalia’s family was old money.

Her reverie was interrupted by Desmond as he swam up to her and hung out next to her. “So, 15, huh? Enjoying high school?”

“Yeah, it’s alright,” she said, nonchalantly.

“Look at Natalia,” he said, nodding in her direction.

“What about her?”

“She’s so in her element. I don’t know how she does it, but she owns every place she ever walks into, you know?”

Catharina looked over at Natalia and then at Desmond. “I think it’s just cause she’s super rich.”

“What do you mean?” He stared back at her. “Aren’t we all?”

“What? No, not like her.”

“Well, yeah, I guess,” he had to concede.

“When you’re that level of rich, you just think you can own everyone, you know? Like, everything and everyone belongs to you, or could. So, you get, like, super confident.”

“Yeah? I guess I get that.”

“Uh huh. When you feel like that all your life, then it all starts to become second nature. You just waltz into any situation and take ownership of it. Just like taking ownership of a new purse at a store where they know you and your dad’s credit card is on file.”

“Oh, you went there! Nice,” he chuckled.

“So, what’s your deal?” she asked him.

“My deal? What do you mean?”

“You’re one of Natalia’s friends.”

“One of her best friends.”

“So, are you in the same strata as her?” she asked, looking back at Natalia and her mom. Nat was now relaxing on the chaise next to Catharina’s mom’s and was stretched out on it, chatting away while the boys hovered nearby, hoping against hope for the briefest moment of recognition from her.

“You asking if I’m as rich as she is? No, I’m not. And no, I don’t have her level of confidence.” He looked back at Catharina. “So, um, do you think you might—”

“Cat! Cat,” Natalia shouted, bouncing off the chaise and walking quickly to the edge of the pool. “Let’s go!”

“Go? Go where? I’m kinda in the middle of my birthday party!” She exchanged looks with Desmond.

“Yeah, I know. But the shade’s bumming me out. Come on, let me take you go Sag Harbor and we’ll go shopping, okay? I want to get you your birthday present!”

“Aw, that’s sweet of you, Nat. You know you don’t have to get me anything. Plus, I kinda need to stay at my own party, right?”

“Alexia,” Natalia said, turning over to Mrs. DeBries. “Can your daughter go with me to go on a super fun, and totally awesome shopping spree?”

“Of course, dear. Cat, have fun, okay? Just be back before dinner. We have a little surprise planned for you.”

Catharina hopped out of the pool and kissed her mom, dripping pool water all over her before wrapping herself up in a towel, with her mom tut-tutting over her. She ran with Natalia into the house, looking briefly back at Demond and the rest of the boys who were all gathered together either in or near the pool, chatting away. Desmond turned to look back at Cat before returning to the conversation.

She and Natalia dressed quickly, she in a nice spring skirt and top ensemble, with a cute new pair of sandals and a light pink jacket in case the weather turned cooler in the evening, and then they both got in Nat’s dad’s car, the chauffeur driving them along Montauk Highway and then up the Sag-Bridge Turnpike towards Sag Harbor.

“This really is my favorite of all the villages,” Natalia said as they passed Mashashimuet park and headed into the village, past the row of old captain’s homes that were now tens of millions of dollars each, easily.

“Yeah, I like it too,” Cat agreed. She and her parents like to go here to the restaurants and shops, and to stroll along the wharf, where her favorite ice cream shop was. “Don’t you guys have your house somewhere near here?”

“Here? No, it’s in Sagaponack, south of here, near the beach.”

“Oh. Yeah, I guess you told me that.”

The car crawled past the homes and merged onto Main Street, where the driver pulled into a red zone and the two of them scampered out. “See you in around an hour?” Nat called to the driver as he nodded and drove off, rolling up the passenger side window as he did.

“Where do you wanna go?” Cat asked Natalia.

“Right down this alley,” she replied, grabbing Catharina’s hand as she pressed through the crowd of strolling families and turned down a side alley that was festooned with hanging shop signs, including one that said, “Vantage Fashions” off to the left.

“Ooh, can we go there?” Catharina asked, familiar with the brand from the City. They had the nicest stuff! She owned a prized scarf from them, one she wore so much she had almost worn it down to nothing.

“Of course, that’s where we’re headed,” came the reply as they both rushed inside, sliding past a portly woman who had just exited, clutching a branded shopping bag from the store.

The two girls spent a few minutes browsing before a girl came over to help them.

“Hello,” she said, as Catharina felt the softness of the cashmere sweater she was eyeing. No point buying it now, of course, what with summer approaching, but it was still nice to drool over.

“Oh, hi,” she replied before looking over and realizing there was something slightly off about this girl. She definitely worked here, she wore a uniform branded with the shop’s signature VF logo. It became clear soon enough as Cat glanced down from the girl’s pretty face to her neck, adorned with a silver collar, a flat metal band that encircled her neck, with a tiny loop affixed to the front that sported a plastic tag with faintly discernible writing on it. This girl was a slave. A female one. Catharina had never seen a female slave before, only males, and then only a few.

“So what do you think? Would you like me to get you this purse? It’s super cute and—” Natalia was talking to her but Catharina couldn’t tear herself away from the tag. “Heather — Servant” it said. “Oh,” Natalia continued. “Wow, they have these here, huh?” She turned to the girl and casually picked up the tag with her index finger. “Heather,” she said, the girl keeping her chin lifted for Natalia to see her tag better. “You’re cute. Hey, you think I could get a good price on this purse? Cat, you want it?”

Catharina tore herself away from the sight of the girl, probably only a few years older than her, and turned to Natalia. “Hmm? Oh, yeah, wow! Um, sorry, I was just distracted. Yeah, cool! That’s super nice of you, Nat!”


Chapter 5

The Mall

“Oh my god, I can’t believe you. No way!” Erin gasped as she saw what Marcy had in her hand: the most beautiful pendant on a thin silver chain. The green gemstone was smooth and shiny, small but big enough to draw the eye. Erin was jealous. The color almost matched her eyes and would look so pretty with her red hair. “I can’t believe you stole that!”

“Nah, I borrowed it!” Marcy said dismissively.

“Yeah, permanently!”

They giggled. Erin handed the pendant back, the security tag still on it, clamped to the chain. “How’d you get it out of the store with the tag still on it?” Erin asked.

“I waited and slipped out past the scanners when another woman entered. The store clerk thought it was something in the woman’s purse that set it off, and she didn’t bother coming after me.”

“Nice!”

“Okay, now it’s your turn,” said Marcy. The two girls were huddled in a corner of the mall, not too far from the trinkets store where Marcy had lifted the pendant.

Erin looked around nervously, spotting a few families walking past, a little girl pointing in her direction, causing her heart to briefly stop. But the girl moved on and kept pointing at other things as her parents ignored her. She clasped her cold, sweaty palms together. “Where…”

“That’s up to you, Erin.”

“Shhh, don’t say my name,” she hissed back.

Marcy laughed. “Oh, come on! Really? Like, you’ve watched too many vids. Nobody’s listening! Here,” she said as she led them out of the safety of the hidden corner and into the main thoroughfare of the mall. “Let’s go to that paper supply store. You wanted to get your mom something nice, right? One of those pretty cards?”

“Yeah.”

“You can celebrate her sobriety anniversary with it, right? Write something nice in it,” Marcy continued as they strolled as nonchalantly as possible.

“Yeah,” Emily nodded. That would be nice. Of course, she could probably afford it, they weren’t all that expensive, but this wasn’t about money. Marcy passed the pendant over to Erin so it wouldn’t trigger the theft control device and went inside as Erin continued past the store. She would let Marcy tell her the layout and how she felt about it before going inside herself. They had spent several nights planning this out, working from a online layout of the mall, plotting various escape routes, but mainly gossiping about boys.

After a few anxious minutes Marcy came back out and came over to Erin. “The nice stuff is by the back wall, just one clerk at the checkout counter. Cameras are in the left corner so if you face the other way you should be fine.”

“Okay,” said Erin, heart thumping heavily in her chest. She rubbed her clammy hands on the front of her sweater and turned to walk back to the entrance. She entered just as another woman entered with her, walking through the scanner wands. They activated and the store clerk briefly looked up and went back to whatever was playing on her phone. Erin tried her hardest to slowly and unobtrusively amble over to the back wall, stopping briefly to stare at colored construction paper without seeing anything. She felt a tingle running down her back as she continued on to the section that Marcy had directed her to.

“Oh,” Erin said to herself as she looked at the selection. Such pretty things! Maybe she should just buy something for her mom and pretend she had stolen it? She picked up a particularly elaborate card. It folded out to show a popup scene of cute forest creatures all gathered around a little bear who was sitting there with a honeycomb in its paws. When you moved a little paper tab the surrounding animals waved and wagged their tails.

Erin started to tear up a bit. Her dad had often called her mom his little bear. The honeycomb was yellow, like the one year sobriety coin her mom had gotten. This was the one, for sure. But the price tag said $20 and that was way too much for Erin.

“Fuck,” she muttered to herself as she made sure she was facing the right way and took the card with its envelope and tucked it down the front of her skirt, pulling the bulky sweater over to cover it. Looking around, she saw that she was now alone in the store with the clerk. The other woman had left.

She slowly walked towards the exit, eyeing the scanner and waving to the clerk when she looked up to gaze at her. “Thanks,” she said in her cheeriest, I took a look but sorry, nothing here for me, voice. As she passed the scanners they lit up and started buzzing loudly and the clerk came out from behind the counter. Fuck! What the hell, she thought. There’s no tag on a card!

“Excuse me,” said the young woman with died pink hair and purple fingernails and lipstick as she approached Erin. “Can I see your purse?”

“Um, no, I…I just entered…just a minute ago. Um, it buzzed when I entered too!” She looked over to see Marcy looking at her with a panicked expression. She made a gesture around her neck. Erin’s heart sank. The pendant! She had kept it!

“Can I see your purse, please,” the woman said, more forcefully. Erin ran.

* * *

As Erin bolted past Marcy she felt the card crumpling against her stomach, her purse banging against her side. She heard someone behind her and looked quickly back to see Marcy behind her and the two of them headed at full speed towards the back entrance of the mall. Erin could see the twin glass doors ahead when a big uniformed man darted in front of them. She stopped suddenly and Marcy crashed right into her, flinging her down onto the floor, her purse flying out of her reach.

The security guard ran up and grabbed her by the hair, yanking it hard, lifting her head up from the floor.

“Ow, ow! Stop!” she screamed as she heard Marcy scramble up from where she had rolled. “Ow!” He was hurting her as he yelled for Marcy to come back. But the sound of running feet receded in the distance as Erin realized that Marcy had fled and left her here. Her heart racing and her head on fire, she began crying.

A little while later she was sitting on a chair in the security office, her hands cuffed behind her back, her knee hurting from where she had hit it on the floor when she fell. Her purse was on the desk, behind which the security guard sat, going through it, phone up against his ear. The pendant, security tag still on it, as well as the price tag, was laid out in front of them.

“Yeah, I’ll hold her here until you can come. Yeah, her ID says she’s sixteen.” He looked over at her. “Value? The tag says 52 bucks.” He paused and frowned as the voice on the other end went on for a little bit. “Really? Alright, I guess I’ll do it.” He hung up and looked at her.

“Please, I didn’t mean to…I didn’t even take it…can I just go home? Please,” she choked out, looking up into his eyes, hoping to find some mercy there.

He stood up, looking down on her with sadness in his eyes. “I really hate doing this,” he said as he let out a sigh and came over to her side.

“Oh? Um, maybe you can…not do it?” She flinched as he grabbed her upper arm and hauled her out of the chair.

“Sorry, girl. The sheriff says I need to spank you.”

“Wait, what? You can’t!” She started struggling in his grip. “Let me go!”

“Now, settle down, okay? Damn!” He shoved her up against his desk and held her there as he leaned closer. “You’re lucky that’s all it is, okay? You’re sixteen, you could go to jail for this.”

“For that stupid pendant? It’s not even mine, I told you!”

“Yeah, it’s not yours! You stole it!”

“No, that’s not what I…never mind,” she said, realizing that she didn’t want Marcy to get in trouble.

“Yeah, well, we do mind. So be a good girl and bend over for me, and I’ll give you twenty across your butt and then we’ll wait for the sheriff to get here with your mom.”

“What? My mom? Why’s he bringing her here?”

“I’ll let him explain, okay? Please,” he said with a very exasperated voice. “Can you just bend over the desk already?”

“Fine,” she huffed and lay her chest on top of his desk, feeling the card bending again as she did so. He went over to a file cabinet against the wall and opened one of the drawers, pulling out a wicked looking black strap. She looked at it with fear in her eyes, which he noticed as he came over.

“I’m sorry,” he said softly. “Let’s get this over with. Since you’re so young we’ll do this with your clothes on.”

She closed her eyes as she felt rather than saw him position himself behind and to the side of her. She clenched her buttocks instinctively and held her breath as the strap descended and smacked across her buttocks. “Ow! Oh god!” she squealed.

The strap landed with a regular rhythm, always across her entire bottom as the pain grew and the heat from her beating spread across her entire lower half. She was openly crying when the door opened and the guard paused and stepped back.

“Erin!” she heard her mom cry out.

“Mom!” she couldn’t help but twist herself up off the desk, her hands still manacled behind her back, her hair disheveled. “Oh god, Mom, I’m so sorry!”

Her mom came over to her, wobbling slightly in her steps, eyes red, her breath stinking of cheap wine. “What the hell did you do, girl!” she yelled.

“I’m sorry, Mom!” Erin cried. “I…I didn’t mean to!”

“Wait,” her mom said as she slowly looked at the guard, still holding the strap. “Were you beating my daughter?”

“Now, hold up Mary,” said the sheriff. “Your daughter’s in real trouble, okay? It was either a few with the strap or jail.”

She rounded on the sheriff. “Jail? Are you serious? No! I’ll not have it!” She turned around and grabbed Erin’s arm, only just then noticing that she was handcuffed.

“Release her and we’ll go right this instant!” she insisted, her voice rising.

The sheriff nodded to the security guard who shrugged and set the strap down on the desk. Pulling out a set of keys he bent over to unlock the handcuffs and Erin brought her hands over to her front to rub her wrists. She looked down at her feet, noticed the bulge of the card still tucked in her skirt and patted it down. She sniffled. “Mom, are you drinking again?”

“Now, never you mind,” was the reply. “We’ve got other things to worry about. Can we go?”

“Erin’s going to have a record because of this, I’m afraid,” said the sheriff. “No way around it.” He looked at Erin as he led the two of them out of the security office and down the service hallways.

“A record?” Erin asked. “What do you mean?”

“It’ll be in your permanent record, Erin,” he replied. “No real consequences right now, but if you do something else that’s against the law, even a misdemeanor, it can have pretty serious consequences.”

Erin kept silent. She didn’t intend to do anything that would ever get her in this situation again, she swore to herself. Her bottom still stung and the humiliation of the whole thing was punishment enough.

The ride home in Sheriff Henderson’s police car was humiliating as well. So was learning that he had called her mom and decided to drive both of them to the mall rather than let her drive, so drunk did she sound on the phone. When they finally arrived home, Erin stormed into the house and into her bedroom, slamming the door behind her. She pulled the card out from beneath her sweater and looked at it for a good long while. It was bent and creased and the little forest animals no longer did their little dance when she tried to move the paper tab. She tore it in half and tossed it in the trash, falling down on the bed and weeping.


Chapter 6

A New House

“So, dad, um…”







“Yes, Catharina?”

“Why is there, like, a jail cell at the end of the hallway?” Catharina pointed to the end of the hall where she had stopped with her dad, on the second floor of their newly completed house. This was the first time that she had a chance to do a walk through, other than a year ago when they had done a quick site visit to look at the wooden framing of the new construction. The floor they were on held the bedrooms, six of them, including the master bedroom and both Catharina and her brother  Nicolas’ rooms. She had already seen her room, down the hall, and loved it! The walls were pink, and even though she was now 17, she still loved the color and intended to keep on loving it, regardless of the current fashion, which was an off-putting shade of lilac.

“Ah,” Johan replied. “Yes, that. I was hoping to talk to you kids about this earlier, but here we are.”

“Well, what’s it for, and why do we have it?” She walked over to the end of the hall, passing doors on either side that held the other rooms, some of which would be turned to various purposes, as suited the family. Perhaps a reading room, a music room. Others would be guest rooms. The hall terminated in a barred door which swung open at Catharina’s touch. The door was narrower than the expansive hallway, and the sides were barred as well, allowing full view of the interior of the space from outside. There would be no privacy here for whoever was confined in this unexpected area of captivity. The space was incongruous to Catharina, jarring even.

She walked inside, noting that the door had a couple of horizontal openings in it that bisected the bars, one at waist level and one further down, near the floor. The locking mechanism, and there was one, she saw, seemed sophisticated, electronic. Inside was actually quite nice, if somewhat utilitarian. The room, if one could call it that, was larger than it seemed from outside, taking up the entire width of the floor. It was almost as large as Catharina’s own room. The space encompassed a shower, toilet and sink to the right of the entrance. The shower had its own transparent glass enclosure and was somewhat hidden from the hallway, although standing next to the bars one could easily see within it.

To the left was a single bed, a pleasant little desk with a chair and a set of drawers, and a shelf along the wall next to the bars, that could be used to hold some personal items. Or books. A few pegs on the wall could be used to hang items. Clothes? It did have windows, though barred as well, and the view looked out over the surrounding pastures, with mature trees nearby acting as small islands of darker green within the sea of light green that marked the fields that surrounded their property. The bars were not pleasant, however. The carpeting of the hallway extended within the space, interrupted only by the bathroom area, which had marble tile floors. Catharina couldn’t help but notice a few metal loops poking up out of the carpet closer to the center of the room.

She looked back at her father and waited for an explanation. He grasped one of the bars and tugged at it experimentally. As if to reassure himself that whoever was to be secured within this space could never get out.

“You know that…well, it’s the law, Catharina, that if we want a, how shall I say it? A helper, a person that is there to help us and is…required to…to stay with us, you know? They need to be secured properly. So this would be their room.”

“Oh, you mean a captive servant? Wait—you’re saying we would get one? For real?” Catharina didn’t know how she felt about that. She had certainly seen them around, even in Sag Harbor. In fact, they were getting more and more prevalent in the service industry, but still a little rare among private households. “Not even Natalia’s family has one!”

“Yeah, some families don’t believe in having them. They have their existing staff and don’t want to upset them. Others would need to retrofit their house to conform to the requirements and maybe they don’t want to bother.” He walked around the cell, checking on the toilet, the sink.

“So we’re really getting one? Is that why you had this room built?”

He looked over at his daughter. “Yes, all new houses above a certain size need a room like this in it. And, well, it’s a status thing among certain people now.” He looked over at the bed where this person would sleep. “I need a leg up, basically. This house cost me a lot, and it’s not even on the right side of the highway. Can you believe it?” He shook his head, drumming his fingers absentmindedly on the porcelain sink. “That these people care about shit like that. Sorry.”

“I don’t care, Daddy. I don’t care what side of the stupid highway we’re on.”

“I know, pumpkin, and I love you for it. But anyway, having a captive servant will enhance our status quite a bit. I hate that it’s important, but it is.”

“So, what kind are we getting?”

He looked sharply at her. “What do you mean?”

“Like, a girl, a guy, old, young, buff, whatever? Hey, can we get someone who can give great massages? I’ll need that when I start riding horses.”

“Oh,” he said. “We’re probably going to get a girl. That’s the best for status. A pretty girl.”

“Gosh, Daddy,” she teased. “There’s already one pretty girl here. How many does a house need?”

He grimaced, and patted her on the head. “Not like that, pumpkin. You know that a girl like that…well, anyway, we can discuss later when we see what’s available. Now, want to see the rest of the house?”

“Of course!”

The attic was nice, a few interesting rooms there that would work quite well for guests as well. Maybe a game room. But it was when they took the elevator down to the basement that Catharina had another shock.

“What’s this?” she whispered as they entered. She wondered if her mother and brother had already seen this room. They were outside, checking out the pool house where the spa was. She moved softly, quietly through the room, reaching out tentatively to touch the fixtures, the bolts and rings, the pole, the pulley. “What is it, Daddy?”

He moved over to her and put his hand on her shoulder, comforting her from behind, hesitant to enlighten her. He sighed. “This is the discipline room, pumpkin. I’m afraid it’s another mandated room. Anyone who houses a captive servant needs such a room.”

“This is all here to hurt someone?” She touched a ring set in the wall. “To tie them up and keep them in position so you can hurt them? That’s horrible!”

He shook his head. “No, we wouldn’t hurt them. I could never do that. But if they…cause trouble, or better to say, if they think about causing trouble, then they know this room is here and could be used.”

“Could you do it?” She turned to look at him. “Could you beat someone you kept in our home?”

“No, pumpkin. But there are people you can hire who will do that. Sometimes you need to do the difficult thing. But let’s hope it never comes to that, okay? We’ll get ourselves a well-behaved girl, and she won’t ever need to come down here.”

She looked at him, searching his face to see if he truly meant it. Sometimes her dad would say things that suited his needs at the moment. She could tell that he wanted this conversation to be over, to move on from this room and allow her to pretend that it didn’t exist. “Okay,” she said, wanting to be out of the room as well. “Let’s see the rest.”

“Good,” he said, patting her on the back. They left the room, closing the door behind them and explored the rest of the basement, which featured a number of rooms that could be used for storage and some that were clearly staff quarters, with light wells that let natural light down into them, even though they lacked a view. In that sense, she thought, the captive servant cell was much nicer than the staff quarters. Another large area could be used as a gym, or bar area, or maybe a media room, although there was a very nice home theater on the ground floor, just off the family room on the other side of the main staircase from the formal living room, dining room and kitchens.

The two of them finally left the main house, exiting through the covered patio onto the pool deck where her mom and brother were walking towards them from the tennis court. She waved at them as Nicolas called out, “Sis! Can you believe this place? Shit, now I have to learn to play tennis,” he laughed, clearly delighted by everything.

“You? Tennis?” she laughed. Her brother was one of the least athletic guys she knew. “I need video of that!”

“Video? Fuck you, I’d be brilliant at it! Brilliant!”

“Nicolas! Language,” their mother chided. “And Cat, if your brother wants to play tennis, then he can play tennis, okay?”

“Yeah, yeah, sure Mom! Gosh, maybe I’d like to play tennis? How about supporting me?”

“Oh, honey? Sorry! I didn’t know you wanted to play,” her mom replied. “You totally should!”

“Oh, I don’t really want to, it’s just the principle of it,” Catharina huffed. “Anyway, how’s the pool house?”

“Oh, you’re really gonna love it, sis! There’s a whole spa in there! Massage room, sauna, cold plunge. A whole kitchen!” Nicolas gushed.

“Another kitchen?” she shook her head. “What the fuck do we need another kitchen outside for?”

“Catharina! Language!” her mother barked. “What have I said about the way you talk?”

“Sorry, Mom!”

“I think you’ll love the spa, honey,” her mom said as she rested a hand on Cat’s shoulder, softening somewhat. “Come, let’s take a look together.”

“Okay, Mom,” she said, a little puzzled about her mom’s motives. But she did want to see, so she allowed herself to be guided over to the pool house and through the large front opening, the glass french doors folded open to reveal a covered, air-conditioned lounge area next to the small kitchen.

“Come, Cat, let’s look at the sauna. You like saunas, right?”

“Yeah, I do. A little hot for summer, but for later in the year it’ll be nice!”

The two of them gazed into the open door of the large, Scandinavian style sauna, easily capable of accommodating eight people. Her mom paused and looked at her daughter. “Your dad showed you the room upstairs I assume?”

“The cell?”

“Yes, if you want to call it that.”

“Yeah, we saw it. Are we really getting a girl?”

Her mom looked over at the Nordic spruce wall of the sauna, her expression carefully neutral. “Yes, honey. Your dad thinks it will be good for the family.” She looked back at Catharina. “Also…he and I agree that it would be good for Nicolas as well.”

“Nic? What for? I think it would be good for him to learn to clean his darn room himself. I don’t think it’s helpful for him to have a slave girl do it for him. Oh…”

Her mom raised an eyebrow. Cat started blushing. “Oh. I see.”

“Yes, Cat. Your brother hasn’t had all that much success with girls, for some reason. He’s so handsome! But shy. Your dad and I think it would be good for him to gain some confidence with a…kept girl.”

“Oh my god, Mom! Eww. I can’t believe we’re talking about my brother like that. I’m going to, like, literally barf!”

Her mom patted her on the back. “Now, let’s not be so dramatic, okay? But, are you going to be okay with this?”

“I mean…yeah, sure, I guess? But she’s not only there to keep Nic…happy…right? I mean, I can use her too, right?” She blushed again, even deeper. “I don’t mean like that, obviously! I mean—”

“I know what you mean,” her mom laughed. “Yes, she’ll be there to do anything within reason.

“Anything?”

“Yes, anything. Within reason.”


Chapter 7

Mikael

“Next! Counter 14, let’s go,” said the customs enforcement officer, pointing to the queue of about three or four people behind the counter marked 14. Mikael rushed over there, standing dutifully behind the person in front of him, clutching his passport. He was tired and hungry after the long flight from Munich, and he hadn’t slept at all. As for the food on board, the less said about it the better. He had contented himself with the small sandwich his mother had packed for him. Tasty as it was, it had really been meant as a light snack before his actual meal, which turned out to be so bad he had only picked at it before shoving it aside.

He looked around himself as he stood there, rubbing his hair and trying to pat it into some form of acceptable shape. This place was enormous! And chaotic. His German sensibilities were offended at the disorder he perceived everywhere around him. A teeming, writhing mass of humanity from everywhere, and every conceivable culture, was straining to get through, hoping to reach the destination they had traveled so far for. Looking past the multitudes, he could see the section reserved for US citizens, which, to be fair, looked even more crowded than where he was. That made sense, fewer and fewer foreigners felt comfortable coming here, and the situation being what it was, few saw a need to come here for vacation. Once They had arrived, things had changed for the worse.

“Next!” Oh shit, he was up! Quickly he went up to the counter and tried his best to smile without seeming weird, something he generally had difficulty with. Germans weren’t known for smiling a lot, tending to reserve that for close acquaintances in private moments. But Mikael had heard about how Americans liked to smile and were quite boisterous, so he did his best.

“Howdy,” he proclaimed and smiled the smile of the long dead and rigor-mortis afflicted. The border agent looked back at him, not smiling at all.

“Passport.”

“Oh, yes, of course. Here,” he answered and shoved his document over. The agent looked at it, staring back at him occasionally. A tap of the passport on the reader and a long stare into the screen followed, during which Mikael began to picture the many ways this could go sideways. Many were the tales of tourists and job seekers hauled off to detention because of a stray word taken the wrong way. The more he tried to stay cool, the less he was able to and pretty soon he was tapping a jaunty rhythm on the counter top with his fingers, much to his horror, and the agent’s irritation.

“What are you here for?” came the inevitable interrogation as the agent glared at Mikael’s fingers, which promptly beat a retreat back to his side.

“Ah, um. I have a work—I mean a job, in New York? For the summer?” he stammered.

The agent frowned and glanced back at his screen. “New York?”

“Yes, sir.”

After another long pause, during which Mikael felt that he might barf, so hungry, tired and stressed he was, the agent looked back at him and handed his passport back. “Well, you’re in luck. This is New York!”

“Oh, yes? I mean, thank you,” he stammered and grabbed his passport, hurrying towards the baggage claim area as the next weary supplicant approached to run the gauntlet. Mikael only had his backpack with him so he rushed through the customs check without being stopped and wound up in the arrivals hall of JFK airport. The noise and the crowds bewildered him. He knew only that he had to catch the train out to something called the East End and there were only a few that ran each day. But how to get to the train was beyond him.

He walked around the cavernous space for a while, trying to get his orientation before he found himself heading towards an information kiosk. Wonderful! He approached the front of it and found to his shock that it was manned by a girl, and a completely naked one at that! She was wearing a metal collar and a sticker was affixed to her left breast, right above her nipple, which proclaimed, “Hi, I’m Lucy. Ask me anything!” She seemed to be affixed to the back of the booth by a chain running from the back of her collar.

“Um, hallo, can I ask you—”

“Of course!” she proclaimed, pointing to her sticker and smiling brightly. “Anything! Says so right here!”

“Oh, ya, good. I’m sorry…” he said, staring at her perky nipples before wrenching his eyes back up to her face. “I’ve just never seen…”

“A girl?” she said in a half-serious way. “I’m kidding, of course you have!”

“Well, maybe not quite in your condition,” he continued, somewhat taken aback by her perkiness. Were all Americans so darn gregarious, even their slaves?

“What’s my condition?” she asked, putting on a serious, even slightly worried face. “Is something wrong with me?” She looked down at herself and squeaked, “Oh my god! My clothes!”

Mikael’s eyes widened in confusion and shock, before she doubled over with mirth.

“Oh, my god! You should see your face. Too good!” she chuckled and then made an effort to gather her wits. “Okay, I’m sorry. It’s just kinda boring here. Nobody ever actually wants any info, you know? You’re like, the first guy all day.”

“Really? I would have thought guys would be coming over to you all the time,” he replied.

“You’d think, right? What’s a girl got to do to get someone to talk to her, am I right? Anyway, did you actually want to ask me something, or you just wanna date? Cuz you’d have to ask my owner about that. And that’s the Port Authority of New York and New Jersey. Good luck getting them on the phone!”

“Oh, no, no,” said Mikael with customary German directness. “I just wanted to know how to get to the train.”

“Oh,” said the girl, somewhat put off. “Well, which way you headed? Going into the City?”

“Which one?”

She squealed with laughter. “Honey, round here there’s only one city. The one that never sleeps?” she stared at him with raised eyebrows. “New York? Gosh.”

“Oh, sorry. I’m headed out to Southampton? It’s on Long Island, I guess?”

“Wow, yeah. Nice. Never been there. Doesn’t look like I’m ever gonna, but hey. So yeah, I guess the subway’s not gonna cut it for you. You’ll want the Long Island Railroad. Just take the Air Train to Jamaica and take the Montauk line. Easy, peasy.” She paused to look at him, her left hand raised to her collar, which she fingered absentmindedly, rotating it somewhat around her neck. “Hey, you’re nice. Take care out there, okay? Don’t let the douchebags grind you down.”

Mikael had no idea what kind of bag that was, and what grinding meant, but she seemed like she was trying to be nice. He smiled back and said, “You keep on truckin’!” As she stared back at him, trying hard not to burst out in a fit of giggles, he strode away, looking for signs for an air train, whatever that was.

After many false starts and a good fifteen minutes wrestling with a ticket machine, he was on board the train to Southampton, squeezed into a seat by the window, a very large woman seated next to him and a pair of very chatty girls sitting opposite them. Mikael stared out the window as the landscape scrolled past him: the heavily urban setting giving way to suburbs, and hours later, to increasingly wealthy neighborhoods. The backyards of the homes that passed by increasing sporting pools and tennis courts, large lawns, manicured trees.

Finally, the train pulled into Southampton station and Mikael got off, moving along the platform and climbing down the stairs to the sidewalk, navigating his way through the well dressed men and women meeting the cars that were waiting for them. No one was waiting for Mikael, however. He would have to find his own way to the apartment that was waiting for him. Thankfully his phone was working, the e-sim he had activated on board the train getting at least some reception here, enough for him to navigate towards the village center.

He was a little frustrated by the lack of sidewalks on the streets he had to walk along but when he reached the Main Street running into the heart of Southampton village, his spirits lifted. This was a very nice place indeed. He would enjoy working here. He walked along the sidewalk, passing the fancy shops and restaurants, gazing longingly into the ice cream shop and pausing to gaze at the menu posted outside of one of the more casual restaurants there. His stomach growled, but he wanted to find his apartment first and get cleaned up from his long, tiring trip.

Mikael continued walking, staring at his phone, trying to get his bearings, as the map showed that he had basically arrived, but all he saw were storefronts. Peering at the door in front of him he saw the street address that he was looking for, but it was for a Pilates studio and was locked. A doorbell, unmarked, was set in the side of the doorway, so he pressed it and waited.

After a little while a heavily accented voice answered, possibly Russian, asking, “Yes, no Pilates now?”

“Oh. Hello, this is Mikael? I’m here to…well, is this 50 Main Street?”

“No Pilates today, yes?”

“No, I don’t want Pilates,” he replied, getting a little frustrated.

“Okay, thank you, yes?” she said and hung up.

“Ach verdammt!” he cursed, and rang the bell again.

“Yes? No Pilates today?”

“I want to know if this is my apartment, please? My name is Mikael? I have a room here, thank you!”

“Room? Not Pilates? No Pilates today, yes?”

“Correct! Room, for me?” Mikael sighed. He was super tired, it was a long day and now this. He really hadn’t anticipated having to deal with a Russian in the middle of a quaint village in the fabled Hamptons.

“Please wait, yes?”

“Okay,” he replied. He had encountered German bureaucracy that was more efficient that this was turning out to be. After a good five minutes the door buzzed and he pushed against it tentatively. It opened and he entered the vestibule, finding a door to the right that was labeled, “Sonja’s Pilates of the Hamptons and Hot Yoga.” Directly ahead of him was a narrow staircase which he proceeded to climb, huffing a bit as his backpack was starting to weigh more than it had when he had started out. His shoulders hurt a bit. Finally he reached the landing and turned to the right where an unmarked door blocked his way. It was locked, of course.

He gently knocked on it and was rewarded with the sound of feet shuffling, a light scraping sound as of something being dragged along a wooden floor and then fumbling at the door. Eventually it opened and he was greeted with the unexpected sight of a middle-aged woman, wearing a mostly see-through dress which left very little to the imagination. She wasn’t bad looking and her body was quite fetching, her puffy nipples drawing his attention to them immediately.

She peered at him from behind long, black eyelashes with suspicion, a scowl on her face, her blonde hair tied back in a ponytail and covered with a light pink scarf. “Yes, you are Mikael?”

“Yes, hello. You are?”

“I am Galina. I am house mother, yes? You come in?” She eyed him with a squint, taking in his clothes, his face, his unkempt hair, and most of all, the straps of his backpack, which she seemed to disapprove of most of all.

He nodded and crossed the threshold, looking down, noting with a start that her ankles were bound together by a chain, her bare feet standing out prominently for that reason underneath the dull metal cuffs that enclosed her ankles, as if they had been decorated in a strange, perverse fashion. He soon realized the other thing that had seemed out of place on her—a collar, also of dull metal, encircled her neck. She was a slave!


Chapter 8

Escape

Erin’s 18th birthday was spent in her room, a vanilla cupcake with thick chocolate frosting and a single candle stuck on top of it being the only item that in any way commemorated the special occasion. The cupcake had been bought for her by her mother’s boyfriend of just two months now, something that made Erin think more highly of him than she had previously. For the past year and a half now, Erin’s mom had worked her way through no less than five men, most of whom had ignored Erin at best, leered at her in a disturbing manner more than once.

But Steve was a wildcard, a new factor in her life that made her uneasy. At times kind and engaging, able to make her laugh or at least giggle at his sometimes outrageous sense of humor, but also disturbing at times. Prone to quick and unexpected bursts of anger, occasional heavy drinking, and, Erin suspected, more than one incident of blatant drug use.

The thing that riled Erin up more than anything else was the effect he was having on her mom, facilitating her steady downward spiral into depression and alcohol abuse. There were weeks now where Erin didn’t speak to her mom,  barely even seeing her.

And then there were the bouts of violence, where her mom would get into screaming matches with Erin, usually ending with her mom attempting to slap her, or pull her hair. It was in those occasions where Steve would usually step in, if he was around, and protect Erin. For that she was thankful, but afterwards he would usually try to insinuate himself into her room, hanging out there too long, brushing her hair back, lingering just a little bit too long.

It became clear to Erin that he was a big part of why her mom seemed to hate Erin so much lately. She probably saw her daughter as competition for the affections of her new man, despite her daughter’s insistence she wanted nothing to do with him. But love is a form of addiction, affecting the brain’s chemistry often enough in such a manner as to be considered drastic. And her mom mixed that drug with alcohol and god only knew what else to create a toxic brew of paranoia and loathing.

Which was why the hurt of having her own mother miss her 18th birthday came as the final straw of her short life, leading her to resolve to run away from home and make a new life for herself the moment she officially became an adult.

The thing that hurt her the most was Marcy, their friendship abandoned, left there on the floor of the mall that fateful day when Erin had been apprehended and Marcy had simply run away, leaving her behind. While Erin might have forgiven that, putting it down as a panicked teenage girl reacting purely on fear and instinct—for who of us would be able to guarantee that we would do better when faced with the same situation—she was unable to forgive the weeks of silence that followed.

The shunning hurt, as if Erin was the sinner and Marcy not the devil offering temptation to a naive young girl, unequipped with the tools to resist, to make better choices. That Marcy would abandon Erin over an arrest that was Marcy’s fault burned her to the very core. Every now and then she suspected that her mom had something to do with this situation. But, in her mind, it didn’t matter. Their friendship was over.

And so, with nothing left for her in this tiny little town, she snuck out of the house one weekday morning, mid-June, stealing $20 from her mom’s purse and another $34 from Steve’s wallet as she heard the two of them grunting away in their shared room, her mom serving his pleasure as he made animal noises that disgusted Erin in ways she simply couldn’t put words to.

Having taken the cash, Erin was gripped with a sense of foreboding and panic. The thought of spending even another minute in this house filled her with such dread that she put on her shoes, took a quick look at herself in the mirror, noting the paleness of her face, her hair, grown lighter in color over the years, a bit of a tangled mess, her green eyes staring back at her blankly. She sighed and took another quick look around her room before making her way as silently as she could out of the only home she had even known.

As she walked along the driveway, the morning sun sending beams of light through the trees, the birds making a racket as they always did at this time, she felt a brief surge of hope that lifted her heart. Everything was going to be fine, she resolved. She’d make her way to the big city, New York, and make a new life for herself there. After all, they said that if you made it there, you could make it anywhere. To Erin, that meant that she would be pretty much guaranteed to make it there and therefore the whole world would open up to her.

An hour of walking later, along the side of the main road that led into town, she was starting to rethink things. Jesus, Erin. Just how stupid can you get? the voice in her head shouted at her. She realized that she’d never actually walked into town before, always letting her mom or Marcy or Steve drive her there, or taking the school bus, or riding her bike.

Her bike!

Fuck!

Why didn’t she take her bike?

Of course, the tires were probably flat as she hadn’t ridden her bike for at least a year now, but she could have thought ahead and pumped them up before today.

It took about a half hour to bike into town. She could have just dumped the bike by the bus station, but no…she was here, walking.

Stupid.

Oh well, she’d try to make the best of it and enjoy the walk as best she could.

The trees were lovely, some of the trunks had some moss on them, she noticed. Was it supposed to be on the north side of the tree? South? East, west? No idea, but she remembered something about that and resolved to see if all the trees that had moss on their trunks had it on the same side.

They did not.

The grass on the side of the road was nice. Except for that dead raccoon off to the side. Ew. Erin wrinkled her nose and steered clear of it, spending some time thinking of the life that little raccoon had before it had met its unfortunate and surely untimely end on that desolate stretch of road.

Had it decided to leave home as well? Was this a young, teenage girl raccoon, stuck in an unpleasant family situation in a dead-end part of the forest where her dreams and aspirations, great as they undoubtedly were, could never be realized, much to her dismay and consternation?

Had she decided one day to run away and head out on this very same roadway to the center of town, there to enjoy the freedom of the trash cans and gutters and dark alleyways of downtown Elmira?

Had she stared at the bright lights of the oncoming car with wonder and hope, seeing it as a sign of the wonders and delights that awaited her, before realizing far too late that it was a sign of oncoming death? Had she screamed before the car ended her dreams?

Erin’s eyes started tearing up as she chided herself. It was just a raccoon. Roadkill. There was always roadkill and if you got all weepy over every single one you saw, and the countless millions you never saw, you couldn’t live. Erin couldn’t live that way. She would need to be stronger.

She shook off her melancholy and forced a smile on her face, running her hands through her hair to try and get it into shape, pressing on. Another hour and a few more dead animals later, she reached the town and made her way along the sidewalks and through the intersections towards the bus station, which was, unfortunately, on the exact opposite side of town.

Walking along Main Street, she had a shock. Coming out of one of the stores, a clothing store called 4Her, she saw a man leading a girl, young like herself, clad in a one-piece light blue dress which ended mid-thigh. The girl was pretty. The man was middle-aged, balding, lightly bearded, wearing a business suit.

What shocked Erin was the set of chains she wore on her ankles, that rang as she walked. Shuffled would be a better word. Erin stared wide-eyed at the pair as they made their way in front of her towards a car parked some 50 feet ahead. A leather leash was in the man’s hand, the leash running up to the girl’s neck where it terminated somewhere in the area of her neck. Erin couldn’t see, as the girl’s back was to her and her long, blonde hair covered whatever the leash was attached to.

Erin had heard of such things.

Servitude was a thing now.

Captive servitude, they called it. A nice, sanitized way of referring to dark things. Things that had been removed from the visible strata of society. Pushed down below the surface where it would no longer offend. Where you could buy cheap things that were made somewhere no one ever taught you about, or if they did mention it, there were a million other things that needed your attention so you resorted to simply not caring.

Who made that shirt you bought and wore because it seemed nice at the time and then resided in the bottom recesses of a drawer until it became irrelevant? Was it a low-skilled worker happy to get a job, any job at all? So it was okay? Or was it someone else. Something else.

A slave?

The clinking of the chain as the girl shuffled along, led by the man—her owner?—to the car made Erin’s ears hurt. Each sound was like a knife to her side. The man opened the door and guided the girl—his girl?— into the front passenger seat, tossing the leash in with her before closing the door. He glanced over at Erin, eyes quickly running down her body, pausing just a moment too long before rising back up and meeting her eyes for a second. Erin quickly looked away, blushing, confused, striding quickly away, continuing along the sidewalk, resolving to find the bus station and get a ticket out of this town before she lost her nerve.

Who was that girl? What was her story? Had she run away from home too? The image of the raccoon briefly flashed before Erin’s eyes before she dismissed it. She had heard that it was mostly criminals that were given the choice of becoming a servant. Instead of languishing in a jail cell, suckling off the teat of society’s taxes, they could choose to make themselves useful by being sold into servitude.

The girl had probably done something bad. Maybe stealing from a store in the mall? Erin swallowed and flushed with the memory of her own offense. And—it had to be said—her currently active, oh so very active offense of having stolen money from her mom and Steve. But that was different.

She hadn’t stolen the necklace—Marcy had.

The card, yes, but they had never actually busted her for that, and anyway, it was an attempt at a nice gesture from Erin and that didn’t count.

The money wasn’t theft, it was compensation for the sucky life that Erin had to put up with from her loser mom and Steve. At a going rate of a buck fifty for every lecherous glance from him, she reconned he still owed her.

The unpleasant sense of foreboding now nearly tamped down, she continued on until she reached the bus station. Her stomach was rumbling with hunger, as she had, of course, forgotten to grab something for breakfast and it was now approaching lunch time.

But first she needed to buy her ticket.

She approached the ticket counter and cleared her throat to get the attention of the rather severe looking woman behind the counter.

“Yes?”

“Um. I’d…I’d like a ticket to New York, please?” Erin started, feeling a massive surge of nerves as she said the words. Saying them seemed to make them real. What was a concept before, was now well on its way to becoming reality and that made her nervous.

“Where in New York?” the woman said, voice flat, somewhat impatient.

“Huh?”

“We’re in New York. State. Where. Do. You. Want. To. Go?”

“Oh. Sorry. The city. New York City,” she stammered.

“Port Authority?”

“Huh?”

The woman sighed. Her face softened somewhat as she took a moment to take in the clearly nervous and out of her depth young woman in front of her. How many women—girls, really—just like her had started their journey to a new life at this counter? Had they done well?

“Port Authority bus station in Manhattan? That’s one of the main stops you could take. Is that where you want to go?”

“Oh. Yeah, sure. I’d like that, please.”

“Okay,” the woman said as she began tapping away on something behind the counter.

“How much is that?” Erin asked.

After a moment the woman looked up. “That’ll be 52 dollars even.”

“What? That much?” Erin gasped. She only had 54 dollars.

“Fraid so,” came the reply. The woman gazed up at her, sympathy in her eyes. “You sure you want to do this?”

“Yes,” Erin replied, redoubling her resolve. If she gave up now, she’d never get out of here. She’d probably work some lame job at the mall, get married to some loser like Steve, pop out a few kids she didn’t really want but felt like she needed to have, and get shit-faced like her mom.

She would become her mom.

No.

No.

Never!

“Yes,” she said again as she handed over the bills.


Chapter 9

The Big City

Just under an hour later the bus finally pulled up in the bus bay, disgorging a few passengers while Erin stood there, waiting to board. As two men and one woman shuffled off, Erin stepped up to the front of the bus, looked up at the driver and then stepped on board. A quick check of her ticket, and Erin made her way towards the back of the bus passing the seated passengers there, some of them staring up at her, watching her pass. Most of them ignored her, looking out the window.

Erin found a seat next to the window on the left hand side of the bus and sat down. Some of the nervousness she had started to feel faded away, replaced by excitement. She was on her way! She placed her hands together, between her knees and leaned forward, looking out of the window, expecting the bus to start on their journey. But they weren’t moving, and Erin soon knew why: a girl, naked, in chains, came out of the terminal building, followed by a man in a blue uniform.

Erin’s eyes opened wide as the two of them made their way onto the bus and came towards Erin, the girl shuffling along, her ankles connected together with a chain, her wrists connected as well, a longer vertical chain connecting the two together. The girl made no effort to hide her intimate areas and Erin stared as she passed by her, the man following. The girl was pretty, older than Erin but not by much, as far as she could tell.

The sight disturbed Erin. This was the second captive girl she had seen, whereas before she could go months before ever even hearing about one, much less seeing one in person. The man looked like he could be law enforcement, and that made Erin even more uneasy, given the way today had started. She shook it off as the pair took a seat near the back of the bus and the door closed. They were on their way, finally!

Somewhere on their long, tedious journey Erin had managed to doze off, and when she woke up, the bus was rumbling through what was to Erin an alien landscape. A maze of brick and glass buildings and choking traffic. Billboards hawking all manner of products and services, gas stations and homeless people huddled along the sidewalks. Erin gazed out the window towards the towering skyscrapers that loomed ahead of them as the bus crawled slowly towards Manhattan.

And as she stared at what lay ahead of her, Erin started to feel a panic rising up inside her. She was in way over her head. She felt so stupid! What was she thinking? She had absolutely no experience with a big city, let alone one as huge as New York City. She had no money, no place to stay, no job lined up. Fuck! Maybe there was a chance that she could get a ticket back home if she promised to pay them when she arrived? No, probably not. She was going to wind up just like that girl sitting at the back of the bus, she just knew it!

Head filled with thoughts of remorse and stomach grumbling from lack of food, Erin rested her head against the window and worked to calm herself down. It would be okay, she tried to convince herself. She would find a way to get the things she needed. First order of business, she decided, was to get out of the city. Even from here it scared her. If she could get out into one of the suburbs she could get a job.

She knew the old song: If I can make it there, I’ll make it anywhere, but she didn’t think she could make it there and she’d rather make it anywhere else than there! The suburbs would be good, and she knew there were many on Long Island, which was right next to Manhattan, as far as she remembered. So, get out of Manhattan and get a job, then maybe she could get herself a place to stay, with a set of roommates to help split the rent.

Her mind turned to happy thoughts of what might be. A cozy apartment shared by her and three other girls her age, each with their own quirky personalities that seemed destined to clash but wound up complementing each other perfectly. She would be the serious one and there would be a goofball, and a sexy girl that brought hunky boys over every weekend and the neat and tidy one who would fuss over the mess the other girls left and scold them, but in the end would happily clean up. And Erin would help, because friendship was important and in the end they were all in this together.

And she would work hard at her job, earning commendations from her female boss who would see in her something of herself and promote her to store manager. After a few years Erin would work hard at the local community college nights and weekends and she would earn her degree and all her friends would celebrate her accomplishments with cake and champagne. She sighed. It would all work out.

The bus had entered a tunnel, the tunnel that led from New Jersey into Midtown Manhattan and she stared out the window at the tiles that lined the walls of the tunnel, somewhat disturbed to see water freely flowing from between some of the tiles. But no one seemed to be disturbed by this, none of the other cars doing anything other than continuing along their lane, heading towards the exit of the tunnel, into the chaos of the streets of New York, and they emerged as well.

Erin couldn’t help but stare at the masses of people on the sidewalks, moving as if they were a liquid, flowing and ebbing and sloshing into and out of the many crevices and open spaces that existed to accommodate and redirect it. Lights regulated the mass’s movement and the flow of cars partitioned it, subdividing it and breaking off small pieces, people scurrying to avoid being hit by cab or scooter or fast-moving bicycle, almost invariably ridden by masked men with large, rectangular backpacks with logos of strange and alien companies on them.

The bus crawled through the choked streets until, Erin faint with the overstimulation of her senses, it made its way into a dark and dank structure of ugly pillars and fluorescent lights that was the bus terminal. An ugly edifice that served as Erin’s welcome to the big city and helped to confirm her first impression: she needed to get out.

And out of the bus she went, taking care to not trip as she stepped off, and wondering how the poor, naked, chained girl would fare here, and what fate awaited her. But she had her own problems to deal with, not the least of which was how to get off an island without any money to speak of. Having become part of the collective body of people streaming out of the Port Authority bus bays, Erin was swept along claustrophobic corridors past posters for shows she would love to see someday but were all undoubtedly out of her reach. But one poster gave her an idea: the Brooklyn Bridge. One could walk across it, apparently, according to the poster which showed people enjoying a stroll across the bridge on a bright, sunny day.

So it was that Erin managed to make her way out of the building and onto the sidewalk outside, where the cacophony briefly gave her a panic attack as she turned around, trying to get her bearings. She pulled out her cheap Android phone and opened the maps app, pausing briefly to scan her surroundings for threats, finding none nearby, although someone across the many lanes of 8th Avenue seemed to be screaming about something.

Her heart sank as she stared at the directions. It would take her more than an hour, almost an hour and a half to walk from where she was to the Manhattan side of the bridge, and then she still had to cross it and at that point she would be in Brooklyn—not exactly the kind of suburb she was aiming for. There was no getting around it, she needed cash to get on a bus, or maybe a train.

Despondent, she crossed 8th Avenue and made her way along West 42nd Street, heading east, simply walking, just to get somewhere, where perhaps she could find a quiet spot and sit down and think. Perhaps if she made it to the East River she could sit by the water and calm herself down.

Ahead of her she saw a man in a nice suit, talking loudly to himself, seeming to carry on a conversation with someone about something called a Margin Put, which Erin thought was very sad. This city obviously could and did drive people who lived within it mad, for there was no other explanation for this man’s behavior she could think of. And as he gestured wildly at the sky, he tripped over a raised tile in the sidewalk and almost fell on his face, managing to stop himself in time and let out a string of expletives that made Erin’s face blush.

But there was something else that caught Erin’s eye. For the man’s wallet had fallen from his pocket as he went flying and it sat there on the sidewalk, and Erin stopped and stared at it, and looked up at the man as he stopped moving and his hands reached to his back pocket. Without thinking, she fled forward, bending down to grab the wallet and hold it close to her breast. Heart thumping loudly she looked up to see him staring right at her.

She could have smiled, walked calmly over to him and handed him his wallet. He would have smiled back at her and said calmly to the other party on his call—for she could see now that he wore earbuds—that there was a lovely young woman there who had rescued his wallet, and with a self-deprecating chuckle, taken the errand item from her. And he would have made a motion to her to hang on a second, and reaching into the wallet, he might have pulled out a 20 and handed it to her, hushing her when she protested that it really wasn’t necessary. And, both parties pleased with how things had progressed, she would have made her way back to the bus terminal and bought a ticket to her dream destination in the suburbs of Long Island.

Instead, she ran. Across the stopped traffic of 42nd Street, weaving through the crowds, heart lodged in her throat as she berated herself even as her heart thrilled at the possibilities she had unlocked for herself.

She would pay him back, she swore to herself as she narrowly avoided slamming into a tourist stopped on his phone, and swore at him. Her feet hurt, her shoes not really suited for running and slamming her soles repeatedly on the hard, uneven pavement of the city. She was panting and disoriented by the time she turned left, crossing traffic again to make her way up Lexington. She slowed down, sure that she was giving herself away by running. Better to blend into the crowds and look normal.

Seeing a nook set back from the sidewalk, she turned there and sat down, heart beating heavily. Checking that no one was looking, she took a peek at the contents of the wallet and she gasped. There must be several hundred dollars there! And credit cards. And a driver’s license. Good, she thought. When she was safe and had made some money, she would send everything back to him with a carefully worded letter of apology.

There was something else tucked away in the wallet, among the dollar bills. A ticket for something called the Hampton Jitney. Actually, not a ticket, a voucher. Good for one ride on the Jitney. She surmised that it was a bus, probably a luxury bus headed to the Hamptons, which she had heard about.

Her head swam with the possibilities. The Hamptons were a series of cute and fancy villages on the East End of Long Island. Frequented by the rich and famous, it was a place she had longed to go. And here was literally her ticket! Or voucher.

She quickly looked up the nearest stop for the Jitney, which turned out to be several blocks north on Lexington, which was the street she was on! And so she made her way up, realizing as she walked that not only did her feet hurt, but she was starving. And someone in possession of several hundred dollars in cash did not, technically speaking, need to be starving.

As she continued on her way, looking for a place to grab a bite, the skies darkened above her. She glanced up to see a ship hovering into view, blocking the sun as they always did. Her mood darkened. A bad omen, she thought and then quickly dismissed the thought as she found herself outside a place called Green, Red, Purple, which seemed to be a salad place with a rather stupid name. The cheery mascot painted on the windows that fronted the place was a head of lettuce with cheery tomato and purple cabbage sidekicks.

Whatever, she was hungry and a salad wouldn’t make her feel bloated for a long bus ride. She entered and surveyed the menu for a while, several impatient women in tight lycra workout outfits pressing past her to head to the ordering counter. Finally, Erin made up her mind and placed her order.

“33 dollars, please,” said the cheery girl behind the counter.

“33? Wow!” Erin exclaimed. “For a salad?”

“Yeah?” was the only reply.

“Okay,” she replied and reached into the wallet to pull out two 20 dollar bills. She handed them over to be confronted by a frozen smile.

“No cash, sorry.”

“Huh?”

“We’re a cashless establishment,” the somewhat less cheery girl intoned.

“Oh. Okay,” Erin stammered. She hesitated briefly then reached back in the wallet, tucking the bills back in and pulling out a silver card. An American Express Platinum card. That very clearly had a man’s name on it. She handed it over and the girl tapped it on the screen facing Erin, not bothering to look at it, handing it back with a smile. Erin quickly slipped it back in the wallet and tucked the wallet into her purse.

“Call you when it’s ready. What name should I use?”

“Oh. Uh, Erin,” she replied.

“Thanks. Next.”

Erin waited over at the counter facing the window, standing next to the barstool, shifting uncomfortably from one foot to the other, waiting for her salad. When her name was called she almost jumped out of her skin, but recovered and picked up her salad, which was in a to-go bag. She decided to take it with her and eat it on the bus if it was leaving soon.

Filled with both hope and a sense of foreboding, Erin headed back out onto Lexington Avenue, in search of the Jitney and a passage out of the city and towards her new life in the Hamptons. Walking along, she passed a brick wall where someone had spray painted a single word.

Slavehampton


Chapter 10

Le Bouillon

“Galina?” Mikael repeated.







“Yes, I am house mother. You come in, you bring your bag, yes? I show you room,” she said, motioning for him to enter.

“But,” he hesitated, “you are a…”

“Da?”

“You are a…slave?”

‘Da? The problem is?”

“Oh, no problem…” Mikael stammered. “I didn’t know…”

“You come in now, yes?”

“Okay,” Mikael said, pulling his bag past the threshold and following the naked Russian slave as she led him through the foyer of the apartment, past a tiny kitchen and past a couple of closed doors to the last one at the end of the hallway.

Mikael looked around himself. He wasn’t too incredibly impressed right now. When he had signed up for a summer job in the fabled Hamptons and was offered accommodations, he had visions of a beach house he would share with others his own age. He had dreamed of grilling hot dogs and hamburgers with his new friends and arguing that grilling was not barbecuing and laughing over some of their watery American beer.

Galina ushered him into his room, which he noted was tiny and contained two beds, each singles that were pushed against the two sides of the room. One of the beds was clearly in use, the sheets rumpled and tossed to the side. The other bed, on the left side, was neatly made.

“This is my side?” he asked.

“Da, your side.” She looked with disapproval at the unmade bed. “Ah, I make bed again. Mr. Nate so messy, yes?”

“Nate? Is he staying in this room?”

“Da. He is like you, young man.” She winked at Mikael. “Very naughty man, like you?”

“I’m sorry? What?”

“Naughty man. Is not a problem, I am here for that,” she said, nonchalantly.

Mikael rolled his bag over to the side. “I’m sorry,” he said. “I’m a little confused. You are here for what?”

She stared at him and waved her hand up and down her body, cocking her eyebrow at him. “It is not so hard to understand, no?” She paused and then lit up. “Ah, you are gay? You like men? Is why you not understand? Is not a problem.”

“No, I’m not gay, I’m German!”

“German?”

“Yes, we don’t have slaves where I’m from. I guess I don’t understand what is allowed and what is not.”

“Ah! It is simple. I am property of restaurant owner. This apartment is his too, yes? You are his, um, his employee. You live here, I take care of you. I am house mother, keep clean, washing clothes, bed. Keep boys happy. Girls too,” she said.

“I see,” he said, sitting down on the bed heavily.

“You have long trip, no? You need relaxation? I take care,” she said, sitting down next to him and looking up at him with eyes that he noticed were blue and kind. His eyes casually wandered the rest of her body, at least that which he could see. She was relatively young, perhaps only in her late twenties, early thirties, and she had a trim body, pretty face and firm breasts.

“Um, I could perhaps like some relaxation?” he said, face starting to blush. “But I would like to freshen up? It was a very long trip.” And it was getting somewhat late. “Is my roommate going to be back soon?”

“Him? No, he work late hours. You take off all clothes, I take you to shower, help you, okay?”

“Oh,” Mikael said. He hadn’t expected this greeting or the services that Galina was offering. There were so many things here that were unexpected, to be honest. The USA was turning out to be not quite what he had thought, but there were certainly some perks.

He stood up, suddenly feeling rather self conscious. As a German, he was quite familiar with being nude, including in public places, what with the Freikörperkultur movement, which advocated for the benefits of nudity in controlled environments. However, being in the same room with a naked female slave who was clearly advocating that the two of them get intimate, was suddenly causing him some pause. And yet, he really did want to take a shower…and she was offering to help. Who was he to refuse her kind offer?

Staring down at his shoes, he kicked them off and then proceeded to strip quickly, tossing his clothes onto the bed, which cause a momentary flicker of distress from Galina. She kept silent, however, only her eyes and tight-set mouth betraying her feelings on the matter. Mikael sighed and, penis swinging slightly as it started to firm up, turned around and began folding his clothes, looking over at her to see how she was reacting.

She was staring at his member, and keeping her expression neutral. Mikael wasn’t quite sure what to make of that, but decided to forge ahead. He looked around himself. “Okay, um, where is the shower?”

“Yes, you follow, I show you,” she said as she stood up and shuffled along, out of the room and down the hall towards another door, left slightly ajar. She went inside, holding the door open for him as he entered, looking at the tiny bathroom, noting the stand-up shower and the small sink and toilet.

Galina reached over and turned on the shower, holding her hand under the stream until it appeared to reach a temperature she found acceptable. She climbed in and motioned him to enter, so he did. What followed was one of Mikael’s most interesting showers. Galina was pretty good at her duties, he determined. She scrubbed vigorously, handling all parts of his body, paying particular attention to his private parts.

As he inevitably became rather excited by her services, she knelt down and took his member into her mouth, working his shaft, sucking eagerly, Mikael groaning and leaning back against the side of the shower enclosure. He looked down at her head bobbing back and forth and he let out a long groan and shuddered as he came in her mouth. He leaned his head back and breathed in deeply, allowing his heart rate to lower. When he looked back down, Galina was staring up at him with a grin on her face.

“You like, yes?” she asked.

“Oh, yes!” he exclaimed. “It was quite nice, thank you!”

“Okay,” she said, standing up and turning off the water. “We dry now.”

“Now?”

“Yes,” she said, reaching over and grabbing a towel and proceeding to vigorously dry him off. Mikael winced as he allowed her to work his entire body with surprising efficiency and dedication.

She dried herself off as well and then, much to Mikael’s surprise, gave him a playful swat on the bottom with the towel. “You clean now!” she proclaimed. “I make borsht, you eat.”

“Oh, okay,” he said, completely flummoxed by the whole day and feeling extremely tired at this point. “I don’t know if I can stay awake for dinner,” he said, preparing to excuse himself to go and have a quick nap.

“You eat!” she yelled from the small kitchen where she was shuffling around. He sighed as he went back into the bedroom to dress.

* * *

The next day, having survived Galina’s cooking, meeting his roommate Nate, and finally getting to sleep, Mikael rose early, got dressed, had a nice breakfast of scrambled eggs and toast, then made his way to his new workplace: the restaurant Le Bouillon. It was just down the street in Southampton Village, on the corner of Main Street and Wall Street, across from Sant Gelato’s.

Orientation for the new summer crew of employees was held promptly at 8 am, and Mikael was pleased to see that the other wait staff were young, like him. Many of them from overseas, although he was the only German. The rest were mostly Irish, Russian, and from a variety of Hispanic countries.

Since the restaurant didn’t actually open until dinner, which started at 5 pm, Mikael decided to go explore the village after the orientation.

“Hey,” he said as he approached one of the waitresses, a young woman named Nila.

“Yeah?” she turned to him. She had been chatting with another of the waitresses, whose name he hadn’t managed to remember.

“So, um…I’m new here, to this area. Any chance you might want to show me around? Or show me where one could get some lunch?” he asked, hopeful that she might say yes. She was kind of cute and he wouldn’t have minded getting to know her. And getting some food, as he was starting to get a bit hungry.

She looked at him for a moment, giggled, then turned back to the other girl and continued chatting with her, as if he didn’t even exist.

Wow, rude! he thought to himself. “Okay, fine, I’ll explore myself,” he replied and made his way out of the restaurant, cheeks burning with humiliation. He had thought that Americans were supposed to be more friendly and welcoming.

Walking down Main Street, he resolved to try out Sant Gelato’s someday—it seemed like it had some quite delicious pastries as well as gelato. He turned on Jobs Lane and continued for a while, looking for anything that might be affordable for lunch, but not having much luck. Just to make matters worse, the sky began to darken as one of the giant ships hove into view.

Mikael looked upwards as the giant thing moved across the sky, blocking the sun and pretty soon all of the rest of the sky as well. These things had always fascinated him, even though it was generally considered inadvisable to mention them, or stare at them too overtly. But today his mood was not the greatest and he stared up at the ship, not paying attention to where he was walking, util he walked right into another girl walking towards him, also staring up at the darkening sky.

“Oh! Ouch, sorry!” the girls squeaked as she stumbled backwards.

Mikael immediately apologized, reaching out his hand to touch her arm. “No, I’m sorry, I should have looked where I was walking.”

“That’s okay, I wasn’t looking either,” the girl smiled. She was super cute, Mikael thought. Beautiful light blonde hair, gray eyes, small but well-formed breasts filling out the delicate pink and yellow patterned summer dress she was wearing.

“Catharina!” a woman across the street a ways from them was calling out.

“Oh, sorry, gotta go,” the girl said as she rushed past him, turning briefly to smile back at him, then rushing to cross the street and join what were probably her parents.

Mikael sighed. Oh, well, she was probably too young for him anyway, and the way she was dressed, she wouldn’t be hanging out with a lowly seasonal worker like him anyway.

He decided to check out one of the side alleys that went off of Jobs Lane, right beside a Ralph Lauren store. He didn’t make it more than a few yards down the alley before a brilliant flash of light blinded him and the world slowly went dark.

* * *

The peacefulness and overwhelming sense of calm and relaxation was what impressed Mikael the most in that moment. And even as his brain struggled do comprehend where he was, and what had happened to him, that was what he fixated on. He realized that he had never truly been relaxed before. Not like this, anyway. Perhaps it was a condition of being German? Perhaps the desire to do things just the right way caused a permanent sense of stress that one didn’t even feel, but was always there, lurking within your psyche?

In any case, Mikael did not feel any stress at the moment. In fact, he realized he didn’t feel anything at all, except for peace. And rest. Even the thought that popped into his head, of how people said Rest in Peace when someone died, did not disturb him in the least. Perhaps he was dead? Did something crash into him in that alley? He remembered the alley now. Strange, he had no recollection of anything for a moment there. Perhaps he was dead. In that case, death was nothing to fear. In fact, it seemed to be the absence of fear itself.

How comforting, he thought. Although, he didn’t really need comforting right now. His whole life had been lived with a heavy weight on his chest that he didn’t even realize was there, and nobody had told him about. But now it was gone, the absence of the thing making the thing real, even as it had never been observed before.

Ah, there was a light now, he realized. Had it always been there and he just hadn’t cared? It wasn’t the same light as in the alley, though. That had been harsh, unpleasant. Oh! He could grasp the concept of unpleasantness, now. That disturbed him a little. Before, his state was so devoid of all negatives, that he didn’t think he could have grasped the idea of something being undesirable. But now he could, slowly.

He began to shift, his body becoming a thing that he could feel again. A vessel that he inhabited. A heavy vessel. He still felt good, but he was starting to feel, and that meant that he could hurt. Although he wasn’t hurting much, he was glad to note. He hadn’t been run over or crushed, apparently. But he also wasn’t dead, that was starting to become more and more obvious. He could feel himself breathing, his arms could, in theory move, so he moved them and they didn’t move, which disturbed him.

And the fact that he could be disturbed, made him feel sad. He longed for that blissful state that he had inhabited for just that fleeting moment. And yes, it was bliss—that was the word he had been looking for. Blissfulness, blissful, bliss. What a word—he had learned it in his English class and hadn’t really known fully what it meant. But now he did and he wanted it back.

A figure, blurry and indistinct, hovered in front of his face, blocking some of the light. He squinted, another thing he could do, and the face resolved itself into one with more detail, revealing a pale, pinched face, elongated and dour.

“Oh, look, it’s awake,” a voice said, but not the face. The face just looked at him, eyes cold.

“Marshmallow,” said Mikael, and that confused him. Why would he say that? And that disturbed him. The bliss was gone.

“He’s not firing correctly,” the disembodied voice said. The face disappeared and Mikael strained to try and move his head, to see where it had gone, where he was. But his head didn’t move and he felt strange, like the back of his head was missing. Or, not missing, but part of the table. He was on a table, he realized with a shock. He tried to move his arms, to kick his legs, but while muscles twitched, nothing moved. He began to cry in fear.

“Start stage 2 again. Something went wrong,” another voice said, a different one. And Mikael went back to sleep.


Chapter 11

The Jitney

Walking along Lexington Avenue, carrying her to-go salad, Erin started to feel quite hopeful for the future. She just needed to get on this bus, head out to Southampton, and there she could undoubtedly get some sort of work. The Hamptons were a big summer destination for rich people, she knew, and there were probably lots of jobs to be had in the service industry. She could start there and then see how things went. One things was for sure: she could never return home. That life was over for her as far as she was concerned.

Finally she reached the spot where her phone told her the bus would pick up, and she stood there, in the shade of a store awning, waiting. Of course, she had no idea when it would arrive, and she was getting increasingly nervous about being spotted, so it was with considerable relief when she saw several other people arriving, carrying rolling bags with them, dressed in nice clothes, chatting on their phones.

It only took another 15 minutes before a big luxury coach arrived, with the words Hamptons Executive Jitney on it. The front door opened and the driver stepped out, opening the baggage compartment on the side of the bus, and started to take people’s bags and tickets as they lined up. Erin joined the line, looking nervously around her for any police.

Soon enough she got to the front where the driver looked at her and asked, “Where to?”

Erin, somewhat distracted by the sight of a police car that had stopped about halfway down the block from the bus, turned to him with a start.

“Huh? Sorry?”

“Where you going? Southampton? East Hampton? Montauk?” he asked impatiently. “Do you have a reservation?”

“Oh. No, I…I don’t have a reservation. Did I need one?” she stammered as she spotted a police officer exiting the car and heading in her direction.

“No, we have space. I just need to see your ticket,” he said.

Erin grabbed the voucher from her purse and handed it over.

“Okay, great. No bags?”

“No, thanks,” she said, getting a bit more panicky.

“Fine. I’ll call out the stops, Queens airport connection comes first,” he said, turning to the next passenger behind her.

“Thanks,” she said as she quickly stepped inside and made her way towards the back of the bus, keeping her head down and sitting down in a free seat on the other side of the bus, away from the sidewalk. She put her bag containing the salad down by her feet and clutched her purse to her chest.  To her relief, the last passenger boarded and the bus driver soon closed the door and started up. Erin breathed out, aware now that she had been holding her breath, waiting for the police to board and haul her away.

“Hi, drink?” a woman asked her.

“Oh, I…what?” Erin asked as she turned. A young Black woman in a blue shirt with the Jitney logo on it was standing next to her as the bus entered the flow of traffic. She held a small tablet in her hand.

“What would you like to drink, honey?” she repeated, looking at Erin with a patient smile. “For you we have soda, mineral water.”

“Oh, okay. Um…does it cost extra?” Erin asked.

“No, sweetie. It’s included.”

“Cool! Um, I guess I’ll have a Coke?”

“Alright, I’ll get that for you,” she replied and went on to take the next passenger’s order. Erin noted that others were offered wine and beer. As much as she could really use a beer right now, she thought, it was still better not to. Keep your wits about you, Erin, she said to herself.

As she sat there, staring out the window, the bus entered the Midtown tunnel heading out to Queens. This tunnel, Erin noted, seemed slightly less scary than the first one she had gone through, no water flowing through cracks anywhere. Soon enough she received her drink and a little packet of nuts so she took out her salad and began eating it as the bus made its way along the Long Island Expressway, turning off onto a service road briefly to stop by the side.

Apparently, this was the airport connection stop and a few people got on here, the bus continuing soon thereafter. Erin sat there, staring at the world as it passed by, the sky darkening as one of the ships appeared overhead. The darkness did nothing to help her mood which was starting to fall again.

It was one thing to look forward to a new future, another to have committed to an uncertain one. As she contemplated all the things that could go wrong here, she realized once again the folly of her impulsive decision to leave home. It would be night by the time they arrived, and she had no place to stay. Any attempt to use the credit card she had stolen to pay for lodging would probably bring the police down on her, and paying cash was probably not a great idea either, even if the wallet she had stolen had enough in it.

Nevertheless she wound up falling asleep, waking only when the bus driver called out Hampton Bays. Erin panicked and looked around herself to see if everyone was getting off. She had no idea where this stop was in relation to Southampton.

“Excuse me,” she asked the woman sitting across the aisle from her. “Did we pass Southampton yet?”

“Oh, no. That’s next,” the woman reassured her.

“That’s a relief,” Erin sighed.

“Are you heading out East for the first time?” the woman asked her in a kind voice.

“Um, yeah,” she replied.

“Getting a summer job? Or visiting friends?”

“Um, I guess looking for a job?” Erin replied.

“Oh, you don’t have one lined up yet? Wow, that’s brave of you!” The woman leaned back as the bus started up again. “When I was young like you, I might have tried something like that if my parents would have let me,” she laughed softly. “Still, you shouldn’t have any trouble. They’re hiring like crazy for the summer season.”

“That’s good to hear,” Erin said, feeling a bit better.

“Where are you staying?”

“Um, I guess I don’t really know yet,” Erin offered up, feeling like she could trust this woman.

“Ugh,” she replied. “That’s going to be hard, my dear. Lodging is a real problem out here. Look,” she said as Erin’s face fell. “I know the pastor at the Catholic Church near the village. It’s the Basilica Parish, um, of the Sacred Hearts something or another. Sorry, not familiar with the name, but a friend of mine goes there.”

“Oh, I…I’m not Catholic,” Erin said. “I mean, I guess I was born…that, but never really went or anything.”

“Yeah, it’s okay, you don’t need to be. The pastor can probably set you up with one of the parishioners for the night.”

“Wow, really? That would be super helpful. I was wondering if there was a youth hostel or something?”

“Not in Southampton, but this will function kind of like that,” the woman smiled. “Look, when we get off in Southampton, I’m going to get picked up by my friend. The bus doesn’t really stop in the village itself, so you’d want someone to drive you anyway. But we can drop you off at the Church, does that sound good?”

“Wonderful! Thanks so much,” Erin replied, sincerely happy at this turn of events.

“I’m Barbara, by the way,” she said, holding out her hand.

“I’m Erin.” And the two shook hands.

And indeed, the bus arrived shortly thereafter in the parking lot of what looked a bit like a strip mall at the side of the main highway, where it disgorged its passengers. Erin followed the nice woman off the bus and stood there while she retrieved her bag.

She was engrossed in listening to the woman greeting her friend who was waiting for them, another middle-aged woman wearing expensive looking clothes, so it came as a massive shock to her when a tap on her shoulder caused her to turn around and find herself face to face with a stern looking police officer.

“Erin Kirkpatrick?” the male officer asked, right hand hovering over his holstered pistol.

“Um—yeah,” she stammered, heart leaping into her chest.

“Step over here,” he said, grabbing her right arm with his free hand and guiding her away from the two women, who looked on with shock and concern.

“Excuse me, officer,” Barbara said, as her friend looked on, utterly lost.

“Step away, ma’am,” he said.

“I’m sorry, but I’m sure there’s some sort of mistake here. This young woman was riding with me, and—”

“I said, step away, ma’am,” he repeated forcefully as another officer, a female, hair tied back in a severe bun, came over and stood to the side, hands hooked on her belt, staring at the assembled party.

“Okay, okay,” Barbara said, stepping back and raising her hands in mock surrender.

“Please, sir,” Erin stuttered. “Can I just go? I didn’t—”

“Hands behind your back,” he said, as the female officer pulled out a set of handcuffs and approached her.

“Just do as they say,” Barbara called out. “I’m sure this will all get sorted out.”

Erin put her hands behind her back and let the officer cuff her. She had flashbacks to when she had gotten arrested at the mall, but she feared that this time things were going to be a lot worse, and she felt like she was going to throw up. She had come so close to having things work out for her.

“What’s in your purse,” the male officer asked her.

“Uh, wait—that’s my stuff!” she cried out as he grabbed it, the strap still around her shoulder, pulling her forward as he pulled at the strap. He quickly unhooked it from the body of her purse and opened it up.

“What am I going to find in here?” he asked her, staring at her with dark eyes.

“Nothing, I swear. I…” she stumbled as he reached in and pulled out the wallet. “That’s mine, I swear. I was—I found it on the street and I was going to give it back, once I found who it belonged to, I swear!” Tears started prickling her eyes as the officer opened the wallet, took out the ID and gazed back at her with a world-weary expression.

“Check for the credit card,” the female officer said.

“Yup, here it is, the Amex,” he replied, holding up the credit card Erin had used to buy her salad.

Erin looked over at Barbara, who was looking back with disappointment. An expression that spoke of betrayal as well, as if Erin’s greatest sin had been to take up so much of this woman’s time, when that time could have been spent on anything other than helping yet another loser work their next con.

“I swear,” Erin started, but it was no use. Barbara turned away, holding her friend’s hand and walking over to a parked Mercedes whose lights flashed as they approached.

“You’re in major trouble, young lady,” the female officer said as she pulled Erin towards the waiting patrol car. “Theft of private property, including monetary instruments worth in excess of 50 thousand, use of stolen property in commission of a crime, fleeing the scene, crossing county lines with stolen property. Stealing the use of a transportation service in excess of 100 dollars.”

“What…what are all those charges?” she protested. “I found the wallet on the street. I just bought a salad, that’s all. I was hungry and I needed to eat! I was going to give it all back, I swear!”

“Yeah, right,” the male officer snorted as he pushed her head down to enter the back of the patrol car. “Watch your head,” he said after the fact, and reached in to buckle her seatbelt, slamming the door closed when he was done.

Erin squirmed in the backseat of the patrol car as the handcuffs bit into her wrists and back. The two officers climbed in and spoke for a moment on the radio, then started up the car, pulling out of the parking lot and making their way back onto Montauk Highway.

The female officer turned in her seat to face Erin. “I’m afraid it’s not going to go well for you, sweetie. The man you stole from is pressing charges.”

“What does that mean?” she asked. “I can give back everything, and I can work to pay back what I spent. I was going to get a job and—”

“That doesn’t matter, sweetie. It’s too late for that,” she interrupted. “He wants you punished and the current political climate means we don’t really have a lot of leeway.”

“What are you going to do? Do I have to go to jail?”

The male officer snorted. “You wish.”

“Come on, Frank. You’re scaring her. She’s just a kid.”

“Bullshit. She’s an adult. She’s 18, she should know better. If we give everyone who wants to just take whatever’s not theirs and just do what they want, what kind of society would we have, huh?” he protested.

The female officer sighed. “Yeah, but I just don’t feel right sending a young girl like this to be enslaved.”

“That’s not what it’s called,” he replied. “She’ll be a captive servant, and she’ll pay back her debt to society that way. Probably been causing trouble all her life. She’s got a record from way back, don’t you?”

“Huh?” Erin started, realizing he was addressing her.

“You’ve got a record. Theft. When you were 16.”

“I…yeah, but it wasn’t me—my friend stole the necklace, I was just holding it for her…”

“Okay, see?” he said, glancing at his partner. “Deflecting blame again, aiding and abetting, if not outright theft. Now this. She’s a bad apple. That’s a thing, okay? Some people just are that way. She’ll be better off as property. Let someone handle her the way she needs to be handled. Everything works out.”

His partner just stared out her window as the car made its way into Southampton village, pulling into the main police station.

He parked the car and turned it off, punching a few buttons on the screen angled towards him. “Okay, looks like the order just came it.”

He turned towards her. “Judge just handed down your sentence. Induction into property status. Effective immediately.”


Chapter 12

Induction

Erin felt completely numb as she was pulled out of the patrol car and marched through the front door of the police station, passing by the front desk where the two officers nodded at the sergeant behind the desk. They dragged her through a swinging door and down a long hallway, Erin finding it hard to keep up with her hands cuffed behind her back.

Finally, they reached a door marked “Intake” and Erin was ushered inside, the door closing behind them. She was led to a wooden bench set against the wall and told to sit down, which she did with a sigh. Across from her was a desk with another female officer sitting at it, typing away at a laptop, barely acknowledging the arrivals. The male officer knelt down and fastened Erin’s left ankle to a cuff that was connected to a chain that disappeared underneath the bench. He then stood up, and gently prodding Erin to lean forward, unfastened her handcuffs and stepped back, holding them in his hands. Erin leaned back again, rubbing her wrists in front of her.

“You’re going to get processed by Officer Hailey here, okay Erin? Do everything she says and you’ll be fine.” The officer smiled tentatively at Erin, who stared back blankly, not quite sure what to say.

“Okay, take care,” the officer said and then left with his partner, who looked back at him with a bemused expression, as if to say, “Why did you bother saying that?”

After a few minutes of typing, during which Erin sat there, staring at her hands clasped in her lap, Officer Haley stood up from the desk and approached her, standing in front of her with hands on hips.

“Erin Kirkpatrick?”

“Yes?”

“I’m going to give you a series of orders, and you’re going to follow them without hesitation or any pushback, okay?” she said, looking down at Erin with a stern expression. “Any physical altercation, resistance, or attack of any kind will result in an immediate response that will involve physical pain, do you understand?”

“Um, yeah, I understand,” Erin replied, looking up at her. Her heart sank, as it seemed that Officer Haley, though pretty young herself, did not mess around. She was probably in her mid 20s, heavyset, brown hair tied back in a bun, uniform fitting poorly. She did not wear a firearm, but she did have a baton in her belt and Erin eyed it with trepidation.

“Stand up and take your top and bra off,” she said as Erin stared up at her with wide eyes.

“Huh?”

“I said, stand up and take your top and bra off. I’m not going to keep repeating stuff, okay? You need to get used to obeying commands first time they’re said.”

“I’m…I’m sorry,” she stammered and stood up, pulling her top off. This was probably going to be a strip search and she wasn’t looking forward to it. She looked around herself for a place to put her top and the officer held out her hand, taking it from her.

Erin continued, taking her bra off, feeling self-conscious about her breasts being exposed. Haley took that too, putting it in a bin on top of her desk.

“Okay, now take off your shoes and socks.”

Erin didn’t hesitate this time, sitting down on the chair to undo her sneakers, taking them and her socks off. As she did so, she paused briefly to look at the cute little socks she had decided to wear this morning—a seeming lifetime ago. They had little pink ducks on them, along the side. Three of them all in a row. Would she ever get to pick out her own socks again?

Handing them over, she stood up, feeling the cold air of the room affecting her nipples, which were starting to firm up, standing out from her breasts like two little pink spears.

Officer Haley turned back to her and said, “Now you’re going to push your pants and panties down, get them past your right foot, then I’ll take care of your cuff.”

“Oh, okay,” Erin said as she undid her jeans, pushing them and her panties down in one motion, grimacing as she revealed her pubic hair to a stranger for the very first time in her life. Not having had sex yet, even after reaching her 18th birthday, was a source of shame for Erin. It wasn’t that she hadn’t wanted to, but none of the boys seemed right for her, and quite a few of them had turned her off of the whole thing with their horrible behavior. Now she wasn’t sure if she’d have a say in such things anymore.

She pulled her right leg out of the pants as Haley knelt down, helping pull her foot out from the tangle of the jeans and panties. The officer then undid the cuff around Erin’s left ankle, and holding on to her right leg, fastened it quickly onto the other ankle. Perhaps if Erin had been determined, she might have tried to run, but she probably would have tripped on the pants still pooled around her left leg, and where would she run to anyway? Naked, inside a police station, it would have gone very badly for her, she was quite sure of that.

Officer Haley helped pull the clothes off her left leg and stood up with them, putting them in the bin after going through the pockets first.

“Okay, I’m going to do a search of your body,” Haley said as she donned blue latex gloves, struggling for a moment to get all her fingers in the right spots, while Erin stood and waited, an empty pit in her stomach.

“Wait—can I…can I call a lawyer or something? Can I call my mom?” Erin blurted out, desperate for some way out of this.

Finished with the challenge of the gloves, the officer looked at Erin with a sad smile. “No, you don’t get to do that, I’m afraid. Those are rights for free people. You’re not free anymore.”

She came closer and said, “Listen, it’ll be easier on you if you just accept that. You’re a captive servant now, and different rules apply to you. Now, open your mouth and don’t bite or you’ll find out what some of those rules allow me to do to you.”

Erin opened her mouth wide, feeling numb. Perhaps her life was always meant to lead to this, she thought. A small town girl, no money, drunk mom, missing dad, a police record while she was still a teen. Add to that the brilliant plan of running away from home. And the insanely stupid way she had gone about it—yeah, it was just a matter of time. She could have turned things around, maybe, if she’d handed that guy his wallet. But then she might have just wound up in an alley in the city, raped or dead. This was better.

The officer rooted around in her mouth for a while, checking around her teeth, under her tongue. Finished with that, she checked Erin’s hair, pulling it back off her ears, running fingers through it. After that she checked the undersides of Erin’s breasts and under her arms.

“Okay, now turn slightly, spread your legs, bend down with your hands on your knees.”

Erin sighed as she obeyed, crouched with her legs spread, knowing what was coming. She felt the fingers at the entrance of her sex, spreading her lips, a finger probing her opening.

“You’re a virgin,” Haley said, with a bit of surprise in her voice.

“Yeah,” Erin replied. The one word sufficient in her mind to convey embarrassment, defiance and fear. Nevertheless, the finger continued in, stopping at her barrier, still intact, and stayed there for a moment before it was slowly removed..

“Alright,” Haley said, moving to the desk where she put some lubricant on her gloved finger. “Try to relax,” she said, coming back behind Erin.

Naturally Erin tensed up immediately and the finger poking at her back entrance found some resistance, which it breached by virtue of persistence alone. It hurt, which caused Erin to jerk and push back with her muscles to expel the intruder, which had the opposite effect, opening her up for the finger to penetrate her further.

“Ow,” she cried.

“Yeah, just be in there for a moment longer,” Haley said as her finger probed the inner secrets of Erin’s rectum. Thankfully it didn’t last too long and the finger was finally removed, the sound of latex gloves coming off and being thrown away distracting Erin from the lingering discomfort in her anus.

“You can stand up now,” Haley said, and Erin stood, clasping her hands in front of her mound. This was one of the most humiliating experiences she’d ever had.

Officer Haley came up to her with a phone, pointing it at Erin, clearly intending to take pictures.

“Wait, you’re going to take photos while I’m naked?” Erin protested.

“Yeah, of course. You’re going to be put up for sale, people are going to want to know what they’re buying. On that note, put your hands down by your sides and keep them there,” she replied.

Erin grimaced and obeyed.

“You should smile more,” Haley said. Erin forced a plastic smile on her face.

“That’s the spirit! Now give me something better. Look,” she said, lowering the phone. “Here’s the deal. You’re getting sold. You want to be sold to a rich person, okay? Otherwise your life will be shit. Rich people want happy property.”

“Happy property? Are you serious?” Erin couldn’t help blurting out.

“Yeah, they’re all weird as fuck, okay? They have what they like to call a ‘Social Consciousness,’ whatever the fuck that is. They’re more than happy to fuck you over casually, as long as they think it’s what you deserve and that you’re fundamentally happy to be getting anything from them, even if it’s their cock up your ass.”

“Wow, you’re bitter,” Erin said, looking down.

“Yeah, I’ve been dealing with these entitled assholes every fucking summer. Trust me, it doesn’t get easier with time. But still, just play along. Smile. Make it seem like you really want this.”

“Want to be sold?”

“Yeah. Want it. Be happy to be sold to some rich family. Be their grateful rescue pet. Wag your fucking tail. Beg to be saved by them, then they’ll be happy to take you into their family. They’ll treat you better than anyone else will, okay?”

“Okay, I guess…”

“No, I’m serious. Some restaurant owner or gardening supply place buys you, they know what you are: a resource to be worked as hard as possible to get their money’s worth so the books add up. Chain you down at night in a cold storage room. Feed you the absolute minimum to keep you going. You don’t want that.”

“No, I guess I don’t…” Erin said.

“Be a pet,” Haley repeated. “Be happy, grateful and make them feel every day that they did the right thing rescuing you, and you’ll have a good life. Remind them of their underlying narcissism and they’ll send you off to the recycle bins so fast!”

“Uh, thanks,” Erin replied. “Good advice,” she said, nodding.

“Good! I’m glad you understand. So you want to do some posing now for real?”

“Yeah, sure,” Erin said as she forced herself to put on a real smile. She thought about life with a happy, wealthy family, where she would have a nice, comfortable bed to sleep in, good food. Maybe even shopping to get herself some nice clothes. And sex, too. Maybe she would have to have sex on someone else’s schedule, but it could be a good thing. She could learn to enjoy it.

Erin allowed her inner sex-pot to come forth, as she thrust her breasts out, rotated her upper body just the right amount and tucked her left leg behind her right.

“Nice,” Haley said as she snapped pictures. “Now, a little less slutty, please. I need to take some standard pics. We’ll play up the helpless angle. They like to save the unfortunate, know what I mean?”

“Yeah, I think I do.”

And so Officer Haley took many pictures of Erin’s full body, standing straight, from the sides, from the back. She had her on her hands and knees, legs spread, capturing the hidden, private parts of the girl that her prospective buyers might choose to enjoy. She took closeups of her breasts, her female lips, her bottom. And throughout them all, Erin kept an expression of cautious joy, the kind of look that someone who is fundamentally a happy person to be around would have, even when times were tough and they might have to struggle a bit to remain cheery. She concentrated on hopefulness as her theme, and that was not too far from the truth, for she was hopeful that something good might come of this after all, and that showed in the pictures.

As they were finishing up, there was a knock on the door that Haley acknowledged with a sharp, “Come in!”

The door opened to reveal a man in a nurse’s white scrubs. “Hi,” he said as he spotted Erin and closed the door behind him.

The photo session seemed to be over and Erin became instantly shy again, especially in front of a man.

“I’m Gerald, I’m going to be installing your chip and checking your health, okay?” he said, approaching her.

“Chip?” she stammered, covering her breasts and mound with her arms, hunching over slightly.

“She’s a shy one, eh?” he chuckled. “Yeah,” he continued, addressing her. “You’re getting a tracking chip implanted. But we’ll do that over in the clinic room.”

“Hands in front,” Haley said as she approached Erin with a set of chains.

“Oh, okay,” Erin said, remembering what the officer had said about obedience and her prospects for getting either a good or a bad owner. She put her hands in front of her and was promptly put in chains, her wrists cuffed together, her ankles as well, the whole set connected together by a central chain that restricted her ability to raise her hands much at all.

“These are your walking chains, better get used to them. A lot of people use them for their property when they’re outside or being transferred,” Officer Haley said. “Now, let’s get moving. Watch your step, okay?” she said quickly as Erin almost fell over. “Your gait is going to be restricted.”

“Yeah, no kidding,” Erin muttered as she tried to get used to walking in her chains. They did finally make their way over to the clinic room, further down the hall, where she was chained to an examination table, her legs raised and parted, locked with cuffs to stirrups that kept her wide open, much to her embarrassment, her arms secured to the sides of the table.

“So, first of all, I’ll check your vagina and anus for suitability for sexual use, then some heart and lung work, then the chip. Sound good?” Gerald asked as he sat on a small rolling chair that he kicked over to a spot between her legs, where he could get to work.

“She’s a virgin, still got her hymen,” Haley said.

“Oh! Wow! Long time since I’ve seen that,” he said. “Actually, come to think of it, I’ve never seen that.” Erin blushed deeply and prayed that she would be swallowed by the earth somehow. “Let’s take a look,” he said.

Officer Haley brought over a speculum, and Gerald removed it from its hygienic wrapper and gently pushed it inside her.

“Oh, yeah, there it is,” he said, sounding fascinated. “I think we’re going to have to firm it up.”

“Firm it up?” Erin squeaked. “What do you mean?”

“I’ll inject your hymen with a solution that will strengthen and thicken it. That way you won’t accidentally break it while you’re with us. You’re way more valuable with this intact!”


Chapter 13

Sale

“Wait!” Erin squeaked out. “What? You’re going to do what now?”




“Strengthen your hymen,” the nurse repeated. “Don’t worry. I’m sure it’s not going to hurt, I think.”

“You think?” she choked out in indignation. “Have you ever done this before? Hey! You said you’d never seen a hymen before!”

“True, in person. But I’ve seen some training videos, so I’m pretty sure I’ll get it right.”

Erin glanced over to Officer Haley, who looked back at her with a bemused expression. “Typical guy, am I right? Gonna just go for it, no need to read the instructions or anything.”

“Okay, I don’t really need this sarcasm from you right now, Haley,” he grumped.

“That’s Officer Haley to you, Gerald,” she responded, looking over at him with a frown. “Don’t scare the girl, and make sure you don’t fuck this up. That’s a really expensive bit of tissue there. Maybe you really should brush up on how to do it.”

“Fine,” he said as he pulled out his phone and brought up a training video of how to do the procedure, after much searching. Setting the phone down between Erin’s legs, resting on her left inner thigh, he watched it with the sound on, peering into her female opening to confirm the location of the relevant targets for injection. He occasionally prodded her membrane to test its elasticity and when the video was done, he nodded. “Got it! Okay, I’ll be back with the right tools. Just wait here.”

Erin sighed as she exchanged a weary glance with the officer, who smiled back at her. “Forgive him,” she said as the door slammed closed behind him. “He’s a nice enough guy, just wish we had a female nurse, or an actual doctor here.”

“So what does this mean?” Erin asked, her voice quavering.

“What does what mean?”

“My…my hymen? It’s…”

“Pretty valuable,” Haley confirmed. “Yeah, people will pay more for a girl with an intact cherry. Hard to find one who’s of legal age, who’s for sale. Pretty rare, actually.”

“Oh,” Erin said, laying her head back down on the examination table. “But it’s valuable only because someone wants to…”

“Yeah,” Haley said, patting Erin on the arm. “I think you’re going to have to get used to the idea that the people who buy you are going to have sex with you.”

“But, you said they’d be families? Is the dad going to…just use me? What would his wife think?” Erin asked.

“Yeah, well. As I said, these people are fucking weird. Okay? Like, I don’t think a normal family would ever do this. But these people will—not all of them, mind. Some very wealthy families don’t have slaves. Sorry, property. They have servants who’ve been with the family for a long time, and buying a captive servant would be insulting to them, so they don’t. Don’t need to. But the new money, they’ll buy.”

“And, like, the dad, or sons, or…everyone? Will…”

“Yeah. You should prepare yourself for that. Potentially everyone in the family—”

At that moment the door opened again and Gerald came in, holding a syringe upright and a new pair of latex gloves in his hand. “Hold this for me,” he said to Haley as he handed her the syringe and put on his gloves.

“Okay,” he said, reaching for the syringe again, popping the protective cap off the needle, and peering between Erin’s legs. She still wore the speculum that was stretching her open. Steadying himself with his left hand on her outer labia, he slowly and carefully inserted the syringe into her chamber.

Erin felt the first prick and muttered, “Ouch!”

“Sorry, looks like you’ve got a lot of nerve endings in your hymen,” he said. “Apparently it varies a lot.” He poked her again and again, each time pausing a bit to inject more of whatever the syringe contained. Erin felt a mild burning sensation in her vagina and began to shift uncomfortably.

“Could you please make sure she stays still?” he asked Haley.

“Yeah, okay,” she replied, placing hands on either side of her hips to immobilize her.

“Ow, ow, owie!” Erin cried out as the burning sensation increased. “It hurts!”

“Almost done,” Gerald muttered as he continued his work inside her pussy. As Erin panted, Haley looked down on her with sympathy. Erin lifted her head as she clenched her fists, to take a futile look at what was being done to her, but all she could see was the top of his head as he concentrated on his work.

Eventually he was done, and he rolled back from between her thighs, looking up at the two women. “Done! Just need to leave her open for a bit, make sure the solution does its work properly, then we can remove the speculum. In the meantime, let me get the chip.”

Haley tried to comfort the girl as she continued writhing on the table, her balled fists tugging futilely at her cuffs as the pain in her hymen peaked then started to subside. By the time Gerald made it back to the exam room, she was calm again and, aside from a slightly different feeling at the mouth of her vagina, she felt hardly any discomfort anymore.

“How’s my girl?” he called out cheerfully, as he shut the door behind him. “All good?”

“Yeah, I guess,” Erin muttered. “Can you take that thing out now?”

“Oh, the speculum? Sure, let me take a look,” he said as he bent down and peered inside her. “Looks great! Your hymen’s nice and thick now. It’ll be practically impossible for anyone to penetrated it with a penis, or for you to accidentally tear it with any normal activity.”

“So, how will she…um, be…used?” Haley asked.

“Oh, her owners will get her perforated after the sale,” he replied, pulling the speculum out and setting it on a side table, in a metal pan.

“Perforated? What the fuck is that?” Erin squeaked in outrage. “None of this seems legal, just want to put that out there!”

Gerald laughed. “Perforation is a common procedure for girls that don’t want pain when their hymen gets torn, but don’t want a doctor to pop it for them. They want a penis to do it, so there’s a procedure to make it easier when it happens. Never done it, of course, but I wouldn’t worry.”

Erin rolled her eyes. “So, what’s this chip thing?” she asked.

Haley placed a blue cloth on Erin’s abdomen as Gerald opened a little clear box and pulled out a tiny chip enclosed in a transparent plastic wrapping. He set it down on the blue cloth and placed tweezers, a scalpel and various other items on her as she strained to look, lifting her head as far as she could.

“What are you going to do now? Are you going to cut me?” she asked, her voice quavering.

“It’s just a tiny cut on your right shoulder. It’ll feel like a small pinch. The chip is tiny,” he assured her. “You won’t feel it once it’s in you.”

Erin lay her head back down, sniffling slightly. She couldn’t believe it was still the same day that she had left home. She had been so full of hope and excitement for a new life, stupidly believing that she would just go to the big city, and everything would fall in her lap. Erin didn’t think of herself as the smartest girl in school. She did okay in her classes, badly in tests though, and she didn’t really think of herself as being the swiftest at figuring things out. But to have fucked up this badly was a new low for her.

“Ow!” she cried out as she felt a sharp pain in her shoulder. She quickly glanced over to see him poking at her with the scalpel. He set it aside on her abdomen and picked up the chip with the tweezers. She couldn’t see what he did, but another sharp pain followed which caused her to wince and then it was over. She felt a slight burning sensation then a coolness that soothed.

“Done!” he exclaimed. “Let’s test it, shall we?” He took his phone and held it close to her shoulder. A beep emitted and he smiled. “Perfect. All your data’s showing up! Wanna see?” he asked as he held the phone up to Erin’s face. Indeed, there was her name, date of birth and the beginning of a set of pictures that were clearly the ones just taken.

“Oh god,” she moaned. “All those nude pics are now going to show up when someone scans me?”

“Yup! Not a biggie, you’ll be nude most of the time anyway,” he said as Haley swatted him.

“Shush! You’re not not making her feel any better about this,” she admonished him.

“Sorry. Anyway, let’s get your vitals checked and then I’m done,” he said. And the rest of what occurred was a non-event as far as Erin was concerned. Gerald checked her lungs, heart, reflexes, eyes, lymph nodes. They freed her from the table and took her weight and height as well as her neck, wrist, chest, abdomen, and hip measurements, as well as her ankles. “For your records,” he muttered as she stared at him, keeping a neutral expression.

“Okay, chains back on,” Haley said as she came up to Erin with chains in her hands. Back to shuffling in her four-point harness, Erin was led through the corridor, pausing briefly to say goodbye to Gerald. Eventually they reached the cells, where Erin was placed in a solitary cell, containing a small cot, with sheets and a pillow. In the back of the cell was a sink and toilet and nothing else. As Officer Haley locked the cell door behind Erin, she motioned through the bars for Erin to come up to the bars.

“Let me unchain you,” she said.

“Oh, yeah,” Erin yawned deeply. Fatigue was starting to crash down on her and she really wanted to get under the sheets and go to sleep. Leave this whole horrible day behind her. Haley made short work of Erin’s chains, undoing wrists and ankles, pulling the set of chains through the bars.

“Listen, you’ll survive this, okay? Remember what I said.”

“Be a pet,” Erin replied. “Got it.”

“Good girl,” Haley said and left. Erin took a quick look around her. There were six cells in this block, but only one other one was occupied, by a hispanic male who briefly stared at her, then lay back down, pulling the covers over his head.

Erin sat herself down on the toilet, peed, then wiped and flushed. She was beyond caring at this point about modesty. She splashed some water on her face, dried it with the corner of the sheet on the bed, as there wasn’t a towel for the sink. She then crawled into bed, pulling the covers over her head as well, trying to get comfortable with the thin pillow. After about a half hour the lights went out and she fell into a deep, uneventful sleep.

* * *

“So, what do you think?” Johan, patriarch of the DeBries family asked his son as they looked at the girl standing in front of them.

“I mean, she’s, like, really cute, I guess,” came the fumbled reply of Nicolas DeBries, eldest child of the family and the official reason for the family having shown up at Martersen’s Auction house, on the corner of Herrick Road and James Street, a Federal-style house that used to be a private home, now serving as the main auction house used by Southampton town to sell its confiscated property to any who were willing to pay.

“Oh, my god, you dork!” Catharina exclaimed. “She’s freakin’ gorgeous! Look at her! I’d kill for those tits.”

“Catharina! Please,” her mother Alexia hissed. “Show some decorum. The poor girl’s probably super nervous. It can’t be easy being stared at like that while you’re naked.”

Indeed, Erin was trembling slightly. Her pale skin carried a light pink flush currently, acutely embarrassed about being exhibited in this manner.

“Sorry,” Catharina mumbled. Standing in front of the family was a young woman, 18, the fact sheet said, dark-blonde haired, green-eyed, perky breasts with small pink areolas, and pointed nipples. The girl stood there, her left ankle chained to the floor by a metal cuff, the links of the chain running from it to a ring set in the floor, a surprisingly large, bronze colored padlock securing the chain to the ring.

Catherina couldn’t help but stare at the girl’s mound, which was completely cleared of all hair. The outer lips and the part of her mound closest to her slit were clearly flushed, the pink standing out against the girl’s pale skin. Looking closer, she could see delicate pink lips peeking out, the nub of her clitoral hood standing out somewhat. Even in the school showers Catherina had never really gotten this up-close view of another girl’s vulva.

Erin kept her hands by her side, nails nervously biting into her palms as she stood there as directed by the man in charge, Eric Martensen himself. She had been woken, hauled to the showers early in the morning, told to wash herself, brush her teeth, dry and fix her hair, then underwent the indignity of having her pubic hair removed with a depilating wand, which hurt for a moment, but was just a passing violation of her person. Her armpits and legs were next and, finished with the niceties, she was bundled into a van, full set of chains on her, and brought here.

This was the third family that had stopped to look her over before the bidding started, and they were no different from any others, as far as Erin was concerned. She did her best to look as much as a dog in a shelter would: hopeful that someone would adopt her, woeful at the prospect of being left here, eager to be pleasing to the wonderful people who would deign to make her part of their family, for a price. Although she was slightly worried that she was giving less cute doggie, and more aloof cat vibes. It was just so boring here, once the debilitating shame faded away.

“So, what do you think?” Mr. Martensen gushed, coming over, rubbing his hands together. “Isn’t she a beauty? Came in just last night. Quick turnaround on this one. A virgin!”

“Oh, really?” Johan perked up. He had been staring at the girl rather intently, Catharina had noted. There was something weird about seeing one’s father staring with obvious lust at a naked girl that was basically his daughter’s age. But they were here to buy a girl for her brother. That alone was icky enough to dwell on, much less thinking about her dad getting some of the girl’s time as well. Her mom didn’t seem perturbed by any of this, however. She had circled around the girl to take a look at the backside.

“Yes, she’s had her hymen checked and stabilized,” Martensen replied.

“Stabilized?” Catharina blurted out.

“Yes,” he turned his attention to the girl. “We strengthen the membrane so it doesn’t break before sale. That way we can certify that we sold and delivered an intact virgin to you. What you do with her afterwards, is of course, your prerogative,” he smiled and chuckled slightly. There followed an uncomfortable laugh from the men of the family.

“And she’s free of disease?” Johan asked.

“Of course! Fully checked. We’ll give her an inoculation suppository before she leaves, of course. Free of charge.”

“Ah, like throwing in the undercoating, huh?” Nicolas joked.

“Yes, exactly! Ha! We did remove the mats,” Martensen joked back. “Cause of her…pubic…never mind. Anyway, all her stats are online. Are you planning on breeding her?”

“Breeding?” Alexia asked from behind the girl. “No, I shouldn’t think so.”

“Of course. We’ll implant a birth control capsule free of charge as well.”


Chapter 14

A New Family

“Okay, wow. This is a little weird,” Catharina blurted out. “I’m sorry.” She looked into Erin’s eyes then looked quickly back down again. Except that her gaze landed on Erin’s mound and that seemed awkward as well, so she looked over to her mother, who was standing to the side of the naked girl.

“I know, sweetie,” Alexia said, warm eyes gazing back at her daughter. “It must be strange to see a girl your age who’s being sold. But you have to realize, this is really the best thing for her.”

Erin blinked briefly at that, and Catharina had to wonder what the girl might be thinking of all of this. How would Catharina feel if she was forced to stand naked in front of strangers, having her most intimate details discussed, chained to the floor. Catharina clenched slightly at the thought. It was surprisingly erotic. She would never be able to admit to anyone, especially not her family, that this was a scenario that she had often fantasized about, picturing herself being stripped and put on display. And here she was in front of a girl that was in that situation.

Erin seemed like a sweet girl. Catharina didn’t know how the girl had wound up in this situation. Had she done something bad? Had she been delinquent, or fallen too far in debt? Had her family been forced to sell her or had she sold herself? Was that even a thing? She wasn’t sure. In any case, Erin’s file didn’t specify. Apparently this was not something that was ever disclosed about captives put up for sale. The assumption was that violent offenders were never sold into domestic service, so anything that Erin had done wouldn’t be something to worry about.

Being reduced to servitude meant that your previous life and all the mistakes you made there were erased, and you had a chance to start again, from a blank slate. The price of that reset was the loss of your freedom. You were now legally property, an object in the eyes of the law. Chattel, required to obey and please your owners. In whatever way your owners saw fit to demand of you.

“What…what do you think of this, Erin?” Catharina asked the girl, catching her eye.

The girl turned to Mr. Martensen with a panicked look.

“Go ahead, girl. You can answer her, don’t be shy,” he chuckled.

“Oh, okay. Um, I guess…it’s a bit strange and—I guess…I…I’m still getting used to being…what I am? I guess? Like, yesterday I was free, and…” Erin stumbled over her words, her voice descending in volume as she spoke, hesitancy infusing every facet of her voice and being. As she faltered, it seemed that she took a moment to gather her strength and make a supreme effort to gather herself together.

“But…but I’m glad I have an opportunity to maybe find a nice family who’ll bu—buy me,” she continued, faltering momentarily. “I could use a new start in life,” she said, managing a weak smile. “I acknowledge that I made some really bad decisions recently.” And at that she allowed herself a dry laugh and, much to her own surprise, made a cute little self-deprecating curtsey, her hands holding out an imaginary skirt, right leg cocked behind the leg that could not move much from its position.

“Well said, Erin!” Mr. Martensen exclaimed. “I love how honest this girl is. So important, don’t you agree?”

“Aw, she’s adorable,” Alexia gushed. “I love your answer, darling. How are you with cooking?”

“Oh, I guess I’ve done some? My mom usually cooked, but I helped her sometimes. We…we didn’t really do fancy stuff, though. So I guess I wouldn’t know any good recipes?” Erin replied, blushing a bit. She felt inadequate next to these people who were clearly from a much more sophisticated stratum of society.

“That’s fine. What’s more important is your ability to follow directions. Did you do what your mother told you to do when you were helping her?” Alexia asked.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Well then, that’s what I’m looking for.”

“Ha,” Johan laughed. “My wife cooks like a drill sergeant takes an enemy stronghold. Follow her orders and you just might survive!”

“Johan! Please! Don’t frighten the girl,” Alexia admonished, but with a knowing smile. Nicolas snorted.

“You’re 18 and you’re still a virgin?” Nicolas asked her. Erin blushed.

“Nic, what a question!” Alexia addressed him with a frown.

“Well, it’s a legitimate question! Maybe she doesn’t like sex? What if she’s lesbian?” Nicolas protested.

“Oh my god, Nic!” Catharina moaned. “You’re embarrassing her. And me!”

“Why you?” he asked, scratching his chin.

“Well, I don’t know? She’s a girl and…well, she’s my age and I haven’t…you know? And it’s not cause I’m a lesbian! I mean, I’m not a lesbian—you know what I mean!” Catharina rushed the words out, feeling herself clenching again down below. Was Erin into girls? Catharina kind of hoped she was.

“Sorry, gosh!” Nicolas muttered. “Seemed like a pertinent question.”

“Ah, yes, it’s a legitimate question. We always strive to make sure the girls that pass through our house are perfectly suited for the family that brings her into their home. An 18 year old captive girl sold into service needs to understand that her sexuality will become a legitimate avenue of service.” Mr. Martensen said. “We can absolutely guarantee that her sexuality is perfectly aligned with any anticipated areas that her owners want to explore along with her. Erin?”

“Yes, sir?”

“Would you agree with that?”

“Yes, sir. I guess I just never really had the opportunity to…you know? I just never met the right guy,” she said, face turning pink with the awkwardness of having to discuss this in front of her potential owners.

“So you like sex?” Johan pressed.

“Yes, sir. I mean, I think? I’ve never had sex before, so…”

“Do you masturbate?” Johan asked.

“Yes, sir,” Erin whispered, blushing heavily.

“Good, I think that the sexuality side of things has been covered enough. No need to embarrass the girl any further,” Johan stated.

“Bidding will be starting soon,” Mr. Martensen informed the group. “Would you like to make your way to the lounge?”

“Sure,” Johan said, looking Erin up and down one more time before the family turned and followed the owner of the auction house over to the lounge area off in the next room, leaving Erin and two other girls behind.

After about a half hour, a man came for one of the other girls in the room, chaining her arms and legs together, unchaining her from the floor, and leading her from the room. Fifteen minutes later they came for her, and Erin was led, shuffling in her chains, over to a side room, where she waited for another half hour, sitting on a little wooden bench for someone to come for her.

Finally they came, the family that had last chatted with her and she couldn’t help but feel her spirits lift as she stood up, even though it probably meant that she was now someone else’s property.

Johan was beaming as Mr. Martensen came in the room right behind him. “Well, it was quite a battle for you, Erin,” Martensen said. “But Mr. DeBries prevailed. Are you excited?”

“Yes, sir,” Erin said, and she wasn’t lying. The thought of getting to leave this place and start a new chapter of her life was strangely compelling. She had no idea what being property really meant in practice, but anything would be better than the situation she was currently in. The thought that no one might actually want to buy her had entered her mind while she was waiting in the sales display room. She didn’t think she would have been able to handle that humiliation.

“Oh, darling,” Alexia said as she came over and gave Erin a big hug. “We’ll take good care of you, don’t you worry. We want you to be a part of our family, and I just know you’ll do well with us. I just know it!”

“Thank you, ma’am,” Erin said. “I’ll try to do my very best.”

“Wonderful,” Alexia beamed back at her.

“Now, we’ll take care of some of the remaining items. Birth control, suppository, and collar. And I’m throwing in the chains she’s in right now, free of charge!”

“Oh, nice! Thanks,” Johan laughed. “My credit card appreciates that!”

Martensen laughed as well, as he gestured to an assistant to enter the room. The woman came over to Erin, holding a small silver tray with some items on it. Erin eyed it warily as she stood there, her wrists bound together, with the central chain running to her shackles rubbing against her mound. She clasped it with her hands and worried the links of the chain as Martensen approached her from behind.

“We’ll put her birth control capsule in her left shoulder right here,” he said as he poked Erin’s flesh at the desired insertion site. His assistant handed the tray to him and took an injection gun from the tray, pressing it against the meat of her shoulder and pulling the trigger.

“Ow!” Erin squeaked as the tiny capsule entered her flesh and it was done, the woman stepping back and taking a cotton swab from the tray, dousing it with disinfectant and swiping the injection site with it, eliciting another hiss from Erin.

“There, there. All done. Are you alright?” Alexia asked the girl, looking at her with warmth in her eyes.

“Yes, ma’am. I’m okay, it just surprised me that’s all,” Erin replied, blinking away a few tears.

“Please bend over and place your hands on your knees,” the assistant addressed Erin.

“Yes, ma’am,” she replied and did as she was asked, closing her eyes briefly as she tried to ignore the humiliation of what she knew was about to occur.

The assistant took a small white bullet-shaped item off the tray and went around to where Erin’s bottom was thrust out. She place a hand on the small of Erin’s back, forcing her back to bend down a bit more, and reached between Erin’s bottom cheeks, pushing the suppository into her anus. The girl grunted a bit, briefly glancing up to see Catharina’s eyes staring at her, eyes glazed with…something. Was it lust? Or just fascination?  Whatever it was, Erin felt that the girl might be an ally one day. Perhaps not right away, for while the two of them were relatively close in age, there was a world of experience and social class separating them, quite aside from the fact that one of them was property and the other an owner of said property. But the girl seemed to care and that was important.

Erin’s attention returned to her bottom hole as she felt the assistant’s finger intruding, ensuring the suppository was well placed and wouldn’t come out. She squirmed slightly, but aside from a slightly full feeling, it wasn’t so bad, actually. Soon enough the finger popped out and the assistant stepped back, wiping her finger with a disinfectant towelette. Erin tentatively straightened up, shifting slightly from foot to foot to judge the extent of the intruder’s presence in her rectum.

“Lift up her hair for me, please,” Mr. Martensen said to his assistant as he approached Erin with a thin silver band, clearly the collar meant for her neck: the final step, in Erin’s mind, of her descent from free person to owned property. She lifted her chin as her hair was pulled away from her neck and shoulders, allowing the man to place the collar around her neck, snapping it closed with a loud click that echoed through the room. He gently set it down on her, allowing her body to adapt to the feel of her collar, which right now felt nothing more than cold and uncomfortable.

Erin’s heart quailed. Would she ever get used to this thing locked on her body? Necklaces were one thing, even chokers, which she and other girls in her class had decided were super cool and in for one brief autumn. But this was surprisingly heavy and she was pretty sure at the moment that she didn’t like it. Didn’t want it on her body.

“Does it say anything on it?” she asked. “On my…my collar?”

Mr. Martensen stepped up and peered at her collar, as Erin lifted her chin. “It’s just your ID number. Don’t worry,” he said. “You don’t need to remember it or anything. All that information, including your name and your owner’s name and address is encoded on your chip. Anyone who wants to confirm your identity will just scan your chip.”

He stepped back and faced the DeBries family, who had been standing by as Erin underwent her various humiliations. “She’s all yours! Isn’t she amazing? You’re going to have such a wonderful time with her, I’m absolutely positive. And you, young lady,” he said, turning to Erin. “This is the best thing for you. The DeBries are a wonderful family and they’ll take great care of you.”

“Yes, sir,” she replied. “Thank you, sir.”

“So, do we just…take her?” Alexia asked.

“We have our owner orientation lounge ready for you,” he replied.

“Owner orientation lounge?” Alexia repeated.

“Like, to learn how to use her?” Nicolas chuckled. “I think we could probably figure it out.”

“Nicolas! Please,” Alexia protested.

“Ha, ha. No, we offer this service to orient our new owners to their newly purchased girls,” Martensen smiled. “Standard conventions that apply to girls that age, for example. We’ll also take care of her hymen there.”

Erin stared back at him, her eyes then darting over to the members of the family that now owned her.

“I’m sorry. What did you mean about…her hymen?” Alexia asked.

“Well, assuming you want to use her in her vagina, rather than keep her intact for whatever reason, you’d want her membrane to be perforated beforehand, given the stabilization procedure that she underwent.”

“Ah,” Johan nodded. “So, you would tear her?”

“No, although that is an option, but most people don’t choose that. After all, you’re buying a virgin, and her hymen is part of the experience, isn’t it?”

“Yes, I guess so,” Johan agreed.

Catharina piped up, “So we’re really talking about her like this? Popping her cherry right here in a showroom lounge?”

Alexia sighed. “Cat, please let the nice man explain. I’m sure we’re not ‘popping’ anything here, and please don’t be so crude. We’re embarrassing our girl.”

“Sorry, Mom.”

“Please continue,” Alexia said as Mr. Martensen smiled blankly at the family.

“Very well, as I was saying, most people want their girl’s hymen still intact, but stabilized ones are too difficult to break through, using…um, conventional means. So we use a tool to poke a couple of lines of perforations in the membrane—sort of a ‘cut here’ kind of thing,” he chuckled. “It just makes it easier for her to be torn by the act of penetration.”

“Does it hurt her?” Johan asked.

“Well, yeah, the usual amount when she’s penetrated.”

“No, I mean, when you do this procedure,” Johan clarified.

“Oh, no, shouldn’t hurt too much,” he assured them. “We use a very fine needle. Should be fine.”

“Okay,” Alexia chimed in. “And she won’t tear it on the way home or anything?”

“No. I recommend using her as soon as you can, of course. It’s part of the reason you bought her, I assume,” he replied, patting Erin on the back. “But as long as she doesn’t ride a horse, or a bicycle, for example, or the usual things that might break a girl’s hymen…” And here he quickly looked over at Catharina, who stared back at him, keeping her face neutral, although Erin could see the girl blushing somewhat.

“Great!” Johan enthused. “I guess we’d like to do the whole orientation. That will be quite helpful to us, I think.”


Chapter 15

The Customer Experience Center

“Wonderful!” Mr. Martensen said. “Let’s bring you and your new girl over to our orientation lounge. Please follow me.”

And so, the group made their way out of the room and down a narrow hallway, Erin shuffling along in her chains, the shackles restricting her movement, making her gait awkward. And indeed, this was a good experience for all in the family, as they saw how slowly they needed to walk to allow Erin the chance to make her way without hurting her ankles, or risking a fall. Alexia, in particular, kept a hand gently placed on their newly purchased girl’s back, her daughter, Catharina, following along behind, observing the practical effects of restraints in motion.

“Here we are,” Mr. Martensen said, waving to a man in a sharp suit who was standing there, waiting for the group to assemble in the room. “And this is my colleague, Hank. He’s a product specialist and he’ll guide you through your new purchase. And take care of the perforation option as we discussed.”

“Hi folks,” Hank said, coming up to Johan with his hand outstretched.

“Hi Hank,” Johan replied, shaking his hand vigorously.

“Well, I’ll leave you in good hands, okay? Congratulations again!” Mr. Martensen said as he waved to them and left the room.

Hank shook Alexia’s hand, and moved on to shake Nicolas and Catharina’s hands as well. Done with that, he stepped over to Erin and put his hand on her shoulder. “Let me start with congratulating you on an amazing purchase,” he said. “This has got to be one of the nicest girls that have come through our house in some time. Oh,” he nodded his head, “you’re going to get a lot of good experiences out of her.”

“I’m sure we will. And I hope you have some wonderful experiences with us, Erin,” Johan replied, smiling at her.

“Thank you, sir. I’m sure I will,” Erin said.

“Aw, that’s so nice,” Hank enthused. “Now, let’s talk about convention. I assume you’re going to follow it?”

“That’s optional?” Catharina asked.

“Well, yes,” Hank replied. “She’s your property, so you have significant leeway, as long as you stay within the law, of course. You’re not allowed to harm her in any way. No breaking bones, skin, no unreasonable punishment. Absolutely nothing that would be considered torture: no permanent damage or threat to health and well-being. All such things are against the law, and that includes mental anguish.”

“Of course,” Johan agreed, both Nicolas and Catharina looking somewhat faint.

“It’s not that I think anyone in your family would ever do such things, of course. It’s just a formality to make it clear. But beyond those limitations, you can do as you please. However, experience has shown that what we call convention, is more likely to bring out the best in your girl, and will make the experience of having her in your home much more rewarding.”

“Sounds good. So what’s involved?” Johan asked.

“So, first let’s discuss restraints,” Hank said, launching into his spiel. “We restrain our property, both boys and girls, for two reasons. One: we want to discourage theft. Yes, there are thieves that would take an expensive piece of property if the opportunity presents itself. Securing a girl in a space, or tethering her, keeps her from being taken. Shackling her makes it harder to yank her off the street.”

The family members nodded. All of this made sense.

“Two,” he continued. “Restraints remind the girl that she is property and keeps her in the right mind-state. Especially early in her servitude, she will tend to forget. If she feels the restrictions imposed on her motion, she will keep her status in mind. It may still be necessary to apply corrective measures on occasion, but we’ve found that girls in households that follow convention, tend to be punished less. That sounds good, right Erin?”

“Huh?” the girl looked panicked for a moment, having clearly gone to some other place in her head.

Hank laughed. “Try to keep up, Erin! I know this is all a little overwhelming.” The others smiled indulgently.

“I’m sorry,” she said, blushing.

“We can talk about punishment later,” he continued. “Some would punish the girl for having zoned out, but we won’t. Her state is understandable, and I think that’s important to remember. Don’t ignore your girl’s reasonable state of mind when deciding whether she has failed to perform to your satisfaction. And three: ha, yes, number three of two, is the fact that restraints will keep her from trying to escape.”

“I kinda thought that was the only reason, um…that people like her, captives, I mean, were chained. I mean, restrained,” Catharina said.

“That’s absolutely valid to think,” Hank assured her. “Although they mainly know that it’s completely futile to even try. Thanks to the chips, we can track a runaway down in under an hour, usually. Less if one of Them is hovering,” he said, making a motion towards the sky. “But every now and then a girl or boy—more times a boy, actually—forgets, or gets in a bad mental state, and they try to run. Keeping them properly restrained prevents the worst from happening.”

“What happens when they get caught?” Alexia asked.

“The punishment is quite severe,” Hank answered. “There are special places that take care of that. We don’t do that here,” he assured them, as if that was a mark of honor, to not be involved in that branch of the human property industry.

“Erin, you won’t try to run on us, will you?” Alexia asked the girl, looking at her with unblinking  eyes.

“Of course not, ma’am,” Erin replied, determined to keep that as an option, at least in her mind. She wouldn’t do it, of course. But to simply resign herself mentally to forever being someone’s property was not an option currently.

“What we recommend, is four-point when in a stressful situation, like she is now,” Hank continued. “Shackles when outside her secured space in the home, including out for a walk. Keep her tethered when in the yard or by the pool. Leashed when outside the home, going shopping, for example.”

“Okay, got it,” Johan nodded.

“Most owners swear by keeping their girl nude when in the home. It helps to keep them in the right frame of mind. Plus,” he said, beaming at Erin, “you bought her because of her beauty, so you should be enjoying her in your home. You spent a lot of money, right?”

“We did!” Johan chuckled.

“Exactly! But when outside in public, we do recommend some form of covering, although it tends to be sheer and usually no underwear. Although if she’s having her period we do recommend panties, and supportive bras if there’s concern about her breasts.”

“Oh, okay,” Johan replied.

“Now, sex. I assume all of you will be using her? Or is she assigned to one person in particular?”

“We did, primarily, want to get her for my son, Nicolas,” Johan said, as his two children cast their gazes down on the ground, Nicolas shuffling his feet in embarrassment.

“Okay, that’s great! A young man needs access to safe, available sexual release that’s healthy,” Hank said.

“But, we will all be…ah, using Erin…in that manner,” Johan continued, Catharina perking up with surprise at this news. While she had hoped that, perhaps, there might be an opportunity in there to maybe experiment with a girl in the house, to be told explicitly—no, to have it be said out loud, so explicitly—was a revelation.

“Wonderful, we find that arrangement works quite well in most of the families we’ve placed girls with. Some like to make sure their girl is cleaned after use, especially if she’s being shared often, so we would recommend a douche that isn’t scented. I can recommend a few premium brands that won’t hurt her vaginal biome, but will clean her out nicely,” Hank added.

Erin’s face burned with shame to hear them talking so casually about her use. But she certainly wasn’t the only one who was having a hard time with this conversation, as she glanced at the children of the DeBries family, both the boy and the girl seemed to be mortified by the direction this conversation was taking.

“Now, punishment,” Hank continued.

Erin’s heart rate quickened as she looked down at her bound hands.

“Yes, what’s the…convention there?” Alexia asked.

“It’s really quite simple,” Hank answered. “The key is to match the punishment to the action, of course. For example, if she’s moody, acting out in any way, that can be annoying to you and calls for reminding her of the standards of behavior that you expect of her. In that case, simple corrective measures should be taken. I would handcuff her, maybe swap lunch with something simple, like bread and water. Never starve a girl, by the way.”

“Okay, understood,” Alexia said.

“If she acts disrespectful in a consistent manner, or does something that endangers her or someone else, that would be cause for corporal punishment,” Hank continued.

“Corporal?”

“Yes, I assume you have the facilities for that in your home?”

“Yes, we do,” Johan replied.

“You can take care of the corrective action yourself, in the room, or bring someone in to do it for you. But it’s recommended that corporal punishment takes place in an area allocated for such things,” Hank said. “Otherwise the girl might associate the entire home with negative feelings. This way, the power of the punishment room is preserved—she will endeavor to behave well so she doesn’t have to go there. Even an occasional reminder that the room exists is often enough to keep a girl in line.”

“What…what kinds of punishment are used?” Catharina asked, avoiding Erin’s eyes.

“Well, there’s basically two main types. The girl can be put in a stress position. That means, being suspended by the wrists, or ankles. Or being stretched out for a period of time. Secondly, the girl can have impact devices applied to her body, such as a paddle, cane, whip. That sort of thing. Usually while being restrained in a stress position.”

“That sounds pretty awful,” Catharina said.

“Well, yes, that’s really the point,” Hank replied, looking at her. “The idea is that she doesn’t get punished, because she doesn’t want to undergo punishment.”

“We talked about this, Catharina,” Johan said, as he patted his daughter affectionately on the back. “We can all hope that none of this is ever necessary. Isn’t that right, Erin?”

‘Oh. Yes, sir. I’ll do my best not to—to need punishment,” Erin said, her voice catching.

“Your new owners paid a lot for you, so I think it’s reasonable to expect that you give them your very best, don’t you agree?” Hank asked her.

“Yes, sir, I guess so,” Erin replied.

“Naturally, every owner—every family can have their own rules for how they treat their girl. Some certainly do enjoy taking their girl over the knee and giving her a good spanking when they feel she’s deserved it, but we recommend you follow conventions,” Hank said. “Now, I think we’ve covered this topic quite nicely.”

“I agree,” Johan said, nodding as he quickly confirmed with the other members of his family. His newest member, Erin, was inclined to agree as well.

“Perhaps we can now take a look at Erin’s vagina and anus and take care of her hymen and ascertain the suitability of her openings for use?” Hank asked. Erin wilted under his eager gaze, now wishing they could spend more time on the prior topics instead. Hank rolled up a small table, gesturing to Erin to get on it.

“Just back up onto it, and then scoot your bottom backwards on it a little,” he said.

Erin did so with his help, as her restraints kept her from being able to scoot backwards easily. Hank gently raised her legs up, pulling them back towards her chest, then unlocking her right shackle. Holding onto her ankle, he grabbed a strap from the side of the table and wrapped it around her thigh, securing it in place. He then did the same with her left leg, securing it in place as well, spreading her out for the assembled family to have an unrestricted view of her intimate parts.

He pulled the remaining chain over her head, pulling her arms back and securing the chain to a notch on the head of the table. Erin closed her eyes, hoping her face wouldn’t explode into flame, the burning sensation there convincing her she was most likely bright red in the face. Much to her dismay, she felt moisture pooling between her female lips and she held her breath, hoping no one would notice.

“If you want to inspect your girl’s parts, it’s often most convenient to simply ask her to bend over and put her hands on her knees, spreading her legs. But if there’s a bed available, just ask her to lie on it and assume the position, and she should be able to hold herself open for you,” Hank said as he came around the table to stand to the side of Erin’s spread middle. “If you’d like to wait for a moment, I can get our resident specialist in to do the perforation procedure. Take a look at what you bought, in the meantime.”

And with that, Hank departed the room, leaving Erin alone with her new owners, a gathering of sorts, a family event whose fundamental nature was the height of awkwardness, with no one entirely sure how to approach the situation. Thankfully, having a 19 year old boy there did help break the ice.

“Nice pussy,” Nicolas said, his voice echoing through the room rather more loudly than he had perhaps intended.

“Nicolas!” his mother admonished. “Please, some manners!”

“Sorry, mom,” he mumbled. “Just trying to break the ice.”

“Nice going, dork!” Catharina smirked. She went over to where Erin’s head was, her eyes open again, staring at the ceiling. “I’m sorry about this,” she said to Erin.

The girl looked over at her, eyes searching. “Um, it’s okay, I guess? I kinda need to get used to this sort of thing.”

“Doesn’t seem right to me,” Catharina said, her hand reaching out, hesitantly, touching the girl’s shoulder, near where the birth control implant had been inserted, then pulling back quickly, as if afraid that she might hurt Erin. But the pleading look in the girl’s eyes made her reach out again and touch her, gently, softly.

“Oh, my god, dad!” Catharina exclaimed, looking over at her father peering intently between his newly purchased property’s legs.

“What?” he said back, somewhat guiltily.

“Ew. Could you maybe not do that right in front of me?”

“Sorry, but…”

“Catharina,” her mother admonished her. “Your father needs to examine her. He has the right to do so and it’s best we all respect this. You didn’t protest when we said we were going to bid on a girl last week, right?”

“No, I guess…I mean…it’s just a bit more real right now,” the girl said, looking back into Erin’s face with sympathy. “Earlier it just seemed like a way to get a girl I could maybe…I don’t know. I kinda thought it would be like getting a sister I could…boss around?” Catharina gave a self-deprecating laugh. “Yeah, sounds stupid now.”

“No, Cat. I mean…it’s not stupid that you think that. You and she are quite different, of course. She’s not a sister to you, but I understand,” Alexia said. “But remember, she’s property and certain rules apply, okay? Different considerations.”

“Yeah, I get it. Sorry.”

Just then the door opened, mercifully, and Hank entered, trailed by a younger man in a lab coat, carrying a tray with some items on it, one of them a long, thin white rod, the other looking a lot like a small soldering iron, with a very long, sharp needle at the end.


Chapter 16

A New Purpose

Mikael’s sleep lasted for what seemed an eternity to him. Vague memories flitted though his mind. Of the flight to New York, his family back home, the pet dog they owned, a Weimaraner named “Wolfy”, a dog he loved with all his heart. Was it really true that he almost loved Wolfy more than his parents and school friends? Perhaps not, as memories of their tear-streaked farewell at the departure hall of Munich airport returned with almost shocking force. His parents had not wanted him to come to the US for work, claiming that it was far too dangerous. “They shoot people daily,” his mother had protested.

More memories intruded, a strange sequence where faces looked down at him, muttering things that he could not remember. A feeling of blissful slumber that he now longed for. He shifted uncomfortably, feeling a slight pain in his side. As he turned, the pain got suddenly stronger and his eyes flew open. He was in an alley, on the ground, in the dark, and his mind turned instantly to panic: the restaurant! He was supposed to be there for service tonight!

Sheisse!  He looked down at what was hurting him: a loose brick had dug into his side as he turned. He slowly, painfully got up, feeling disoriented and wobbly for a moment, then, brushing himself down, he stumbled out of the alleyway to find Jobs lane almost completely deserted. What time was it? He looked at his watch, thankfully still there, to find that it was almost midnight! With another twinge of panic he felt his back pocket, which thankfully still had his wallet in it. So, no one had mugged him.

As he walked along Jobs lane towards Main Street, he wondered whether to find the police and…report what? No, that would do nothing. Naturally, the restaurant was closed by the time he got there. Nothing to do but get back to the apartment and try to explain the situation to his boss the next day.

He sighed heavily as he walked to the door that led to the upstairs apartment when the entire world seemed to waver and shift, almost making Mikael sick with the jarring shift in his vision. Everything blurred and faded out and he felt momentarily weightless before the world came back into focus and he was inside a grand dining room, the place spectacularly appointed, with a crowd of immaculately dressed men and women milling about, the men in expensive suits, the women in gorgeous ball gowns and the latest couture, some daringly low cut, makeup and hair done to perfection. A number of dark-suited waitstaff were navigating through the crowds, trays held in their hands loaded with canapés, some with champagne flutes.

With a shock, Mikael realized he was one of them!

He looked down to see himself holding a silver tray, the bubbles in the champagne flutes rising before his eyes as he stared at them in bewilderment. He almost dropped the tray, but recovered just in time, a young woman stepping up to him, smiling and taking a glass, then moving on to find someone to converse with. Someone other than him.

How did he get here?

What day was it? It appeared to be nighttime, but it can’t have been the same day that he woke up in the alley.

Was he having a mental breakdown?

“Come,” said a voice behind him. “Let’s get you over to where you’re supposed to be.” Mikael turned around to see a man, bearded, narrow face, dark eyes staring at him. A man he had never seen before. “Time’s running out.”

* * *

Erin squirmed in her bonds as the man set down the tray and approached her.

“This is Corvin,” said Hank, introducing him to the family. “He’ll be doing the procedures. Corvin, I think we should start with the anal elasticity assessment. What do you think?”

“Oh, absolutely. If I’m going to perforate her hymen, I’d rather do it afterwards, otherwise there’s a slight risk of tearing during the anal exam. With her membrane stabilized as it is right now, that won’t happen,” Corvin replied, helpfully.

“Sure,” Johan said, eyes wide and brow furrowed. “So what’s…this anal thing?”

“Oh,” Hank jumped in, Corvin’s mouth open to answer. “We like to ascertain the girl’s ability to take a penis in her anus early on, so you know what kind of limitations she might have to start with. Naturally, she will need training to take larger penises, and that’s just a matter of taking the time to do so. We do this with boys too, of course,” he said, looking over at Catharina, and for some reason, at Nicolas.

“Okay, okay,” Johan muttered.

“Is that something you’d be comfortable with, Erin?” Alexia asked her.

“Huh? What?” she squeaked back, clearly trying hard to concentrate on anything other than the humiliating conversation going on near her female parts.

“Anal sex, Erin. Have you ever put anything up your bottom? Do you think you’d be comfortable with that?” Alexia persisted.

“Oh, um…I…haven’t put…anything inside me there, ma’am,” Erin replied, stumbling over the words. “But it’s your right to do as you wish,” she ventured, wondering if perhaps it weren’t best to start things out with this family on an obedient and subservient footing. Perhaps she could work on them over time, gaining as many privileges as she could, until her life was at least tolerable, if not potentially quite luxurious.

“Good answer,” Hank chuckled. “You’ve got yourself a smart one here, that’s for sure. Okay, let’s start with the test rod.”

Corvin stepped over to Erin with the thin white rod clutched in his hand, bending down between her legs and gently poking at her lower hole with the tip.

“Now, normally you’d want to apply as much lubrication as possible. If you think you’ve used enough, add a little more! But this rod is special, it has a super low friction coefficient, so it’ll glide in quite easily,” Hank explained as indeed, the rod parted her crinkled orifice and slid right in, almost half of it inside Erin before she grunted in discomfort.

Corvin pushed most of the rest in before pressing a button on the end of the rod, causing the bit outside of Erin’s anus to expand. A few lights started blinking on it and Erin began to pant and squirm.

“What’s going on?” Catharina asked, looking at Erin’s face with concern, the poor girl’s eyes closed in obvious distress.

“The rod’s just expanding inside her, measuring her muscle tone and the strength of her lining. Nothing that would hurt her,” Corvin said.

“Looks like she’s being hurt to me,” Catharina retorted.

“Don’t worry, it’s just momentary discomfort. It’ll be over soon,” he replied as, indeed, the lights blinked again and, with a beep, the rod deflated and began to slide out of her. Corvin caught it before it popped completely out, and set it down on a cloth on the tray. He wiped his hands with a moist towelette and wiped Erin’s bottom as well.

“All her numbers look really good. Plus, looks like she’s pretty wet,” he remarked to Hank.

“So she is,” Hank replied, bending over to glance at Erin’s private parts. “That’s a good sign,” he continued, straightening and turning to Johan and Alexia. “That means she’s fundamentally tuned to anal play, and probably bondage as well. We find that in a surprising number of captive girls.”

“Interesting,” Johan said, nodding his head, staring over at Erin’s telltale parts, which did look somewhat moist, now that he was looking closely. As he gazed at the delightfully pink, glistening flesh, he saw her clench, which elicited a chuckle from Hank.

“Okay, let’s take a look at her hymen so you can see for yourself that she’s indeed still a virgin, and then Corvin can take care of the procedure and she’s all yours,” Hank said, clapping his hands together.

Corvin reached over and used the thumb and index finger of his right hand to part Erin’s outer lips, now clearly reddened and engorged. The delicate pink inner lips parted of their own accord as Corvin spread his fingers. Alexia and Johan peered closer, encouraging sounds of appreciation departing their lips, the sounds clearly meant for the girl laid out before them. Almost congratulatory, an auditory pat on the back for a girl who was doing so well, who would clearly serve to the best of her ability. And that ability currently appeared to be well aligned with what her new owners were expecting, having parted with, apparently, a not inconsiderable amount of money for her.

“Oh, look, Johan,” Alexia cooed. “There it is! So delicate!”

“Yes, she’s definitely never been used, at least not there,” Johan said.

“Yes, and right now, with the stabilization procedure, no penis would be able to penetrate her, not without a great deal of damage, probably to the male as well, so let’s get the perforation done, and—”

“So this…perforation? It won’t tear her, will it?” Alexia asked, as Catharina and Nicolas exchanged a glance, a familiar one that siblings exchange whenever their parents are being particularly embarrassing.

“No, not at all,” Corvin jumped in, before Hank could say anything. “I’ll use the tool to punch a series of tiny holes in three lines, radiating out from that opening in her hymen. The membrane will remain intact, but will tear under normal penetration. You’ll be able to enjoy her without any discomfort.”

“At least not on your part,” Hank added. “For her it won’t hurt too bad either. A little pain, some bleeding, that’s to be expected, but quite normal.”

Corvin moved over to the tray, picking up a speculum and the puncturing tool. With Hank’s help they stretched Erin’s opening such that Corvin had unimpeded access to the target of his work. Squinting at the vestibule of her vagina, he stuck the tip of his tongue out in concentration and began to move the long needle of the tool inside her entrance.

“Ow,” Erin protested. “Ow, ow!”

“It’s okay, I’m really sorry,” Catharina said as she squeezed the suffering girl’s shoulder.

Erin gasped and squirmed as the process continued, Hank bearing down on the girl’s hips to hold her still as Corvin continued to concentrate on his task, preparing the girl’s entrance for the impending invasion of her owner’s own tool.

Thankfully, it was soon over, Corvin stepping back and Hank delicately dabbing a tissue inside her chamber, dabbing away a few spots of blood before stepping back and waving magnanimously towards her opening. “Done,” he declared.

Alexia and Johan confirmed that, indeed, her hymen was still there, hardly any change to be seen, but assured that it would now be possible to make full use of their property’s primary sexual function.

“Let’s get you up, my dear,” Hank said as he untied Erin’s bonds, restoring her shackles and helping stand her up. She looked around herself with only a few tears trickling down her chin.

“Oh, sweetie,” Alexia exclaimed. She dabbed quickly at Erin’s face with a tissue, concern on her face. Done, she gave Erin a quick peck on the cheek and stood back.

“Let’s get you home,” she said.

“Yes, ma’am,” Erin sniffled.

“Here are the keys to your girl,” Hank said, smiling as he handed over the keys to Erin’s chains.

Johan pocketed the keys with a smile, the two men shaking hands vigorously. And then they were out, Erin shuffling along, Johan and Nicolas leading the way across the front lawn towards the car parked against the curb, Alexia and Catharina following along behind Erin. The girl felt strange walking outside the house completely naked. The feel of the collar shifting on her neck as she walked distracted her from her nudity, however, and the jingling of the chains as she walked did much to distract her as well.

They soon reached the car, a large Range Rover SUV, with the latest styling: ultra-matte black, a color so deep it absorbed most light, except for the deliberate application of a finish made from synthetic diamonds ground into extremely fine powder and mixed into the paint to roughen what would otherwise be perceived as too smooth. As they got nearer, the doors automatically unlocked and swung open, Catharina taking it upon herself to help Erin step into the rear of the vehicle, using the swing-out step to help her climb aboard.

To her chagrin there was a soft towel set in the middle seat, clearly where she was expected to sit. The towel was obviously there to compensate for her lack of underwear. As she sat down on it, Catharina helped pull the towel straight, and then buckled her in, getting in after her. Nicolas entered from the other side and buckled himself in next to her, their arms rubbing against each other. Erin looked over at him shyly, wondering how soon it would be before he entered her.

As the car merged into the light traffic of Herrick Road, Erin wondered to herself how bad it would really be to be deflowered by the boy sitting next to her. On the one hand, she didn’t really have a choice in the matter. And that disturbed her somewhat. She was still a virgin because she had been quite picky about the kind of boy that would be allowed access to her sex organ. She hadn’t respected the boys in her school, and the way her mom’s boyfriend had acted towards her had creeped her out so much she had retreated into her shell.

But now she was two things: firstly, she could think of herself as being this boy’s date, and he was quite a catch, objectively speaking. He was rich, good looking, and seemed kind and sensitive. At least he didn’t leer at her or make crass comments. He hadn’t tried to grope her yet, although that might be because his parents and sister were right there. Admittedly, if this was to be looked at as a date, it was an exceedingly weird and awkward one, with the girl naked and in chains, and the parents and sibling there to witness it.

Which made point two even more pertinent: for she was this boy’s property, and had to be available to him. Which kind of turned her on in ways that no boy at school ever had. She could feel herself start to leak onto the towel underneath her vulva, and to her sharp embarrassment she could sense the aroma of female arousal start to fill the cabin. As the SUV made a sharp right turn onto Main Street, she could sense that at least the mother could detect her scent, as she turned to look at their property, smiling slightly, eyes taking in her perked nipples and the smile grew a bit wider. Erin blushed again, looking out the side window at the stores that floated past them as they wafted down the street, turning right again at Hampton Road, continuing past more stores, including some restaurants and coffee shops.

This was a lovely place, Erin thought. She would have enjoyed working and living here. Now she was going to do both, but in a far different way.

The car soon encountered traffic as it merged back onto the highway that had carried Erin here not that long ago. Alexia helpfully pointed out some landmarks to Erin, including the Lunch diner, the art museum, some favorite stores in Watermill, the Carvel ice cream shop that had been there for decades. Catharina pointed out when they had entered Bridgehampton and Johan made the left onto Lumber Lane and then onto Pheasant Drive.

“This is called Bridgehampton Horse Country,” Catharina said with animation, and Erin could tell that horses were probably a thing for this girl.

“Do you have a horse?” she asked.

“Yeah, daddy bought me one but he’s kept at a nearby horse farm,” Catharina replied, bouncing a bit in her seat as she attempted to point out the direction where said farm lay.

“Nice,” Erin said. “I hope I get to meet your horse someday.”

“Oh! I’d love that!” Catharina replied. “Mom, Erin can see my horse, right?”

“Of course, dear. I don’t see why not,” Alexia replied with an indulgent smile.

The car turned onto a side street and soon pulled into the driveway of a huge mansion, done in a faux New England style. To Erin’s eyes it seemed somewhat disproportionate, the roofline too large for the body of the structure, which was itself too large for the land it sat on. Johan drove down the gravel lined driveway and parked the car in front of the main door, the doors opening again automatically.

Erin was helped out of the car and onto the gravel, which caused a few yelps of distress, as the gravel had grown hot in the heat of the sun and was somewhat painful to walk on in bare feet. But, shuffling as quickly as her shackles allowed, she was soon ascending the steps of the main landing, with Catharina helping to keep her steady, and they entered the house though the large pivot door that opened up into the foyer. The cool of the marble floor soothed Erin’s aching feet and she was momentarily distressed by the thought that her bare feet might leave dirty footprints on the clean marble.

But no one else seemed to care, so she set that concern aside, choosing instead to follow the family as they enthusiastically showed the girl around. The scraping sound her chains made on the polished and waxed floor also didn’t concern them, so she allowed herself not to care either. She was shown the formal dining room, the family room, the family dining room, the movie theater (more of a screening room, but Johan called it a theater) and was led out onto the back patio, overlooking the large pool.

“Wow,” she gasped as she gazed at it. Her biggest dream had been to go to a pool party and enjoy a pool like this one day, and here it was! “Um, sir?” she asked Johan.

“Yes?” he replied, looking back at her.

“May I go in the pool sometime?”

“You’d like that?”

“Yes, sir. I’ve always wanted to.”

“Do you know how to swim?” he asked.

“Um, actually, no,” she replied, feeling stupid. Of course: how would she expect to be allowed to go in a pool when she didn’t know how to swim?

“That’s okay,” Catharina interjected. “We can get you an instructor, right dad?”

“Of course,” he agreed, seeming quite on board with the idea. “Can’t have you near a pool when you don’t know how to swim. We’ll get you trained up. But you’ll have to be tethered when you’re outside, understand?” he said, pointing to a metal loop that poked out of the marble of the patio, near the edge where it met the manicured lawn between them and the edge of the pool.

“It’s getting a bit late in the day, and I’m sure our girl’s getting tired,” Alexia said. “Let’s have dinner, and then we can leave her with Nicolas. I’m sure he’s eager to get to know Erin a bit better.”


Chapter 17

Bleeding

“What do you mean, time’s running out?” Mikael asked, wild-eyed as he followed the man through the crowd and into a side hallway, where a waiter was rushing to return an empty tray to the kitchen. The man waited until the hallway was clear before whispering in Mikael’s ear.

“Did you see the man in there? The man?”

“Huh?” Mikael was lost. “There were lots of men in there,” he protested.

“No, the man you were programmed for!”

“I kind of have no idea what you’re saying, and by the way, where the hell am I?”

“You don’t know?” the man said, pulling back incredulously.

“No! I just woke up here and it’s very disturbing! What…who are you?” Mikael asked, growing agitated. He wanted to go back to that calm, peaceful feeling. He could remember it now, the serenity of floating in nothing. He wanted back to that so desperately.

“Fuck! They fucked it up again, I swear,” the bearded man muttered. “Okay. Okay, we can continue, I think. Follow me.”

And, grabbing Mikael by the arm, he marched him down the hall and into a large foyer where they ascended the stairs, reaching the landing where Mikael shook himself loose.

“Listen, Arschloch! I’m not going anywhere with you until you tell me what the fuck is it that you want from me,” Mikael blurted out. “I’m had so far a very shitty experience here in the US of A, and I want to go home! Fuck you all!”

“Yeah, yeah. You’ll be fine,” the man said, not at all perturbed. He dug around in his pocket and, to Mikael’s shock, pulled out a knife. “Here,” he said, handing it over to Mikael, who stepped back, hands raised to ward the man off, before looking down at the knife.

Something clicked in him at that moment, and he slowly reached out, taking it by the handle. He examined it, running his finger against the side of the blade, serenity filling him again.

“I see,” he said, voice low, calm.

“Ah, finally,” the man said, relieved. “Kicked in a bit late. You’d think advanced cultures could get some fucking programming right, huh? You got what needs to be done?”

“Yes,” Michael replied, pocketing the knife and turning to go back down the stairs. Reaching the bottom, he turned and entered the large dining room, where he mingled back into the crowd, harried waitstaff looking at him disapprovingly, probably pissed that he wasn’t carrying anything. Mikael didn’t care. He saw the man.

He was wearing a white suit, tall, dark hair slicked back, chatting with two other men, two of the founding partners of Dinersfold, Jackson, and Nussbaum. Mikael knew who they were, didn’t know what they did, didn’t care.

He walked up behind the man, pushing his way past a woman, beautiful, dressed in a flowing patterned silk dress that must have cost more than Mikael’s family’s entire net worth. She looked briefly at him, then moved on to talk to some people gathered by a small table where canapés were set out. He paused briefly behind the man in the white suit, Senator Aaron Silverstein, then took out the knife and slowly, calmly drove it directly into the man’s back, right where he had been programmed. Right where the heart would be, the blade angled exactly such that it would miss the ribs and drive through.

He left the handle in the man, and simple turned around and walked away, as he heard some queries from his victim’s associates, turning to gasps of horror, cries for help. As he exited the room, the world swam briefly once again and suddenly Mikael was standing there, a cut on his hand where the big knife had slipped and put a gash in the flesh between his thumb and index finger. The pain hit him suddenly, as did the commotion from the room behind him.

He turned and was faced with the sight of a man lying on the ground, others gathered around him, one man staring back at Mikael with horror in his eyes. A beautiful woman in a beautiful dress looked at him as well, a champagne flute shattered at her feet, her mouth open to scream. Fingers began to point at him and he heard running sounds. Coming towards him.

He turned and ran, as fast as he could, through hallways, rooms, an outdoor screened-in patio, and through the screened door, into the backyard. He could see a body of water there, beyond a low-lying hedge of Rose Hips. He ran towards them, confused, tears flooding his eyes, blurring his vision. What the fuck had just happened?

A sound broke through to him, a sound he didn’t place immediately. It was strange. Perhaps a car had backfired? That must be it, somewhere in a driveway somewhere, here in this beautiful but strange and unwelcoming land. A car, although they tended to be well maintained here, he thought. Strange, but maybe it was a gardener or servant, or a caterer, driving something the poorer working classes would drive.

Mikael fell to his knees in the grass. It was hard to breathe right at the moment and what a bad time it was to stop. He needed to run, make it to the water. Perhaps he could swim out of here? He was a good swimmer, he thought as his face hit the grass. His mother had gone with him to the Schwimmbad, when he was little. She had patiently helped him learn and he had loved it. Paddling around in his little floaters and splashing water everywhere, giggling like a little maniac.

Yes, he would swim home, he thought, as the green world around him slowly faded. Such a bad trip this had been, but soon he would be back home, where he belonged. The peaceful feeling enveloped him again. Bliss, he thought, as his blood darkened the lawn, so carefully tended to just this morning.

* * *

Erin shuffled her way back into the main house, following Alexia, with the other members of the DeBries family entering through the French doors and into the family room.

“I’ll get Maria to start dinner, in the meantime why don’t you show Erin her space? Catharina?” Alexia said, turning to her daughter.

“Oh, sure, I can do that,” said the girl.

“Also, go ahead and switch her chains out for her house shackles, honey,” Alexia said, as Catharina nodded. “Nicolas, can you help Maria set the table?”

“Sure, mom,” he answered, casting a look at Erin before turning to head to the family dining room.

“Come on, Erin,” Catharina said, placing her hand gently on Erin’s back, and the two of them walked out, Catharina guiding the girl over to where the elevator was. She pressed the button to summon it, realized it was already on their floor, and pulled on the door handle to open it. “Sorry, I’m still getting used to this house,” she said, guiding Erin in.

“Oh? When did you move in?” Erin asked as Catharina let the door close and pressed the button for the second floor

“About a month ago,” she replied. “We were having it built for a while, though. But we only just moved in fully last month.”

The elevator arrived and the two girls stepped out, heading to the right, passing bedroom doors on either side of the hallway. As they continued forward, Erin could see a set of bars at the end of the hallway, with a barred door that was open.

“Is that…is that my space?” she asked.

“Uh, yeah,” Catharina said, as they came closer. “Look, I’m sorry it’s not more private, but apparently this is pretty standard for private homes.”

“Okay. I guess?” Erin couldn’t really disguise her disappointment. Not only was she going to be locked in a cage, but that cage was right there at the end of a hallway, right next to what she assumed were the family’s bedrooms. She would have no privacy at all!

Erin stepped into the cage and looked around. Actually, it wasn’t that unpleasant. There were windows that had nice views, and the inside was decorated quite nicely.

Be a pet.

Erin remembered the advice Officer Haley had given her. She would take it to heart. Pets didn’t get their own private rooms. They stayed where their owners could keep an eye on them, and could look in on them whenever they wanted.

“It’s nice,” she said, as she walked over to the bed, bending over to rub her bound wrist over the soft duvet. Whoever had decorated her cell, had definitely had a girl in mind. Pink was a theme, with flowers as a motif. Soft, rounded pillows were on the bed and the floor. The wallpaper had stenciled flowers and bunnies on it. She stared at it for a while, finding it strangely soothing.

“I like it,” she said, looking at Catharina. “Thank you.”

Catharina smiled at her. “I’m glad you like it. I gave some input on the decoration. Like, I picked the dresser. Do you like it?”

Erin looked at the dresser. It was clearly a vintage piece, pained a warm teal color, with white knobs that had delicate pink flowers painted on them. “I do. Um, I would put what in it?”

Catharina giggled. “I know, you probably don’t have too much to put in it, but we’ll buy you clothes. You’ll wear clothes outside, normally. And you’ll have bathing suits and stuff.”

“Oh, okay.”

“Wait there a moment,” Catharina said as she stepped outside, taking a set of shackles down from a peg on the wall outside the cell. She came back in and bent down, snapping them onto Erin’s ankles, hesitating somewhat, clearly not comfortable or used to working with restraints. After a few fumbled tries, she managed to get Erin’s ankles secured, testing the cuffs to make sure they were on correctly.

“Shit! I forgot your keys!” she exclaimed. “Wait here, I’ll go get them from my dad.” And with that she ran off, leaving Erin by herself. She shuffled over to the nearest window and looked outside, enjoying the view of the trees and the open fields she could see. What would it be like to climb these trees? To run through those fields? To be free? Erin resolved to try and find out if she could one day just…run around. Not run away, just run. Was it possible she would never get to do that ever again?

The depressing thought was interrupted by Catharina returning with a jangling set of keys, and she stood quietly while the young woman undid her restraints, hanging them up on the wall outside the cell, leaving the shackles on Erin’s feet.

“Okay! Sorry about that,” she said. “Let’s go have dinner and then, I guess, it’s off to my dorky brother’s room,” Catharina said, guiding Erin over to the elevator. “Sorry about him.”

“What about him?” Erin asked, curious to know something, anything about the boy who was about to take her virginity.

“Hmm?”

“You said, sorry about him. What about him are you sorry about?”

“Oh! Well, just that you have to…you know? I guess I just think it’s a little yucky to be talking about my brother that way.”

“I understand,” Erin replied, as the elevator brought them down to the ground floor. The two girls entered the dining room to find the table set with a large bowl of delicious looking pasta, and a plate of garlic bread on the side, the rest of the family already seated, waiting for them. Catharina directed Erin to a chair that had a blue towel draped on the seat. Once again, that caused Erin some embarrassment. Something she would just have to learn to get over, she thought to herself as she sat down.

“We’re ready, Maria,” Johan called out. Erin was impressed to see a middle-aged Latina come out, wearing a black maid’s outfit and begin serving each family member. It seemed extremely awkward to Erin, waiting there as another person served, but the family had no problem with it, apparently used to this way of life. Another thing Erin would need to get used to. At least she wasn’t the one serving, at least not in this way.

As she sat there waiting, she couldn’t help but notice Johan’s gaze lingering on her breasts, which were out there for all to see. Also, Alexia, whose eyes seemed to focus on Erin’s nipples as if they were objets d'art, worth perusing at length. Erin wasn’t quite sure what to make of that. The one person not gazing at her, much to her surprise, was Nicolas, who was busily scrolling through his phone, not paying attention to Erin at all, as Catharina chattered away about what she wanted to do over summer. It mainly boiled down to horses and the beach.

Erin finally got served, Maria looking down at her with a discerning eye before loading her plate. Erin looked at the food in front of her with excitement. She hadn’t realized quite how hungry she was until this moment, and she looked around herself with a sense of gratitude, rubbing her wrists to take away some of the sting of the handcuffs she had worn.

Johan, the patriarch, was someone she would have to figure out. He may or may not be the center of power here—his wife, Alexia, was clearly a contender as well—but there was something about him that Erin couldn’t quite figure out. He seemed nice, polite. Clearly a loving father, the way he looked at his children made her firmly believe that. But rich and powerful men like him didn’t get to where they were without stepping over the people below them. She was quite certain of that. Was there a ruthless part to him? The way he was staring at her, with an animal hunger in his eyes, made her feel that he might be the key to Erin’s survival here.

Alexia, the wife, was definitely a cold one. She seemed to love her children, but there was a flatness to her affect, a coldness in her eyes that made Erin nervous. Alexia was not like Erin’s mom, a fundamentally kind and loving person who had suffered too much in life, with the loss of her husband, to be able to make it without becoming a slave to alcohol, drugs, and loser boyfriends. No, Alexia was in full control, and that both comforted Erin and scared her. Alexia didn’t seem to have any problem at all about her husband using Erin, and she couldn’t really understand that.

Catharina seemed like a sweet young woman whom she might become friends with, if things went well. She might also become Erin’s worst enemy if things didn’t go well. That was the risk of being forced into close company with another girl her own age. What if some boy Catharina was into became infatuated with the idea of using Erin? Would she be handed out to other boys? Would Nicolas lend her out to his friends? The thought was something that Erin needed to wrap her head around.

Maria, she didn’t have enough data on, so for now, Erin decided to ignore her. She was a servant, probably higher up in the hierarchy than Erin herself, but also not someone the family had spent a ton of money on, so perhaps Erin was more valuable than the older woman.

But Nicolas. That was the real mystery here. He seemed nice, but he wasn’t exactly acting the way she thought he would. He was a young man, in his sexual prime. Why wasn’t he ogling her, at least as much as his dad was? Maybe he was nervous. In which case, Erin’s job would be a lot more difficult, because she didn’t really know what to do, and didn’t want to bear the whole burden of their first time together to fall on her.

Dinner passed very quickly, each of the family members having their own reason for wanting this meal to end quickly. Erin could feel the tension as she ate, barely looking up from her plate, too nervous to look into anyone’s eyes. She knew what she was here for, and she knew that everyone else at the table knew that as well. Finally, everyone was done and Alexia gently told her son that he was excused, and to make sure to show Erin his room.

Erin felt sure that her blush was the most prominent part of her at this point, even more so than her sharply pointed nipples, and her throbbing vulva. The thought that she would be deflowered by this boy, tonight, was turning her on, and making her extremely self-conscious. Every movement she made, as she shuffled behind him towards the elevator, seemed awkward and ungraceful.

They made their way out of the elevator, having spoken not a single word on the ride up, and over to his bedroom door. He didn’t look at her as he let her in and shut the door behind him. She stood in the middle of the room as she watched him lock the door and remove the key. He approached her, bending down to undo her shackles, putting everything into a dresser drawer.

“Have a seat,” he said, gesturing to his bed. She pushed the comforter aside and sat down, mindful of her vulva, which was feeling quite slippery at the moment. He sat down next to her and looked at her for a moment, not saying anything.

“So…um. Should I…?” she stuttered.

“Look, Erin,” he said, his expression reserved. Almost worried. No: scared, she realized with a shock. “I…I haven’t told my parents, and I can’t have them know this, okay?”

“Okay…?” she replied.

“I’m…I’m gay,” he said, looking quickly away from her, staring at the wall across from them.


Chapter 18

First Night

“Oh! Oh, wow. Okay.”







“I’m sorry,” Nicolas said.

“It’s okay,” Erin said, putting her hand on his thigh. “It’s not something you should be sorry about.”

“My parents cannot know this, you understand?”

“I’m not…I wouldn’t betray your secret,” she said, tightening her hold on him. “I promise. But why don’t you just tell them?”

“I can’t! You don’t know them. They seem all cool, I’m sure, but they’re a fucking nightmare,” he said, putting his face in his hands. “They’re so driven by social standing, and they’re super conservative. No,” he shook his head. “No, they would send me to some reprogramming camp and I wouldn’t survive that.”

She looked into his face, seeing tears trickle down the side. Her heart broke for him. “Nicolas, I’m sorry you feel like that. No one should be scared of being who they are.”

He slowly lifted his face from his hands, leaning back and sighing loudly. “I know. Some day I’ll be independent from them. I can leave the house and be on my own. Unfortunately, that’s not now. I’m, like, totally dependent on them. If I leave or get kicked out, I’ll be out on the streets and wind up like you.”

“Yeah, you wouldn’t want that,” she muttered, somewhat taken aback by the nonchalant way he had said it.

“Sorry, that was insensitive,” he said, look at her with hurt in his eyes. “I’m really sorry.”

“That’s okay, I get it,” she replied. “But, um…I think your parents kind of expect you to pop my cherry, and they’ll know if you didn’t.”

“Yeah, I was kinda hoping you would just, um…like, pop it yourself? We can just lie—”

“Wait, what? What do you mean, pop it myself! How?”

“Like, finger? Sharpie? I have a couple of them in my desk drawer. Just shove it in, be done with it!” He gestured over to his desk. Erin gazed at him with dismay.

“No! I wanted…I want to do this the right way!” she started crying. “This…having sex for the first time…I know I’m just property now, and I’m supposed to do it whenever you—I guess, anyone—wants, but still…it was supposed to be special. I wanted my first time to be special. Even if it’s not with someone I chose, it’s still my time and it should be more than just…shoving something in me to get rid of my hymen!”

“Okay, okay, gosh! I’m sorry. Please stop crying?” He put his hand on her back, looking extremely uncomfortable with everything that was going on.

Erin pressed her fingers underneath her eyes, willing herself to stop crying and get a grip. Still distraught, she turned to him. “How about…how about we…we tell—or I can tell—I can tell your dad that you, um, came in my mouth? And that maybe…he should…”

Nicolas looked at her, face blank, mouth set in a tight line. “Okay, so you want my dad to…?”

“Um, yeah. You got any other guys hidden in the house?” She smiled bravely at him, hiccuping slightly.

“I wish!” They both smiled and laughed softly. “Okay, yeah. I get it. You’re here, naked, thinking you’re going to get fucked—sorry, that was a bit crude.”

“It’s okay,” she said.

“Anyway, I get that you…what you said. You want your first time to be real. And yeah, even though it grosses me out, my dad is the obvious choice here. But can you do it? Can you ask him?”

“Yeah. Do you think he will?” The thought of being rejected—again—suddenly seemed like the very worst thing that could happen to her right now. She was a sex slave, basically. She was ready to accept that. The thought that she wouldn’t be having sex was now making her distraught.

“Oh, yeah. The guy’s a horndog. Don’t you worry, he’ll be more than happy to.”

“What about your mom?”

“Yeah, she’ll want you too. But that wouldn’t work—”

“No,” she interrupted. “I mean, will she be upset if your dad has me? Like, will that mess up their marriage?”

“Oh, no, no. I’ve heard them talking about you for a long time. I mean, not you specifically. A girl like you. They’ve been wanting to have a girl here for quite a while, and the whole plan is for everyone in the family to use you. Not just me.” He smiled awkwardly at her, shrugging.

“Okay,” she said. “So, maybe we’ve been in here long enough? Do you know?”

He chuckled. “Yeah, if I were into girls, I’d have come by now for sure. You’re beautiful. Objectively.”

She blushed and looked down at her hands, clasped in her lap. “I like you,” she said, looking at him. “And I swear to keep your secret. Hey, does your sister know?”

“No. I don’t think so. She’s kinda self-absorbed.”

“Are you seeing anyone?”

“Maybe…” he said, blushing a bit.

She giggled softly. “Good for you.”

“Thanks,” he said. “I like you too. Should I chain you up again? By the way, I think it’s kind of fucked up. Totally my parents’ rule.”

“It’s okay,” she replied. “Go ahead, and I’ll go find your dad.”

And so, shackled again, she made her way out of the son’s room to head to the master bedroom, on the advice of Nicolas. She knocked on the door, waiting there until it opened.

Awkwardly, it was Alexia who opened the door, looking at her, face unreadable.

“Um, hi,” Erin started, nervously brushing her hair back over her ear.

“Hello, Erin. Everything okay?”

“Yes, yes. Wonderful. Totally,” she said, unsure how to approach this.

“I feel like you might want to talk to my husband?”

“Yes, ma’am. Thank you.”

“Well, come in. What you say to him, you can say to me as well,” Alexia said, motioning for the girl to enter. Inside the master bedroom, Erin saw a large bed, easily the largest she had ever seen. In it, under the comforter, supported by cushions and reading a tablet, was the master of the house.

“Hello, Erin,” Johan said, gazing at her. “How did things go? I hope it wasn’t too painful for you.”

“No sir, um…that’s why I’m here. Uh, I, uh,” she stumbled over her words, glancing at the mother and father.

“Yes?” Alexia asked, looking at her innocently.

“Oh god,” she groaned. This was so embarrassing. But then again, she was here, lying to these people she didn’t know, in order to fulfill a promise to—no, an order from—another man she didn’t really know. Why was she embarrassed? She was property, following orders. Fuck these people if they were embarrassed too.

And so she straightened her shoulders and looked straight at Alexia, her face calm. “Your son used my mouth, and he finished in there. So…he suggested I go ask if I could be deflowered by you, sir,” she said, turning to fix Johan with her green eyes.

Alexia covered her mouth with her hand, eyes wide. Johan grinned broadly. “Ah! Got too eager, did he? That’s understandable, if somewhat embarrassing.”

Alexia uncovered her mouth, glancing at her husband briefly before turning back to Erin. “Okay. I understand, dear.” She put her hand on Erin’s shoulder. “You have the right to be deflowered and you want it done tonight, I’m sure?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Erin answered, unable to prevent herself from squirming slightly. Despite the awkwardness of everything, she really did want it. Masturbating tonight would not satisfy her.

“Okay, Johan,” Alexia continued, looking at him. “Take her to guest room 3 and use her there.”

Johan jumped out of bed with surprising speed, tossing his tablet down onto the bed as he strode quickly to Erin’s side, smiling broadly. “Come, let’s go,” he said, taking hold of Erin’s upper arm as the two of them made their way as quickly down the hallway towards an empty room as Erin could shuffle. Erin looked back quickly to see Alexia staring at them from the master bedroom door, before turning back and closing the door behind her.

Inside the guest room, Johan shut the door and gestured Erin over to the bed. As she sat down, he began stripping out of his pajamas. Erin stared as his penis popped out. She clenched at the sight, swallowing nervously. She stared at it, the curved rod of flesh emanating from a bush of neatly trimmed black hair, the bulbous head with the tiny slit in the front that seemed to have a pearl of liquid pooling at the very tip. Almost scared of it, she dragged her eyes away to traverse his chest, which she noted was mostly well defined, somewhat flat, but betraying some middle-age spread. His chest was strong and broad, with wiry blondish brown hair in a light tuft right in the middle. As her eyes ascended, she met his, staring back at her, a hungry look in them that took her breath away, her chest tightening in fear.

Johan came over to where she sat, his member approaching her face. “It seems your mouth is quite effective,” he said, looking down at her.

She swallowed harder, realizing that she was going to have a penis in her mouth for real now, and if she wasn’t good, then he might not believe her lie about Nicolas. She licked her lips and slowly opened her mouth.

“Stick your tongue out, girl,” he said, in a husky, deep voice. She slowly complied, feeling silly doing so, but understanding why. And the understanding of it made her blush even more, for she imagined what it would feel like for him, her owner, to place his member on her soft, inviting tongue, letting it be caressed there, protected from her teeth, enfolded in soft tissue. She sighed as she felt him place the head on her waiting tongue, thrusting slowly into her mouth.

“So nice,” he sighed as he began to push deeper into her mouth and she closed down on it, remembering what she had seen in the porno videos she and Marcy had sometimes watched. The girl would close her mouth and suck as the man thrust in and out. And sometimes she would gag as he drove his member deeper, almost to the hilt. Tears sprang from her eyes as she felt the head touching the back of her throat. Determined not to back away and betray the secret she shared with Nicolas, she forced her gag reflex down by swallowing repeatedly, her hands clenching into fists, and heard him crying out in surprise.

Swiftly he withdrew from her, panting hard. “Wow, I can see why he was unmanned so quickly! Poor guy never had a chance,” he chuckled. Erin sat back, swallowing and sniffling back the tears from almost gagging.

“I’m sorry, sir,” she said when she had recovered.

“No, don’t be sorry!” he exclaimed, stroking the top of her head affectionately. “It’s a good thing! You could use some more training, but you’ve got the makings of an expert cock sucker in you.”

“Uh, thank you, sir?”

“You’re welcome. Now, I’d better deflower you while I still have control,” he said, momentarily gripping his shaft with his hand. Kneeling down, he fumbled around in his pajama pockets to bring forth the key to her shackles. Quickly he undid them and said to her, “Lie down, girl. Spread your legs for me.”

“Yes, sir,” she whispered, as she lay down on the bed and lifted her knees up, spreading them as wide as she could.

“Oh, nice. So lovely,” he whispered in return, as he knelt down, guiding his cock over to her parted sex. She felt her lips spreading as the warm flesh entered, coated with her saliva, and helped greatly by her own lubrication that had flowed copiously as she sat there serving his manhood.

“You’re so wet,” he said. “So wet. You’re made for this, girl. Remember that. You’re made for this.”

“Yes, sir,” she whimpered as she felt his tip hitting her membrane. She clenched as she awaited the pain of penetration.

“Are you ready?” he asked.

She tensed and nodded, closing her eyes and jutting her lower jaw out in concentration. “Oh, ow! OW!” she cried as she felt the sharp pain of her hymen tearing, It had been strengthened by the nurse before her sale, and while the perforations in it helped greatly, it still hurt a lot to be torn there. She squirmed and clenched her fists around the sheets of the bed, grimacing. Tears burst from between her eyelids.

“There, there. All through,” he murmured. “I’ll pause for a moment, let you recover, okay?”

“Thank you sir,” she gasped out. Indeed, the pain, sharp as it had been, was quickly receding.

“Wow, you are so tight. Such a great feeling, I’m going to enjoy you,” he said. “Come on, time to finish this off. My wife’s probably a bit impatient,” he chuckled. Erin felt him start to thrust inside her again, going deeper then pulling out, then pushing back in, each time a bit further until she felt his pelvis striking her vulva. She gasped as she felt her throbbing button grind against his pubis.

“Oh, uh, uh, UH,” she cried out as he pounded her and her orgasm rose up like a biblical flood that simply could not be stopped. She cried out again as the world went dark and she came, her body clenching uncontrollably, her legs wrapped around her master, her fists pulling at the sheets.

And as the world went dark, she felt herself drifting upwards, as if she had left her body. She could see the room, Johan on top of her, her feet around his back, her head turned to the side, eyes tightly closed. And then the room disappeared and she was back in her childhood home, staring out the window of her bedroom, peering across the front yard at a man walking calmly towards the house. Her heart lifted and she felt happy and calm. Safe and protected. It was her dad, coming home. But…but there was something wrong, and he stopped and turned and simply froze in place and slowly faded away. She felt her heart tightening with fear as she looked up to see the giant black ship there, in the sky, and everything faded out.

“Erin?” the voice of her owner called out as she slipped away, his semen dripping out of her sex.

“Erin?”


Epilogue

Captain Brian Hedges, of the Southampton Town police department, stared down at the body of the young man in the expensive looking waiters uniform, lying face down in the lawn of the massive mansion bordering Agawam Lake. All the other waitstaff at this event were wearing the same uniform, and others on staff had identified him as Mikael Freihofer, a German national who had recently arrived in Southampton to work at the restaurant Le Bouillon, but had shown up only once for orientation and then disappeared, before showing up again, working this event.

Exactly why he had stabbed Senator Aaron Silverstein, nobody knew, nor were they willing to speculate.

Brian sighed. Such a shame. The boy was so young. It was truly disheartening to see how many young men turned radical these days. He had heard of other assassinations and attempted assassinations and terror attacks, committed by lone wolfs that no one would have thought could do such a thing. And here was another one of them.

Understandably, the hosts of this fundraiser were besides themselves with fear and outrage. He had spent the first twenty minutes on this property having his ear chewed off by the master of this estate. And then there was the increasingly strange behavior of the massive ships overhead. He shook his head. There were a lot of powerful forces at work here and that made things dangerous.

“Hey Captain,” his lieutenant said, coming up behind him. Rebecca Palmer was young, but as fierce and determined as anyone he had ever met on the force.

“What did the Senator’s detail have to say?” he asked her.

“They were pretty shaken up. Never even saw it coming,” she answered, looking down on the body. She looked up at the sky and stared. “Fuck! I’ve never seen two of them in the same area before!”

“Yeah…” he replied, staring. Things here were getting stranger and stranger.
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